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Conspired into the Third Gender Chapter 1

The Chosen One



I was born with a silver spoon in my mouth. In our house of abundance, there was absolutely no dearth of anything: wealth, affection or prestige. My father, Vijay Luthra, an IAS (Indian Administrative Service) officer of the 1985 cadre, was currently under the secretary of the finance department. Like any other person in his position, he got many perks and benefits, so we had a sprawling bungalow, umpteen servants to do our every bidding, a cook who prepared multi-cuisine many-course meals daily, a chauffeur to drive the official car with a red flickering light on top (given only to VIPs, if I may add), a watch man who kept vigil and opened and closed the gates and a gardener who kept the sprawling lawns trim. Yes, my old man had done excellently for himself. 

Vijay Luthra had also managed to court and marry the most sought-after girl in their circles: Reema Mehta. Reema Mehta had been an uncommonly beautiful girl living in their locality. When in final year of college, she had entered a state-level beauty contest which she had won. After this, she was vaguely considering a career in Hindi movies when my hot-shot dad had arrived on the scene and whisked her off her feet. 

I enjoyed a lot of prestige in school and society as everyone knew I was an IAS officer’s son. Oh, the pride of being driven around the colony in my father’s VIP vehicle! Everyone turned to see if the

‘ Saab’ or ‘Respected Sir’ was seated inside and when they saw me instead, they didn’t hesitate to salute! It was a heady feeling, being the progeny of one in a position of power, and it released all the testosterone or what I secretly called the ‘Power Hormone’ in my body! 

Talking of testosterone, I had plenty of it. At 12 and on the threshold on manhood, I had all the interests a typical young boy was supposed to have. I was the skipper of the school cricket team; a number of interschool and state level competitions had been won under my captaincy. I was touted by my parents’ friends as the next Don Bradman or Sachin Tendulkar, the legendary cricket heroes. 

‘But excuse me!’, I told them ‘I am an all rounder while the aforementioned are predominantly batsman!’. Yes, I was everything rolled into one: a swashbuckling batsman, a superb bowler and a fielder par excellence! However, people tended to enjoy my batting most--my cuts, square drives and sweeps had the spectators raving and the chicks swooning. Yeah, you heard me right. Now don’t call me precocious for I am only telling the truth. Even though I was only twelve, I was extremely handsome: tall and fair with straight flopping brown hair that was in the habit of falling over my face which I had to push back periodically, a gesture that made girls, even my elder sister’s friends go weak in the knees. ‘Oh, Anita, he is sooo adorable’, they’d coo. And Anita would come home and fondly tease

‘You have a veritable fan club, Ashes!’. 

‘Ashes’ or ‘Ash’ was the short-form of my moniker. Ashish Luthra, the son of Vijay and Reema Luthra. The brother of Anita Luthra. The apple of everyone’s eye. The chosen one. The only son of the house. ‘The lamp of the dynasty’. 

Anita didn’t mind the obvious favoritism. Sweet thing that she was, she also joined the bandwagon and pampered me. Not that she was ambitious or anything, dear Anita. All she wanted to do was party and enjoy herself. Anita planned on getting married by 21 or so, and she was never too coy to confess the fact. In fact she’d already made her arrangements by getting herself a boyfriend. I had seen the two of them go out together arm in arm. 

Now, you must be curious as what went on on my academic front. 

Okay, I don’t mind telling. I went to one of the most elite schools in New Delhi. Apart from academics, my school offered a number of extracurricular activities like swimming, gym-ming, skating, horse-

riding, yoga and so on. It also had quiz clubs, a theatre club, civic club et al. At this point, I have to confess that I, like my sister, wasn’t too cerebral a person and excelled only at physical activities. I found studying hard and strenuous, and clubs that espoused further development of the brain, redundant. 

One of the three guys I hung out with used to explain concepts, lend notes and see to it that I passed all my examinations. Now this chap, Mahesh, was something of a genius. He was small and puny for his age, wore thick black-rimmed glasses, and had a shy, socially-awkward manner. But, dear friends, what a humungous brain he hid behind this unimpressive exterior! Mahesh had an eidetic memory and could remember what he’d seen or read only once, and could do complex mathematics faster than a supercomputer. His brain had the knack of seeing connections that average minds missed as a consequence of which he solved the most impossible-seeming problems in physics, geometry et al.--in a twinkling! ‘Planning on becoming the next Stephen Hawking?’ I’d rib him. Embarrassed, he’d look down at the floor and say ‘Please don’t tease me, yaar (buddy)’. But honestly, I was dead sure he’d grow up to be like John Nash or C.V Raman or somebody. Apart from all of the above, Mahesh a budding poet too. 

The other two guys, Shobit and Vivek, were as tall and well-built as I was. They too belonged to well-to-do families, and were rather proud of the fact. Mahesh was good at academics; I excelled in sports, but the other two weren’t particular good at anything except showing contempt. Mahesh was their favorite covert target for he hailed from a low socio-economic background. His family had shifted to Delhi from Hisar only a few years back. Apparently, Mahesh had lost his father a very long time ago and grew up with his widowed mother. 

You must now be wondering how an impoverished boy like him was able to afford to study in an elite school. Let me enlighten you: Mahesh, owing to his prowess, had won the ‘Bright Young Mind’

scholarship provided by an NGO. Hence his fees were taken care of. 

I had heard vague, oblique references to a sibling who had provided

for the family since their father’s demise. However, I had no idea if it was a brother or a sister. 

When Mahesh was out of ear-shot, the other two boys, Shobit and Vivek, would wrinkle their noses in disdain. ‘We must mix with those of our own strata, dude….Not someone who lives in Chandani Chowk…’ Vivek routinely said. Now Chandani Chowk is the name of a lower middle-class colony in Delhi and that is where Mahesh lived. 

The rest of us stayed in posh colonies like Greater Kailash or Vasant Kunj. 

‘And he’s such a dwarf--it’s embarrassing to have him around’ Shobit would contribute his bit to the tirade of insults against poor Mahesh. 

‘It’s helpful to have him around’, I’d say ‘He helps us out with studies-

-we’d never pass otherwise’. They’d shrug in a non-committal manner. Heart of hearts, they knew I was right. Having the brainy Mahesh around was indeed an asset. We ostensibly remained a group. However, there was always an undercurrent of superciliousness against Mahesh. Mahesh never seemed to sense that there was something amiss. He’d continue to be his shy, sweet, stuttering, unassuming self. In the dead of the night, before slumber took over, a sort of premonitory guilt pricked me. ‘He’s such a good loyal friend’, a nagging voice inside my head yapped constantly, ‘but you’re like Judas--one day you’ll betray him--for 30 pieces of silver or something equally petty’. ‘Aww…shut up’ I‘d silence the annoying voice and doze off. Life was too short--for guilt. Or for retribution. 

Or so I had thought

One day, another boy from Hisar, the town Mahesh had come from, joined our school. The worthy was called Arjun. Now, this Arjun was an especially pesky, garrulous and smart-alecky character--nobody would have called him the greatest guy. He reveled in imitating teachers and mocking the mannerisms of classmates. The dwarfishly-built, stuttering Mahesh seemed to be the perfect specimen for Arjun to bully. ‘What’s your name?’ he would deliberately ask, ‘Ma-ma-ma-ma-Mahesh’, my poor friend, only half conscious with fright, would reply. So, ‘Ma-ma-ma-ma-Mahesh, Wh-

wh-wh-wh-where do you live?’ the bully, deliberately mimicking his victim, would demand. Before Mahesh had the chance to answer, Arjun snatched his spectacles. ‘Gi- give that to me!’, Mahesh demanded. It was clear that he was beginning to get angry. ‘Oh so you have a temper too eh, midget?’ the obnoxious bully stared him in the face and asked. At this point, something corresponded with a memory that he has stored--a certain familiarity. ‘Hey, wait a minute’

Arjun asked, scrutinizing Mahesh’s face closely, ‘Aren’t you also from Hisar?’

The next day I noticed a difference. Nobody spoke to Mahesh. He usually commanded respect because he was brilliant. This aspect made the other students overlook the fact that he was from a penurious background. However, this time around, something that spelt a catastrophe with a big "C" seemed to be in the air. The students were boorish, downright hostile to the poor Mahesh. By the time the final school bell rung, I had unearthed the truth. Arjun, the malicious Mr. Know-it-all, had remembered having seen Mahesh a few years earlier in Hisar. Mahesh hadn’t started wearing glasses then, hence Arjun hadn’t recognized him immediately. Once the partially face concealing eye-crutches were off, recognition had instantly dawned. Mahesh had lived two streets away from Arjun’s house. His brother, Mohan, was a shameless, debauched transgender. 

In India, there is a great social stigma attached to people who are

‘different’ from the others. The differently able are discriminated against and not given opportunities for equal rights and full-participation. Women who get divorced or have babies out of wedlock are shunned. Homosexuals are considered criminals. As for transgenders; they aren’t seen as living, pulsating human beings at all. They are considered the most obscene of nature’s jokes. And are made fun of. And jarringly laughed at. Their families are ostracized, isolated and alienated. My friend Mahesh, the brother of one such individual, became a case in point. 

As I was leaving the spacious school premises, I caught sight of Mahesh walking away. His shoulders were slouched and he was dragging his feet slowly--as if each weighed a ton. He looked like a prematurely aged young boy. I felt sorry for our hapless prodigy of a friend. In spite of being blessed with top-class brains, his life obviously had been an unhappy one. And it continued to be miserable. 

‘Mahesh, wait up!’ I called out. He slackened his pace a little but didn’t turn around. Soon, I caught up with him. He didn’t lift his eyes to meet mine. 

