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Chapter 1 - Born as a Boy

The stage is set. My husband, Nala and I walk in front of a lamp, its thick wick sunk to the brim in coconut oil. We are newly married and sauntering through the garden. My husband is gazing at me affectionately, until a plastic flower falls on me. Nala is elated and thinks this is a blessing showered by nature on me, his wife, Queen Damayanti. He addresses me and says:

“On the arrival of their queen, nature is showing its appreciation by dropping flowers on her”. His face is painted green and eyes, lined with red and black make-up, sparkle at me. The singer in the background sings expressively and the percussionist drums away in bliss. 

My red lips break into a smile. My golden face glows like a light. I am acutely aware of my dramatic womanly bulging skirts, antique ornaments, large overcoat and flowing veil. My long black hair is piled on top of my head in a knot. A grand brocade red and white scarf flows from it. As the ringing of the tiny bells around my ankles reaches my ears, a wave of ecstasy passes through my body. 

“Look at that tree” Nala continues “when I was single, it used to mock my condition by hugging the creeper”. Then he gazes at the same tree and addresses it. “Dear Tree” he says graciously “I am no longer a loner. I am fortunate to be in the company of a beautiful wife”. 

Both of us wander about in the theatrical garden. A bumblebee whizzes towards my face. Quick as a flash, my husband retrieves a

handkerchief from his pocket and protects my golden face. A thought crosses his mind. He smiles as he articulates it. “The bee has mistaken your face for a flower!” Nala exclaims “and has come to extract nectar from it!”. I blush in an exaggerated manner. Then I say: “It seems as if the entire garden is thrilled. Flowers are blooming. It appears as if they are smiling. The cuckoos are singing and the bees are engaged in a merry dance. Gentle winds are blowing and brushing against our bodies. Oh! But how very lovely the whole garden looks!”. 

“The sun is going down, darling” my husband tells me “It’s time for us to go back”. As we turn and start walking back towards our palace, the heavy curtain falls. Thunderous applause fills the air. I hear the audience screaming “Meena, Meena! We want to see more of you!” 

in enthusiastic appreciation. I am jerked into reality. I realize that they are calling out my name. Meena. Meena Forster. I have performed the role of Damayanti many times. But this is the first time I performed as a woman. I can’t express the joy I feel at the acceptance I have gained by my people. While performing, I noticed my parents, sister, brother-in-law and friends among the crowd. 

Beside them is my husband, Eustace Forster and Sunaina. Sunaina is dressed elegantly in a white Kerala saree and wearing golden jhumkis, a type of Indian earrings shaped like bells. I don’t know how exactly to explain Sunaina’s relationship to me. She has been my friend, philosopher, guide, lover, and mentor. My angel. My eyes flit back to my family, once again. 

They really seem proud of me. 

It wasn’t always like this. I have come a long way. And the journey wasn’t an easy one. 

I was born in Kochi (then Cochin), a small fishing town in Kerala in 1985 into a family of Kathakali artistes. Kathakali is a stylized classical Indian dance-drama, noted for the striking make-up of characters, the opulent costumes, detailed gestures and well-defined body movements presented in tune with live playback music and complementary percussions. My father, S. Raghavan, a noted name

in the art, was renowned for his  Stripatras or depiction of the roles of female characters. My father’s playing the role of a woman in Kathakali plays wasn’t considered shameful or unnatural as Kathakali is mainly the domain of males. Nowadays, it is pretty common for women to perform the Kathakali (as I do), but in those days, women were strictly prohibited from performing the art. 

Ours was a small family consisting of me, my parents and elder sister, Radha. Our parents were very conservative and brought us up in a very traditional fashion. Kochi, being the first town in India to have been invaded by the Europeans, had a greater share of foreign tourists than many other parts of India. They would rent rooms and dormitories and stay for months at an end in the town, enjoying its beautiful backwaters, lovely churches, sea food and of course, Kathakali. I had come across many an enthused Caucasian white tourist who wanted to stay in India permanently and learn Kathakali under the auspices of my father. Though my father obliged and was a good teacher to them, he never accepted foreigners as “one of us”. 

In order to shield us from outside influence we were exposed to so frequently, our father became especially strict and insisted that we wear only traditional clothes. Therefore I only wore a  lungi, a yard of white cloth winded around one’s torso beneath the navel and tucked at the waist, and a shirt while at home. Of course, I wore trousers—a part of the school uniform—to school. Radha wore the traditional Kerala saree, which is off-white with a golden border. I found the saree indisputably more attractive than the  lungi. I often thought it unfair that females got to wear the choicest clothes, jewelry and grow their hair long, whereas men were expected to do with bare minimum where attire was concerned. 

My father expected me to follow the family tradition and become a Kathakali artist. He had started training me in  Kalaripayattu from an early age.  Kalaripayattu is a form of martial arts, which is believed to aid Kathakali dancers control their body and face movements. Even though I was fascinated by the color and creativity involved in performing the Kathakali, I hated being trained in martial arts. I would instead wish that I could help my mother in the kitchen the way

Radha did after returning from school. However, since our father did not approve of boys going into the kitchen and doing household chores, I never got a chance to potter around the kitchen. 

The high point of my day was early evenings when the Kathakali artistes put on their make-up. Putting on makeup was a painstaking process that took about an hour. My father was particular that I stay in the green room and observe him and the other Kathakali performers apply their makeup. 

“After all, one day, Mahesh” he would look at me and say with barely concealed enthusiasm “you will be a Kathakali performer yourself. 

You could take the baton over from me, and portray female roles, but it is not compulsory. You are hundred percent free to play male roles too”. 

During the times father said these words (which was ever so often), I would look at him and nod. I used to be too awe-struck to speak in front of my father. To me, he was a larger than life figure who dressed in huge, outlandish garments, used exaggerated expressions and depicted divinities and the royalty in his plays. 

Since the makeup for artistes performing male roles was much more intricate than that of those portraying women, they used to have a makeup artist. I would watch mesmerized as the makeup artists lined the Kathakali artistes’ faces with layers of white, green, yellow, red and black, based on the roles they were playing. However, my father, who always depicted female characters, did his own makeup. I used to watch bewitched as he painted his face a lovely golden color, darken his brows, outline his lips and clasp a nose-ring around his shapely nose. The formidable patriarch of a man would, in a matter of a few hours, be transformed into a beautiful woman. It was one of the most enchanting things imaginable, to say the least. 

One evening, after the customary one hour long-make up session, my dad and the other artistes disappeared into the inner quarters to change. I was thirteen years old at that time. Soon, they emerged wearing oversized overcoats, flowing veils, bulging heavily-pleated

skirts, antique ornaments, and striking opulent headdresses, with wigs of streaming hair flowing down the waist and covering their backs. My father was dressed a little differently, with his wig piled in a knot on top of the head, veiled with an ornamented scarf falling over his tight red jacket. An elegant white saree covered the lower half of his body and he wore opulent necklaces, bracelets and a number of tiny bells around his ankles. I couldn’t help noticing the gentle bulge in this bosom the breastplate produced. Much to my shock and embarrassment, my penis began stirring beneath my lungi. I suppose this was a natural enough reaction of an adolescent boy at beholding the female form, but I felt very guilty. I suppose my guilt had something to do with my having been brought up to only have “pure thoughts”. I also felt terrible because the person beneath the costume and layers of make-up was my father! 

As was the ritual, I opened the intricately carved wooden doors of the theatre and invited the audience members inside with a polite

“Namaste”, the traditional Indian greeting. I asked them to take their seats, before checking if the microphones and the audio systems were functioning properly. When the voice of the taped commentator started giving the audience members an introduction to the dance-drama, the various emotions and movements involved in them, I walked to the farthermost point of the theatre hall and took my place there. From what the commentator had announced, I knew the troupe was going to enact an episode from Mahabharata, the great Indian epic. 

The play started. The artistes started enacting the role of the Pandavas, the kindly princes of a royal family. The five Pandava brothers were married to the same woman, Panchali, a beautiful princess from another land. Since Panchali’s was the only female part in the play, my father was performing it. 

Owing to losing a bet, the Pandavas were sent on exile to a forest. 

When living in the forest, one day, a rare enchanting flower wafted in with the wind came and fell at the feet of Panchali. Enticed by its beauty and fragrance, Panchali asked Bhima, the eldest of the

Pandava brothers to bring her a few more of the same. The way my father, by mime and movement alone, expressed Panchali’s desire to possess more of the same kind of flowers, made the audience inhale sharply. The upward movement of his quivering fingers, meant to depict the flower, had everyone enthralled. The expressive movements of the various parts of his eyes—the eyebrows, eyelids, eyeballs, the iris and the pupil—while she interacted with her husband was the most bewitching piece of histrionics I had ever seen before in my life. I was acutely aware of the sinuous creeper-like gestures of my father’s hands, his dainty footwork and sweet, graceful expressions. 

I had seen this particular episode from the Mahabharata enacted many a time, but, that evening; it had an entirely novel effect on me. 

It was as if I was looking at it from an entirely different perspective. It was as if something had changed, drastically and dramatically. 

Goosebumps started forming on my arms and I trembled pleasurably. Blood throbbed in my ears and my face flushed. Beads of perspiration accumulated on my forehead. Deep down in my loins, something stirred and hardened—for the second time that evening. 

Yet, it wasn’t the usual, predictable lust a boy on the threshold of manhood feels for a woman (or a man dressed as a woman). It was something else I had known for a long time, but had repressed. It was such a taboo feeling, that a boy brought up as strictly as I was dared not acknowledge. That is, until that moment. 

It wasn’t the female form that had aroused me. It was something else. It was the prospect of me being dressed as a woman, one day. 

On hindsight, I think that was the first time I openly encountered my desire to be female. I realized, quite vividly, that I was a girl trapped in a male’s body. 

The realization confused and frightened me. Much to the disconcertion of the audience, I rushed past them, flung the wooden doors open and ran out into the open air. I kept on running until I reached the shore. Once there, I sat down on one of the rocks and

pondered over the situation for a good one hour. After facing truth and having made peace with it, I returned home. 

Chapter 2 - Sunaina: the One with Fine Eyes Suddenly, I became very lonely. I had just encountered a life-changing truth about myself. Yet it wasn’t something that I could tell anyone. My classmates were decent enough, however, given that they were from a small town that mostly meant conservative mindsets; I wasn’t sure how they’d greet the revelation. Also, since I confronted the innermost truth about my gender identity, my dynamics with my classmates had changed. I suddenly felt very shy sitting next to my best-mate, Rajesh, in school. I identified with the girls and felt much more comfortable interacting with them. However, my “shell” misled everyone into believing I was a boy. As a “decent” 

boy, I was expected to keep a respectful distance from female teachers and girl pupils. Hence, I wasn’t really sure whom I could talk to at school. 

Nor could I, of course, tell my parents. I had been brought up in a very strict manner where parents were seen as authority figures, not friends. Confidences, especially those of a personal nature, between parents and children were not common. Hence, I couldn’t talk to them. Even if I did, they, in all probability, wouldn’t have understood what I was talking about. If by any chance they did, I was convinced my father would compress into a tight ball of wrath and explode! In case that happened, the whole city of Kochi would have been on fire. 

Or so I imagined every time I ran the confiding scene in my mind. 

One summer evening, the distress of keeping my secret bottled up nearly suffocated me. I felt I  had to tell someone, or else I would die. 

I made up my mind to tell my sister. However, when I went to Radha’s room, I noticed that she was being dressed, by my mother and a few other female relatives like a bride. I was shocked. At 15, Radha was just a year older than me and surely, too young to be married! 

My mother noticed me standing at the door. She walked towards me, smiled and said “Your sister has  finally become a woman. Go and

pluck some banana leaves from the tree in the backyard. We have to decorate the whole house with it and celebrate!”. 

I let the implication of my mother’s statement seep in. My sister had started having her period. As was the custom in our community and a few others in south India, the onset of a girl’s puberty was celebrated with a grand ceremony, for which guests were invited and served an elaborate meal. They also got the girl gifts and made much of her on her first red-flag day. 

After I decorated the front gate and entrance of the house with plantain leaves, guests started coming in one by one. As the women paid lavish attentions to my sister and congratulated her at having

“become a woman”, I felt a pang of jealousy stab at my chest. I more than ever wished I was a girl, even if it meant suffering the discomfort of a monthly period. It is perhaps unfair to say so, but I felt betrayed by Radha. I went to her room with the intention of confiding my long-suppressed secret in her, and she turned the situation around by hogging all the limelight herself! I felt miserable. 

The next day my father was ill. He complained of a headache, stomach ache and chills. At first, my mother dismissed his illness as

“Psychosomatic”. “Listen, mister, there’s no need to be stressed just because your daughter has had her first period” she told him “It’s not as if we have to get her married tomorrow. That could wait for 6 or 7

years”. 

By late afternoon, it was confirmed that my father’s illness wasn’t psychosomatic, as my mother had insinuated. He had a high fever; the temperature went up to 103 degrees. My mother asked me to fetch the local doctor home. He examined my father and confirmed that he had contracted typhoid. The doctor predicted that it would be many weeks before my father recovered completely. “Even after you’ve recovered, you’re likely to suffer from weakness and fatigue” 

he told my father. 

My father’s immediate worry was his evening’s performance scheduled in another hour and a half. “What do we do?” he said

agitatedly “people have already purchased tickets, so a cancellation is out of the question. And no one else in the troupe is trained to play Panchali. Besides, they have their own roles to perform for the evening!”. 

“Oh God, you take some rest!” said my mother slapping her forehead

“Don’t worry about these things and strain yourself further. 

Something can be arranged, I’m sure”. 

“Then let’s arranged it  now” my father urged “we can’t let the audiences go home disappointed. It will reflect badly on the drama troupe. Furthermore, the other guys have been rehearsing hard since the morning. It would be unfair on them if the show is cancelled”. 

“I didn’t ask you to cancel the show” my mother said “just look for a replacement”. 

The word “replacement” seemed to restore some of my father’s spirits. “Mahesh” he said “you have been training in  Kalaripayattu and Kathakali since you were 4 years old. You are 14 now, and have only done amateur theatre. Don’t you think it is time to become a professional?” 

