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Chapter 1 - And So It Begins Sitting on a rich, leather sofa is a thirty-one year old, Japanese woman and her mother. The young lady is quite pretty, with soft, smooth skin, lighter than most Japanese women. She is petite in frame, barely 5’4” and thin but not weak. The home they are in may not be what is expected. A large, mini-mansion in northern New Jersey. A million dollar home, in a multi-million dollar neighborhood. 

A place where businessmen for fortune 500 companies lived. Actors, musicians, and athletes live in this area as well. The mother and daughter have been reunited after many years of not speaking to one another. The mother, who is probably in her sixties, looks like she is barely fifty, as is such the case with Asian women. She has just moved in with her daughter all the way from Japan, to help this young woman with many household affairs. Her daughter has just lost her husband, and so has the mother, in the same disaster, so they have more in common than they even knew. The one thing definite was how quickly they came back together. After all these years of being apart, a mother and daughter’s connection is still as strong as it was before. An unspoken bond of love and knowledge, and a feeling that nothing has changed, even though it has. 

This is a story that has to be told, not just to fill in the mother, but for the daughter whose life has changed dramatically because of it. The daughter needs to hear it aloud, even though she’s lived it, in order for her to truly believe it all happened to her. The mother needs to hear it just as bad. The gaps and voids need to be filled in for her, as she lost so much precious time with her daughter. Even though the mother loves her daughter no matter what has happened, she needs to hear what happened. She can look in her daughter’s eyes and know it’s her, but as she looks at her face, she barely recognizes her. 

The daughter never forgot her parents, but had no way of contacting them, no matter how much she wanted to. The time has come when they are reunited, and the time has come to get it all out. 

The daughter begins telling her story of when her mother last saw her. Right after college, when she was just coming into her own with work and life. What happens over the next decade, shocks and surprises her mother. She tells her things that are unbelievable, yet they happened. It’s a story of love and seduction, mystery and despair. There are exotic locations and even more exotic people. 

Things this young lady never thought she would see in her life, appeared right before her eyes. This is the type of story Hollywood does not touch because it seems too fake for people to buy into. 

How this lady got from Japan to New Jersey is a story that needs to be told, and since I am that young woman that it happened to, I am going to tell it. 

Chapter 2 - My First Trip to India My name is Kojiro Suzuki and I am a Japanese businessman working for one of the largest trading companies in Japan, Togami Industries. It is located in Akasaka, Tokyo, where I relocated to after graduating from college. It has been two years since I left Waseda University, where I received my degree from their prestigious school of business. Togami Industries is a leader in importing natural plant extracts from India, where they are sold to Japanese food companies which use them as ingredients to make noodles, soups, ice creams, and a variety of other processed foods. There are several extracts I must purchase in a timely manner in order to get them back to Japan quickly so Togami Industries can continue to earn money and be a leader in providing these extracts to the food companies. While it was not my first choice coming out of school, Togami hires many young people and pays them well for being new in the field. 

In my first year with Togami, I interned under an experienced commercial manager, Benya Yamaga. Benya was in his forties, and was a well-traveled and highly knowledgeable mentor and supervisor. He was quite tall as a Japanese, almost six feet. And he had jet black hair, sprinkled with several gray hairs, adding to his wise look. He wore a set of very plain glasses, and had a full moustache reminiscent of the American TV star, Tom Selleck. In order to properly train me, Benya had to take me on several trips to India to meet with our extract suppliers, and show me the ropes of purchasing. We would always fly out of Tokyo, headed to Delhi in India, which could take almost eight hours. While it was a long flight, it gave me time to continue and study the training models Benya had given me. He would also quiz me to see if I was learning anything. 

He took his trainer’s job very seriously, and I would find out why later. 

Once we landed in Delhi, we would catch a little twin engine plane to the city of Jaipur, which lasted less than an hour. This was the worst part of the trip as the plane seemed very unsafe. Once we were off the ground, the noises and vibrations had me praying to Japanese

gods that we would land safely. Usually one of the supplier’s representatives would meet us at the Jaipur airport, and the three of us would then take a train out of Jaipur to the city of Jodhpur. This ride was almost four hours, but was necessary as Jodhpur was the main hub for these food extract processing facilities. We actually toured five separate facilities where the plant extracts are processed. 

Benya usually had one of these gentlemen drive him straight to a hotel, as this was an all-day event, and would be exhausted by the time the travelling was done. 

My first trip was very exciting as I learned the ins and outs of my new career. Benya taught me all about sourcing, which is the art of purchasing from the Indian suppliers. Just learning the process, and seeing the factories in action was an extremely knowledgeable experience. Benya would say “you can learn only so much in college,” and boy was he right. Seeing how everything worked, and what it took to get from start to finish was a must for me. The exporters buy the raw materials in the Jodhpur market and then process it in their own factories so the extracts are ready to be exported. To be successful in this type of industry, these companies need to have top quality technology and processing equipment. If not, they usually go out of business as there is always a new company popping up and grabbing a piece of the Japanese dollar. 

They also have to be top notch business partners, as this type of industry requires tons of capital in order to constantly purchase the raw materials needed from the Jodhpur marketplace. Many of these companies are from the commercial community with a few from the Jain community. Jainism is a religion followed by a few people in India. They are a non-violent religion that boasts the highest total and female literacy percentages in India. We also dealt with one particular unique company associated with the Brahmin caste. These companies use their religion and beliefs that these extracts are of healing qualities, and many take their processing practices very seriously. These were the types of companies my trainer always looked for. He believed in the top quality of these factories, and only wanted to deal with the best of the best. He also knew because they had such strong beliefs, they would not become crooks when it came

to negotiations. Togami Industries is a leader in Japan with delivering the best ingredients to our partners there, and it spends an exuberant amount of money to get these quality extracts, so Benya taught me to be very selective with the companies we work with. He explained to me it was better to find a handful of great companies, develop wonderful relationships with them, and pay fair prices to keep them happy then to spread out with a ton of companies. 