We kept walking until we reached India Gate. Once there, we chose a quiet little nook on the lawn. Minutes passed as we sat there wordlessly. Pigeons settled in groups on the ground before fluttering away noisily. Since the silence had already been broken, I ventured to speak; 

‘Is it true?’

Mahesh didn’t nod. Nor did he refute the statement. He just sat in silence. A silence that weighed a ton. The testimony to a truth. 

Finally he spoke; 

‘Yes, I have an elder brother who is….’, he paused awkwardly, then continued ‘Mohan  bhaiya (brother) is twelve years older than me. He was apparently born a boy; albeit an impotent one. Psychologically and behaviorally, he was always a female….in fact, he was more maternal towards me than my mother was….’ he smiled as if reminiscing some distant memory. 

The rest of Mahesh’s words were a monologue. The gist of it was the usual thing sob stories are made of--the father having passed away when the children were very young, the consequent poverty, and the mother toiling away at the sewing machine to make ends meet etc., etc. albeit for an interesting twist. At fourteen, his brother had joined a hijra community and had turned to the prostitution  dhanda. The

money made from flesh trade supported the family. Those in the vicinity were unaware of this until the local corporater caught Mahesh’s hijra brother having sex with his teenaged son. It was after this that Mohan’s gender identity had spread like wild fire through the town. Subsequently, Mahesh’s family was hounded out of Hisar because parents feared that Mohan would be a corrupting influence on their children. Mahesh and his mom shifted to New Delhi. Mohan went down south to Bangalore. 

The camaraderie of us, ‘The fabulous four’ persisted. After all, we needed our very own Einstein to help us with math, physics and algebra. How would we complete our assignments and pass our exams without him? Not the best professional tuition teacher in the world could be as systematic and patient! Besides, they’d never complete our homework for us if we were too tired or indolent to do it ourselves! 

So, I continued to hob-nob with Mahesh. My parents knew about his brother, but didn’t really forbid me from interacting with Mahesh. ‘By all means, study together--your grades have improved ever since you’ve started studying with him’, my mother said. ‘However, beta’(son), she also cautioned, ‘take care not to get too close….’. I nodded. She had a point. 

Vivek and Shobit’s parents weren’t as liberal, so ‘The Fabulous Four’

dwindled down to a pathetic twosome. I didn’t mind this too much for I learnt much from Mahesh. He, in turn, started taking tips to improve his stamina from me. We started going out on early morning jogs. I also taught him how to do simple push-ups and squats. Since Mahesh was keen on learning cricket, we scheduled a training session for the weekend. 

Sunday arrived in its whole beaming glory. I dressed in my white cricket uniform and carried the entire equipment along. Mahesh, looking quite dandy, in a blue t-shirt and shorts was already there waiting. ‘Good Morning!’ he said cheerfully. I noticed that with the increase in physical confidence, Mahesh’s stammering had begun to reduce. I nodded in greeting. 

‘So you wanna be a batsman or a bowler?’ I asked. 

‘Bowler!’, Mahesh was all enthusiasm. I’d never seen him so buoyant. 

‘Then let’s make you a fast bowler…perhaps like Shoaib Akhtar’ I started off, "for the ‘run up’ you have to…." 

‘Actually, I want to be a spinner’ Mahesh interrupted. 

I should have guessed. The cerebral types preferred being spinners so that they could craftily spin the ball in such a way that the hapless batsman wouldn’t in the world guess what turn it would take. 

‘Okay, spinner you will be’ I acceded. Over the next one hour, I trained him in the technique. We also played a match. Mahesh bowled while I wielded the bat. However, we had no people to act as fielders and that was a bit of a dampener. Nevertheless, we played on. 

As we packed up and made our way towards the gate, a person, apparently female, approached us. She was dressed in form-fitting pants of three-fourth length and a dressy embroidered top with a plunging neckline. She was quite tall in addition to which her feet were encased in four inch high heels. The end-result of this was that resembled a veritable giraffe! With her generous dousing of perfume and fluttering false eye-lashes, this person was undeniably a woman. 

Yet for all the ostensible femininity, there was a very strong suggestion of maleness about her. Perhaps it was a certain sharp squareness of the jaw. Or the sturdiness of the ankle visible beneath the tapering denim. 

‘Hello’, she said when we were standing in front of each other ‘You must be Ashish’. I noticed that her eyes were a striking (slightly dangerous-looking) grey. The large coarse hand that she held out was decidedly masculine. 

I took it, shook it and nodded. 

‘I am Mona’ the stranger introduced herself ‘--Mahesh’s sister. 

Mahesh keeps talking about you’. 

I was at a loss for words. So this was Mahesh’s hijra brother turned sister. I didn’t know what to say in front of this magnificent frightening creature. I tried to open my mouth but the words got stuck in my throat. ‘Mahesh is very intelligent’ I finally managed to blurt out. 

Mona seemed to weigh my words carefully. ‘Yes’, she slowly admitted ‘However, he’s too sensitive….’. There was a silence. I didn’t interrupt it. After a minute, Mona continued ‘Mahesh has always been that way…perhaps it’s not surprising considering all that he has had to bear owing to our family situation….owing to me?‘

she paused delicately. 

She expected me to say something. Again, I couldn’t. ‘He’s doing well’ I more or less repeated what I’d previously said--like a retarded parrot or something. 

Mona turned the full gaze of her fright-inspiring eyes on me. ‘Thank you, Ashish’ she said ‘For being friends with Mahesh…. It makes a great difference because he’s otherwise treated as an outcaste’ her ample lips curved into a smile, displaying sharp raptorial canine teeth. In spite of the air of congeniality, an icy chill went down my spine. There was an undeniable predatory quality about Mona. To come to think of it, she looked like a wolf. 

To my misfortune, there had been a witness to our scene of camaraderie--the incorrigible Arjun who had recognized Mona from her Hisar days. Soon the word that I’d had a rendezvous with her and Mahesh spread all over the school. This time the full brunt of mass derision fell upon me. ‘The captain of the cricket team, now a hijra’s side-kick….!’ someone said ‘…Man! How the mighty fall!’ ‘She was just thanking me’ I clarified in between gnashed teeth, ‘for being friends with Mahesh’. Not paying any heed to my words, they carried on the ragging ‘Now why would you be so empathetic towards Mahesh and his hijra brother unless you were one yourself? Perhaps you too were born with skewed genitals’. Anger rose in my depths as

I growled ‘I am a MAN with a capital ‘M’, you understand?’ ‘For a so-call man, you sure are great pals with hijras’, they heckled. ‘I was sorry for Mahesh, that’s why I hung around with him’ I retaliated, my fury reaching great peaks now ‘Who was to dream that obnoxious hijra brother of his would come and converse with me?’. They stopped; perhaps to give me the benefit of doubt. I could see that they weren’t fully convinced. They’d be a backlash--soon. I’d have to take care to avoid that. 

During the school recess, I went out for a candy. The entire school had flocked near the ice-cream cart and I had to wait awhile in a queue for my turn. From the corner of my eye, I noticed Mahesh standing a few meters away. He was waving, but I pretended not to have seen him. I feigned to be very busy pulling a thread out of the top button of my shirt. ‘Hi, didn’t you notice me?’ Mahesh came up to me and said. I kept my eyes averted. I couldn’t afford to talk to him--

the entire school had paused and was waiting with bated breath for my reaction to the hijra’s brother. One wrong move and I could be branded a hijra for life. 

I could sense that the sensitive Mahesh was hurt and upset at having been given the cold shoulder. ‘What’s the matter?’ he asked

‘You’ve not spoken to me since the morning. Did I do something wrong?’ he put a friendly hand on my arm. I shook his hand off violently and bellowed ‘Don’t you dare touch me, you hijra! Keep your filthy paws to yourself!’. The shock was marked on Mahesh’s vulnerable face. To my horror, I saw his face turn red, then ashen, before turning beet red again. His myopic eyes started welling with tears. He turned and ran into the busy street like a blind man. Then the most shocking thing happened….. He was squashed. Like an ant. By passing car that couldn’t apply its breaks on time. Mahesh died on the spot. 

I was so shocked that I couldn’t move--for two whole hours. Then I sort of recovered. 

I went to attend Mahesh’s funeral. My parents and sister forbade me, yet I went. Mahesh’s mother was wailing loudly. She was being

coaxed by neighbours to have a drink of water. There were hushed whispers all around, ‘They couldn’t even bring him home in one piece’ I overheard someone say. ‘His body parts lay scattered all over the accident site’. The horrifying details of what had happened to Mahesh sent chills down my spine. 

I noticed Mona sitting by the remains and silently weeping. She was clad in a white saree and her face was bereft of make-up. I mustered all my strength to go up to her and say, ‘I am so sorry….my condolences’. She looked up wordlessly. Her grey eyes fixed me with a cold stare. 





Chapter 2

The Nightmare Begins



Life came back to normal in a few days time. The class discussed Mahesh’s untimely death for a day or two. Soon everyone got embroiled in their routines and forgot all about Mahesh. I remained disturbed for sometime after which the horrific occurrence was relegated to the back recesses of my memory. Now that Mahesh was conveniently out of the way, Shobit and Vivek didn’t mind socializing with me--a chap from the same (Read: upper) social strata as them. We started playing cricket together. So the ‘Fabulous Four’ had now metamorphosed to ‘The Three Musketeers’. 

About ten days later, as I was passing by Chandani Chowk, I saw a procession of people carrying a bier. A girl from the procession party approached me and enquired ‘Weren’t you at Mahesh’s funeral?’. 

‘Yes, I replied, ‘I was his friend’. The girl’s next words were shocking. 

‘Mona is dead too’ she said ‘Unable to bear the loss of her brother, 

she committed suicide’. I was too stultified to react. ‘She’s going to be cremated this evening’ the girl continued ‘Do come if possible’. 