“I don’t understand you, father” I said uncomprehendingly. 

“What’s so cryptic about what I say?” asked my father “I am just asking you to play the role of Panchali on stage instead of me”. 

“What?!” I cried alarmed “I haven’t practiced lately. Besides, I have never performed except in school plays. And all the roles I have hitherto performed have been those of males!”. 

“I know, but there’s no need to be nervous” said my father reassuringly “you have several generations of Kathakali performers in your blood. Besides, you have seen me putting on makeup since you started to walk. Just put the makeup and costume on and play the part. Everything will be just fine”. 

My father’s faith in me seemed much greater than the confidence I had in myself. “I don’t know if this is a good idea, father” I stuttered

“If I goof-up, the troupe will earn a bad name”. 

“Stop standing around here fussing, boy” my father chided “with your fine, delicate features, you’d probably look more convincing as a woman than me. Go and start putting on your makeup immediately. 

That’s an order”. 

My father had given an order. Years of conditioning had taught us never to disobey him. I went into the green room and washed my face thoroughly. Just when I was dabbing it dry, Hari, one of the guys in the troupe got me the women characters’ makeup paints and a mirror. As I looked into it, I realized that my father had been right. I had a pale smooth complexion, a small straight nose and shapely lips: “delicate features”, which, when accentuated, would make me look very convincing as a young woman. With assiduous care, I started painting my face the fine golden color that women and ascetics were depicted with in Kathakali plays. As I darkened my brows, powdered my nose, traced and filled-in my lips with a gentle orange color, the image in the mirror started looking more and more like the person I felt like on the inside. The butterflies in my stomach disappeared completely and I felt glad that I had been forced into playing the part. 

After I applied my makeup, Hari brought the entire paraphernalia of costumes, ornament, headgear etc to me. He asked me to take my lungi and off wear the  pyjama: light-weight, loose-fitting cotton pants with a drawstring at the waist, worn by dancers for the sake of modesty. I felt a little shy about undressing in front of him, but obliged, remembering that I was a performer first, “woman” second. 

Hari secured light, high-sounded anklets on my ankles and held them snug with shin pads made of red wool, with black cotton tips. 

He next fastened a pair of crescent-shaped hip pads around my slim hips to support the width of the skirts. They sat low and provocative on the hips, apparently to leave room for the plethora of petticoats, 

underskirts and skirts, all of which were subsequently to be wrapped around my body. 

The heavy underskirts, petticoats and skirts added bulk to my gangling body and made me look quite voluptuous. A certain thrill went through my spine at the illusion of luscious curves the hip pads created. As the female breastplate with two normal-sized breasts was attached to my chest, I didn’t feel there was anything abnormal or unnatural about having them on my chest. They felt like just an outward manifestation of what I had already visualized in my mind’s eye. 

Next, Hari gave me a T-shaped cotton under jacket to wear on top of the breast plate. Over that, I wore a red and gold cotton jacket. 

Subsequently, Hari got a wig and tied it into a top knot on my head. 

As I was adorned with necklaces, bracelets, brooches and other ornaments, I felt like the princess I was supposed to play. A modest-sized headdress was placed on top of the knot on my hair and a long flowing veil was hung from it. 

Makeup and dressing culminated, I went and stood in front of a full-length mirror. There was no way an observer—discerning or undiscerning—could tell that I was a genetic male. I was a woman from head to toe. 

The singer, Madhav, came into the room and announced that the performance would start in five minutes. I snapped out of my reverie and became aware of reality. Nervousness gripped me again as I walked on stage, but, Suresh, the second percussionist assured me that the performance was going to go very smoothly. 

The arch lights nearly blinded me as I walked on stage. The lights were off, the area beneath the stage was dark, but I could see many human heads silhouetted against the darkness. As the mellifluous voice of Madhav rose in a fantastic tenor in the air and the beats of Hari and Suresh’s drums filled the air, my co-actor, a young man called Prasanna dressed in huge skirts, scarves and a headdress, approached me. We enacted the Bhima-Panchali scene that I had

witnessed my father enact multitudinous times.. Panchali’s was enticed by a flower, she asked Bhima to fetch it for her and Bhima’s prompt obliged. We soon reached the part in the play when I, the concerned Panchali, ask: “But you are going deep into the forest in pursuit of the flower. What will you do for food and drink?” 

Prasanna looked at me lovingly at said: “Food and drink! Oh, this side glance of yours full of yearning and anticipation. The very thought fills me up. I don’t need comestibles at all!” 

I know this was supposed to be theatre, but I was genuinely touched as Prasanna said these words. It wasn’t as if he was speaking to Panchali, but to the woman in me! 

As the rest of the play traced the adventures of Bhima when he goes deeper into the forest in search of the flower, I so absorbed in the role that I was dead to reality. As the play concluded, we took our bows. Hari announced that whoever, among the audience members, was interested could come up on stage and get a photograph clicked with the Kathakali artistes. People thronged around Prasanna and me, thanked us for the “spectacular” performance took pictures with us. Being in the limelight felt so good that I wondered why I had been so nervous earlier in the evening! 

Assuming the audience had left, Prasanna returned to the green room. I too was going to follow him, when I sensed a tall, wraith-like figure move among the shadows. I stopped and waited. As it came into light and climbed on to the stage, I discovered that the shadowy figure was that of a girl. She was about 16 or 17 years old and wore tights and a loose grey t-shirt. Her fine brown hair, parted in the middle, fell in two even curtains around her narrow face. The girl’s skin gave the impression that she was of the Caucasian race, but her eyes were large and expressive like a South Indian girl’s. 

“Hi” she said breathing heavily from the exertion “I was hesitant to come and meet you…but I’m glad I did!”. 

“Hesitant?” I asked surprised “why is that?” 

“Well, you were wonderful on stage tonight” she said trembling with some personal emotion “It…I was so overwhelmed, it scared me. I feared that in my adulatory mood, I might do something tremendously silly, like kiss your feet in full public view!” 

“Oh!” I said and laughed shyly. The girl’s over-effusiveness embarrassed me. 

“By the way, I’m Sunaina” she said “what’s your name?” 

Sunaina literally means “She who has fine eyes”. I was taken aback by how apt the girl’s moniker was for her. 

“I’m Mahesh” I said “I thought you were a European”. 

“I am—partly” Sunaina said “My mother is Portuguese” 

“And your father?” 

“He’s an Indian and from Karnataka” said Sunaina “I live with him in Bangalore. I’m in Kochi on a short visit. I shall be flying back to Bangalore tomorrow night”. I may have imagined it, but I thought a wistful look crossed Sunaina’s face. Her next words confirmed my feeling. “I wish I didn’t have to go so soon…” she trailed off and looked at me almost adoringly. The frankness of Sunaina’s gaze perturbed me. I felt my face flushing beneath the golden makeup. 

She asked me a whole lot of questions about my family, school and especially about Kathakali. “Well, it’s very nice to have met you” she said at last “but I must run now. It’s getting late. However, I’m just a stone’s throw away from here—at Vedanta lodge”. 

“Oh, I’ve seen Vedanta” I said “it seems like a comfortable enough place”. 

“Yes, it’s quite homely” Sunaina agreed “by the way, where do you live? I might want to see you one last time before I leave” 

“My house is a little distance away, in Old Kochi itself” I said “but I think I’ll be spending the next few days in the theatre. My father is unwell, you see, and I’m acting as his replacement. There are a few rooms here for performers to sleep in. I’ve been given Room No. 4” 

“Room No. 4, is it?” Sunaina made a mental note “Okay, perhaps I’ll have enough time to catch you before I fly”. 

Chapter 3 - Undefined Feelings, Exciting Expression Though I went to bed early, sleep evaded me. I had changed from the splendorous female Kathakali costume into a  lungi  reluctantly. 

Since it was summer and the weather unbearably sultry, I had taken off both my shirt and vest, and lay on the hard mat with my upper body bare. The repetitive racket created by the languidly whirring ceiling fan fractured my thoughts, making me especially restless. 

Also, the queer fishy sort of an odor emanating from every corner of the room distressed me. I wondered if Room No. 4 had ever been a fish market. 

A small dismal-looking blue nightlight at one end of the room illuminated the dust and large cobwebs that had accumulated at every corner of the ceiling. Vowing the clean the room soon after waking up the next morning, I started counting sheep. This time honored technique of inducing sleep didn’t work, so I started counting the prominent bones on my ribcage instead. 

“Mahesh!” came an urgent voice from the window about a foot above where I lay “Mahesh, are you in there?” . The voice sounded like a female’s, but it was difficult to say. The coastal winds sometimes played tricks with human voices, distorting them beyond recognition. 

“Goodness” I thought “who could  possibly want to see me at this unearthly hour?”. Sleep was beginning to overtake me, and I didn’t fancy being disturbed at this stage, especially as I had worked so hard to induce it. Overcoming the urge to pretend to be in throes of sleep, I got up. 

“Mahesh!” the voice was more peremptory this time. The fair sleep-disturber leaned against the blind, knocking it in an insistent fashion. 

With an irked sigh, I pulled the blind up. Much to my astonishment, Sunaina was standing outside! “Back off a little, will you?” she said, hauled her lanky frame in through the window and came right into

my room. She was wearing the same black tights and loose grey t-shirt. 

“Sunaina!” I said finally having overcome my stupefaction and having found my voice “what are you doing here, that too at this hour?!” 

“Oh, I just  had  to see you!” exclaimed my lady visitor, her eyes sparkling in the darkness. 

“But how did you get into the premises?” I asked flabbergasted “the gates are locked by 11pm”. 

“I jumped the compound wall” replied Sunaina. She sounded quite proud of her little athletic endeavor. 

Then before I could react, Sunaina had thrown her arms around my waist, and was pulling my skinny body towards her. In a second, the two of us were locked in a tight embrace. Sunaina’s grip around me was so vice-like that for a moment I feared that she might break a bone or two of mine. I was so taken aback by the sudden onslaught of affection, that not a word or whimper passed my lips. “I’m sorry” 

my fair assaulter whispered looking deep into my eyes with her own beautiful ones “but you’re so glorious, so lovely….I can’t resist you!”. 

I could feel the warmth of her body through her thin t-shirt. On impulse, I drew closer until I could feel every muscle, sinew and bone of her body. Sunaina’s small, perky breasts, pressed against my own frail chest, heaved and fell with desire. In the faint glow of the nightlight, I could see a thin film of sweat on her upper lip. 

The winds rubbed against our bodies, as if paying homage to our youth. During the lonely life I had led after that red-letter day when I realized that I was a woman on the inside, I was under the impression that I was attracted only to men: to my best buddy Rajesh who sat on the same bench as me in class, the brawny athletic Kiran who played basketball in school and twenty-six year old Prasanna who had played Bhima to my Panchali barely a few hours ago. I hadn’t been attracted to a single woman up to that point. 

But there was something about Sunaina that made my loins tingle just a little bit. She was an extremely special girl. 

Sunaina leaned into me just a little and pressed her butter-soft lips on mine. As our lips made contact, her body juddered just a little. 

She increased the pressure of her lips on mine and forced them to part. Slowly, hesitantly, like a little toddler taking its first steps, Sunaina inserted her tongue into my mouth. She tasted of salt, the sea air and so many exciting things. Riveted by the kiss, she let her grip on my body relax. We were, finally, done with our little amorous adventure. Sunaina and I stood facing each other: two awkward adolescents who did not know what to say to each other after a passionate bout of making out. 

We didn’t know what to do with our hands. Sunaina put hers in the pocket of her tights. I just let mine hang limply by my side. 

“Have you finished dinner?” I asked after a while. 

“Yes, I have” Sunaina said a bit shyly “what about you?” 

“Me too” I answered, and then smiled. 

Sunaina then became more relaxed. She sat down, and then spread herself on the mat. Incidentally, I had been given two pillows. 

Sunaina put her head on one, her dark brown hair spread around its white vastness. She patted the other pillow, indicating that I lie down too. 

She spoke about her life. Her father Rajeev Gowda was a businessman, who ran a real estate agency among other things. 

When on a trip to Portugal, he had met her mother Sophia Furtado. 

Following a brief affair, the two had got married. Sunaina was born two years later. A year after Sunaina’s birth, Sophia had sought divorce from Gowda and returned to Portugal. Sunaina was unaware of the reason her mom had divorced her dad. Sophia hadn’t minded Gowda getting custody of their daughter. Hence, Sunaina had grown

up in India. She visited her mother from time to time, but wished she got to see more of her. 

“You know I am a lesbian” Sunaina’s declaration came like a bolt from the blue. 

“What?!” I burst out confused “then why did you…you know, kiss me?” 

“That’s what I am wondering” said Sunaina “this has never happened to me before. I’m 16 years old and in the 11th grade and this is the first time I have kissed a boy….I don’t know why it happened. 

Probably it was seeing you in that woman’s costume, the subtle grace of your movements and your charming feminine body language….oh! I don’t know!”. 

I had sort of figured out the logic behind the whole thing by now. 

Sunaina, a lesbian, had been attracted to me because I was a girl: on the inside. My male body just happened to be a highly misleading shell. Obviously, Sunaina’s instincts hadn’t been mislead by my exterior. My secret was at the tip of my tongue and I experienced an overwhelming desire to blurt it out to Sunaina. However, I held myself in check, and instead asked:

“How did it happen…I mean, when did you know?” 

“About two or three years ago, when I hit puberty” answered Sunaina trying to remember the details “I started noticing that I was attracted to girls. Since my mother is a devout catholic and often talked about how same-sex relationships are wrong, I felt a bit guilty about my orientation. I dated boys and tried hard to like them, but that did not happen. I still caught myself thinking and fantasizing about girls. 

Since they say sports helps you expend excess energy and all that, I joined the hockey team, the football team and wrestling. That’s when Shana joined school…..” 

I listened attentively. Sunaina’s story was coming from a different world: an urban, metropolitan world where youngsters dated, went to

pubs and voiced their opinions freely. However, I wasn’t sure if Sunaina had talked to her parents about her orientation. So perhaps our worlds weren’t so different, after all…. 