The way Benya negotiated with the companies was a sight to see. 

He was a master at the art of trade, and he knew that these companies not only wanted, but needed our money to survive and continue their purchasing processes. They treated us like kings or gods. When we arrived to negotiate with the heads of the plants, they would have their workers line up and place wreaths of flowers around our necks. The owners knew we could buy from anywhere in Jodhpur, and they rolled out the red carpet for us. I felt like a movie star, and it was an exciting experience for me as I was fresh out of the university, and had never seen anything quite like this. The businesses sent every worker out to greet us, from the lowest factory employee to the highest CEO. They would press their hands together with fingers pointing upwards, then say “Namaste” with a slight bow. Benya took full advantage of all the attention. While he never took any cash payments, or any type of bribe, Benya accepted gifts regularly. Liquor, dinners and show tickets came with every trip. 

He told me businesses all over the world partake in these same practices, and since all of them give a gift, it was not seen as any one company trying to gain an advantage. 

After our visits with the five factories, and several negotiations with the higher ups, Benya and I retired to our hotel for the evening. We had agreed to meet up with the five heads at some point tomorrow, to answer any questions and finalize our deals. It was great that once all the negotiations were finalized, the heads of all the companies could come together with no issues. It is something I did not expect, but was glad to see. After a nice dinner and several hours spent discussing the day’s events with Benya, we finally retired for the evening to get some rest and prepare for tomorrow. 

Early the following morning, Benya knocked on my door and asked me to quickly get dressed and join him in the lobby. Apparently the front desk had called his room to awaken him and let him know there was a visitor in the lobby looking to speak with us. I rushed throughout the room, dressing as quickly as possible. I hopped up and down trying to get both legs into my slacks while sliding both arms into my shirt. I then tried buttoning my shirt with one hand, and brushing my teeth with the other. I completed my tasks and felt a pride rush over me. I pulled off a record setting time in getting ready for a meeting when WHAM, I whacked my elbow on the door jamb leaving the bathroom. A shooting pain rushed up my arm, numbing it quickly but still allowing the pain to tell my brain how much it hurt. It was the infamous “funny bone” shot, and as we all know, there is nothing funny about it. As I exited my room and walked towards the elevator, I rubbed my elbow rapidly, and shook my arm feverishly, hoping to erase the burning sensation in the crook of my elbow. I pushed zero on the elevator key pad, and muttered a few curse words under my breath, before finally composing myself just as the elevator doors opened. I had no idea what this meeting was about and why people had come to our hotel so early this morning, but after my day of training yesterday, I am sure Benya would be able to handle it with no issues. 

As the lobby opened up in front of me, my eyes finally found Benya, who was in an animated conversation with two Indian men. I decided to approach the group with caution, as I wasn’t sure what was being said, but I wanted to become a part of the discussion quickly, as I needed to learn everything I could from Benya when it came to negotiating. When Benya realized I had made my way over, he rapidly made introductions and filled me in on the conversation. It seems as though these two Indian men were managers at a new processing facility and heard we were in town looking for companies to do business with. They were begging Benya to tour their facility, and give them an opportunity since they were new and needed someone to buy from them. When Benya told them no, that we already had plans in place to purchase from several other companies, these gentlemen became very agitated. They insisted

we partner up with them and even offered us a kickback of cash for every ton of product we purchased from them. This was my first experience being bribed, and it did not sit well with me. I was feeling very uncomfortable with the amount of pressure these guys were putting on us but Benya handled it like a true pro. No matter how many advances they made towards us, or how many offers they made, Benya politely turned them down. I became even more troubled when these men began pounding their fists and raising their voices, becoming even more angry than before. Benya held steady though, and when the men finally finished their rants, Benya thanked them for their time and walked away. He had to grab me by the arm as I was frozen in my spot, staring in disbelief at the Indian businessmen. 

“Don’t ever take a bribe from anyone,” Benya said. “We are honorable Japanese businessmen who work for a reputable company. There are many good companies to work with here in India which we have strong relationships with. We don’t need these types of people giving us a hard time or trying to strong-arm us.” 

“I understand,” I said. “Thanks for the lesson sir. I didn’t know what to think of those guys, and I never would have been able to handle it like you did.” 

“Well that’s what I’m here for,” Benya said. “I am your superior and the company has tasked me with training you in the best way I know how. Now run upstairs and prepare yourself for a long day as we still have those five legitimate factories to tour and finalize our deals.” 

While we took a taxi to the first of our five destinations, Benya explained to me that I needed to have a great working relationship with the Indian businesses as they consider the Japanese people in a similar religious group as them. The Indian people believe in Hinduism, and feel like Buddhism is a direct spinoff from it. This usually leads to people in India liking the Japanese and vice versa. 

Benya told me that most Indian people like the Japanese and feel that our two religions are similar and we have many beliefs in common. Most Japanese people are also "Shintoists" as well as

Buddhists. We believe in both and usually have a Shinto shrine in our homes to worship the many gods and goddesses, as well as having a Buddhist altar. In Japan we believe in 800 gods who each have their own personality and story to tell. These gods and goddesses are very similar to those in both Hindu and Greek Mythology. This may be another reason most Japanese and Indian people get along so well. There is a real chance to exchange views about each other’s religions and usually find common ground for everyone to agree on. These types of discussions usually lead to the two cultures getting along quite well with each other. These relationships help us as businessmen develop long lasting partners whom we can do business with on a trustworthy and routine schedule. My trainer explained to me how important it is to keep these partnerships intact, so I can become a successful purchaser like he is. Benya produces tons of knowledge throughout the day, and after finalizing the last deal, I felt much wiser than when I first arrived here in India. 