This time I couldn’t muster enough guts to go to Mahesh’s house and condole his mother. I vaguely wondered what would become of her. 

I soon put the unsettling incident behind me. It was in my nature to move on without dwelling too much on sad things. 

My father had got a promotion: he had now been made the Joint Secretary of finance. The family had thrown a huge party to celebrate the event. We Punjabis are typically meant to be a little flamboyant and I could safely say that my family confirmed to the stereotype. Dad and I wore jazzy  Sherwanis (a long Indian men’s shirt) coupled with trousers. My mother wore her finest  Salwaar-kameez, a long dress-like Indian top coupled with loose trousers. 

She accessorized her look with  jhumkas or Indian earrings and layers of make-up. My sister chose to combine the Indian  Kameez or Kurta, the long top, with tight Indian leggings known as ‘ Chudidaar’. 

The attire gave her a docile demure look which was misleading, to say the least. 

Apart from Indian, the cook had been ordered to whip up Chinese food, Japanese fare like the Soba and other typical samples from Italian, Spanish, Greek, African, American and Oceanean cuisine. 

Professional  Bhangra and  Gidda dancers had been hired to entertain the guests. The above mentioned are dance forms of Punjab--the former is performed by males and the latter by the ladies. 

The guest list comprised of the power elite of New Delhi; ministers, socialites, industrialists and film stars. Much to my chagrin, my parents did not know any cricket, hockey or football players--their tips would have been invaluable with a capital ‘I’ to an upcoming young sportsperson like myself! 

My father’s eyes flit to and fro as he acknowledged and welcomed one person after another. He didn’t seem to have a moment to breathe. Probably all the socializing was stressing him out as he was

sweating profusely and wiping his forehead from time to time with his handkerchief. A phone began ringing. It was my dad’s. He it picked it up immediately. ‘A call from the PMO (Prime Minister’s Office)’ he mouthed to my mother ‘I’ll have to leave immediately’. ‘How will I handle all these big-wigs alone?’ my mother fretted. ‘You’ll manage, Reema--with your charming social manners’ my father said in obvious flattery. This was an ideal technique I realized because my mother was very susceptible to buttering, even if it was very apparent. ‘Okay’ she said in a mock peevish tone ‘but did you have to make such an exhaustive guest list?’ She pouted prettily. ‘Ha ha’

my father laughed ‘If we call one and omit the other--we’ll have a whole lot of disgruntled big-cheese on our hands!’. He cast a glance around but the driver was nowhere to be seen. Looking for the chauffeur would eat into more of his time. So my father got the car out of the garage and drove off on his own. 

The morning merged into noon. The  Bhangda and  Gidda dancers had started drooping with fatigue. Food was ready and the guests surveyed the mind-boggling assortment of dishes on the buffet table. 

My mother was surpassing herself trying to keep the big cheese entertained. She couldn’t afford to evoke anybody’s ire--it would be detrimental to the family reputation. Anita was nowhere to be seen. 

She’d probably sneaked out with her friends; something she invariably did during monotonous family parties. 

I was beginning to feel rather bored myself. There was loads of homework to do, but that would have to wait until the tutor arrived in the evening. I tried to put a call across to the other two ‘musketeers’, but they were out with their parents. There was absolutely nothing for me to do. I thought a long walk would refresh me and also help kill time. 

I had walked for barely fifteen minutes, when a truck started stalking me. Apparently, I was over-reacting as it stopped. A man got out. He was lean, had a wheatish complexion and a very cancerous looking mole on his right cheek. ‘Is your name Ashish?’ he asked me. 

‘Yes’, I said. ‘Now what was going on?’

‘Your father has had an accident--they asked me to fetch you--I’ll take you to the hospital’ the man said. 

Dad had gone driving on his own to Lutyens’ Delhi. Perhaps he’d collided with another vehicle on the way. Was he alright? 

‘Get into the truck, quick--his condition is critical’, urged the lean man whose name, I learnt later, was Dubla. 

The word ‘critical’ served as adrenaline. I was in the front seat of the truck in a flash. It had a dark, hairy, stoutly built man at the driver’s seat. Dubla jumped in from the other side and banged the door shut swiftly. 

The driver started the truck. He seemed to be steering it in a direction opposite of Lutyens’. I opened my mouth to protest, when a chloroform laced handkerchief was held against my nose. Triangles, swirls and other patterns danced in front of my eyes. Then slowly and reluctantly, I was sucked deep into the quagmire of unconsciousness. 

I woke up in a deep dank cellar. It had ungainly walls with chipping off paint and smelt strongly of some horrible rancid oils. There seemed to be some food of sorts and a bottle of water in front of me. 

A little light emanated from a lone window in the cellar. I saw cockroaches had swarmed to my plate of food. A rat was nibbling away at a  chapatti or flat wheat bread. Nauseated, I shirked. I felt something tug at my hands. It was now that I realized I had been bound by a chain as thick and crude as a dog’s. Where was I? And had I been lied to about my father? 

‘How are you doing, sweet prince?’ Dubla had emerged out of nowhere, leering. 

‘Where’s my dad?!’, I asked in panic. 

‘Cushy and comfy in your Greater Kailash home’ said Dubla in a sing-song voice. 

I realized I had been kidnapped. These men had probably put a call across to my parents and asked for a hefty ransom in return of my safe release. Meanwhile, the bondage was beginning to get acutely uncomfortable. My arms had turned painfully numb. 

‘Unchain me, you rogues!’ I demanded. 

‘Wow! We do have fire in our belly, don’t we?’ mocked Dubla’s accomplice, who I learnt was called Kaalu. 

‘Let’s see if the spirit persists, after what we do’ said Dubla in a dangerous sweet voice. Kaalu had me turn on my stomach and chained my arms tighter. He gripped my legs and moored them firmly to the ground. Then they yanked my pants down and sodomized me. They did it repeatedly and took turns doing it. It was terrible. Hurtful and mortifying. 

My mind recalled lyrics of a famous Marilyn Manson song from its back attic. “White trash, get down on your knees/Time for cake and sodomy”. This was that albeit for a small change--the ‘White Trash’

could be substituted by ‘Little boy’. 

I could hear the TV blaring in the next room. It seemed like the news of my abduction had reached national news channels for I caught a sophisticated female voice saying ‘Twelve year old Ashish Luthra, son of IAS officer Vijay Luthra, has been missing since 2 pm today….’. 

My mind started ticking. Clearly, my abduction had been a conspiracy. But whom was it staged by? Was it bureaucratic revenge? Or had it been planned by the sand mafia my father had confronted early on in his career? Who could have master-minded this entire gruesome thing? 

I wasn’t let off with sodomy. Worse horrors were awaiting me, I was to realize. Dubla untied my hands and legs and made me sit down. 

He proceeded to tether me again. Kaalu pulled my pants down and approached my private areas with a sharp knife. I was terrified out

my wits and started screaming out aloud. Dubla clasped a rough bony hand around my mouth and smothered my screams right in their infancy. With the razor-sharp knife, Kaalu made a 2cm scar on each scrotum and removed my testicles. Yes, dear friends, I was spayed and neutered like a house cat. And without anesthesia too. I was horrified with the act itself and also with what it signified. I had been deprived of organs that manufactured sperm and testosterone. 

That means I’d never experience ‘wet dreams’ that the older boys talked about. Nor father babies. And what’s worse--everyone would know. In the absence of testosterone, my voice would never become deep and manly, and no hair would appear on my face. My body would remain that of a prepubescent boy and would never grow strong and muscular like my dad’s. Oh no! Why in the world had this barbarism been inflicted on me? What had I done to deserve to become impotent? 

I was left to languish in the cellar for the next few days. My captors evidently wanted the scars on my scrotum to heal at lightning speed. 

Dubla, my chief tormentor, filled his mouth with some kind of a potent spirit (Whisky, I guessed. I had occasionally smelt it on my dad) and squirted it on the raw, gaping wounds on my scrotum. An agonized scream was wrenched out of my mouth as the searing liquid burned my scarred areas. It seemed like my scrotum were on fire. 

Following this, Kaalu produced a first aid kit out of nowhere and dressed the wounds with some sort of an anti-septic ointment, cotton and plaster. 

‘Now wait for a few days, Chicklet’, Dubla bent down and crooned creepily in my ear. I felt the hairs on my hair on my arm stand erect in anticipatory horror. What other brutalities had these scoundrels lined up for me after I had recovered? 

The scars on my scrotum healed quickly. Dubla got a Saree and a blouse out of a packet and coerced me into wearing them. I felt ridiculous, standing there, draped in that floral printed flowing thing. 

As if this wasn’t enough, he made me wear earrings, a necklace, bangles and a wig made of long black hair. Kaalu got a pair of

 Ghungaroos or a dancer’s anklets and made me fasten them above my feet. Now, a  Ghungaroo is basically a leather strap to which tinkling little copper bells are attached. Having them tied around me made me feel bovine like a cow or some such docile creature. My tormentors switched on a tape-recorder next and ask me to dance like a Hindi movie heroine--with suggestive movements of the hips, bosom and pelvis. For someone like me who detested Indian pot-boilers and considered them an unwholesome pastime (unlike sports), this was the pinnacle of humiliation. Yet I did as told for the fear of being sexually assaulted again. 

Dubla and Kaalu ogled at me from head to toe and whistled loudly. 

‘Oye check out this  Chamak Chalo! (Hot chick)’ raved Dubla. They took turns to blacken my face and insulted me by calling me a ‘hijra’. 