“Shana was an American whose parents had decided to spend a year in India: a country they were much in love with” Sunaina went on “since they didn’t want Shana to lose an academic year, they got her admitted to the school I studied in. India—with its vivid colors, noise, traffic and tropical fragrances—overwhelms many foreigners; hence Shana took some time to adjust. She used to be a very quiet girl who kept to herself….” 

“Didn’t she speak to anyone at all?” I asked, getting sucked into Sunaina’s story. 

“Oh, she did” replied Sunaina “she was generous with her “sorry”, 

“please” and “thank you”. However, I hadn’t exactly seen her making conversation with anyone. Eventually, I started getting the impression that cultural shock wasn’t Shana’s only problem. She was, holding in her bosom, a very deep secret. Shana gave me the impression of a tightly coiled spring, ready to unwind when the time was ripe…” 

“Must say you’re very perceptive” I replied. In response, Sunaina took my hand in hers and gave it an affectionate squeeze. 

“Shana too joined the wrestling team” Sunaina continued “eventually, we became good friends. We started hanging out. Beneath the icy exterior, the girl was really interesting. She had a whacky sense of humor. I realized I was attracted to her like crazy. It was apparent that she felt the same about me, since she would “accidentally” 

brush against me a little too frequently. Even during our wrestling contests, she would make unnecessary bodily contact. Thanks to the guilt I felt because of what my mother often said, I tried hard not to reciprocate even though every sinew in my body wanted her. Finally, when we were studying for our ninth grade exams, I put aside my reservations and had sex with Shana”. 

“I see” I said wondering what sex would feel like (for a man as well as a woman) “Are you still with Shana?” 

“No” Sunaina’s voice carried a hint of sadness in it “she went back to the US right after our ninth grade exams. After that, we tried to keep in touch, but couldn’t after a while. Shana, obviously, got back to her original life and forgot all about India. I soon found out that she had found somebody else. A mutual acquaintance told me”. 

“I’m very sorry to hear that” I said caressing Sunaina’s cheek “these things happen sometimes”. 

“Yeah, but the good part is” said Sunaina looking up at me meaningfully “that you always find somebody else”. 

“Sunaina, I…” I replied blushing “I am not really sure I…I mean, you’re very sweet and all that, but….” 

“I’ve told you my secret” said Sunaina, her eyes boring into my soul

“now you tell me yours”. 

“I really have nothing to tell” I lied. 

“Oh come on, Mahesh” said Sunaina “I saw you up there on stage. 

You were so enwrapped in the role you were playing. It couldn’t  just be play-acting. I suspect you are a girl on the inside”. 

Sunaina had hit the nail on the head. I felt as if I was struck by lightning. 

“I have no idea what you are saying” I said retracting into my shell “I was just playing a role, that’s all”. 

“If that’s what you say” said Sunaina humbly. However, her tone betrayed that she wasn’t fully convinced by my assertion. 

The night was spoilt. Sunaina had brought my fears and insecurities on to the surface. I suddenly didn’t want her in the room anymore. 

Sunaina probably sensed this, for she sighed sadly and got up to leave. 

“Okay, I guess I should go” she said “but remember, Mahesh, anytime you want to talk, feel free to contact me. You have a friend in Bangalore. Never forget that—ever”. 

Sunaina salvaged a pen from one of the inner pockets of her tights and scrawled something on my arm. “This is my phone number. 

Copy it down the moment you have access to a sheet” she tersely said, before jumping out of the window. I got up and looked out of it, until her slender form had disappeared into the shadows. 

The next day, I bought a notebook and wrote down Sunaina’s number on the back page. I thought it would be a wiser thing to do to prevent anyone from coming across it, deliberately or by accident. 

Chapter 4 - Cabaret Kalki

After that incredible night, I had woken up the next day to a feeling of anti-climax. Action and excitement had come in quick succession: my sister’s rather elaborate puberty function, father’s contracting typhoid, my replacing him, the frisson I felt at the first touch of feminine golden makeup and the feel of elaborate female Kathakali costume….I reminisced my total immersion in the role of Panchali as I romanced Bhima, meeting Sunaina and of course, our rather eventful night together. Going through the mundane motions of daily life, which included brushing my teeth, bathing, praying and having breakfast bored me so much that I nearly had tears in my eyes. 

However, after I began rehearsing for the evening’s performance with my troupe, excitement started building inside me. I would, once more, be the cynosure of all eyes, dressed the way I felt on the inside and romancing a gender I felt attracted to. 

It is said that total involvement in one’s art is the mark of a good artiste. In my case, the immersion in the role of a woman was so profound that it seeped into and spilled over to my daily life. I discarded the navy blue pants I wore to school, and got a skirt stitched instead. Since I was earning quite well from my Kathakali performances, I didn’t have to ask my father for money. I  actually wore the skirt the next morning. My father, still a convalescent recovering in his room, had no opportunity to catch me wearing it. 

My mother was busy in the  puja (prayer) room, putting forth her petitions to God and my sister, who by the way studied in another school, was busy studying for her exams. 

With a sense of new found freedom, I cycled to school. I felt so happy and unrestricted that I had a song on my lips. The security guard who saw me at the gate gaped, but did not say anything. 

Rajesh saw me next. The winds blew in his direction, gluing his shirt to his torso. I noticed how strong and muscular my best friend’s abdominal muscles were becoming. He was also sprouting facial hair. I felt my pulse quicken with excitement. Incidentally, even

though I was the same age as Rajesh, I hadn’t yet sprouted facial hair or developed a gruff voice. I was, probably, going to be a late bloomer like my sister. 

“What is wrong with you,  da ( pal)?!” Rajesh currently asked me “Why have you come to school dressed like this?? Is it your idea of a joke or what?!” 

“I just wore what I was comfortable in” I told my pal candidly. 

“Don’t tell me you’re comfortable in female attire?!” Rajesh cried aghast “go and change before the principal sees you!”. The principal was a worthy called Mr. Cherupirambil. He was an owlish-looking gentleman with a round face and mean-looking eyes magnified through the thick black-framed glasses he wore. His idea of imposing discipline was wielding the cane and beating the students black and blue, when they made a mistake. However, only male students were at the receiving end of Mr. Cherupirambil’s stringent punishments. 

The girls were let off with a stringent warning or, at the most, a severe tongue-lashing. 

“Well, I am not changing” I told Rajesh, resolutely marching towards the assembly hall. At the morning assembly, we were supposed to organize ourselves into vertical rows based on the grade we were in and the gender we belonged to. As I walked into the hall, a sudden silence fell inside it. It was as if all the people in it had frozen in a moment in time. The entire school—students and staff—gawked at me. 

I walked in and nonchalantly joined the ninth grade girls’ line. I was female on the inside, was even wearing a skirt, therefore saw no reason not to. The scandalized girls ran helter-skelter like a couple of flurried chickens. “Mahesh!” screamed the physical instructor, moving in my direction. He caught hold of my skinny arm and dragged me across the hall. He was moving, I surmised, in the direction of our classroom. “You seemed quite alright until yesterday!” he hissed in my ear “I just can’t imagine the reason for

this sudden misbehavior!”. I remained silent and the PT master didn’t push me to speak. He yanked me inside the classroom and said:

“You wait here quietly, understand? The teachers and I will have a discussion about this. Of course, we’ll have to tell the principal”. 

“No, Sir!” I said suddenly frightened at being flogged by Mr. 

Cherupirambil “please don’t tell him”. 

“I’m sorry, Mahesh” said the PT master half-apologetically “rules are rules. Mr. Cherupirambil would be infuriated if he knew we kept this episode from him”. 

I waited in the classroom like a lamb waiting to be slaughtered. A part of me wanted to run away, but I stayed, anyway. I didn’t want the PT master to get into trouble. He had been kind to me in the past. 

I saw Mr. Cherumpirambil marching towards my classroom looking absolutely livid. The murderous look on his face was so frightening that I nearly peed in my undergarment. The PT master and a few other teachers accompanied him. 

“What nonsense is this, I say??” Mr. Cherupirambil bellowed as soon as he entered the classroom “Have you gone mad or what?!” 

“No, Sir” I said in a feeble voice. 

“Then what is the meaning of this rubbish, I ask you?!” Mr. 

Cherupirambil demanded. 

“I’m sorry, Sir” I murmured frightened out of my wits “I’m really very sorry”. 

Mr. Cherupirambil picked up the cane lying on the classroom table. 

He lifted it in the air vengefully, all prepared to bring it down on my frail shoulder. A hand curtailed him. “Please, Sir” requested the PT

master “you usually don’t hit female students”. 

“He’s not a female student, I say!” said Mr. Cherupirambil “He’s a boy dressed in a skirt!” 

“Well, treat him like a girl then” persuaded the PT master “that would be the utmost humiliation for him”. 

To this day, I do not know if the PT master meant what he said or if it was an effort on his part to save my skin. Either way, it worked. 

Faithful to his dictum never to mete out corporal punishment to girl students, Mr. Cherupirambil spared me. He, however, had the following words to say to me:

“Leave the premises right now, alright. And send your parents to talk to me as soon as you reach home”. 

---

I cycled home as fast as I could. I sneaked into my room through the backdoor and quickly changed into my school trousers. Mustering all the guts I had, I walked to my father’s room. My mother was sitting near the headrest, massaging my dad’s head with some kind of a funny-smelling balm. They were surprised to see me. 

“What? Back home from school so soon?” my father asked. 

“The principal wants to see you—both of you” I said reluctantly. 

“Whatever for?” my father demanded “have you got yourself into some kind of trouble?” 

“No” lied “I have no idea why he wants to see you”. 

My parents looked quizzically at each other. They quickly changed into presentable clothes and set out to see Mr. Cherupirambil. My father was still weak, yet he went. In small towns in India, eyebrows are raised if the female parent goes unaccompanied by her husband to her ward’s school. 

They returned two hours later. My father appeared enraged and my mom was crying. 

“Whatever is wrong with you, you idiot, that you made such a spectacle of yourself?” my father’s voice blared. 

I remained silent. As much as I tried, I couldn’t gather the courage to tell him how I felt for the last couple of months. 

“Tell me” my father demanded shaking me until every bone in my body shook “why are you silent?” 

I tried to speak, but my tongue got wedged in my throat. I was vaguely aware of my mother’s sobs growing louder. Something was seriously wrong. What was it?? 

“They rusticated you from school” my father’s next statement answered my unarticulated question. I froze on the spot, unable to move. I couldn’t believe what I had just heard. I had expected admonition, probably a strict warning. However, I hadn’t believed that Mr. Cherupirambil would do anything as drastic as to expel me. I ran into my room and threw myself on the bed crying. 

“Mahesh!” my mother screamed following me “don’t lose heart, son. 

We’ll get you admitted to another school--a better school”. 

“I don’t want to go to school anymore!” I said, shedding copious tears. 

“Why not?” asked my mother, taken aback. 

“Because…”I stuttered “because they force you to wear pants…” 

“Would you much rather wear a  lungi?” my mother asked “if you are interested, there is a boys’ school in town that allows students to wear  lungis”. 

“I am not interested in wearing a  lungi either!” I replied “I’d much rather wear a skirt…or a saree”. 

“Mahesh!” my mother’s voice sounded incensed. She was a relatively milder person than my dad, but now she was really angry. I had apparently crossed a line: the strictly demarcated line of gender binaries. My mother wasn’t taking any “nonsense” from me anymore. 

---

If I had been lonely before, I was desperately so now. I spent all my time in my room, brooding. Since my father had regained his health, he took over his role of Panchali at the theatre. Since I wasn’t going to school or performing, I thought I might as well make myself useful at home. I spent all my time cleaning the windows, scrubbing the floors, sweeping the courtyard or fetching water from the well. And I did so, resolutely and adamantly, wearing my sister’s sarees. 

There was talk in our circles. Everyone concluded that S. 

Raghavan’s son was going mad. Seeing that I was getting “out of control”, my parents consulted every psychiatrist in town. Nothing changed my inclinations or behavior. My exasperated parents concluded that I must be possessed and got an exorcist to “cure me”. The exorcist, a wild mangy fellow dressed in black, started hitting me with a broom, hoping to drive the “demon that possessed me” away. 

That had been the last resort. And it hadn’t worked. My parents were at the end of their tethers. Not knowing what to do, they shut me up in a room for days at a stretch. Sometimes, they even didn’t bring me food. 

One afternoon, I managed to escape from the room. I helped myself to some fruit and then started rummaging among my notebooks. I finally found the one I was looking for. I flipped to the back page and found Sunaina’s number. I tiptoed to the landline and put a call across to Bangalore….. 

---

Sunaina was as good as her word. When I told her about my condition that noon, she suggested that I climb the first bus headed towards Banglore and go there. She promised to be present at the Majestic bus terminus in Bangalore to pick me up. Sure enough, Sunaina was there, dressed in a lovely pink and sea green  Salwaar-Kameez. Small, bell-shaped earrings adorned her small ears. She looked, I thought, very pretty. 

Sunaina smiled and waved upon catching sight of me. “I’m so glad you’re here, Mahesh” she said. Her eyes travelled down to the little cloth bag I was carrying and she asked “Is that all?” 

“Since I had to be out of there within a few minutes, this is all I could manage” I said, feeling a bit sheepish. 

“That’s okay, I’ll buy you whatever you need” said Sunaina benignly

“dad gives me quite a generous allowance”. 

“I wouldn’t want you to spend it all on me!” I protested “I intend getting a job as a waiter or something and start working as soon as possible”. 

“You’re not just  anybody, Mahesh!” said Sunaina “you mean much to me. I don’t mind spending on you”. I was touched by her words. 

“Besides” continued Sunaina “before you start thinking of getting yourself a job, we’ll have to find accommodation for you. I wish I could put you up in my house, I’ve been thinking about this since the afternoon, but there’s no way I could sneak you into one of the rooms without father coming to know. He’s as alert as a canine”. 

Both of us laughed at this description of her dad. Then Sunaina said, 

“You’ve been travelling for quite a while and must be very hungry. 

Let’s eat at a local eatery and discuss over plans”. 