We met up with our main supplier who we purchase over half of the extract from, and he offered to drive us from Jodhpur to Mount Abu which is known as  "an oasis in the desert" at 1220 meters above the sea level and for beautiful temples. Benya told me this was a customary practice, and it was just another sign of good faith between the two parties. We then drove on to Sidhpur, where we stopped for a little bit before getting back in the road to drive to Ahmedabad. From there we had to catch a flight to the city of Mumbai. This route took us a few days to complete, and it gave me a chance to observe India on a much closer level. This trip had been an eye opening experience for me as I have never dealt with the Indian culture so up close and personally. The whole culture was very exotic and new to me, and I felt myself becoming extremely interested in it. We flew out of Mumbai on an All Nippon Airway flight after this week long excursion, and I continued to reminisce about my first ever experiences in India. Benya told me on the flight back how proud he was with how quickly I learned the business, and he felt I would become a great purchaser one day. He also reminded me of all the things we did over the week to make sure I grasped the

full concept of the job. The flight went by quickly and we went our separate ways from the airport, agreeing to meet back up at work after taking a day off at home. This was standard practice for the purchasers who travelled to countries outside East Asia. It was hard for me to rest as my excitement levels were high. My stomach danced and fluttered as my mind kept drifting to all the unique and interesting things I saw and experienced in India. The smells, the cuisine, and even the architecture had left me enamored and wanting so much more. My hopes would be to eventually get back there someday and really enjoy myself there. Benya had taught me so much about our company’s policies and procedures, and I felt ready to take on the world. I was young and naive still, fresh out of college. Benya kept telling me on the trip to grow a thick moustache like he had, and I would be an even more respected and distinguished purchaser. I believe this was his way of hazing me, as he knew I could not grow such a thing, but with Benya it was hard to tell if he was joking. He always had this concerned and distant look to his face. I guess that’s what made him so good at his job. He was able to not get emotionally involved with any of the clients and keep it strictly to a professional level. By the way the Indian people looked at him, I will say they respected him a great deal. It was just one more goal to add to an ever growing list of items I wanted to conquer. 

For several months I continued my rigorous training back in Japan with Benya. He pushed me to become the best buyer I could be, and I was extremely grateful. He constantly quizzed me on all aspects of the business, and made sure I stayed in regular contact with our Indian suppliers. He wanted me to make sure the operations were running smoothly and our product would be shipped on time. I also learned how to sell the extract to the Japanese food companies who used it in their processing. I have always felt I am a quick learner, and I believed I was picking up on all the steps of our company quite well. I arrived at work one morning and I was called into a conference room for a meeting. Benya was in there, as was the general manager of our division. I was nervous when they first called me in as I thought I might be in trouble. 

“Sit down please Kojiro,” the general manager said. “I want to go over a few things with you.” 

I sat quietly as Benya passed out some forms with graphs and charts on them. They were our sales numbers for the past few months, and we went over them in great detail. 

“As you can see Kojiro,” Benya said. “The numbers over the last few have been very good and we feel you have learned a lot about the job in a short amount of time. We are proud of the strides you’ve made.” 

“Yes Kojiro,” said the general manager. “I’ve been wanting to promote Benya to a new position for a while no, but we’ve been waiting for the right person to come along and take over his accounts.” 

“We feel like you’re the perfect person for this.” Benya said. “If you feel like you’re ready, we want you to take my spot full-time.” 

“I would be honored,” I said. “I will continue to work hard for you guys and keep the numbers where they are if not better.” 

“We believe you will,” said the general manager. “As long as you keep on your current pace, we feel like you’ll be one of the more successful purchasers we have at the company.” 

“Congratulations,” Benya said. “Good luck, and if you ever need anything be sure to ask me.” With that, the meeting was adjourned. 

We all stood up from the table and both men came over to me and congratulated me again. I shook their hands and proceeded back to my office. I felt great about what just happened, and the nervous butterflies which had danced in my stomach, had turned into flutters of joy. Benya had mentioned to me as we walked down the hallway together that I was the second youngest person to be promoted to this job, only after him. For a twenty three-year-old, this was an amazing start to my career. I had only been out of college a couple of years, and Togami Industries was the first real job I had ever had. 

I immediately picked up the phone and called my Indian contacts to let them know I would be their only representative now. They each congratulated me, and ensured me that nothing would change and that our working relationship would continue to flourish. I finished my work for the day, and as I headed out of the office, I saw Benya with a few of the higher ranking officials talking in the main lobby. Benya saw me and called me over, being sure to introduce me to each of the gentlemen. He told them that I was the young man who replaced him, and they all seemed genuinely impressed. They showered me with accolades, and I felt that feeling in my gut again. It was the overwhelming feeling of pride and happiness. I thanked the gentlemen and turned to leave when Benya invited me out for drinks to celebrate my new found success. We all hopped in a cab and headed to a bar. Again the pride engulfed me as a man of my age and short experience very rarely gets an opportunity to hang out with these higher ups on a personal level. We spent the next several hours speaking of work and our personal lives. It was difficult to fit in when these older men as many were married and had children, and part of me felt like I did not belong there, but it was still an amazing experience. I was in with the big wigs now, one of the elite few who got to experience these private moments. As the night wound down many of the top guys started to make their way home, leaving Benya and I as the last ones at the bar. Benya told me again how proud he was of my progress and that he could not wait to see my continued results. He called us a cab and we shared it to our homes. The taxi dropped me off at my apartment, I shook Benya’s hand, and went inside. It was after two in the morning and I was feeling very tipsy. 

The slight blur in my vision and the inability to walk a straight line confirmed it. I slowly made my way down my hallway towards my bedroom, leaning against the wall the whole way. As I undressed myself I almost fell twice, and I crawled into bed for a long nights sleep. Monday morning I went back to work and headed into my brand new office, excited of the new venture I was beginning. 