This was the last straw; the emotions that I had been suppressing for many days started pouring out in a deluge. I wept copiously, thinking of an assortment of things that had made my life--a big-shot of a father, a loving mother and sister, an aptitude for cricket, popularity and the prospect of transitioning into a young man in the years to come….Alas! The past had lost its luminous sheen and the future its glimmering promise in the light of what had transpired in the short span of a few days. I could perhaps get over the trauma of sodomy, but my virility, so brutally taken away from me before it even had a chance to get activated was an irreparable loss. I must have grown light-headed and swooned after this; for when I woke up I found myself in the rear of the very truck in which I had been abducted. It was in motion. ‘The news item on TV must have frightened them’, I thought ‘and now they are going to dump me in front of my house’. 

The infernal saree and anguish at having lost my testicles still clung to me obstinately. I wondered how I’d face my family. 

A small chink on one side of the truck served as a keyhole. It provided me a limited fleeting connection with the outside world. All New Delhi colonies I was familiar with whizzed pass one by one. 

Greater Kailash, the locality I lived in would be next; I waited with bated breath. However, this wasn’t meant to be. The truck approached and passed the colony, but didn’t stop. I saw our

bungalow and security guard from the chink; soon they became tiny images in a distance. 

The journey was a never-ending one. After travelling for about two days, I was yanked out of the truck and dragged inside a residential building. I caught a fleeting glimpse of some well-built masculine looking women before I was taken inside a cramped cubicle of a room. A man in a white-coat stood in one corner of the room. He seemed to be a medico and in cahoots with my captors. The esteemed doc had one syringe ready on the desk, and was preparing another one. I was held steady by the two thugs, as the doctor injected what I later learnt were progestogens and estrogen i.e. female hormones into my body. 

‘Has he had an Orchiectomy?’ the doctor quizzed my captors. 

‘Yes Sir, his testicles have been removed’ Kaalu replied. He refrained from mentioning that they had been crudely and brutally cut, and without any anesthesia. 

‘Right, then this should work’ continued the doctor in a manner so business-like that it stood in ironical contrast with the stealth of the operation, ‘I’ll give him a higher replacement dose than I do for natal women’. 

They kept me in quarantine--away from the eyes of the outside world. The room in which I was imprisoned was small, with a tiny shower cubicle cum toilet attached to it. A tiny, decrepit Charpoy or cot stood in a corner. This doubled up as my bed as well as dining table. Albeit for a small window, there was no ventilation. The airlessness made me nauseous and soon I was throwing up. For my daily quota of exercise, I had to wait until 12 am when the roads were deserted. At the stroke of midnight, Dubla would bark the following orders at his sidekick: ‘Time to take the Luthra Hijra for his run!’. Kaalu and I would then jog for about forty-five minutes, with him clutching my arm tightly to foil any attempts to escape. With a bit of shrewd observation, I figured that I’d been brought to Bangalore. 

Food, parceled in banana leaves and wrapped in a newspaper, was brought to the room. It was unpalatable, to say the least. I remembered the varied appetizing fare our cook used to whip up and shed a tear or two. 

Kaalu brought a few long synthetic skirts and girls’ tops and ordered me to wear them. Being dressed in female clothing made me feel terrible. 

In a week, I felt a slight pain in my nipples. I put this down as a result of the female hormones that had been injected into my body. Soon, I noticed that my aureole had expanded and grown darker than before. Three months later, I noticed that my breasts had begun budding and had taken on a cone-like shape. My mind did a backward flip--this was what had happened to my sister a few years ago and before she knew it, her breasts were bouncing all over the place. ‘Mom, I need a bra’ I’d overheard her tell our mother boldly, 

‘Let’s go shopping for one’. 

In about six months, my breasts had grown round and heavy, just like Anita’s had. I felt terrible, having two massive moulds of flesh hanging from my chest, which, until quite recently, had been as flat as a washboard. In the face of this rather unexpected development, I found it hard to even brush my teeth without getting distracted. The huge pendulous breasts were left unsupported as a result of which I developed a horrendous back ache. It became so acute, that I had to beg my captors to get me a bra. Dubla came in, measured me and left, not before groping and caressing my newly developed assets. 

Disgust would be a euphemism for the emotion I felt. 

After an hour, he was back with two hideous white bras. They were made of thick rough cotton and were clumsily tailored. In spite of having ‘measured’ me, the garment Dubla had purchased was a size too small for me. I managed to clasp the hook around my back, but the coarse cloth and the hard plastic straps bit into my delicate flesh, making it bleed. I wanted to die. 

I also noticed other peculiar changes in my body: an increase in what I supposed was adipose tissue showed its presence by accumulating around the hips, thighs and rear region. There was a definite thinning of my skin--it looked as delicate and porcelain-like as I remembered my mother’s and Anita’s to be. Over the months, I noticed a decrease in muscle mass and an increase in fat content in my body. Also, my bones didn’t seem as sturdy as they used to be. 

‘Who would do all this to me?’ I pondered while in seclusion ‘What was the point or purpose of this rather perverted manner of vendetta? If I had been abducted for ransom; my parents would have given the money in exchange for my life and had me released by now. If these hoodlums or their boss--whoever it was--were after my organs; they would have killed me, taken my organs out and sold them. However, they still kept me alive and inflicted all manner of atrocities on me. I seemed have become the guinea pig for all sorts of unsavory experiments. ‘And who had master-minded the entire depraved business?’ I wondered, not for the first time. Decidedly, somebody with an unhinged mind. It was evident that Dubla and Kaalu were merely puppets; somebody else was pulling the strings. I made it my life’s purpose to find out who it was who’d done this to me--come what may. 

One fine day, Dubla barged into my room. I recoiled, fearing he’d molest or sodomize me again. However, he didn’t this time. Instead, he produced a parcel that was amateurishly wrapped in coarse brown paper. ‘Surprise!’ he yelled in mock bright tones and handed it to me. I opened it to find full-length trousers and a checked man’s shirt. 

Then he held it in front of me. A ticket--a one way ticket to New Delhi. I blinked a few times--was I dreaming? I reached out and touched it. Yes, it seemed tangible enough. I wasn’t hallucinating. 

‘It’s yours!’ Dubla declared in blaring tones. 

I couldn’t believe my ears. Did it mean I could actually go home? 

Were my captors being that benevolent on me? I donned the clothes

given to me and made headway towards the bus-stand. On my way to the railway station, I caught people looking at me strangely. That’s when I realized that they were trying to figure out if I was a boy or a girl. I must indeed have looked queer, wearing a typical man’s bush-shirt over my feminized body. Also, my walk was still the open, rakish stride of a young boy’s which must have appeared disharmonious with my curvaceous figure especially the ample bosom and cushiony rear. Sure, there was a dichotomy. If it was this conspicuous to all and sundry, those who were familiar with me would spot the difference in a jiffy. Would it be possible to return and resume life as if nothing had happened? Would I still be able to live in the same home, study in the same school and captain the same cricket team without being ostracized? ‘No’ a sad albeit practical voice inside my head pronounced. ‘It’s better you return to the hijra brothel’. 

However, I still continued to move towards the platform I was to embark my train at. 

‘Pst….come here,  Chokri (girl)’, I was beckoned by someone. I looked in the direction of the voice to see a man standing in a corner. 

He was about 45 years old, short and bald. A huge belly sat inelegantly on his narrow frame, giving one the impression of a pregnant man. ‘Pst…come here’ he gesticulated in a rather lewd fashion. 

I went to him. Like a stupid domesticated little terrier. 

‘ Tu Dilli-waali hai?’ he asked in Hindi ‘Are you a Delhi girl?’

I nodded. 

‘ Daam bata’ the man coaxed ‘Come on, name your price’

This fellow was a pimp and he had mistaken me for a hooker. Me--

Ashish Luthra. The chosen one. Cricketer par excellence. The lamp of the Luthra dynasty. 

‘Fuck off’ I showed him my middle finger and started walking off. 

‘ Haram Zyadi, tu mujhko ungli dikhakti hai!’ the man spat. The closest but somewhat ungrammatical translation of this would be

‘You little bitch, the audacity you have to show me your middle finger!’

I continued to walk away. ‘At least I was kind’ he shouted after me

‘The rest won’t be’

‘What do you mean?’, I demanded, turning around. 

‘Do you think the other pimps will call you like I did, Your Royal Highness?’ he sneered ‘Would they be nice enough to ask Your Majesty’s permission?’

I stood there not knowing what to say. 

‘They’ll take you, fuck you and throw you at the clients like a piece of meat’. 

The crassness of his words hit me hard. Yet there seemed to be truth in it. One routinely read about such incidents in the newspapers. 

‘You are travelling to New Delhi alone, aren’t you?’ persisted the pimp ‘those buggers wouldn’t be able to keep their hands off you. 

Once you reach Delhi also, they’d be all around--ready to pounce on a nubile creature like you’

I looked around me. The man hadn’t been lying. Coarse rough-hewn fellows were ogling me salaciously. They seemed to be waiting--like vultures--ready to pounce on dead meat. 

I felt cornered. Like a trapped creature at bay. Beads of perspiration started to accumulate on my forehead. I was paralyzed with fear. 

Once I regained my movement, I ran back to the hijra house. 

I was greeted by Dubla right at the entrance. ‘Why, my  jaan (beloved)?’ he leered ‘Didn’t like the taste of freedom?’ ‘Oh but he

prefers being in chains’ Kaalu, who had emerged from the inner caverns of the brothel, winked ‘Don’t you, my chit?’. 

Shymalabai, the Jamaat guru or teacher, presently came out and stood next to the two hoodlums. ‘Madam’, I caught hold of her feet and beseeched, ‘Please make me one of your chelas (disciples)’. I’d caught myself by surprise, I must admit. I hadn’t realized I had become this whiny and desperate. 

‘Sure’ she said ‘but for that you’ll have to go through the  Nirvan or emasculation ceremony. It’s only after that will you transition from an impotent male to a hijra’. 