Sunaina took me to a  darshini, a type of eatery in Karnataka where tall tables are put up for customers to stand as they eat. This arrangement suited the mood of the city, in which people always seem to be in a rush and don’t, it seems, even have time to sit down

to have a meal. Over steaming hot  idlis and piping hot  sambar (steamed rice cakes and broth, respectively), Sunaina discussed various places in which I could stay. Sunaina discussed many of them before ruling them out for some reason or the other. Then she said:

“Of course, I could take you to Kalki. She is an acquaintance of my dad’s. Apparently, Kalki is a singer. Dad said she runs a home or something for transsexual girls. Provides them with boarding and lodging and also helps them find jobs”. 

“I’m not a transsexual!” my reaction was almost a knee-jerk one. 

“No, of course not” said Sunaina humoring me “It’s just that I thought she might help you out until you stand on your own feet”. 

“Okay” I said calming down “let’s give it a try”. 

“My dad said Kalki performs at Panther’s, a night club on MG Road” 

said Sunaina “I don’t know its exact location, but we could ask our way around”. 

She hailed a cab and both of us climbed into it. Bangalore by night was a beautiful sight. I had the chance to look at many a huge mall, office building and gymnasium as the cab drove past them. I was from a smaller town, naturally I was impressed. 

“Bangalore is a happening city!” I exclaimed. 

“Pooh! Every city looks glamorous in the night” said Sunaina “It isn’t all that great in the mornings. Full of dust, traffic, pollution and men spitting and urinating on the roads!”. She looked disgusted. 

We reached MG Road. Even Sunaina couldn’t deny that it was a happening place. After a bit of inquiring, we found Panther’s. It was a medium-sized nightclub. The outer walls were painted in gothic black. The building was sparkling with blue lights. Since I was wearing a  lungi with a checked shirt, I drew some stares from the

stylish pub-going crowd of Bangalore. Sunaina advised me to “just ignore them”. We climbed a flight of steps and reached an area which was teeming with chairs and tables. People sat around them, eating and drinking. They were facing a woman poised on a stool. 

She was singing in a deep, rich, beautiful voice. 

“That’s Kalki!” Sunaina exclaimed. 

I had a proper look at the woman. She seemed to be in her mid 30s, and was  gorgeous. She was dressed in a provocative way in a short purple dress that was cut right unto her navel, revealing her ample cleavage. Kalki’s huge brown breasts reminded me of the over-sized breastplates Kathakali artistes used when they were playing demons. From under the short dress that ended at the upper thigh, stretched a pair of long, bronzed most exquisite pair of legs I had ever seen in my life. Kalki’s feet were encased in a pair of black high heels. Her arms that gyrated in sync with the music that played around her were as attractive. She, presently, got up and danced sensuously in the style of cabaret dancers. I noticed that Kalki was really tall for a woman: over six feet in high heels. After the cabaret, Kalki engaged in some lewd comedy that made the audience blush as well as laugh. 

Lush waves of black-streaked-with copper-hair fell across her bronzed face. Kalki had made up her face in such a manner that she looked like a goddess. Her smoky eyes and eyelashes, curled with generous quantities of mascara, looked more attractive than Sunaina’s. As this treacherous thought flit through my mind, I felt guilty. However, at this point, I did think really Kalki was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. 

She was the second female I had felt attracted to. It was odd. I had categorized myself as a “straight transgender woman” who was attracted to men. My stirrings for Sunaina and Kalki made me wonder if I was “a transgender bisexual”. Was my attraction to Kalki just a school-boyish (“girlish”?) crush on an older person? It was all getting too convoluted. At this point, I decided to stop analyzing my sexuality and just go with the flow. 

Sunaina noticed my obvious fascination for Kalki and didn’t look too pleased about it. Yet when Kalki’s last little burlesque act ended, she walked towards her, gesticulating to me to follow her. 

“Hi, Kalki” she said smiling at the older woman “I’m Sunaina, your friend Rajeev Gowda’s daughter”. 

“But, of course. I remember you” said Kalki “How’s your dad doing?” 

“He’s doing fine, thank you” Sunaina said before quickly saying

“Kalki, actually I needed a favor…”. 

“Anything for Rajeev Gowda’s daughter” replied Kalki. 

“This” Sunaina said encouraging me to step forward “is my dear friend, Mahesh. He is from Kochi and has no place to stay in Bangalore. Dad told me that you ran a home for er…...girls. Could you please allow Mahesh stay at your hostel for a few days? It would be nice if you could help him find a job as well”. 

“I could do both” said Kalki, not impolitely. 

She looked at me and gave me a rather wolfish smile. Her shrewd smoky eyes seemed to closely appraise the arch of my brow, the smoothness of my skin and the curve of my lower lip. 

“Nice to meet you” she said taking my hand in hers and shaking it. 

I noticed how huge and powerful they were when compared to mine. 

I felt a commingling of fright as well as fascination for this big beautiful woman. 

Chapter 5 -  Minching Meena

“Okay, see you tomorrow” said Sunaina taking my hand. 

I gripped it tight and smiled at her. “See you tomorrow, dear” I said. 

Sunaina gave me a little peck on the cheek and I returned it. Kalki hovered over us, looking at me and Sunaina like a big benevolent aunt. “Awww….kids” she sighed yearningly “Isn’t your puppy love ever so cute?” 

Sunaina giggled in embarrassment, hailed a cab and left. “So, liking Bangalore?” Kalki asked me leading me down one of the side roads on MG road. 

“Rather” I said as I followed her in the darkness. Kalki’s shimmering dress was a beacon of light, guiding me through the darkness. As I noticed her fine derriere moving rhythmically under her dress, desire welled in me again. “Yes” I confirmed to myself “Kalki  is the most beautiful woman I have seen”. We disappeared into one of the side lines. It was a narrow little path with small houses flanking it on either side. This lane was poles apart from MG Road, from which we had come only a little distance and had none of its glamour. I wondered if it was a slum, but the general cleanliness around the area put my fears at rest. After a small house, came a small clearing where Kalki turned. I followed and stopped when she did. It was in front of a three-storied fairly large house. It was painted white, but was otherwise quite nondescript. Kalki retrieved the key to the house, opened the lock and led me in. We went up three flights of stairs before Kalki unlocked a room and led me in. 

It consisted of a bed, a small table, a stool and little else. “I’m sorry, but there is no attached bath/ toilet” said Kalki “You’ll have to use the one at the end of the corridor”. 

“That’s no problem at all” I grinned “I wasn’t born with a silver spoon in my mouth”. 

Kalki smiled at me. “I like you” she said before asking “will you have anything to eat?” 

“No, thank you” I said “I’ve already eaten”. 

“Okay, then” Kalki said exiting the room and closing the door behind her “If you need anything, just call out. I’m in the room next to yours, on your left”. 

“Fine” I said “Good night”. I got up and bolted the door. 

Kalki left without responding. I tried to sleep, but it evaded me as usual. As I approached adulthood, I seemed to grow into a capital insomniac. Just when I was dozing off, someone knocked on the door. My mind associated the knocking with that sultry night in Kochi, when after a Kathakali performance, Sunaina had called out my name from outside the window and had come in, subsequently. 

Currently, in a half-asleep voice, I asked:

“Sunaina?” 

“It’s Kalki” the rich voice from outside said. 

I woke up and unbolted the door. Kalki was standing outside in all her bronzed glory, wearing a mustard night gown. I was amazed as to how tall she was, even when bare-footed. At 5’6, I didn’t consider myself short, but Kalki was a good four inches taller than me. Her smoky eyes were gazing at me in a strange fashion. I wondered if she had been drinking. 

She fished into one of the pockets of her night gown and salvaged a strange-looking bottle. “It’s herbal oil” she said in a sober enough voice “will make you sleep like a baby”. 

I wondered how Kalki knew that I had trouble falling asleep. As if she had read my mind, Kalki replied: “Sleeplessness—it happens when you are achingly young. I used to experience the same not all that long ago”. 

She nonchalantly asked me to take off my clothes. “But isn’t the massage only for the upper body?” I asked surprised. 

“Yes, it is” replied Kalki “but I don’t want the oil dripping down on your lungi. After all, it’s a white one”. 

“Oh, OK” I said and started unbuttoning my shirt. Again, I was sentient of Kalki looking at me in that same peculiar fashion as at the door. I suddenly felt very naked and self-conscious. I peeled off my lungi in a quick stroke and lay down on my stomach on the bed. I was acutely conscious of Kalki’s piercing gaze on my neck, travelling down the length of my back. 

She poured the oil on my back and started massaging it in slow, circular motions. As her fingers moved in light, upward strokes towards my neck, I felt a sudden release of tension, I never knew had accumulated, in the region. As Kalki massaged my shoulder blades, an ineffably pleasurable sensation spread over my body. 

“Liking it, aren’t you?” said Kalki with a smile in her voice. I nodded perceptibly. Kalki’s fingers rewarded me by moving further down and lingering on the small of my back. It felt so good that a small, low moan was wrenched out of my mouth. 

Kalki prompted me to sit up, took me in her arms and kissed me fully on the lips. Unlike Sunaina’s lips that had been gawky and a little unsure, Kalki’s were experienced. She confidently parted my lips with hers and slid her tongue into my mouth. We were locking in the position for some time, before Kalki calmly commanded me to lie down on my stomach again. 

I could feel her fingers pull my underwear down. With fingers still dripping with oil, Kalki started fingering my arsehole. Multiple orgasmic convulsions rippled through my body. Strange, incomparable warmth spread all over it. 

I was unprepared for what came next. I heard the rustling of cloth as Kalki hitched up her night gown. Discomfort overtook me as some sort of a shaft penetrated my arsehole. I could feel the shaft

glissading in and pulling out. “Strange” I thought “had I seen a dildo (I’d heard of sex toys) strapped on her, I would have noticed”. 

Suddenly, a suspicion entered my mind. Was Kalki a man who dressed as a woman? I myself had dressed as one, therefore didn’t find the idea fantastic. However, how could one possibly explain the very prominent breasts that burgeoned from the front of Kalki’s chest?” 

I absolved myself from these thoughts and surrendered to the pleasure the discomfort had transmuted into. The in and out movement of the penis or dildo (or whatever it was) left me a bit sore; nevertheless there was a great deal of pleasure mixed in it. 

Sex with Kalki was most comparable to having salt rubbed on one’s chapped lips. 

The speed and intensity of Kalki’s thrust’s increased. As she glided in an out of me, a manly grunt of pleasure was wrestled out of her throat. Trapped beneath her glorious, massive body, I burst into a series of mind-numbing explosions. A cry of deliverance escaped my lips before I fell asleep. 

---

I woke up the next morning, to the feel of Kalki’s gentle caress on my cheek. “I hope you slept well last night” she said gazing down at me with her magnificent smoky eyes. I nodded. Then, mustering some courage, I asked:

“Who are you? Please tell me—I need to know”. 

“Why, Kalki, of course” she said her eyes twinkling humorously. 

“But are you a female or a male?” I asked her “Or are you a  hijra?” 

“Well, your third guess is closest to the mark” replied Kalki flicking a strand of her black-copper hair back from her forehead “but I’d much rather be known as a “Shemale”, a woman who still retains her male genitalia”. 

So, my guess of the previous night had been right. I  had been penetrated by Kalki’s penis. 

“The girls who stay with you are….?” 

“My  chelas” Kalki answered “they are my disciples and I am their guru (master)”. 

“Do you let them live here for free?” I asked. 

“No” replied Kalki “all of them have to perform a role here. Some are into beggary, others dance at weddings and child births for a  badhai (tip). The beautiful ones are, of course, into prostitution. I take 60%

of their earnings and give them boarding and lodging in return. They prefer staying here because I offer them protection against the police and also bail them out in case they get into some kind of trouble”. 

“Oh!” I replied. All this was a little too much for me to take in at one go. 

“So, if I have to stay here” I asked “will I have to perform one of the professions as your  chelas?” 

Kalki nodded. “However, apart from pleasuring high class clientele, you could be a performing drag queen at the Panther’s cabaret” said Kalki “I have noticed a certain lightness in your tread and grace in your movements. Are you a dancer?” 

“Yes, a Kathakali dancer” I replied tersely, not wanting to delve into the past I had left behind. I was not too thrilled about having to work as a prostitute, but feared that if I resisted, Kalki would sell me off to a lower class brothel where I would have to service boorish, unwashed working class men. 

“Then it might be relatively easy for you to perform at the night club” 

said Kalki “Cabaret steps are not difficult to pick up at all”. 

“I see” I said excited at the prospect of learning another dance form. 

“Initially, I could get breast prosthesis customized for you” said Kalki

“but eventually you will have to start taking female hormones to feminize your body”. 

“Female hormones?” I said uneasy at the prospect of tampering with my body “can’t I manage with breast prosthesis alone?”. 

“You could if you were only a performer” replied Kalki “but you will also be pleasuring men. They may not accept you if you aren’t feminized. Be glad that I’m offering you HRT instead of  Nirvan. Most gurus would insist on it. Since I am a modern  guru who has moved with the times, I don’t order anything as primitive as  nirvan”. 

“Nirvan?” I asked not comprehending “what’s that?” 

“The traditional emasculation ceremony, after which a person officially becomes a  hijra ”  replied Kalki“ the testicles and penis of the initiate is tied with a piece of string and cut off with a sharp knife in front of a picture of Bahuchara Mata, the Goddess of the  hijras. And all this is performed without any anesthesia” 

“OMG!” I said and winced. For the rest of the hour, I didn’t say a single word, terrified that I might, in some way, irritate Kalki into changing her mind and order the horrific  nirvan ceremony on me. 

---

On her way to school the next morning, Sunaina came to see me. In her school uniform, tie, skirt and shoes, she looked gawkier and more coltish than ever—a far cry from the poised, graceful Kalki I had made love to in the night. Sunaina did sense that a change had come over me, but couldn’t quite put her finger on what it was. “Look at you!” she said half-admiringly, half-suspiciously “glowing like a lamp! What might be the reason?”. I just laughed her remark off. I felt as if I had cheated on Sunaina by voluntarily sleeping with Kalki, though I needn’t have felt that way. After all, strictly speaking, Sunaina wasn’t my girlfriend. 