Chapter 3 - Enchanted

The first few months on my own, I have quickly become a top level purchaser with Togami Industries, and the accolades keep coming my way from all of the major officers. Benya has talked to me a few times, ensuring how successful I have become, and how proud everyone is with my production. My relationships with the Jodhpur companies continues to grow and strengthen, and I decided to take a trip back to Jodhpur to inspect the facilities and make sure everything continues to run smoothly. I verified it with my superiors, and booked a flight to Jodhpur. I had a week to prepare, and I printed out several sales results, as I wanted to show the heads of the Indian companies just how well our partnerships were going. 

I flew into Delhi on Sunday morning and had to take a second flight from Delhi to Jodhpur. I arrived in the late afternoon, and the owner from our main supplier, Mister Pandey, was waiting for me at the airport. He stood there by himself and as I approached, he placed a flower wreath around my neck. We then shook hands and he welcomed me back to Jodhpur. I remember how heavy the wreath was, and how beautiful the flowers were. If I were to purchase these flowers in Japan, it would be an expensive endeavor. The aroma rose from the wreath and tickled my nostrils with delight. The sweetness warmed my heart and sent a shiver down my spine. It was extremely rare I saw this many flowers, or was ever given any. 

In Japan, men do not receive flowers, they are given as gifts to women. An interesting feeling swept over me, one I had felt a few times before, and it was the feeling of being a woman. Growing up in a strict Japanese household, I usually pushed these feeling aside, but today, in this exotic place, they rushed over me again. The sweet smell of the wreath, topped with the way I was presented them had me feeling giddy and feminine. 

For the first time in India I was in charge. The last trip I made here was with Benya, and I mostly stood around and observed him, spending little time in the forefront. Even though I was successful

talking to these gentlemen over the phone, the one thing I noticed was how much larger Mr. Pandey was in person. I am only 5’ 4”, which is small, even by Japanese standards. In addition, I have very little hair on my body, unlike the man standing in front of me. He was at least six feet tall, and his skin tone is much darker than mine. Plus his arms are very hairy, and when we shook hands and my dainty hand disappeared into his, and the first thought that came to mind was being engulfed by a gorilla. I am not meaning this in a derogatory or malicious way, it is just the thought I had. If an ape had grabbed my hand, maybe that’s what it would feel like. I did not remember the owner of our number one supplier being so much bigger than I am, but Mr. Pandey definitely is. I was not intimidated though, as I had become a top notch producer for my company, and had talked to him many times on the phone. Plus Mr. Pandey had just given me a wreath of sweet smelling, colorful flowers, I do not think he is a mean or scary person. Hairy, yes, scary, no. 

There was a vehicle waiting for us to drive into the city, and Mr. 

Pandey pointed out right away that it was a black Mercedes. We walked around the vehicle several times, while Pandey talked about this car in great detail. I felt like I was visiting a car dealership, and Pandey was the salesperson. Once we entered the vehicle, the demonstration continued. From the plush leather seats, to the state of the art sound system, Mr. Pandey made sure I knew every inch of this automobile, and how exquisite it was. I had a feeling he wanted to make sure I knew just how much special treatment I was receiving. I was Mr. Pandey’s largest buyer, and he relied heavily on the tons of money Togami Industries spent annually in his facility. 

This was a way of showing how important I, and my company were to his business. He went way overboard with his descriptions of the vehicle, I truly did not care what type of car we rode in, but I appreciated that he cared so much about making me happy. When we were getting in the car, Pandey had opened the door for me, and again I had the feeling of being a woman rush over me again. I am sure it had something to do with his overall size and hairiness, as he came across as a “real man”, where I could be seen as very womanly with my hairless body and dainty frame. 

Pandey and his assistant drove me to the Umaid Bhawan Palace Hotel. The structure towered over the city and it was one of the most beautiful pieces of architecture I have ever seen. It was a lavish place and I expressed how much I loved looking at the building to Mr. Pandey. He agreed with me, and then explained that this particular Palace was once an Indian Maharaja castle, and the reason there were so many rooms, were for all of the Maharaja’s concubines. I had heard that word before, but I asked Mr. Pandey to explain it to me again, as I wanted to make sure I had my Indian history right so I did not offend anyone. 

“A concubine is a beautiful woman with which the Maharaja would have in his palace for his pleasure.” Pandey said. “In places such as this, it was not uncommon for the Maharaja to have as many as forty concubines at one time.” I thought to myself what it would be like to live in such an amazing place, and again a dream-like wave flashed before my eyes. It was not just the thought of living in such a place, but being one of the concubines myself. I do not know what it is about India, but I kept finding myself being drawn in to the thoughts of men, and of myself being treated like a woman. These were not bad ideas I was having, I truly enjoyed the treatment I was receiving, and part of me never wanted it to stop. Pandey checked me in while his assistant grabbed my luggage and we made our way towards the elevator. Once we reached my floor, Mr. Pandey walked me to my room, which was one of the concubine rooms, and opened the door for me. 

“After you,” he said, and I made my way into the area and felt my breath escaping through my open mouth. This room was gorgeous, with twenty-foot high ceilings, old Indian architecture, and some of the most lavish decorating imaginable. The first thought I remember having was how this one room was larger than my parents’ entire condo back in Fukushima, where I was raised. While some of the amenities were outdated, maybe a couple of decades old, the sheer beauty of the room made up for it. Just to know you were staying in a concubine’s room for an Indian Maharaja was enough to make you cherish the experience. Again I was getting the feeling of being a

concubine, and I could envision myself laying on the bed in something sexy, waiting for my Maharaja to call for me. Being pampered and kept ready to pleasure the ruler of the city, while living in the lap of luxury would have surely been a great life to live. 

“I’m going to leave you alone now.” Mr. Pandey said. “Meet us downstairs in the lobby in an hour and we’ll grab something for dinner. How’s that sound?” 