I was sequestered for many weeks during which time I was ideally to be given foods that would bring my mind to a calm, peaceful state. 

However, I noticed that Shymalabai and her chelas were giving me spicy foods and stimulants which made me hyper-vigilant and even more agitated than usual. I was becoming a big bundle of nerves. 

Before the ceremony, the  Nirvan was traditionally supposed to keep away from mirrors. However, umpteen mirrors had been installed in my room so that double, triple, multiple images of my modified body flashed in front of my eyes. It was maddening, the multitudinous array of images. This had clearly been done with the intention of unleashing some kind of psychotic lunacy in me. 

‘Why are you doing this?’ I asked agonized. 

‘We have orders--to make this as harrowing as possible for you’, Shymalabai’s assistant Ratna replied. 

‘From Shymalabai?’ I asked confused. 

‘You think Shymalabai has staged all this?’ Ratna laughed maliciously ‘She’s just following orders, you idiot!’

‘Whose orders?’ I pleaded to know. Was this the infuriated sand mafia coming down heavily on me, Vijay Luthra’s son? Was I

becoming the victim of some intricate bureaucratic conspiracy? What was in the world was going on? 

‘Mum’s the word’ Ratna said tersely ‘we’re not allowed to say’. 

Presently Shymalabai came in. She placed a picture of  Bahuchara Mata or the hijra deity in front of me. ‘For formality’s sake’ she muttered. Neither Shymalabai nor Ratna bothered to ask me to read the  Mata’s expression the way a  Nirvan is usually asked to do. I was stripped naked and made to sit on a stool. ‘Chant the  Mata’s name’

directed Ratna half-heartedly. She tied my penis with a tight string to enable a clean cut. Then, suddenly, without warning, Shymalabai cut off my penis with a sharp knife. I hollered in pain and horror as blood rushed out from my nether regions. A sharp stick was bestially inserted inside my urethra to keep it open. Nothing was done to curb the flow of blood. I was certain I would bleed to death. 

‘The next one hour will decide if you live or die’ declared Shymalabai brusquely. I noticed that she had put my severed penis in a pot. 

Instead of burying them under a tree as is the custom, she just chucked them in the garbage bin. 

By the grace of  Bahuchara Mata, I survived. On the third day, I was given some rice and  saambar (a local soup made of lentil and vegetables) which I threw up. ‘The toxins are coming out of her body’, I heard Shymalabai tell Ratna. Seemed like the poisonous substances took their time to coming out of my body as I vomited for 10 days straight. 

On the 12 th day, saffron was applied on my weak and emaciated face and body and I was given a bath. The same ritual was repeated on the 20th, 30th and 40th day after  Nirvan. 

The  Mehndi ceremony was held on the 40th day. Turmeric was applied over my face and body to make it softer and more appealing to clients.  Henn a or a plant dye which gives out a dark maroon colour was applied on my hands and feet. I was dressed in a bright red saree and was rather elaborate jewelry before being garlanded

like a bride or heifer. Never, not in my wildest dreams had I imagined that I’d one day be spurced up in this ludicrous fashion. It felt demeaning, to say the very least. 

They pushed some brandy (typically in  Nirvan ceremony it had to be milk) down my gullet and took me in a procession to  Agara lake late in the night. Once there, they offered a prayer of sorts to  Bahuchara Mata and poured milk over my head three times. They poured the same into the water an equal number of times. ‘Okay, now you can start earning for us’, Shymala bai said ‘Unlike other hijras you don’t get to keep anything. She was following orders given by the mastermind, I surmised. 

The procession went back to the brothel. That very night I was offered to a customer. 





Chapter 3

Unforeseen Events



Post  Nirvan, I (incidentally, re-christened ‘Asha’) was imprisoned within a hijra house and compelled to work there as a prostitute 24x7, 365 days. The estrogen and progestogens that had been injected redistributed the fat in my body in such a manner that I had what modern day researchers would call the perfect waist-hip ratio. 

In other words, I had begun to look like an hour-glass and a very delicate one at that. This quality aroused the primal instincts of my clients and they; even white-collared workers, regressed to the Neanderthal or caveman stage of evolution and used me very roughly during sex. I had noticed that I was the kind of hijra that evoked in men not a desire to protect and cherish, but to ravish. I

was carrying on my tender shoulders the brunt of the savage collective libido of the entire brothel-frequenting male population of Bangalore city. It was a torture, to say the least. 

One client who called on me frequently was Govind. He was in his early thirties and good-looking in a beefy, rough-hewn kind of a way. 

I looked forward to appointments with him, I must admit, for he had a queer dark sense of humour that had me in splits. He wasn’t any gentler in bed than the other clients, but the funny gags that he delivered in a monotone with a dead-pan face really kept me going. 

Embarrassingly, my body had also begun responding to him--it was probably all the female hormones that they had injected. And I noticed that I, with my accentuated olfactory senses courtesy: the hormone injections had got hooked to the macho, sweaty markedly male scent of Govind. 

Govind asked me to marry him. I thought of all the duties a typical house-wife in India performs--stay at home, look after children and elders, and attend to all tasks pertaining to home and hearth. Also married women in Indian weren’t expected to be financially independent. If they went out to work at all, it was to keep themselves occupied--not because they had to pay the bills. Also, I reasoned, if I married Govind, I wouldn’t have to stay in the brothel any longer and continue to be mauled by the other clients. This man was offering security and I grabbed the chance. 

Govind and I got married at a small temple. But for the two of us and the priest who conducted the ceremony, there was no one. We went through the  Saath Phere or seven circular ambulations around the sacred fire and prayed for health, wealth, peace, prosperity and so on. I felt a tad guilty as I took the 6th round as it signified praying for children. I very well knew I couldn’t have them--in the capacity of a man or a woman. 

On the way home, Govind instructed me not to reveal my age to anyone. The reason behind this was that I was only 16 and the minimum legal age for a bride in India is 18 years. I nodded. I had no intentions of telling anyone and putting myself at a disadvantage. 

Anyway, technically I wasn’t even a female. I was a boy who had been forced to become a hijra, and I didn’t know what marital laws applied to ones such as me. 

I stayed at home most of the time. My ‘husband’, who I now came to know was a real estate agent, was away most of the time. 

Eventually, I began taking a keen interest in his field and learnt that his job entailed conducting market research on properties for sale, showing clients the kind of properties they were interested in and also those that came within their budget range. Govind also did all the necessary paperwork before finalizing a sale. His job also included helping clients sell their properties by helping them fix the right price and touching-up the concerned properties to make them presentable enough for prospective buyers. Govind advertised the properties on sale through every conceivable channel. 

Govind had to work in close association with brokers, a set of guys who were as rough and uncouth as he was. Most of them, including Govind, were land-sharks, i.e. they ousted less powerful people out of their properties for peanuts by means of muscle power and later sold them at exorbitant rates. Going by this, I drew the conclusion that Govind’s real estate business also entailed his doubling up as some kind of a mafia lord. These sort of unethical ways coupled with a talent for accurately appraising the true worth of a property ensured that Govind made big bucks. 

He invested his big bucks in gold which earned him high rates of interest. Once, upon my insistence for a gift, he got me an intricate gold necklace. He took a poet’s pleasure in watching it around my nubile young neck. Nevertheless, the practical part of him protested. 

‘There is so much of wastage involved in beating and etching the metal into wearable forms…’, the businessman in him grumbled ‘I should have got you a bullion biscuit instead--that would have been a wise investment. ‘But would I have been able to wear it?’ I asked coquettishly. My teasing manner seemed to make him melt. 

‘Certainly not, my beauty’ she said in a thick desire-laden voice, before taking me into his arms in rough affection. 

Over the years, I had learnt various ways and means to keep men happy; behaving flirtatiously was one of them. However, all through these ceaseless nightmarish ordeals, I obstinately held on to my original identity, i.e. that of Ashish Luthra, a boy from a prestigious family. Apple of everyone’s eye. A cricketer in the making. This would keep me going, even if I’d never actually be able to go back to my original life. 

When Govind wasn’t around, I spent a significant portion of my time watching cricket matches on our huge plasma TV. While cooking and doing other housework, I wistfully looked at the boys in my colony playing gully or street cricket. There were some truly gifted young men out there, but none as talented as I had been. Once in a while, whilst watching from the window, I’d get carried away and shout ‘4, 6, ‘Out!’ or ‘LBW!’ Then I’d hastily close the window to do the work that was expected of me. Many a time, I felt a strong urge to pick up a bat and march off into the street, but that would never do. I could never let anybody guess that I had been a boy, else my case would become like the fabled crow’s with borrowed feathers. I’d never be able to return to my old life as boy, and playing cricket would endanger my current status of a very feminine wife. Of course, even girls played cricket, but it was more popular among the guys. 

Once, while surfing channels, I came across a footage of my father, looking dashing as always in a grey suit and shaking hands with some top-notch. This prompted me to pause at that particular news channel. I learnt that dad had been made the secretary of the finance department. The news report lauded my father for not letting tensions in his personal life come in the way of his professional focus and productivity. By ‘tensions in his personal life’, I guessed they meant my having gone missing. My nightmare had begun six years back. I wondered if my family still missed me. 

All through this, I never forgot my original quest, i.e. to find out who had done this to me and his reasons for having done so. I’d never be able to die peacefully until I got to the bottom of this cryptogram. 

I had a semblance of a peaceful life for some time. Govind went out at odd hours and on weekends. When at home, he continued to lavish his rough attentions on me. I suppose this was better than being the object of lust of an umpteen number clients as had been my state at the brothel. 