Living in the  jamaat (hijra community) was an experience by itself. I spent the mornings doing household work with the other girls and, generally, learning about the life of hijras. I learnt that none in Kalki’s jamaat had been forced into joining it or into taking female hormones, but had done so voluntarily. Even though they were afraid of Kalki and resented some of the things she forced them to do, they, almost unanimously admitted that she was kinder and fairer than most other  gurus. 

“I used to be a part of another  jamaat” said a girl called Lakshmi, who hailed from Tamil Nadu “but my guru there used to take 80 % of my earnings. That’s why I decided to change my jamaat and joined Kalki’s”. 

What I liked about living in the  jamaat was equality. All hijras were equal no matter what background they had come from and irrespective of whether they were Hindu, Muslim, Christian, Sikh or Parsee. The hijras were one caste; there were no other demarcations. This was a refreshing change from the stifling atmosphere imposed at home by my father, where we were strictly meant to adhere to the religious norms of the caste/religion we belonged to, keeping ourselves free of the “corrupting influence” of other religions. 

The evenings were the high point of my day. I was made to dress up in different, mostly provocative costumes and asked to perform at Panther’s. To get over the problem of a flat chest, Kalki had purchased breast prosthesis for me. The prosthesis, two plastic pouches filled with silicone gel, had nipples glued on them. The size and shape had been decided depending on the contours of my frail chest. When the fake breasts were finally taped on me, they looked quite natural. Except for a barely perceptible thin dividing line, there was nothing in their appearance to suggest that they were artificial. 

I was also supposed to use hip and buttock padding to give the illusion of a full figure. In the meantime, Kalki got me a bottle of estrogen in the form of tablets that I had to take at certain times every day in order to develop a feminized body over a period of time. 

Though I felt like a woman on the inside, I was apprehensive of taking anything external to alter the appearance nature had given me. However, I remembered the alternative the other gurus used--

the  nirvan,  and quickly acceded to accept the hormone option, perceiving it as a relatively harmless method of achieving feminization. 

Kalki had a different plethora of costumes that I was supposed to wear on each day of the week. These ranged from a red gown cut in a V at both sides of the torso showing a significant portion of my skinny waist to a green gown with high slits and a low neck, cut right up to the navel; a saree that had to be worn with a sleeveless tan blouse to give an impression of nudity to a little black dress with sheer panels at the sides, which had to be worn without underwear, to show one’s hips off. Every time I wore the little black dress, I skipped the hip and buttock padding. 

Since my hair was quite short at that time, Kalki bought a plethora of wigs for me. She decided that straight black hair was “boring and predictable” and brought a short blond wig with tight curls, one with wavy red “hair” falling in ripples, an over-the-top fiery orange one and a subdued brown worn in the classic chignon. 

Since the cabaret demanded that performers wear high heels, I was given seven inch ones that practically made me tower over other people. Strangely, it contributed to my feelings of power and confidence, enabling me to carry myself with more panache than I otherwise would have. My profession also demanded that I wear heavy makeup, a concept that was not so alien to me, since the same is an integral feature of the other performing arts I was associated with too. However, while we used herbal dyes to paint our face during Kathakali performances, the makeup for cabaret came in the usual makeup kits. 

The “cabaret” at Panther’s spun mostly around striptease. Though there were times when I had to groove to taped music, these instances were very rare. Most of my days were moving my body in a slow, sensuous gyration, languorously taking off my garments, one

by one, until I was left dancing on the floor without a stitch on. The formula was usually as follows. One came on stage overdressed in a doctors’ overcoat or a nuns’ tunic (or something equally respectable) and slowly took it off to reveal a provocative dress inside. In sync with the slow, erotic music, one was, tantalizingly, supposed to take off bits and pieces of the dress to reveal (usually fancy) underwear beneath. Then I’d languidly take off the bra and throw it at the cheering audience, boldly letting my breast prosthesis come into view. In the dim, florescent lights of the discotheque, it was impossible to see the dividing seam between the artificial accoutrement and my skin. As my “breasts” came into view, the audiences would go into a tizzy and ask for “more”. Then the final garment, the underwear, would come off, revealing a penis beneath that womanly breast prosthesis, leading the shocked audience to gasp. However, considering I was otherwise the most feminine creature they had seen, the audience would soon overlook this particular “sore-thumb” in the otherwise perfect show and break into a thunderous applause. 

Of course, I wasn’t called “Mahesh anymore”. Kalki went over an inventory of names and decided that “Meena” would suit my personality best. Since my striptease shows were very popular, the audience soon started calling me “Minching Meena”, the word

“minching” meaning “sparkling” in the local language, Kannada. In order to increase my popularity, Kalki suggested that I indulge in some ribald comedy as well and tell a few “naughty” jokes in between the striptease act to entertain and titillate the audience further. Initially, telling these naughty jokes (which are called “Non Veg” jokes in India) embarrassed me, but I soon got over it and started rattling them out with confidence, even relish. My lack of self-consciousness, it seems, was a major turn on for many men. They asked Kalki if they could have paid sex with me, but Kalki, who was evidently waiting for my body to be feminized, refused them point blank. She ordered me to put my foot down in case some frisky guy tried to get a bit too rambunctious with me. Persistent refusal on my part made the night-club frequenters want me more. The fact that

they couldn’t possess me, at least not immediately, made them go mad with desire every time I began performing. 

A week after I had started taking estrogen pills, I felt a slight pain in my nipple region, the kind my sister often complained of having. I also noticed a cone like protrusion on either side of my chest. I had mixed feelings about this. Even though I was exhilarated by the development, there was also a bit of apprehension. I mean, breast prosthetics were fine, but getting the real thing was a different experience altogether. 

During one of her visits (which were dwindling due to study pressure) Sunaina noticed the protrusion in my breast region and asked me if I was fine. 

“This isn’t normal” she said “we must get a hormone test done to make sure you’re okay”. 

“No, actually there’s no need for that” I told Sunaina, not meeting her eye. Even though it was difficult for me to confide that I was taking female hormones, I found it difficult to lie to Sunaina. The honesty in her personality made deceiving her a tough job for me. 

“You’re undergoing Hormone Replacement Therapy, aren’t you?” 

Sunaina asked me quietly. 

I reluctantly admitted that this was true. “Since the other inmates of the  jamaat are all female transsexuals” I said “Kalki said it is best that I change my gender too. This would make it easier for me to fit in. The other girls would also feel very comfortable this way, for it distressed them to live with a young man. Also” I added “you know, how difficult it is to find jobs these days….Kalki offered me the nightclub job only under the condition that I change my gender”. 

“All these may be true” said Sunaina “but they’re incidental, right?” 

“Incidental to what?” I asked confused. 

“To your desire to be a woman” said Sunaina “Mahesh, you also wanted to be “Meena” right? It’s just not a name you use for your profession”. 

“It’s true” I admitted finally “I think I always wanted to be a girl. I realized this one night when I was thirteen, when I saw my father performing the role of Panchali on stage. I started getting excited when I saw him in that costume and realized that it was what I wanted to wear: a woman’s dress. That was because I was a woman on the inside”. 

Before coming down to Bangalore, I had given Sunaina only sketchy reasons for my not wanting to stay at home anymore. Now I told her, from beginning to the present, all the events that had transpired owing to my unusual desire. Sunaina listened carefully and empathetically. She promised never ever to judge me on the basis of who I was or what I did, and vowed that she would be my friend and support-system for life. Sunaina promised to be always there for me. 

---

In a matter of six months of taking the hormone, my breasts had developed like any average young woman’s. Getting used to the apices rising from the surface of my chest, the enlarged aureoles and average sized nipples took some time. I also noticed a slight curviness around my hip and buttocks region. Needless to say, I didn’t require breast prosthesis when performing anymore. However, at times, Kalki suggested I use padding for the hip and posterior as they weren’t as curvaceous as a genetic female’s yet. 

The texture of my skin and voice changed. My already smooth skin became silkier and my high-pitched voice became sweeter. As I spoke and teased audiences in my honeyed dulcet tones, they were ready to swoon with delight. 

Deep inside, I was scared stiff. One of these days, I feared, Kalki would adjudge me to be physically and mentally fit enough to service customers and force me into prostitution. Fortunately for me, she

turned out to be a fairly jealous lover. Kalki and my relationship continued since its inception the night I had met her, and I was almost like a young wife to her now. However, Kalki’s possessiveness of me never came in the way of my professional freedom. I continued to wear the same revealing clothes, sway my body provocatively during striptease and flirt with the audiences. 

One day, when in the throes of performing raunchy comedy, I saw a man sitting at the farthest table of the nightclub. He was looking at me intently. Though the guy was seated, I adjudged him to be very tall. He was in his early forties and may have once been very good-looking. In spite of his fairly good body frame and fine facial features, the slightly protruding belly and bags under his eyes marred his attractiveness. I attributed these to a diet consisting of too many carbohydrates and uncontrolled consumption of liquor, respectively. 

“A married guy is trying to set up a new password for his computer, while his wife is looking over his shoulder” I started telling a sexy joke that I had read on the internet. The audience, including that particular man who was staring at me, was all ears. In between the joke, the man got up and walked down to the front of the hall. He briefly paused, before taking a seat right in front the dance floor. 

“The guy puts “mypenis” and the wife rolls on the floor with laughter”, I continued ‘The husband looks at the screen. It says, “Error. Not long enough”. 

The crowd went into uncontrolled splits of laughter. The man didn’t laugh. He looked at me intently and softly said:

“Trust me, Madam; nobody would say that to  me.  Neither my wife nor my computer”. 

I blushed at the remark, but didn’t acknowledge it. I continued telling my jokes and could feel the guy’s piercing eyes on me all the time. 

From the corner of my eye, I saw Kalki enter the hall from the side exit. She took a seat somewhere in the middle of the room. After I finished with my act, the guy got up and walked towards Kalki. The

two shook hands like old friends and talked for a while. I vaguely wondered how Kalki knew him. 

Presently, Kalki left him and started moving towards me. The man kept standing where he was. “Umm…Meena” said Kalki clearing her voice “may I have a word with you in private?” 

We went into the restroom behind the DJ booth. 

“What’s up?” I asked Kalki. 

“You noticed the man over there?” she asked “the one talking to me?” 

I nodded. 

“He’s Raja, the owner of this night club” said Kalki “well, he runs many a cabaret, gambling and drug joint apart from Panther’s. At one time, he also used to own the hijra house I run, but later on, I made full payment and bought it from him. We have remained on good terms since—‘’ Kalki paused, before saying “it’s better to remain in good terms with a man like that”. 

I wondered why Kalki was telling me all this or what it had to do with me. I asked her that. 

“Well, dear” Kalki said “Raja has taken quite a fancy to you. He wants to make you his wife. In fact, he has offered me 5 lakh rupees if I am able to persuade you to agree”. 

“Then turn him down” I said quite definitely “tell him that you and I are in a relationship. Give me a couple of months, and I’ll earn 5

lakhs for you”. 

“Meena” said Kalki in an exasperated tone “you don’t understand!” 

“Enlighten me” I said. 

“Well, it isn’t just a question of money!” replied Kalki “Raja is a very dangerous man. He is not used to taking “No” for an answer. If I refuse, he will get me murdered and take you away by force!” 

“He didn’t seem that way when he was talking to you!” I protested. 

“Oh, you child” said Kalki affectionately cupping my face in her huge palms “you are still ignorant of the ways of the world. People who talk the most smoothly are often the most deadly on the inside!”. 

Kalki looked miserable as she said this. “Please say “yes”” she whispered pathetically “Please agree to marry Raja”. 

I nodded, tears of anger brimming in my eyes. I was supposed to go with Raja that very moment. Kalki said she’d get my clothes and belongings sent across to Raja’s house later. Tears glistened in her eyes as she waved goodbye to me from the entrance of Panther’s….. 

Chapter 6 - The Loves of My Life Raja took me to a house that was well-constructed, handsome, albeit a little gloomy. The premises had a carefully-tended garden, but it didn’t, in any way, contribute to the cheerfulness of the house. The living room had thick curtains made of velvet, a huge Samsung TV

and rather good-looking furniture. However, when Raja invited me to sit on one of the chairs, I found that they weren’t very comfortable. 

The man I was to live with over the next five years of my life was rather like the house we lived in. Raja was rather handsome, but totally lacking in cheer. His manner was stiffly polite, but underneath it I sensed a dark, steely menace. I was sure Raja could kill a person as easily as he would swat a fly. 

Kalki had given the impression that Raja wanted to make me his wife, but he seemed to have no such intentions. That he intended to keep me as a mistress, isolated from the rest of the world in this huge, depressing house was clear enough. Except for the cooks, servants and gardeners who were employed by Raja, I never saw or interacted with anyone. Once or twice, I asked him if I could go out andmeet Kalki and “another friend of mine” (I meant Sunaina, but didn’t mention her name as Raja didn’t know her), but Raja refused to grant me permission. It was obvious that he wanted to keep me locked up in his own version of an ivory tower, alienated from the rest of humanity. I suspected that this was because Raja feared that I would leave him and run away, but where could I go? Since Raja had paid Kalki for my acquisition, I couldn’t possibly go back to the jamaat. Kalki had hinted that any sort of rash move on my part would cost us both our lives. Also, running away meant I’d have to contact Sunaina again and inconveniencing her again wasn’t an option. 

Going by what she had said, Sunaina’s father would never let me live in their house. Sunaina would, once again, have to start looking accommodation and a job for me. She was in college now and studying to be a lawyer; the last thing I wanted to do was burden her with my woes. 

I missed both Sunaina and Kalki tremendously, but wasn’t in a position to meet them. Over the years, we lost touch. Though I looked presentable on the outside, I was a sad lonely person on the inside. There wasn’t a single soul I could share my feelings with. 

Raja dressed up and went to the parties, cinemas and nightclubs, but he never took me along. Though he was civil enough to me, he never discussed anything with me. I suspected Raja had another house in the city, with a wife and a brood of children. 