“Sounds great,” I said. “I’ll see you down there.” With that, Pandey and his assistant exited the room. I flopped down on my back onto the oversized bed, and stared up at the ceiling. I took a few minutes to really take in the room. The architecture was so beautiful, and I was impressed that Pandey and his company had gone out of their way to do this for me. When I was here last time with Benya, we stayed in a normal hotel room. This was by no means normal, it is extremely lavish and must have cost quite a bit. I decided to jump in the shower and put on some fresh clothes before heading down for dinner. It felt good to wash my body and to freshen up after such a long trip. When I finished my shower and got dressed, I headed down to the lobby to see what Mr. Pandey had in store for dinner. 

We actually stayed in the hotel and ate at their restaurant. It was an authentic Indian style eatery and the hotel spent a lot of time and effort making us feel like we were dining with the British Imperial Family. It tied in well with the whole theme of the hotel, which was making us feel like royalty. The restaurant had a unique menu, one which I was very unfamiliar with. They served vegetarian food, and I was pleasantly surprised with just how good the food was. I was used to eating meat back in Japan, and the food was prepared so well I did not even notice there was no meat in the dishes. I guess that’s what the chef was going for, making you forget you were not eating meat. After dinner we made our way to a special section outside in the courtyard. There was a small stage and several tables out there. Pandey had reserved us a cozy table close to the stage, and I enjoyed watching this style of Indian dancing up on the stage very closely. Pandey had expected a traditional Rajasthani dance, 

but it had been cancelled at the last minute. Instead, he explained to me the dance we would be watching was done by Indian gypsies. He promised to take me to a Rajasthani show before I went back to Japan, and I just smiled and told him that this was fine. Anything I could learn about the Indian culture was fine with me, and I was not going to be picky or ungrateful for anything that Pandey was doing for me. I thanked him for bringing me to any type of show, and the fact that the table was so close to the stage was more than I could ever ask for. 

The show started with some extremely exotic music. There was a string instrument, a percussion instrument, and a flute of some kind. 

The sweet melodic tones danced into my ears and reached deep into my soul, pulling out more feelings of arousal. This whole trip has been doing this to me, from the flowers to the concubine room, and now this erotic music. After about a minute of music, the actual dance show began. A beautiful dancer appeared from the darkness and made her way to the front of the stage. She wore an extravagant earth colored dress, with a red veil decorated with gold tassels, which dangled and flowed with every movement, and the contrast of color against her tan skin, made her look so beautiful. I did notice how her eye make-up was reminiscent of the styles you would see on magazine covers from the Western world. It reminded me of the American super models and celebrities. This simple make-up job really made her stand out from the usual Northern Indian women, and it really enhanced her natural beauty. 

“Is that a type of Saree?” I asked Pandey. 

“No it’s not,” he said. “It is a certain type of gypsy dress.” 

“Oh,” I said. “It’s very beautiful. Again, thanks for bringing me to such a show.” 

“You’re welcome,” he said. “It is always a pleasure to enjoy the company of one of our business partners.” 

As the dance continued, there was a lot of spinning going on. Her dress whipped and flowed flawlessly through the air, and became very hypnotizing. It amazed me how this woman did not get dizzy, and go falling to the floor. This particular woman was tall and slender, and she had these long, dainty fingers. While her body moved one way, her fingers danced their own, separate dance, just as beautiful and unique as what her body was doing. The movements were seductive and very sexy, and they looked like these little magic fairies, dancing against the moonlight. All of her movements were very feminine, and oozed of sexiness, charm and seduction. I quickly became aroused by this woman, and my penis grew quickly in my pants. The dance reminded me of certain traditional Japanese folk dances I have seen at festivals over the years. This Indian woman also used specific finger movements throughout the dance which have special meanings and are used to tell a specific story. She also used her fingers to seduce and show sexuality. The most important part of this dance, even more sensual than her body movements and fingers, were the dancers eyes. She made eye contact with every person in the room, making each one feel as if they were the only other person there. When she looked at me, it was so sensual and mesmerizing. While the dance lasted all of five minutes, it felt like it was at least an hour. With every sexy spin, her eyes seemed to lock with mine, and I swore they were inviting me to be with her. She was the most beautiful creature I had ever seen and she continued to lock eyes with me. The dance finally ended and she stepped towards the back of the stage to make room for the next dancer. As she did so, I swear she looked directly at me and smiled shyly. Even though our table was more than ten meters away, it seemed like she knew I was there and had gone out of her way to smile. If I was not already aroused by the sheer beauty of her dance, that smile put me over the top. I am sure every man in there thought she was smiling at him, as that is what entertainers do. 

We stayed for several more dances, enjoying drinks and celebrating our business partnership. Each dance was different and there was also some periods where there was just music playing. It was a wonderful evening, full of firsts for me. There were so many new and

exciting things I got to experience, and it was very exotic and fun. 

After several hours, and probably one too many drinks as the room was starting to sway in front of me, Pandey and his assistant escorted me back to my concubine room. Mr. Pandey told me to rest up as he would be picking me up in the morning and driving me to the facility. I thanked him again for such a special evening, and I got undressed and climbed in bed. As I tried to drift off to sleep, I could not get the room to stop spinning. It was a mix between the alcohol and the dancing, but I finally fell asleep. I dreamt of all the things I saw tonight, the spinning dresses, the bright colors, the dancing fingers, and that beautiful woman. I saw her over and over again, smiling at me as she stepped off the stage. I awoke the next morning, still thinking of my exotic night spent in the hotel courtyard. 

As I showered and got ready for my long day with Pandey, my mind focused on one thing only, that woman. I tried to shake off the thoughts I was having and get into business mode. I needed to be sharp and continue to be the top producer my company expected me to be. I have to keep the upper hand against the Indian businessmen, and make them think I can leave them at any time and spend my dollars elsewhere. This was one of the first and most important tactics I ever learned from Benya. He always told me the Indians needed to believe we were always looking for a better deal, or a cheaper product, and it would keep them giving our company 100 percent of their effort. 