One fine day, the door bell rang. I opened it to find a plain-looking woman of about thirty and two young children standing outside. They came in and plopped themselves on the sofa set. The older of the two children switched on the TV and changed the channel from Sports, where I’d left it, to Cartoon. The younger one went straight inside to the second bedroom and lay down to sleep. It was obvious that they were familiar with the layout of the house. 

‘Hey don’t stand and stare like that’ the woman admonished me before adding ‘Go get me a cup of coffee’. 

Who was this woman who had barged in with her children and was ordering me about my own house? I couldn’t bear the audacity of it. 

‘I am not your maid-servant’ I said ‘but the mistress of this house’. 

‘Excuse me?’ the woman stood up, apparently shocked. 

‘I am Govind’s wife’ I explained. 

‘Stop lying, you bitch!’ the woman yelled ‘I am Govind’s wife and these two…’ she said indicating the two little children, who, attracted by the commotion had come and stood around us ‘are our kids’. 

There was a sheepish cough at the door. Govind stood there looking at the woman apologetically. ‘Sorry, Vibha’, he tried to mollify her ‘I needed company when you were away’. The woman was furious. 

Naturally. ‘Don’t you know, you bastard’ she yelled ‘that you can’t take a second wife while the first is living?! Bigamy is a crime punishable by law’. Govind stood passively with his head bent. ‘Wait, I’ll phone my father’ she said in a threatening manner ‘A word to him and that will be the end of you’. Now Vibha’s father was a bigger real

estate agent and mafia lord than Govind himself. In fact, I learnt that it was he who had guided his son-in-law into the business. A word of complaint and Govind’s career and his very life would be at stake. 

Govind’s life mattered much to him. 

‘Forgive me, Vibha’ he said catching hold the woman’s feet ‘I’ll make amends’. 

‘You’d better’ said the woman, still angry. 

Govind’s way of making amends to Vibha, I learnt, was battering me black and blue in her presence. He also reveled using the most derogatory expletives on me. The woman, obviously jealous of my beauty and relative youth, witnessed all this with sadistic delight. 

Govind kept me locked in the out-house for weeks at a stretch. He opened it from time to time either to use me as a sex slave or boorishly shove plates of food my way. He’d snatched away the necklace he had gifted me and given it to the other woman--it lay clasped around her short stout neck like a dog’s collar. 

Life became unbearable. There was no TV in the out-house, so I could distract myself watching cricket. Also, the main house blocked the view of the street, hence I couldn’t even catch a glimpse of boys playing gully cricket. I contemplated suicide by strangulating myself with one of my sarees. ‘You can’t do that’, a calm, analytical voice inside my head said ‘without finding out who the mastermind behind your abduction, subsequent emasculation and torture is; don’t you want to know who added a deviant twist to your once perfect life?’

I’ve discovered curiosity to be a stronger element than anything--

including depression and suicidal tendencies. Therefore, I hung on. 

One day, I managed to get away from the living hell. Since, I had nowhere to turn to, I returned to the rough-and-tumble sex of the brothel. This time around, Shymalabai was benevolent enough to allow me to keep a few pennies from my earnings for my personal needs. After, I had slaved away enough to afford a train ticket; I purchased one to New Delhi. The train detoured; it stopped in a few other places before it finally reached the terminus and my

destination. I nervously alighted at the New Delhi railway station at Paharganj from where I took a taxi to Greater Kailash. True, taxis and autorickshaws, being private modes of transport, were much more expensive than public buses, but I didn’t have the patience to stop at the bus station and enquire about bus routes. Besides, my train journey had pooped me out and I didn’t have the energy to climb into another mode of public transport. I looked out from the taxi window and found that Delhi had changed a bit--the roads were broader and there seemed to be substantially more people than before. It also seemed to me that the city had lost its distinct identity and had become almost faceless. Perhaps this was a projection of my own personal feelings…. the occurrences in my own life coloring my general perception?I don’t know. 

I alighted in front of my house. Through my life and body had gone through multi-fold changes, the bungalow remained the same. 

Perhaps some things in life were status quo and never changed with time. They were always there--for you. I realized this was a mirage when the security guard, the same one who used to salute me, tried to shoo me off. Like they did a leper in the dark ages. But this was bound to happen. What had I expected? To be greeted by a rose petal shower? To have red carpets spread in my path for me to walk on? 

I didn’t blame anyone. Who could possibly relate the 12 year old spirited Ashish to the sad-eyed, beaten, defeated hijra who stood in front of the bungalow a pink saree? The transformation had been so drastic that it would have been outside the grasp of the average human mind. If I told my incredible tale, there was a chance that no one would believe me. 

I decided on a ploy. ‘Is a maid-servant required?’ I asked the watchman. ‘No, servants are provided by the government’ he answered irked before adding ‘Why don’t you buzz off!’. ‘Please…

please let me speak to the lady of the house’ I began pleading loudly. The watchman, who had lost his temper completely now, 

threatened to call the police. His voice was just as pealing as mine had been. 

My little ruse worked. My mother came out to enquire what the commotion was. ‘Nothing, Ma’am’ the watchman replied trying to make light of the situation ‘Just this girl irritating me’. ‘What does she want?’ asked my mom coming to the main gate. I noticed that she had changed--deep lines of worry and dolor had carved their way into the once beautiful face. Her once luxuriant long hair had grown thin. 

‘She wants to know if you need a maid-servant’ the watchman explained ‘I told her civil servants are already provided with help’. 

Something akin to pity must have stirred in my mother’s bosom for she didn’t dismiss me outright. She looked closely at me and asked

‘Can you do all kinds of house work?’. That cherished voice had addressed me. My heart leapt in delight. ‘Yes, Ma’am’ I replied promptly. ‘My daughter who lives in Vasant Kunj needs someone to help out’ my mom said ‘You could stay here overnight? I’ll take you there tomorrow’. 

I walked into my house after six years. It was a surreal feeling. 

Everything remained the same, but for minor changes. From the bits and pieces mom told me, I learnt that my sister had studied Home Economics at some local college before getting married to a rich young businessman. She was now expecting her first child, hence could do with some help. 

We crossed the verandah and were in the front hall of the house now. I stopped, taken aback. The entire front room was full of my pictures. The show case was chockablock with the trophies I’d won. 

The tirade of emotions brimming within me was uncontrollable. ‘Is that your son?’, I asked trying to conceal the tremor in my voice. 

‘Yes’ my mother nodded ‘He was the best son anybody could have’

she seemed relieved to have someone to talk to ‘He excelled at sports, especially cricket. Ashish brought such a lot of joy in our lives. Life hasn’t been the same ever since he went missing six years ago--’ she swallowed, an obvious attempt to keep her fervor in

control ‘and still hasn’t been found. However, wherever he is, I am sure he is doing something that would make us all very proud’. 

I swallowed uneasily. The things that had been done to me and that I had been forced to do would hardly make any parent proud. I had come here with the intention of gradually getting them to believe that I was none other than their beloved son Ashish. However, I thought better of the idea now. It was best my parents were in the dark about my true identity and remembered me the way I was. 

The next day, mom took me to Anita’s house in Vasant Kunj. My sister, I was pleased to note, was married to the boy she used to secretly go out with. She now lived in a big villa, which had a spacious gardens interspersed periodically with fountains and marble statues. The premises also housed a swimming pool and a tennis court. Anita had obviously made a very wealthy choice. 

Except for a protruding belly that was the benediction of pregnancy, my sister hadn’t changed. My mother introduced me to her as her prospective domestic help. Anita’s pretty eyes screwed in suspicion. 

It was clear that she didn’t see in me even a smidgen of her much adored brother, ‘Ashes’. Presently she asked mom, ‘Have you got her identity checked?’

‘No’ my mother said ‘but I innately trust her. She has got such an innocent face’

‘Even felons and dacoits could have innocent faces, mom’ Anita remarked in the typical candid Anita style ‘Police verification is very necessary, you know’. 

‘Come on, Anita’ mom gently chided ‘Don’t be morbid!’

‘Okay, mumsy dear’, my sister shrugged ‘Your wish is my command’. 

I spent the next six months taking care of my pregnant sister. I’d fetch her water, press and massage her swollen feet and accompany her on her frequent prenatal check-ups. Hormones (don’t I know

about them!) made her cranky sometimes, but I never took anything Anita said personal. She was feistier than usual and craved and devoured all manner of things which I am sure were outside the gambit of pregnant ladies’ cravings. This included chalk, paint, pencil lead, ice and paper! 

‘Hush-hush, Asha’, she would wink at me mischievously ‘Never ever should Gaurav know I eat all this stuff’. Gaurav, by the way, was her husband. 

‘My lips are sealed, Madam’, I would reply amused. Being with Anita again was fun, even if I was here in the capacity of a maidservant. 

My sister delivered a pair of twins four months later. They were christened Karan and Kangana. I spent all my time looking after my sister and her babies. 

One day I heard Anita talking over the phone. She was uncharacteristically morose for a long time afterwards. ‘Is everything okay, Madam?’ I enquired, concerned. 

‘Yes, it is’ Anita sighed ‘My parents and I were discussing today’s get-together--the one we have every year in remembrance of my brother, Ashish. He disappeared on this day seven years ago. 

There’s no trace of him still….’. She closed her eyes in what seemed to be stoic acceptance. ‘But life must go on….’ She continued ‘Even if we’re all hurting inside’. 

‘Yes Madam’, I agreed ‘Life must go on’. 

‘You also come along’ she said ‘I’d need help with the kids’. 

And so I tagged along to my own remembrance held at my parents’

house. Everyone who had known me was present. This included Shobit and Vivek, the other two ‘musketeers’. At first, I didn’t recognize both. And how would I, considering they had grown into young men complete with their share of muscle mass, facial hair and deep gruff voices. For a whole minute, green flames of jealousy

consumed me--‘Penis Envy’ psychoanalyst Sigmund Freud would have called it--wild jealousy at their having a penis when mine had been so mercilessly dissected during  Nirvan. I vaguely wondered if they had started having sex with women yet. 