I was reduced to the status of a show piece. Raja advised that I discard all the revealing clothes and brought me more respectable attire. Soon my wardrobe was full of pretty lace, georgette and chiffon sarees and matching blouses. Raja also purchased lovely silver jewelry and the best quality makeup available in the market. I also owned an assortment of the most exquisite footwear imaginable. 

Since servants were employed to do all the housework, I didn’t have to lift a finger. All I had to do was sit around the house all dolled up and watch the gigantic television in the living room. My soft wavy black hair was shoulder length now; I either wore it in a bun or a loose braid. However tightly I tried to tie it, one or two tendrils always escaped and fell gently across my face. During most of the day, I got to see little or none of Raja, for he got into one of the numerous cars that he owned and drove away to work. I also noticed that Raja had many male hangers-on with whom he would have heated discussions over the phone, in the living room and in the garden. 

Whether these men were cronies, colleagues or henchmen, I knew not. 

These men never talk to me, but greeted me with a respectable

“Namaste” if our paths happened to cross. I returned their greeting with equal civility. For the deference with which they treated me, I might as well have been Raja’s wife, even though he hadn’t married me. Going by the men’s behavior, I came to the conclusion that Raja was big cheese. 

Leisure didn’t suit me well. I got bored to death and walked around in the garden to kill time. The servants didn’t let me help out with the chores. They claimed that Raja would be infuriated with them if they let me do anything. Our cook was very good and I took to unnecessary eating to combat loneliness. Thankfully, I did not put on any weight. I suppose a high metabolic rate and the exercise I took in the garden prevented me from gaining extra pounds. 

Raja was quite considerate when it came to sex. He was quite content with me even though, in the absence of a vagina, all I could participate in was oral and anal sex. I would let him penetrate me the way Kalki had, and gave him immensely satisfying blowjobs. In short, I did everything in my power to please him without a vagina. 

Raja was never rough or abusive during sex the way I had expected him to be. However, I was left cold and dissatisfied by the lack of warmth in his touch. Among my lovers, Sunaina had been clumsy, but extremely affectionate; Kalki a bit rough, but immensely loving. 

When Raja was with me, I got the impression that his mind was elsewhere: probably on his job, his wife, his children….Even though he was physically present, Raja’s vagueness when he was with me left me pining. Even though I looked beautiful on the outside, I was left with a deep, sorrowful void in my heart. 

By and by, I learnt that Raja worked on the wrong side of the law. He went off on unannounced trips to Dubai, Bali and a few other places. 

He had a passport that said that his name was “Gaurav Dutt”, a moniker that, in no way, bore a resemblance to “Raja”. He and his associates constantly talked about “shootouts” and rival gangs entering their turf. I couldn’t say for sure, but it seemed that Raja was heading a criminal syndicate. 

I tried to ask him about his activities, but all I got in response was a sullen silence. When pressed, an enraged Raja demanded that I

“shut my trap”. I was shocked by his response. Even though Raja was an emotionally distant man, he had never raised his voice at me before. Looking at my visibly hurt face, Raja’s face softened and he

said, “Look, Meena, these are  my affairs. It is better you don’t rack your pretty little brains about these things”. 

“But I really want to know” I said in a pleading voice “you could confide in me. After all, I have been your partner for a good five years now. After all, the relationship between us is a little more than sex, isn’t it?” 

Raja’s obstinate refusal to reply confirmed that it was just that. I was just a sex doll to this man—a sex doll that he summoned and used whenever desire overtook him. Off late, I wasn’t even that. Raja was so preoccupied with his “professional” matters that he didn’t have the time or inclination to make love to me. 

“Listen, I’m leaving for Dubai this afternoon” Raja said after a while

“take care of yourself”. He went into the room, closed the door and started speaking animatedly to someone I suspected to be one of his associates. 

---

After Raja had left for the airport, I went to the bedroom to have my mid-morning siesta. Nowadays, I had taken to oversleeping as well. 

A few hours later, there was a peremptory knock at the door. I was awakened by it, but continued to lie in bed. After all, there were servants to open it. 

“Madam” one of the servants knocked on my door “please come out. 

I have something to say urgently”. 

“What is it?” I asked opening the door, after having adjusted my clothes and hair. 

“Sir (he meant Raja) has been arrested in Dubai by the UAE police” 

he said “he is to be extradited to India in about two weeks”. The manservant was obviously privy to all of Raja’s confidential affairs that I was unaware of. 

“How did it happen?” I asked him. 

“One of his most trusted aids, a little finking rat called Satya betrayed him” said the manservant “Satya tipped off the RAW wing. Two policemen and a lawyer are here. Apparently, all of us have to move out of the house at our earliest possible convenience”. 

“But why?” I asked shell-shocked. 

“Apparently, the house was constructed out of money Sir made through extortion” replied the man “and now the Enforcement Directorate plans to demolish it and attach the land”. 

“Oh” I said. I couldn’t believe all this was happening. Was this, by any chance, a dream that I was having during my afternoon siesta? I walked down the corridor like a woman in a nightmare. As the manservant had said, two policemen sat on the stuffy front room sofa. 

A woman in a black coat sat with her back to me. She was, I presumed, the lawyer the manservant had told me about. As she heard my footfall, the woman slowly turned. I couldn’t believe my eyes. Sunaina was as startled to see me as I her. 

---

She had lost her waif-like lankiness and had filled out a bit, but it was Sunaina alright. 

“Oh my God, Meena!” she asked, in a hysterically rising voice “what are you doing here?!” 

“I am…I’m Raja’s mistress” I said with my head bowed in shame

“I’ve lived here with him for five years” 

Sunaina’s pale face blanched as I said this. She swayed a bit from side to side, as if she was going to faint. Then she gained a grip on herself and said, “Meena, could I please talk to you in private?” 

“Yeah, sure” I said and led her to my bedroom. Excusing herself from the two policemen, Sunaina followed me. Once inside, she closed the door and bolted it shut. 

“He is my father” she said in a flat, dead pan voice. 

It was my turn to grow pale. I plopped down on the bed, a shocked heap of flesh, saree and petticoats. A whole five minutes passed. 

“But how?” I asked “you’d once told me your father’s name is Rajeev Gowda” 

“It is” said Sunaina “In criminal circles, he goes by the name “Raja”—

apparently” 

“You didn’t know” I said. It was a statement, not a question. 

“No” Sunaina shook her head “I knew he dabbled in real estate and stuff, but didn’t have the slightest idea that he was heading a criminal syndicate”. 

“Poor, Sunaina” I said, taking her head in my arms and stroking it. 

“After he is extradited to India” Sunaina said “he will be tried by the courts. In a strange irony, I’m the assistant of the public prosecutor who will be handling this case. Since he is busy today, I’m here” 

“Oh God” I said “it must be terrible for you” 

“It is” said Sunaina, wiping off a lone tear that had trickled down her face “but one has to face the truth. And be brave enough to take the side of the law”. 

“I must say you’re very strong” I said. 

“Meena” asked Sunaina looking me straight in the eye “do you two love each other?” 

“He’s been good to me” I said “but there is no love—on either side”. 

“That’s good news” Sunaina inhaled sharply “very good news indeed. You see, I was very worried about you….”. Then after a second or two, she asked “where will you go, Meena?” 

“Back to Kalki’s, I guess” I shrugged “I haven’t really thought about it”. I wondered why Kalki hadn’t told me that “Raja” was Rajeev Gowda. I suppose it was to spare me the pain of knowing that the man I was going to “marry” was none other than my friend Sunaina’s father. 

“I’m afraid that’s not possible, dear” said Sunaina. 

“What do you mean?” I asked. 

“Well, after you were sold away to my father (though at that time I didn’t know whom you had been sold to), I got in touch with her—

once. Kalki wouldn’t for the world tell me where you had disappeared. When I visited next hoping to persuade her to tell me, Kalki had vanished. The building she lived in was locked and deserted. She had taken all the girls with her. I haven’t been able to trace her to this day”. 

“Oh no” I said “I was hoping to get back with her—it is good to have a roof over one’s head”. 

“I wish I could invite you to live with me, but…” Sunaina paused “but Shana’s here. She came back to India two years ago, looking for me. 

We…we got back together”. 

“Oh, that’s great” I smiled genuinely “I’m happy for you”. 

A look of guilt flit past Sunaina’s pretty face. “You will forgive me won’t you, Meena?” 

“Shana was your first love” I said conclusively “you don’t have to ask for  my forgiveness!”. 

“You’re a good soul” said Sunaina squeezing my hand “Now, if you’re okay with it, I have a proposition” 

“I’d like to hear it please” I said. 

“I have a friend, an Englishwoman called Brenda who runs an NGO

called Hope here in Bangalore” said Sunaina “it works for the betterment of….um….transsexuals. Would you be interested in seeking help from her?” 

“Certainly” I said genuinely grateful “any help would be welcome”. 

---

Brenda Forster was a ginger-haired, cheerful-faced young woman with a round moon-like face. She, like Sunaina, was in her mid-twenties. She inculcated me within the folds of Hope with open arms, as did the transsexuals who lived there. Hope fought for equality, freedom of expression, the right to education, employment, social security and health of transsexuals. They provided health care for those suffering from STDs and free Sex Reassignment Surgery. It offered adult education and vocational training to those wanting to acquire a skill and use it to earn a living. 

“I’d like to opt for the basket-weaving program” I told Brenda “I’m quite nimble with my fingers”. At this point in time, I had forgotten my first and primary love: dancing. However, given the dramatic, slightly traumatic turn of events that had transpired in my life, I could hardly blame myself. I thought a fresh new skill would help me forget who I used to be in the past—a striptease performer and a gangster’s moll

—and restart life in a more dignified manner. 

I also took up the option offered by Hope and underwent Sex Reassignment Surgery, popularly known as the SRS. It was a procedure of a few hours, where my penis (or what remained of it-prolonged HRT had the effect of drastically reducing the size of the penis) was removed and replaced by a vagina. I underwent a

surgery immediately afterwards to enhance the cosmetic appeal of my newly instated organ. 

During the post-op recovery period, I was prohibited from engaging in heavy exercise or activity. However, I didn’t want to waste time. I used this period to weave coir and jute into baskets. They were taken away by the NGO volunteers and exhibited for sale in KR

Market. All proceeds earned from the sale were given to me. I was happy to earn my keep, the way I had done when living with Kalki. 

In between collecting evidence to prosecute her own father, Sunaina came to see me. She was righteous, with a marked sense of right and wrong, but I could see that the case was taking a bit of a toll on her. She had lost a bit of weight, making her look more like the teenaged Sunaina I’d first met. If one looked closely, you could see dark shadows underneath her beautiful eyes. 

“Hey, how’re you holding up?” I asked, concerned. 

“Alright” said Sunaina grimly “dad is still with the CBI, awaiting trail”. 

“I see” I said and didn’t discuss the matter further. It was obvious that speaking about it pained Sunaina. We talked about general things: the weather, basket-making and our routines. At times Sunaina also talked about Shana. Apparently, she was being a real rock. “I’m truly lucky to have two great friends in you and her” Sunaina said and smiled at me. I was grateful to be of some use to Sunaina. After all, she had done so much to help me. I hoped everything would turn out well for both father and daughter. Raja wasn’t my favorite person on this planet, but he had been as kind to me as his nature would allow. 

If there was one thing I had in profusion, it was gratitude. I was happy that Sunaina’s partner Shana was with her, an emotional anchor during the ordeal she was facing. 

---

One day, I was on my way to a shop very close to Hope to make minor purchases. My attention was attracted by something tiny, cute

and miniscule standing in the middle of the road. I went closer and discovered that it was a pup, wheatish-brown in color. It was really tiny, maybe just about two weeks old. The pup had apparently strayed away from its mother, and was unable to find her. It was thoroughly frightened by now. A series of panicky little whimpers escaped its little throat. 

As I started moving towards the pup, I became aware of a huge car turning around the corner and speeding down the road. The pup, sitting right in the middle of the road, was the car’s closest target. 

“Oh no!” I thought fearfully “he’s going to squash it!”. The next few moments are nebulous in my mind. I vaguely remember making a dash towards the wee creature, picking it up in my arms, and throwing myself off the road just in time to avoid being knocked down and run over by the car. 

I lay by the side of the road. The pain in my right arm was intense. It had, obviously, taken the entire weight of my body. Thankfully, it didn’t seem to be broken. And most important of all, the pup was safe in my arms, still yelping for its mother. 

“Are you alright?” a pleasant, cultured voice asked. It belonged to a male and was coming from directly above me. 

I looked up to see a white Caucasian man of about 30. He was tall, had a good straight back and red hair, which reminded me of Brenda. 

“Yes, I’m” I replied getting back on my feet. I tried to take a step or two, and limped as I did so. 

“I’m not too sure” said the guy looking at me in a concerned manner. 

“Oh that’s alright” I said, before a sharp little yelp brought my attention back to the situation immediately at hand “we’ve got to find its mother first”. 

Just then, I noticed a brown female dog sauntering in our direction. 

The pup evidently sensed that its mother was close for its cries of distress turned into little yelps of pleasure. I set it down and the pup rushed to its mother. The mother nuzzled its neck and gave it a soothing lick. Both of them walked a little distance, before turning down the side road. 

“Well that’s been taken care of” said the guy “now let’s attend to you. 

Where do you live? Maybe I could escort you back home?” 

“No need to bother!” I said “I live just down the road, in a home for transsexuals called Hope”. 

“What a coincidence!” said the guy “I was heading there as well”. 

“Oh” I said taken aback, and then asked “how so?” 

“Well, actually the NGO was started by my mother” said the man “my sister runs it. I have come down to help”. 

“Sister?” I said, a possibility forming in my mind “Excuse me, but may I know your name?” 

“Eustace Forster” the guy replied. 

“Don’t tell me you’re Brenda Forster’s brother?!” I asked. 

“By Jove!” said Eustace “you’ve hit the nail on the head!” 

---

I continued with my basket-making and other duties. All the time, unbeknownst to me, Eustace had been busy falling in love with me. 

We chatted a lot, but Eustace never once gave an indication of his feelings. Hence, it came a real surprise when he proposed to me in the garden one evening. 