The week was to be spent strictly on business. I had plenty of fun and entertainment the night before. It was Monday morning and I was rearing to go. I went to Mr. Pandey’s plant first thing in the morning, and he and his assistant wanted to give me a full tour of the facility. They had recently upgraded all of their equipment and technology and were very proud to show it off. The plan was to spend the majority of the morning and the early afternoon with Pandey, figuring out how the new configuration would benefit our company and streamline production. I wanted to visit a new facility in the afternoon, which was also supposed to be state of the art. The owner of this new company had emailed me shortly after my last visit to India, letting me know how much better his facility was than any

other place in India. It was supposed to be finished within a month, so I assured him on my next trip, I would visit his facility. The time had now come, and I had set up the appointment to meet him before I left Japan. The name of the company was Rajasthex, and the owner was very adamant about the quality and deals he could provide me. He stated in the email that the company was the largest in Rajahstan, and they had the means to beat any other supplier around, including Mr. Pandey’s company. 

Pandey told me I should stay away from this new company as they are from a particular caste that deals should not be made with. Caste I learned, is a social division in Indian society. This is how the Hindu society is traditionally divided, where each caste has certain privileges and limitations. These are transferred through inheritance, from each generation to the next. The problem with the castes is they are very separate and in many cases, will discriminate against other castes. Mr. Pandey warned me that this particular caste is not suited for international business, and does not deserve to do business with Togami Industries. I let Pandey know how much I appreciated his concern, but I was not the type of person who cancelled appointments, and if this company could help mine, why would I not want to do business with them. Pandey reiterated the fact that they could be extremely dangerous, and must not be taken lightly, that they would do whatever it took to come out ahead. Mr. 

Pandey’s assistant said he had seen the facility, and a lot of what the main guys said about it were lies. The plan was to have Pandey take me to a restaurant to meet the man from Rajasthex, where the Rajasthex owner would take me to his facility. Following the tour, he would take me back to the Umaid Bhawan Palace for a joint dinner between Pandey and the owner of our number two supplier, Mr. 

Agrawal. These two gentlemen are good friends, and they felt it would be easiest to meet together, as they two have realized they do not need to compete with each other, since our company has enough money to keep both suppliers happy. Pandey’s company can only get so much done, and he knows Agrawal can pick up some of the overload and everybody wins. Agrawal and Pandey are from the same community, and work very well together. After our joint

meeting, Mr. Agrawal would be spending the night at the Palace, and he would have me all day tomorrow, touring the facility and going over all the numbers. On Wednesday I would be back in the hands of Mr. Pandey and his assistant, finalizing several more terms at his facility. 

Back to Monday morning and the plans I have in place for the day. 

The tour of Mr. Pandey’s facility ended much sooner than we had expected, and we ran out for a quick lunch. Once the meal was over, Pandey started driving away from the city so I asked him where we were going. 

“I figured we could go sightseeing.” He said. “There is this goddess temple out here that is absolutely stunning and a must see for anyone who travels to this part of India.” 

“But what about my afternoon meeting with the Rajasthex owner?” I asked. “I do not like to cancel or miss appointments. I know you said they were not trustworthy, but I owe it to myself and my company to see for myself.” 

“Do not worry about them.” Pandey said. “I have been in communications with the owner, and I have communicated with him about your change of plans.” 

“Thank you,” I said. “I hope they weren’t too mad.” 

“They weren’t,” Pandey said. “Besides, I keep telling you that you need to stay away. I will personally talk to your boss if need be. I have been doing business with Togami Industries for a few years, and I want what’s best for them.” 

“Well I appreciate that,” I added. “I hope you’re right, I would hate to get in trouble for not seeing this new place.” 

“I will handle it,” Mr. Pandey said. “I promise.” 

After a few hours in the car (almost three) we arrived at the goddess temple. I can appreciate a goddess temple as we also have goddess shrines in Japan as well. It was an ancient temple with magnificent stone carvings. It always amazes me, no matter what country it is, or what civilization it comes from, how ancient people came up with such beautiful art. The detail within the carvings was immaculate, and to produce such masterpieces with limited tools is awesome. I asked Pandey to let me out of the car because I wanted to take some pictures. Even though I only came to India on business, I tried to take as many pictures as I could. I want to cherish each and every visit in hopes to see and discover all that India has to offer. Out front of the temple, there was a group of tall Indian women, who were clapping and dancing near the temple. They were chanting rapidly, and I was unable to discern anything they were saying. They were wearing brightly colored sarees and all kinds of ornaments. While some were quite attractive from what I could make out, others seemed large and muscular, almost too big to be a woman. Mr. 

Pandey insisted I took pictures from the car. He explained to me this particular group of “women” were actually a caste of castrated men. 

They loved to worship this particular goddess, and many were prostitutes. Pandey did not want me to comingle with such a group of people, as many a man ended up having sex with these people, and many of them have AIDS. While I am no expert on Indian castes, I knew of a few, and I had never heard of a group of transgender prostitutes. I chose to stay in the vehicle, but my curiosity was peaked. If castes passed down everything throughout the generations, how could a group of castrated men be able to continue this tradition? Pandey was unable to answer this for me, maybe he did not know, or maybe it was his lack of overall English (the language we spoke to each other, as it was the easiest for both of us). What he did know was that hijra was such a caste. They were a large group of castrated men who have been around for a very long time. Pandey also knew there was a large number of members throughout India and Southern Asia. They had even become recognized by several governments as a legitimate group of people with all the rights as everyone else. The long day continued as we drove the several hours back to Jodhpur. We needed to stop about

half way to get something to eat. After another hour spent at a restaurant, we were back in the car for the final stretch. By the time we returned to the Umaid Bhawan Palace, it was after 10 PM and I needed to go to bed. There was even more business to be taken care of tomorrow, and it would be starting early. I had a breakfast scheduled with Mr. Agrawal. I was supposed to meet up with him tonight at a joint dinner with Mr. Pandey, but he had let him know we would not be back in time. I agreed to meet Agrawal in the lobby at 9

AM. We would have a nice breakfast together before heading to Mr. 

Agrawal’s facility. 