They crossed me. The contrast between us was as striking as chalk and cheese. They seemed to be sweating testosterone while I (inadvertently) was oozing estrogen. As for their recognizing me--

well, it was totally out of the question. 

I eavesdropped as they stopped to talk to my parents. They had customized their manner to suit the sobriety of the occasion and their tones were suitably grave--my friends seemed overly conscious that they were talking to parents who had undergone much trauma. Both of them, I learnt, were currently studying in the Indian Institute of Technology in New Delhi. They also discussed their further plans with my mom and dad. Shobit was keen on doing his M.Tech in the US while Vivek wanted to join his father’s auto-parts business in the city. ‘Actually, I wanted to pursue M.Tech as well’, I heard the latter say ‘but decided to focus on the Ranji Trophy instead’. 

The green-eyed monster leeched on me a second time. My close child-hood friends had had the chance to grow up into men, to pursue prestigious high-flying careers, whereas I……had been humiliated in the worst possible ways and reduced to nothing--being a nanny to my sister’s children was the farthest I’d get, I reflected. 

What upset me the most was the knowledge that Vivek now played top-class domestic cricket. Had I been allowed to evolve as a cricketer, I would have been a part of the National team by now! 

This moment made me cognizant of my life’s purpose i.e. to find out who was behind what had been done to me and why he had done it. 

Anita’s husband Gaurav was a garment manufacturer and exporter. 

His ethnic Indian shawls, sarees et al were famous for their affordable prices and uncompromising quality. He exported his products to many countries, principally the US. 

Gaurav’s life-mantra was ‘Work hard, party even harder’. He really lived it up during the weekends. During one of his jaunts to a pub, he’d met and hit it off with a guy called Vikram. The two had taken male bonding to new heights and Vikram’s influence on Gaurav was so strong that the latter consulted him over every little move and decision. Vikram, I overheard, was the detective inspector with the CID (Criminal Investigative Department). ‘Apparently, he’s solved many a convoluted case’ Gaurav bragged to Anita on behalf of his new friend. 

Preparations were abuzz in the Gaurav-Anita household. The great Vikram had been invited for dinner. Gaurav was delirious with joy. 

‘You’ll get to hear all about his cases and how the CID solved them’

he told Anita. The cook had been instructed to make the choicest delicacies. ‘Perhaps we could have Asha’s special  Gaajar Ka Halwa?’ (A popular Indian dessert made from grated carrots and garnished with almonds) he added, looking at me impishly. ‘Sure, Sir’, I replied smiling. Now, I didn’t know how to cook nor was I interested. But yes, I could whip up a mean  Gaajar Ka Halwa. And everyone here claimed that it was the ticket to heaven. 

The much-talked-about Vikram arrived. Anita, who was in the kitchen with me at that time, went to greet him in the capacity of the hostess of the house. I could hear them exchange pleasantries after which Gaurav and Anita took Vikram for a tour around the premises. From the precincts of the kitchen, I observed them showing him the swimming pool and tennis court. 

The trio decided to have dinner in the garden. The cook and other servant carried the varied array of dishes outdoors and served the party. There were sounds of great merriment, revelry and raillery from outside. Even Anita seemed to be bewitched by our guest for I could her hear laugh heartily at the jokes Vikram was cracking. 

Gaurav was in throes of guffaws. 

‘Asha!’, I presently heard his spirited voice ‘Could we bring on tonight’s special--the  Gaajar Ka Halwa?’

So engrossed was I taking in the events of the evening that I had forgot all about the  Gaajar Ka Halwa I’d made. I put scoops of it in special glass bowls, arranged them neatly on a tray and took them outdoors. 

Anita and Gaurav were sitting with a tall, hefty man who I supposed was Vikram. He turned to look at me as I arrived with the dessert. As I kept the tray on the table and turned to go, I heard Vikram’s booming voice ask ‘For how long have you had this person in your house, Gaurav-bhai?’

‘For about two years’, Gaurav said airily. Then taken aback by Vikram’s grave face, he asked ‘Why, is there a problem, Vikram-bhai?’

‘Well, she is a hijra’, Vikram said without prelude and then went on to unabashedly lie ‘and involved in the abduction, emasculation and subsequent murder of a boy four years ago. Her accomplice was arrested and is in the cooler now. However, we had to let this hijra go because she was a minor at that time’. 

‘Are you sure, Vikram-bhai?’ Gaurav, obviously shocked, asked. 

‘Dead-sure’ the lying bastard replied, ‘I personally worked on the case….and take it from me Gaurav-bhai: I never ever forget two things--my wallet and a criminal’s face’. 

Anita and Gaurav were staring at me now. ‘Madam’, I kneeled down beside Anita ‘It’s true that I am a hijra. But the rest of the things this man is making up are a blatant lie. I’ve been more sinned against than sinning…’. I paused to take in her reaction. Anita was glaring at me gelidly. 

‘Why would he lie?’ she asked very simply. 

‘I don’t know’ I said stumped ‘Madam, I have been the victim of some evil person’s conspiracy for about 9 years now. I don’t know what he

wants or his reasons behind torturing me…I feel the same person has sent Vikram to….’

Anita seemed to be convinced that apart from being a criminal I was also mentally unstable. She sighed and said ‘I can’t have you insult our guest--pack your belongings and leave this very minute’. 

‘Anita…’ I used my final card. After all, I had nothing more to lose, ‘I am none other than your brother, Ashish…some scoundrels kidnapped me from Greater Kailash and….’

Anita’s tolerance had reached end of its harness now. ‘Stop it, you hijra’ she cried, holding her head which I guessed was aching, ‘How dare you try to bring my darling innocent brother into all this….I took pity on you, kept you in my house even if I wasn’t too happy, I usually hire maids whose identities have been verified, confided in you--about my brother….and now you are using the same piece of information to your advantage…!’

‘I always wanted to tell you, Anita’ I replied in sad desperation ‘but I was too ashamed….’

‘Shut up!’ screamed Anita hysterically ‘Leave my younger brother out of this, you lying whore!’

Then she started crying. Wildly. Convulsively. Gaurav put an arm around her and gently led her inside. ‘It’s been a hard day…’ he whispered soothingly to her ‘Let’s rest awhile, shall we?’ Sometime in between the drama, the man who called himself Vikram had excused himself and slipped away. 

Five minutes later Gaurav came up to me. His face was hard as flint. 

‘Look I don’t care who you are or what your history is’ he said in an icy voice, ‘All I know is that you are having an upsetting influence on my wife’ he paused ‘--and I can’t have that. As so’ he said pointing towards the gate, ‘I request you to leave immediately. And never ever show up here again. Please.’

I turned to go ‘Wait!’ he stopped me ‘And don’t think of going to my in-laws either. They are no longer young. Your claims might upset….even kill them.’

So that was that. I could never ever see my dear ones again. 





Chapter 4

Retribution



I boarded a Bangalore bound train from New Delhi railway station. 

Since I didn’t have a single penny on me, buying a ticket was out of the question. I spent the next few hours trying to evade the ticket collector. However, I didn’t succeed. He looked me straight in the eye and asked ‘Could I see your ticket please? I was in a spot. People were beginning to gawk at me. ‘May I have a word with you, Sir’, I asked then added ‘In private’. He lead me into another compartment-

-an empty one. I explained my predicament to him. In the absence of money, he allowed me to pay in the only other way I could--Sex. 

I managed to reach Bangalore. My stomach was growling from not having eaten for three days. I walked on and on like a sleepwalker. 

Only, I was caught in another nightmare. I had nothing to look forward to: no future, no money, no family. The master-mind had won. Indubitably. I prayed for just one chance to meet him…. 

When I regained my senses, I found myself standing in front of the hijra house. My feet had brought me there without my knowledge. I stepped inside the front hall and fell into what seemed like a deep bottomless pit. 

I finally hit the floor. It was cushioned. So the hijra house had a secret basement--I had no idea! The lid covering the pit had been deliberately removed. But by whom? 

A piercing red beam of light was cast on me. I tried to look past its blinding glare. A silhouette of a person was outlined against the dark. 

Instinctively, I knew who it was--The Mastermind. 

‘Who are you?!’ I cried spasmodically ‘Show yourself to me!’

The beam turned a soft yellow and shifted to the silhouetted form. It revealed a woman in a flowing white dress. She was blind-folded and held a balance in hand. Like Nemesis--the Goddess of Retribution. 

She took off the blind-fold. I stood face to face with Mona. 

She had grown a bit older. However, her grey eyes had retained their dangerous quality. 

‘Yes, it was me’ she said in a flat voice. 

‘But, Mona…’, I stammered ‘I thought you were dead!’

‘Ha! Were you taken in by that?!’, she laughed at my gullibility. ‘I faked it--couldn’t afford to have the police at my heels, could I?’ she shrugged. 

I couldn’t believe this. The whole thing had been faked. The bier. The procession of people. The girl who had served as an emissary, bringing me the news of Mona’s death….. 

‘How did you do it?’ I asked amazed, in spite of myself. 

‘I have my ways’ Mona rolled her eyes. 

‘Why?’ I asked with my voice quivering ‘Why did you do all this to me?’

‘Because you deserved to be punished!’ she said passionately ‘You, a spoilt rich little bastard drove my precious little brother to his death…..!’

‘It wasn’t intentional’ I tried to defend myself ‘I was caught up in a moment of weakness.’

‘That was your hubris…your tragic pride’, Mona pointed out, then continued ‘Mahesh was brilliant. Had he lived, he would have grown up to become a very great man. But he died…. because of you. 