In keeping with his “no frills” nature, Eustace kept it simple. There were no roses or grandiloquent declarations of love. 

“Dear Meena” he said quite simply “I am a plain-speaking man and don’t like beating around the bush. I’ll come straight to the point. I find you beautiful and like your soft, compassionate nature. Will you marry me?” 

This had come as a surprise. A very pleasant surprise indeed. 

“Before answering your question, I’d like to ask you one” I said. 

“Go ahead”. 

“You are aware, aren’t you, that I wasn’t born a woman?” 

“Yes, I am” said Eustace simply “but it doesn’t make an iota of difference. I have never seen a woman, genetic or otherwise, who is as graceful and feminine as you. I hope this is adequate reassurance” he added. 

“Yes, indeed” I answered. 

“You didn’t answer my question” said Eustace “will you marry me?” 

“Yes, of course” I declared before the elated man’s arms enclosed me in a tight hug. 

---

I was still registered as a male in my official documents, hence worried about how Eustace and I would get married. However, he, a citizen of the UK said that even though same-sex marriages are illegal in India, they were allowed in most parts of the UK except in Northern Ireland. Eustace and I had a simple church wedding in London, attended by a few of our closest friends. Brenda was extremely excited to be one of the bridesmaids. In spite of the fact that she was going through a very tough phase, Sunaina attended my wedding. She had brought Shana along too. They made a sweet couple and appeared to be very much in love. I was extremely happy

for them and for myself too. I was getting married to a man who knew and appreciated my worth. 

In keeping with old school ideas, Eustace and I had sex only after marriage. I had given myself to two people before, but was anatomically privileged only to have oral and anal sex. Experiencing a vaginal penetration was one of the best experiences I had in my life. The reasons, I believe, are as much psychological as they are physical. In the generally conservative world we live in, this is the way that most women have sex. Hence, by consummating my marriage this way, my identification with the female gender became whole and complete. 

Eustace bought a house in Merton, a colony in Wimbledon in south west London and we shifted a few months after marriage. The carpeted floors, rooms warmed by central heating and the mandatory staircase that led up to the first floor of the house as soon as one entered, trademarks of London houses, were very different from the ones I had seen in India. Since hiring servants in the UK

was more expensive than in India, Eustace and I did the household chores ourselves. Since he, a mechanical engineer, had a 9-5 job, I urged Eustace to leave all the household work to me. I was a content housewife, cooking, scrubbing and cleaning the house. I resented being dependent on machines and preferred to do most of the work manually, as far as possible. Five years passed by quickly. 

One evening, when Eustace had just got back from office, I offered to prepare tea for both of us. I went into the kitchen and made preparations to brew it. Eustace switched on the television and ran upstairs, presumably, to change into his pajamas. 

I was stirring the tea leaves, humming a small tune to myself. 

Then I heard it. 

It was emerging from the front room. Probably, Eustace had stopped the TV at an Indian television channel, before running upstairs. As the splendorous beating of drums and the ornate singing in

Manipravalam, the language in which Kathakali dance-dramas are staged, reached my ears, I stopped still in my tracks. The small hairs on my arms stood up. A wave of unrivalled ecstasy passed through my body. 

Entranced, I was drawn to the front room. My legs started moving in tandem with the drums and music; it seems, of their own accord. My hands started depicting various  mudras (movements) and my face conveyed all the  rasas (emotions) that came within the range of Kathakali. I was wearing a simple skirt and a polo neck top, but in my imagination, my everyday clothes transformed into the ornate female Kathakali costume with a red jacket, bulging skirt, necklaces, bracelets and a bunch of miniscule bells around the ankles. In the few minutes that followed, I had ceased to be Meena and had transformed into Damayanti, having a leisurely walk with her husband, Nala in the garden. 

The show ended. The music stopped. I slowly came back to reality. 

Oh! I had forgotten all about the tea! In all probability, it had boiled and spilt over! 

Just when I turned to go into the kitchen, I saw Eustace at the entrance of the living room. I had never seen such a wonderstruck look on his face before. He was gaping at me as if he was seeing me in a different light—a new light. 

“Oh my God, Meena!” he exclaimed “you really  are into this, aren’t you?”. Eustace, of course, knew that I hailed from a family of traditional Kathakali dancers and that I had even had opportunities to perform, but he hadn’t, up to that point, realized how immersed I could get in it. In fact, I myself had forgotten the fact over the past many years. It felt wonderful to be reminded. 

“Not only are you kind and beautiful, but  incredibly talented as well!” 

my husband continued his rant of admiration “to think that I hadn’t realized all these years! I’m one lucky bloke!” 

“That you are” I said humorously “and well, you’ve realized  now” 

“Well, we can’t let you stay at home and waste your talents” said Eustace “people  ought to see you perform—they’d be enthralled! We could put up a show. What do you say?” 

“That would be a very good idea” I said slowly. 

“Where in London do you think we ought to put up your first show?” 

Eustace asked excitedly. 

“I’d like to perform my first show as a woman in India” I said quite definitely “in my home town of Kochi”. 

---

The drive from the airport to my house in Old Kochi was like a dream. I couldn’t quite believe I was looking at the beautiful backwaters, coconut and plantain trees once again. I had left my hometown as a young boy. I was returning now, as a woman. In addition, I had brought a husband along. 

My heart beat in trepidation when the gate of my house came into view. How would my family react? Would they accept me for who I am this time? Would my father be too upset that I had married a man outside of our caste and religion? 

As Eustace and I walked into the yard, we saw an elderly man sitting on the swing on the front porch. With a feeling of shock, I realized that it was my father. Time had passed and it was only natural that he should have grown older, but I felt my father had aged before his time. 

I walked towards him, unsure as to how to talk to him. Years had passed, my gender identity had changed. Would my father believe that I had once been his son Mahesh? What proof could I possibly furnish to prove my identity? 

My father was looking at me intently through his misty eyes. They lit up in recognition. With barely concealed happiness, he raised his

voice and called out to my mother. “Sita!” he called out “come out quickly! Our child has come back home!” 

Apparently, father had recognized me by my “fine features”. My parents also claimed that it was impossible for a mother and father to forget a child, however changed he may be. Ever since my absence, my parents had left no stone unturned to look for me. However, their efforts had been in vain. Eventually, my mother said, they had started regretting not understanding me. An enlightened psychologist who had started practice in town a few years after I had run away had told them that wanting to be a person of the opposite gender wasn’t a disease. He had told my parents that, difficult though it might have been, they should have helped me during the time I was struggling with my gender identity, instead of humiliating and ill-treating me. Presently, my parents apologized to me, saying that their mistreatment of me was the result of ignorance, not maliciousness. 

My father also accepted Eustace. His old fashioned ideas about caste and religion had changed as the result of an incident. A couple of years ago, a car had knocked him down when he was walking down the road and sped off. When my father was lying on the road bleeding, no one came forward to help him. They evidently didn’t want to involved in an accident case and get questioned by the police. After a good ten minutes had passed, a young Dutch guy walking down the road had noticed my father and rushed him to the hospital. My father’s life was saved due to timely help from a

“foreigner and a Christian”. From that day onwards, my father cast aside all prejudice he had in his mind apropos religion and caste. He learned to love humanity. 

We caught up with our lives. My parents told me that my sister had been married for the past 9 years to a man named Vipin. The couple had two children and lived in Willington Island in Old Kochi. 

At last, I got the opportunity to tell my parents what had brought me back. A week later, I was in the same theatre I had performed in as a teenager, painting my face. Memories came flooding back: the

frisson I felt when the golden makeup had first touched my face, the exhilaration of being dressed in a female costume and the ineffable ecstasy I had felt when the tinkle of little bells fastened around my anklets had reached my ears. I remembered the exciting glare of the arch lights, the dim silhouettes of the audience members and the thunderous sounds of applause at the end of my performance. 

Eighteen years had passed since then. 

I walk to the stage and claim it all back. This is  the moment. I feel I have been sent on this earth just to experience it. 

Of course, I love my family very much, but there is something that I love much more than my parents, husband and my life itself. It is the art of Kathakali. It runs in my blood and has been passed over to me for generations; no number of trials and tribulations that I have faced in life can take me away from my calling. 

I am a person who has felt different kinds for love for different people. I have loved the beautiful Sunaina in a tender, sentimental kind of a way. My love for Kalki has been lustful, loyal and passionate. Though I did not admit the fact to Sunaina, I suppose I loved Raja too in a distant, unemotional sort of a manner. And of course, I love Eustace in a steady, gentle and unconditional way. 

But my love for Kathakali surpasses all of the above. Loving people is earthy, loving an art divine. Art is immortal, with no beginning or end. Mortals may live and die, but Kathakali will live forever. 

 The End

Introduction and Character Profile Dance Like a Woman

Introduction: Mahesh, the protagonist, hails from a family of Kathakali (a stylized classical Indian dance) performers from Kerala. 

His father, S. Raghavan is renowned for expertly portraying the roles of female characters in the dance-drama. One sultry night, a teenaged Mahesh is sexually aroused when he sees his father perform on stage, dressed in a female costume. He recognizes these feelings to be different from the natural stirrings an adolescent boy would feel at the sight of a beautiful woman. Mahesh imagines himself in the female costume and feels good about himself. He realizes that he is a woman trapped in a man’s body. 

A few days later, S. Raghavan falls ill before a big performance. 

Mahesh is forced to replace him. He puts on female makeup, dons the Kathakali costume and performs the role of Princess Panchali to perfection. 

After the performance, a girl called Sunaina, hailing from Bangalore, comes up on stage to congratulate Mahesh. The two spend the night kissing and talking. Sunaina tells Mahesh that she is a lesbian. She seems to sense that Mahesh is a girl trapped in a boy’s body and asks him if this is true. Mahesh vehemently denies this asks Sunaina to leave. Sunaina obliges, before leaving her contact number with Mahesh. She returns to Bangalore. 

Meanwhile, Mahesh’s desire to express his female identity gets him into major trouble, both in school and at home. When repeated admonitions don’t “cure” him, Mahesh’s parents resort to locking him up in a room for long periods of time. Mahesh is miserable. He gets in touch with Sunaina. She asks him to come to Bangalore. 

Once in Bangalore, Sunaina introduces Mahesh to a beautiful  hijra guru (transsexual leader) called Cabaret Kalki. Mahesh falls in love

with Kalki and gladly becomes her  chela (disciple). Kalki encourages Mahesh to take female hormones. He obliges her and transforms into the gorgeous “Minching Meena”, a drag queen cum cabaret dancer. 

Things take an unexpected turn when Raja, the leader of a criminal syndicate is attracted to Meena and desires to make her his mistress. After Raja, another man called Eustace Forster comes into Meena’s life. 

Meena has four loves: Sunaina, Kalki, Raja and Eustace. Which one will she choose? 

Characters:

Mahesh/Meena: is the protagonist of the story. He is tall, slim and has fine features. Mahesh comes from a family of Kathakali performers, living in Kerala. One night when he is 14, Mahesh realizes that he is a girl trapped in a male body. Sunaina, a half-European girl from Bangalore and Mahesh become good friends. 

Sunaina leaves her contact number with Mahesh before returning to her hometown. 

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

“Minching Meena”, a female cabaret dancer. 

Sunaina: is the protagonist’s best friend. When Mahesh comes across her first, Sunaina is a lanky 16 year old with pale brown hair and dark, expressive eyes. Sunaina is a lesbian who misses her ex-girlfriend, Shana immensely. She recognizes Mahesh as a girl trapped in a male body and is attracted to him. 

When Mahesh comes to Bangalore, Sunaina introduces him to Cabaret Kalki. She is mildly jealous to discover that Mahesh is drawn

towards Kalki. Sunaina and Meena losee touch, when the latter is sold off to Raja. The two friends re-meet after 5 years under very unusual circumstances. 

Cabaret Kalki: is Mahesh’s guru. Kalki is a shemale in her mid 30s, is six feet tall and has bronzed skin. She is a very attractive person. 

Mahesh falls in love with her and gladly becomes her chela. Kalki starts an affair with Mahesh and helps him transform into a woman, Meena. 

After Kalki sells Meena to Raja, the leader of a criminal syndicate, she disappears with her other chelas. No one is able to trace her after that. 

Raja: is the protagonist’s partner for 5 years. Raja is in his early 40s, tall and good-looking. However, a slight paunch and bags under the eyes mar his looks. Raja is the leader of a criminal syndicate. He spots Meena in a nightclub owned by him and desires to make her his mistress. He “buys” Meena from Kalki for 5 lakh rupees. 

Eustace Forster: is Meena’s husband. When he marries Meena, Eustace is 30 years old. He is tall, straight of back and has ginger-colored hair. He is the son of the woman who runs an NGO for transsexuals in India. Eustace is a kind and supportive husband. 

When the couple is living in the UK, Eustace recognizes that Meena loves to perform the Kathakali and encourages her to start dancing in public, once again. 

Brenda Forster: is Eustace’s 25 year old sister who runs the NGO

for transsexuals started by their mother. Brenda is a kind-hearted girl with red hair and a cheerful round face. She is one of the bride’s maids at Eustace and Meena’s wedding. 

S. Raghavan: is Mahesh’s father. He is a Kathakali artiste who is renowned for performing female roles. S. Raghavan is a very traditional and strict father, who doesn’t want his children to come under the “corrupting influence” of foreigners and Christians. 

When Mahesh starts displaying effeminate tendencies, S. Raghavan is enraged. He takes Mahesh to several psychologists, psychiatrists and even an exorcist in the hope that his son will be “cured”. When nothing works, S. Raghavan takes to locking Mahesh up in a room for long periods of time. 

By the end of the story, S.Raghavan realizes how wrong he has been on many accounts and changes his views on life. 

Sita: is Mahesh’s mother. Though she is a literate woman, she is asked to remain a housewife by her husband. Sita obliges. She shares her husband’s traditional views and does not support Mahesh when he first expresses his desire to be a female. 

Radha: is Mahesh’s elder sister who, like him, has been brought up in a conservative manner. 

Hari: is the percussionist in the Kathakali troupe Mahesh performs in. 

Madhav: is the singer the Kathakali troupe Mahesh performs in. 