In only two days I have enjoyed quite a bit of Indian culture, and I must say it was very intriguing to me. I did not get to enjoy this much entertainment my last time with Benya, but he probably held me back. He always wanted to make sure I was all business first. I am glad he did. Even though I was enjoying myself, I would not be in this position if it was not for Benya constantly riding me hard. He wanted me to be successful and take over his spot, and I have. I am glad I have been able to mix both business and pleasure on this trip, but I needed to get some sleep as business came first tomorrow. As I drifted in and out of sleepiness, my mind wandered back and forth with everything I’ve seen so far on this trip. The music and dancing. 

The colorful dresses and exciting foods. The last thing I remember as I drifted off for good was the sight of the beautiful goddess temple we saw this afternoon. 

The next morning I was awoken by the telephone in my room ringing. It startled me as I was not expecting a call, and I had already made plans to be picked up at 9 AM. I hesitantly picked up the receiver and spoke. 

“Hello?” I said. 

“Hello,” the voice on the other end politely said. “The plans for today need to be changed. Is it possible for you to get ready and meet us at the front door of the hotel?” 

“I’m sure I can,” I said. “Please give me a few minutes.” With that, I hung up the phone and climbed out of bed. I jumped in the shower and started getting dressed. I grabbed my watch and realized it was 7:45 AM. This surprised me as the last I heard, our breakfast was at 9 AM. I made my way to the elevator, and down into the main lobby. I stood at the front door of the hotel as the caller had mentioned and a black sedan pulled up to the curb and a tall, strong Indian man stepped out. He politely opened the back door for me and escorted me into the vehicle. We made a quick stop at a small diner, and the two gentlemen took me inside where I had a biscuit and some masala chai tea for breakfast. It was a quick meal, very abbreviated, and not what I had in mind when I set the appointment with Mr. 

Agrawal. I asked the guys if they knew where Mr. Agrawal was and when I would be meeting him, and they were very quiet and ignored me. I was not sure if they understood my English, or were just choosing to ignore me, but it was a little unsettling. After rushing through my meal, we got back in the car, and drove for almost 40

minutes. We turned right through a twenty foot high wall, and proceeded to a security gate. The guard waved us through, and from the backseat I peered through the windshield at a large factory ahead. I did not remember it as being one I toured last time I was in India with Benya. We drove right up to the front door, where a young man waited with a clipboard. He introduced himself as the plant manager and extended his hand. I shook it and introduced myself, and the two of us headed inside. 

The manager proceeded to give me an extensive guided tour of the plant, and I was impressed by the state of the art equipment. The facility was very new and clean, and the technology was the best I had seen in India. After an hour of seeing everything working at top production, I followed the plant manager to his office where he offered me a chair and another cup of masala chai. I thanked him for the tea and told him how nice the facility was. 

“I have a secret to reveal.” The manager said. “This is actually the Rajasthex factory. We were so disappointed when you didn’t show

up for your appointment. We really felt you should see how great this place is.” 

“I am so sorry.” I said. “Mr. Pandey assured me that he contacted you and told you I was unavailable to make the appointment.” 

“He did not contact me,” he said. “And that type of dishonesty is very unprofessional.” 

I apologized again, and asked him to forgive me for missing the appointment. I let him know I would have never skipped the appointment had I not believed Mr. Pandey had called him. 

“I felt it was unfair to our company that you not see all we had to offer your company,” the manager said. “Unlike Mr. Pandey, I promise to communicate with both him and Mr. Agrawal about our schedule today, and that you will be touring our facility exclusively today. If that is alright with you?” He asked. I told him it was fine, it was the least I could do based on yesterday’s mistake. After the initial main tour, I would be foolish not to listen to what this man had to say, as he had the nicest plant I’ve seen so far. In the back of my mind though, I could hear Pandey telling me to be careful as these men are from a community that I should avoid interacting with. I promised myself to stay on my toes, and if anything felt uneasy or out of place, I would politely ask to be returned to my hotel. 

The rest of the morning consisted of a more in depth tour, including some behind the scenes looks into the actual manufacturing process. We then went into a conference room, where the general manager and the plant manager sat at a large wooden table with me. 

It was a beautiful piece of furniture, I believe it was oak, and it was waxed and probably never even used. The general manager had a nice Indian style suit on. He handed me several forms and charts, and we sat for several hours going over each sheet thoroughly. Once all of the production numbers were presented, he sat down again and presented an official offer sheet. He wanted to be one of our main suppliers, and based on their professionalism and competitiveness of their pricing, I did not see why Togami Industries

could not use them. My company was the one who wanted me to check them out in the first place, so I figured they would be happy with this deal I was making. Besides, our two best suppliers are similar in size and the two owners are friends. This always made me feel as though they would never compete against each other. Mr. 

Agrawal seemed content to pick up any orders Mr. Pandey could not handle, and he never tried to overtake him. Based on the Rajasthex general manager’s proposal and overall eagerness, I believed bringing him on board would create a healthy competition between our suppliers, and may cut out the need for many factories and cut that down to only needing two or three. This would be much easier for our company to handle. I signed the offer sheet for a small sample order, which would give them an opportunity to prove how capable this new facility was. 

Since the day was half over, I felt it would be better to not even see Mr. Agrawal today. Besides, he would just try to wine and dine me like Mr. Pandey did, in order for me to continue buying more product from them. By now they would know I have been with Rajasthex, and they may even be aware I had signed an offer sheet. I did not want to feel morally obligated to Agrawal, just because he would put me through the VIP treatment. Benya always told me it was the oldest trick in the book. Fancy hotels, expensive meals, and nightly entertainment were ways the companies would try to make you feel guilty and you would end up buying from them. I asked the plant manager if he had spoken to Mr. Pandey and Agrawal earlier and let them know I was here. He promised he had, so I asked him to let Mr. 

Agrawal know I would be unable to meet him today. The plant manager agreed to do that for me. He wanted to show me some more places in Rajasthan, so I agreed. It would be interesting and fun to add a few other exotic places in Rajasthan to see. 