While you, the person who drove him to his death, had every opportunity to come up in life. I couldn’t stand the unfairness of it all--

hence had to punish you’

‘Why didn’t you just kill me?’ I asked bitterly ‘That way we could have spared each other a lot of trouble’. 

‘At first, I considered it’ Mona replied in a matter-of-fact tone ‘But then thought it would be inadequate punishment…’ she took a sip of water, and then persisted ‘Mahesh trusted you. But you betrayed him--like Judas. You carelessly called him a ‘hijra’ without trying to understand how hellish life is for people like us and our families. My heart was brimming with venom against you. I wanted you to have a dose of the pain and humiliation we experience…..’

‘But how did you manage to convince and mobilize so many people?’ I asked ‘You were the master puppeteer all along and the rest were just marionettes….’

‘Marionettes!’, she smiled. ‘Dubla, Kaalu, Shyamalabai, Ratna, Vikram and other people just helped me in accomplishing what I wanted. I helped them when they needed assistance in the past and they kindly reciprocated the favor. 

‘What next?’ I asked the master puppeteer sadly. 

She ushered me into a room. Then made me sit on her lap. Her voice when she spoke was a queer mixture--a commingling of

affection and hatred. 

‘You’ll spend the rest of your life in the same way. Live the same way for seven incarnations. That’s my curse--a hijra’s powerful curse on you’. 

She locked me in the room and left. I was all alone. I looked out of the window sadly and reflected. I had been trapped. In the never-ending cycle of revenge, reincarnation and retribution. Maybe I’d escape, maybe I wouldn’t. Maybe I'd be forced to spend the rest of my life doing prostitution. Only time would tell. However for today, I accepted the verdict given on my judgment day. This was the punishment that I deserved. 

 THE END

Character Profile

Ashish Luthra (Asha): The principal character of the gender swap story. ‘Retribution’ traces his life from age 12 to about 21. Ashish is a tall, fair, good-looking boy whose gender is swapped during the course of the story. Ashish’s testicles are removed fairly early in the narrative, following which he is given female hormones. He’s emasculated during Nirvaan. After this, he is forced to work in a hijra brothel. Ashish makes it his life’s mission to find out who has ordered all this to be done on him. 

Mahesh: A small puny, socially awkward genius. He is about 12

years old and is one of Ashish’s best friends. His brother Mohan/Mona is a hijra. Owing to this fact, Mahesh faces ostracism in school. Mahesh dies early on in the story setting the tone for revenge and retribution. 

Mona (Mohan): Mahesh’s hijra sibling who is 12 years older than him. She is tall, well-dressed and has dangerous-looking grey eyes. 

She looks like a woman, except for a square jaw and masculine looking hands and ankles. Mona is involved in the dhanda or prostitution business. This is how she provides for her family. After Mahesh’s death, Mona ostensibly commits suicide. At the end of the story, she is revealed as the mastermind behind Ashish’s abduction, torture and emasculation. 

Shobhit: One of Ashish’s 3 friends. A shallow, status-conscious boy. 

He is ostensibly friendly with Mahesh but harbors deep contempt for him. Owing to parental disapproval, he stops talking to Mahesh a little later in the story. Shobhit grows up to join the IIT in Delhi. He plans to pursue M.Tech in the US. Shobhit evokes jealousy in Ashish/Asha later on in the story. 

Vivek: Another of Ashish’s 3 friends. He’s also class and status-conscious. Like Shobhit, he also has a disdain for Mahesh and stops talking to him later. Vivek too joins IIT, Delhi. He plans to join his

father’s auto-parts business. His career in domestic cricket evokes envy in Ashish/Asha later on in the story. 

Arjun: Ashish’s classmate. A boy of about 12. Arjun is pesky, talkative and annoying. He hails from the same town as Mahesh and recognizes him as a hijra’s brother. He tells everyone in school about this. As a result, everyone (except Ashish) starts shunning Mahesh. 

Arjun also witnesses Ashish conversing with Mona and tells everyone in school about this as well. School-mates now start deriding Ashish. As a result, Ashish snubs and insults Mahesh who runs off to the street, gets hit by a car and dies on the spot. 

Vijay Luthra: Ashish’s dad. A tall and handsome IAS officer. He provides Ashish with a good life and facilities to help achieve his dreams. 

Reema Mehta-Luthra: Ashish’s mom. A former beauty queen. Mrs. 

Luthra adores both her children. She is a little more partial to Ashish and is proud of him. She is devastated when he goes missing. 

Sorrow makes her age before her time. 

Anita Luthra: Ashish’s feisty elder sister. She loves partying and enjoying life. Anita marries a wealthy man early in life. She hires Ashish/Asha as her maidservant. 

Gaurav: Anita’s wealthy husband. He’s a garment manufacturer and exporter. Gaurav has a friendly, sociable nature. He’s very protective of his wife and in-laws. Upon being told that Ashish/Asha has been involved in criminal activities, he asks him to leave the house immediately. Gaurav also forbids Ashish/Asha from going to his in-laws’ house. 

Karan and Kangana: Anita and Gaurav’s twin children. 

Dubla: Ashish’s abductor and chief tormentor. He’s in his thirties. 

Dubla is lean and has a wheatish complexion. He has a huge cancerous-looking mole on his right cheek. Dubla kidnaps Ashish, 

sodomizes him and has his testicles removed. He inflicts several other brutalities on Ashish. 

Kaalu: Dubla’s assistant. He’s a dark, hairy, stout man in his late 30s. He is also involved in the abduction and sodomy of Ashish. He makes scars on Ashish’s scortum and cuts his testicles off. He too commits many atrocities on Ashish. 

Shymalabai: A tall, well-built hijra aged about 50. She is the Jamaat guru of the hijra house Ashish is brought to. Shymalabai conducts an atypical Nirvaan ceremony on Ashish—the way in which it is carried out clearly goes against traditional Jamaat rules. She makes the emasculation ceremony as harrowing as possible for Ashish. 

Ratna: Shymalabai’s assistant. Aged about 35. Conducts an atypical, torturous Nirvaan on Ashish along with Shymalabai. 

Govind: One of Ashish/Asha’s clients. He’s in his early thirties and good-looking in a beefy, rough-hewn kind of a way. He’s a real estate agent and a mafia lord. He marries Ashish/Asha in spite of being wedded to Vibha. To placate Vibha and avoid evoking the ire of her father, Govind ill-treats Ashish/Asha. He imprisons him in his out-house and treats him like a sex slave. 

Vibha: Govind’s wife. She is a fat, plain woman aged about 30. 

Vibha is the daughter of a bigger real estate agent and mafia lord than Govind. She is jealous of Ashish/Asha’s relative youth and beauty and takes a sadistic pleasure in witnessing him being harassed by Govind. 

Vikram: A tall, hefty man in his 30s. He poses as a CID detective inspector, befriends Ashish’s brother-in-law, Gaurav with the intention of making untrue allegations against Ashish. Vikram succeeds in his mission for as a result of his aspersions, Ashish/Asha gets thrown out of his sister’s house. 

The Nameless Pimp at the Railway Station: He is about 45 years old, short, bald. He has a big belly. This man warns Ashish about the

savage ways of other pimps. Ashish gets fearful and returns to the hijra house instead of going to his home-town, New Delhi. 

The Nameless Ticket Collector: Allows a ticketless Ashish/Asha to complete her journey on the train and reach her destination in return for sex. 

Yu Sakurazawa's Transgender

& Gender Swap Stories

Yu Sakurazawa is recognized for her romance, suspense, scifi and other fictions in the niche categories of transgender, gender swap, lgbt, transgender-lesbian, etc. 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series consists of the following books. They are all stories about "hijra" but each story is independent from each other. 

Enchanted into the Third Gender

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

... click here for more details

Born in the Third Gender

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. 

... click here for more detail

Dancers of the Third Gender

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

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

.... click here for more detail

Conspired into the Third Gender

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. 

... click here for more detail

Forced into the Third Gender - Champion's Bride

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". 

... click here for more detail

Abducted into the Third Gender - 180 Degrees Turn

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. 

... click here for more details

Losing Bet into the Third Gender

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

... scheduled to be published at the end of July 2015

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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

... click here for more detai

Queen Lysandra - Spring of Reincarnation

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

... click here for more de

Other Gender Swap Stories 

Other stories in which gender swaps occur in some way or another. 

Ghosts Alive

We are in 2030. Time travel has been made possible and become a luxurious way of tourism. The tickets cost a fortune, but temptation is so strong, that some people are willing to sacrifice all their money and belongings to buy a ticket, even if it’s one way. For those who make the jump anyway, there’s no return to their time. 

The trick of future travel: it’s not your body that travels to the future, but only your psyche and you wake up in a “clean body”, in a host on the other side. Time travel industry made the experience even more exotic: the host is always a body of the opposite gender. 

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

her life. 

... click here for more detail

The Birth of Delilah

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

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

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

... click here for more detail

Sam O'Yeah - MTF Transgender Cop

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

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

... click here for more deta

Underwater Escape

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

... click here for more detail

The Birth of Delilah

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

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

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

... click here for more detail

The Animal in Me

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

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

... click here for more detail

The Kantuta Bond

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

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

... click here for more detail

Greetings from Yu Sakurazawa

Hello, everyone. I am Yu Sakurazawa. Yu is a Japanese female name and is pronounced as "you". I have been writing gender swap novels since 1998, so this is my 17th year as a fiction writer. I was born in Fukushima, Japan, have lived in United States for 8 years and now live in Chiba, Japan. My novels were all in Japanese until I published an English version of "Enchanted into the Third Gender" 

and after that I have been publishing English stories constantly. All my fictions have gender swap 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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