Prasanna: is a performer the Kathakali troupe Mahesh performs in. 

He plays the role of Bhima opposite Mahesh who portrays Princess Panchali. 

Rajesh: is Mahesh’s best buddy in school. The two boys share the same bench. When Mahesh realizes that he is a girl on the inside, he suddenly feels too shy to sit next to Rajesh. When Mahesh turns up to school in a skirt, Rajesh advises him to rush home and change before the principal catches sight of him. 

Mr. Cherupirambil: is the principal of the school Mahesh studies in. 

He has a round face and mean-looking eyes that are magnified by the thick glasses he wears. Mr. Cherupirambil believes in meting out strict punishments to erring students. While he canes the boys, he lets off girls with a severe scolding. 

When Mahesh comes dressed in a skirt, Mr. Cherupirambil is enraged. He, however, desists from hitting him and asks him to go home and send his parents to meet him. When Mahesh’s parents return home after meeting the principal, Mahesh is shocked to discover that Mr. Cherupirambil has rusticated him. 

The PT Master: is a kindly, but righteous soul who works in the school Mahesh studies in. When Mahesh comes to school wearing a skirt, the PT master is forced to report the incident to the principal. 

He, however, requests the principal not to cane Mahesh. 

Rajeev Gowda: Sunaina’s father. 

Lakshmi: is one of the transsexuals in Kalki’s jamaat (community). 

Shana: is Sunaina’s girlfriend. 

The Manservant: is a guy who works in Raja’s house. He is a privy to all his master’s secrets. The manservant informs Meena that Raja has been arrested in Dubai and that his illegally gained properties are going to be attached by the EF (Enforcement Directorate). 

Vipin: Mahesh’s brother-in-law. 

Sophia Furtado: Sunaina’s mother. She is divorced from Sunaina’s father and lives in Portugal. 

----

Books by Yu Sakurazawa

Please click the title to see detailed introduction of each story. You can also visit Yu's website at http://tg-books.com/  for trial reading. 

HIJRA,THE THIRD GENDER  series

Abducted into the Third Gender

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

A Dancer 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. 

A Feminized President: Losing Bet into the3rd 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. 

Born in the Third Gender: A Truth About Roopini

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. 

Conspired into the 3rd 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. 

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. 

Transgendered People of India: Forsaken Tributaries

This is a non-fiction book about Hijla. 

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

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

FORBIDDEN - TRANSGENDER HORROR  series

Forbidden Asylum 

Forbidden Circus 

Forbidden Hotel 

Forbidden Island 

Forbidden Mirror 

Trapped in Lunatic Femininity 

SLIPPERY SLOPE - FORCED TO WORK IN GIRLS' UNIFORM

 series

A Slippery Slope in an Airline 

A Slippery Slope in a Bank 

A Slippery Slope in a Call Center 

A Slippery Slope in a Hospital 

A Slippery Slope in a Hotspring 

A Slippery Slope in a Nunnery 

A Slippery Slope in a School 

A Slippery Slope in an Ad Agency 

A Slippery Slope in a Military Academy 

A Slippery Slope in an Amish Community 

TRANSGENDER SLEUTH  series

The Murder of a Yoga Guru 

Mudered Queen Bee of a High School 

The Murdered Heiress 

OTHERS

Obsessed by Resemblance 

Unicorn and Hourglass 

Die as a Bride 

Muse and Vampiress 

Feminized in the Pyrenees 

Reincarnation: Love Beyond Love & Gender 

Lilies for Ms.Tracy 

Diamond in the Rough 

Kyle’s Feminine Roots 

How I Became a Woman 

A Supermodel 

The Superior Gender 

Dreams Don’t Die 

Queen Lysandra 

Good Cop Sam O’Yeah 

Ghost Alive 

Feminized in Himalayas 

The Birth of Delilah 

Underwater Escape 

The Animal in Me 

The Kantuta Bond 

[Detailed introduction of each story]



+ Forbidden Mirror: The Fatal Gift of Beauty

A transgender horror story. Aaron is the only son of a British business tycoon. When Aaron is 12 years old his mother dies in an accident. His father marries a beautiful exotic-looking woman called Shakira. She is kind enough to Aaron and takes him wherever she goes. While exploring his father's estate, Aaron and Shakira enter an old storehouse that they have been warned not to go into. Inside the eerie, unearthly storehouse, they find a beautiful mirror. When Shakira speaks to the mirror, it actually responds. It tells Shakira that she is the loveliest woman on earth. Aaron tiptoes into the storehouse at midnight and talks to the mirror. The mirror predicts that Aaron would be the most beautiful on earth in the future. When Aaron turns 18, Shakira realizes that the mirror’s prediction has come true. Aaron is indeed more beautiful than her, his gender notwithstanding. An insanely jealous Shakira asks her assistant, Imogene, to take Aaron away from her sight. She also orders Imogene to shave off her stepson’s exquisite auburn hair and bring it to her. Aaron is subsequently abducted from home. He wakes up, naked and tonsured, in a dark dingy basement, where he is chained like a dog. Thereafter, Aaron (now called “Adele”) is ordered to wear tattered female clothes and toil away as a maidservant in a house comprising of a vicious-looking sixtyish woman and her four evil daughters. 

+ Forbidden Hotel: Feminized Perpetually

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

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

+ Forbidden Asylum: Feminized in Insanity

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

+ A Slippery Slope in an Amish Community

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

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

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

+ Obsessed by Resemblance: Destined to be Feminized

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

and was the first female sultan. Razia abandoned the veil and adopted masculine attire. She possessed all necessary qualities of a ruler and was an efficient sultan. Razia's romance with Malik Ikhtiar-

ud-din Altunia is well known. "Obsessed by Noble Resemblance" is a about a young soldier who is astounded by his resemblance between himself and Queen Razia Sultan, the ruler of the regiment. 

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

+ A Slippery Slope in an Airline

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

+ The Murder of a Yoga Guru

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

Distraught for some reason unknown to Hannah, Natalia abruptly leaves for Kiev. On the next morning, the devotees of Swami Sadananda find him on the marble floor of his chamber, brutally burgeoned to death. Since the occupants of rooms adjoining the guru’s chamber remained undisturbed through the night, Hannah concludes that the guru was drugged before being attacked with an axe. The convoluted murder investigation carried out by Hannah

points fingers at people as different as chalk from cheese: from a suave Bangalore-based politician to an erudite temple trustee based in Madurai. Mikhail Adamovich and Oleg Chaplanski, the brother and husband of Natalia respectively, also come under the radar of Hannah’s suspicions. From the beginning of the case, Hannah has suspected that the distinctive gender identity shared by her and Natalia is connected to the god man’s gruesome murder. Will Hannah Brown succeed in decoding the cryptic psychology of warped human minds and get to the bottom of the mystery of Swami Sadananda’s murder? 

+ Murdered Queen Bee of a High School

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

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

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

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

+ The Murdered Heiress

On the night of her birthday party at Queen’s Court Hotel, 33 year old heiress Arlene Rainford is brutally stabbed to death. Hannah Brown, the nondescript 25 year old receptionist of the hotel, is the first one to reach Arlene after she has been stabbed. The dying woman beckons Hannah close to her and whispers two cryptic words in her ear. They are “Glass Beads”.As the police interrogates

the murder, Hannah too gets sucked into the investigation. She is convinced that Arlene’s last words hold a clue to the identity of her murderer. Hannah starts working on the case by interviewing all the guests at Arlene’s party; each of whom, by default, is a murder suspect. As Hannah proceeds deeper into the investigation, she discovers that each of the guests had a motive to murder Arlene. 

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

+ A Slippery Slope in a Hospital

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

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

+ A Slippery Slope in a School

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series Simon is the 18 year old protagonist of the story. Simon is of average height, is slim and has a smooth face like a girls’. He is from an ordinary family and is at Somerset High on a scholarship. Simon is bright and has many talents. After accepting Richa’s offer, Simon eventually takes on the identity of “Simona Marino”, who is purportedly an Italian princess sent to Somerset High on a student exchange program. As the feminization process begins, Simon discovers that he is transforming into a beautiful, curvaceous

woman. Simona’s charm has the whole school in its thrall, and in a curious irony, even her sworn enemy Sid falls for her. 

+ Dance Like a Woman

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

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

“Minching Meena”, a female cabaret dancer. 

+ A Slippery Slope in an Ad Agency

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

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

dress improperly

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series

Alex Pinto is the protagonist of “None of the Nuns May Dress Improperly” (Magdalene Sorority). Alex is quite a good-looking boy, 5

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

+ A Slippery Slope in Military Academy: A Frail Cadet

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

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

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

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

+ Forbidden Circus: Feminized Forever

A transgender horror story. Alfred Batista is a beautiful 18 year old boy. His life changes when a traveling Spanish circus called

‘Esplendor Circus’ comes to town. On the night of a show a talking parrot, the star attraction of their circus is missing. The manager of the circus tricks Alfred into dressing as a girl. Alfred parades as a part of the exotic animal menagerie to divert people’s attention away from the missing parrot. He bravely tries to escape after the show, but is assaulted by the manager who intends breaking Alfred’s spirit with violence. However, Alfred still continues working on his plan to escape. 

+ Unicorn and Hourglass: Subconscious Desire for

Feminization

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

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

+ Die as a Bride: A Sentimental Romance Story

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

+ Muse and Vampiress

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

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

+ A Sloppery Slope in a Call Center

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

+ Feminized in the Pyrenees

A transgender romance story. 

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

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

+ A Slippery Slope in a Bank

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series 26 year old effeminate-mannered, pretty faced man, Vicky Pereira wishes to marry his long term girlfriend, Edwina Joseph as soon as

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

+ Forbidden Island

A Transgender Horror Story. On a bright Sunday morning a handsome young man is abducted by a bunch of villains and is taken to a dark brooding island to the north west of the UK, which is some people refer to as Medusa Locks. He is thrown into a gigantic cage in its premises. He is astounded to find 6 other abductees of different nationalities in the cage with him. 

+ Everland: Beyond Gender & Species

"Transgender Mystery" series

Juan is a happy-go-lucky young man, but his beloved wife Moira seems to be unhappy with her gender. She suggests that both of them go to Everland, a country bordering south west England, where people change into members of the opposite sex. Once there, Juan transforms into the beauteous Jasmine and Moira into a handsome man, Glenn. Jasmine discovers that the rules of Everland are a bit unconventional: women and castrated men are expected to be registered and to wear a collar bearing details of the registration around their necks. The abovementioned people are also to have a leash attached to the D-rings of their collars and are chained by their masters. When Glenn is brutally bashed up, Jasmine is roaming the streets all by herself. The cops find her and take her to an animal

detention center where she thrown naked into a large cage along with large male dogs. Jasmine and the dogs are to be gassed to death the following day. A magnificent black Great Dane comforts Jasmine and the most beautiful soul-to-soul love blossoms between the two. The next day, both of them escape being executed. Jasmine goes home to her husband and the Great Dane disappears into a forests. Are the two destined to meet again? 

+ Trapped in Lunatic Femininity

A light horror transgender novella. 

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

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

+ Reincarnation: Relived Love & Justice

Love beyond Age & Gender

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

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

a temple prostitute. 

+ Lilies for Ms.Tracy

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

+ Diamond in the Rough

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

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

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

+ A Slippery Slope in a Hotspring

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

+ Kyle's Feminine Roots

"MTF Autobiography Story" series

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

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

Readers

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

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

+ A Supermodel: Fairer than the Fairer Gender

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

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

+ The Superior Gender: The Triumphants & The Infradigs

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

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

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

+ Dreams Don't Die

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

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

Or will his dreams die a sad, lingering death? 

+ Queen Lysandra

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

55 year old anthropology professor, Paul Grant, is jaded with the familiar. He loves the familiarity of England, but also craves the exotic. During a project that involves the excavation and study of Egyptian mummies, he stumbles upon the sarcophagus of the

beauteous, exquisite Egyptian Queen Lysandra. After consuming a magic elixir that he stumbles on in a glass urn among the pyramids, Prof. Grant goes back several centuries and finds himself transformed in the 21 year old Queen Lysandra. Does all that follows actually transpire or is the lonely professor growing senile? 

+ Good Cop - Sam O'Yeah: FTM Cop Story

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

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

+ Ghosts Alive: Time Travel Transgender Romance

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

+ Feminized in Himalayas: Eve of the Arcane Waters

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

+ The Birth of Delilah

"Gender Swap Fantasy" series

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

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

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

+ Forced into the Third Gender: The Champion's Bride

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

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

+ The Animal in Me: Resurgence of Transhumans

In a future society technology and biological engineering reshaped human life. The earth is not divided anymore to nations or races but to subcultural groups. Many people are trans-humans, and are treated as second-class citizens, since they are technologically or genetically modified. The Purity Party has a majority in the current government, led by President Yceberg, who believes in the sacredness of the body. The question is: how far he’d go to prove his point? Theo Ruby is 32 years old, single man, a loyal soldier. He worked as the Head of Security at the Purity Party. Right after elections, he’d got infected with a mysterious virus which was deteriorating his body fast: within days he became paralyzed, unable to speak and on the very edge of death. It was an experience what would change anyone. After he was captured by the trans-humans and copied into Babel, he lives on in her body as a clear consciousness. After some time to adjust, his personality becomes more unpredictable and revengeful. 

+ Underwater Escape to the Other Gender

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

+ The Kantuta Bond: A Bond that Swapped the Lovers

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

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

years ago a virus called PSY-12 destroyed the majority of Earth’s populations. The virus drove people mad and suicidal. The rest had constant nightmares what they’ve called “the nightmares of the Earth”. The people who were immune recolonized the Earth. Some tried to rebuild a technologic lifestyle, others decided to start new, more nature-friendly communities. They call themselves the Kantuta Tribe after the flower which grows there. Outsiders call them “Hippies

with guns”. They prefer to live in isolation. During 150 years the local Quechua survivors and the new pioneers (mostly Americans and multiethnic Peruvians) formed a spiritual local community. Their lifestyle includes the usage of ayahuasca. 
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Greetings from Yu Sakurazawa





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

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