After a quick lunch the general manager and I walked to his car. It was an older Toyota 4Runner, which is a type of SUV. Once we started heading west, I understood why he drove a four wheel drive vehicle. Rajasthan was a very sandy area, and the further west we went, the more sandy it became. Coming from the cities of Japan, 

this was my first experience of travelling through a big desert. As we zoomed across the arid landscape, I peered out the rear window. A large cloud of dust followed us throughout the trek, and it impaired my view of the landscape. I felt like I was on another planet, or maybe the surface of the moon, and no longer in India. Venturing into this unknown though peaked my interest and really got my adventurous juices flowing. So far, this had been my best trip out of Japan, and I had seen many sides to India I did not know existed. All I can hope for is the fun continues, and I learn more about the culture I have become so enthralled with. 

Chapter 4 - Jaisalmer

After a couple of hours, my host let me know we were almost to Jaisalmer, which was known as “The Golden City" near the Thar desert. He explained that Jaisalmer was very near the border to Pakistan, so only military people will venture further west past the city. I must admit I became uneasy with this news, I have heard about political unrest between India and Pakistan, so being this close was unsettling. As we entered the city my nerves quelled a little. The whole city looked extremely old, and was built of stone. It was very exotic and reminded me of scenes I had seen in those old “Arabian Nights” and “Aladdin” movies. There was a building called “The Golden Fort”, but it looked very different to any of the forts I had seen so far in my travels. It is known as India’s last “living fort”, as it still houses over two-thousand people. I had travelled to Mont Saint Michelle during a vacation from University, and this place reminded me of that. 

I was surprised by the amount of visitors and tourists in the city, being that it was so close to Pakistan, but this is one of the oldest and most beautifully constructed areas in all of India. Several people said they were coming here for years, and there were very few issues. Thar desert area is protected by Indian military so the city is fairly safe for all those who like to come sightseeing here. Everything here was unique to the area, and was different than the parts of India I had seen already. In the middle of the streets were markets and musicians, and several snake charmers. I had seen these men do this on TV, but to see it in person is outstanding. To see a human kiss one of the most deadly snakes known to man, with no fear was amazing. It was a true art form, and something I would never try in a million years. 

My host also took me on a camel ride, which is like nothing I had ever experienced. The camel lay down on its stomach so I could climb on, but it was not the easiest task. Like I have said before, I am not the tallest person, so the camel handler had to help boost me up. 

Then the camel stood up and I held on for dear life. I almost fell off of when he did this, but I managed to stay on. Once the camel is fully standing, I was a lot higher in the air than I had originally anticipated. 

It felt like I was looking out of a second story window. Once I got used to the feeling, it was a breathtaking experience. Even though the desert is barren and dry, it has a quiet beauty about it, and it’s something I may never experience again in my lifetime. The camel tour took rather long and when we finally went back to the fort area, it was nearing sundown. It surprised me how cool it was becoming, but that is the way the desert works. 

When we arrived back in the city, I was surprised to learn we would be staying in a hotel here in Jaisalmer for the evening. I had just assumed we would head back to the Umaid Bhawan Palace where I had been staying, and I expressed my concern to my new business partner. I had a flight to catch in Mumbai back to Japan in only two days, and I did not want to be too far from Mumbai. My new partner assured me everything would be taken care of. He would personally drive me back to Mumbai and make sure I got on the plane. He also promised he would have his people go to the Umaid Bhawan Palace and collect all of my personal belongings and check me out of the hotel. They would then send all of my belongings directly to the airport in Mumbai, so I could meet up with my baggage before my flight home. 

“Are you sure this is something you can handle?” I asked nervously. 

“Yes,” he said. “I will have everything handled immediately.” With that he removed his cell phone from his pocket and called his next in command. He relayed all of his instructions in great detail, and I felt much more at ease when he finished the call. With that being done, I told myself how great of a trip it was, and how much business I took care of. I believed my company would be extremely pleased with everything, so I decided to relax for a couple of days and enjoy as much of India as I could. My new friend had taken care of everything, and I felt great about the week I’d had. 

After checking into the hotel, we made our way to their restaurant, which was a cute little outdoor café in the heart of the courtyard. 

While it was not the high class, fine dining experience I had back at Umaid Bhawan Palace, the food was delicious and the atmosphere was inviting. The tables were round and cozy, with aromatic candles and floral centerpieces. While we were eating, some traditional music began to fill the air. I looked to my right and noticed a small stage with several people playing instruments. A gypsy dance began and I was immediately reminded of the other night at Umaid Bhawan Palace. The music and dance were so similar to what I had witnessed the night before last. As the woman dancer spun around and around, I noticed her eyes locking on mine. My heart nearly leapt from my chest. It pounded with the ferocity of a jackhammer, tearing apart a badly worn city street. For a brief moment I even thought it stopped, and I had to remind it to start up again. It was the same woman from the other night, and this time I knew she was looking at me. I could not be sure if she knew I was in the restaurant the other night or not, but I was sure she was focused on me now. 

With every majestic turn, her eyes again met mine, and I could not keep myself from smiling. She was hypnotizing and absolutely gorgeous, a pure example of exotic beauty. She started waving and making her fingers dance seductively just like the last time I saw her, but this time the dance seemed directed towards me. It was like she was inviting me to join her, and I felt myself frozen in awe. When the dance came to a finish, my mystery dancer stood tall with a grand posture, and everyone clapped with delight. I stood to applaud, and I even shouted bravo to show my pleasure. She again smiled at me, and we gazed in each other’s eyes for an eternity (which was mere seconds). 

As she exited the stage, she shot one final glance over her shoulder in my direction. My new business partner noticed it. 

“She likes you,” he said. 

There were a few more acts that followed, and we finished our dinner and made small talk. When the gypsy show finally ended, he

asked for the check. 

“I will be back in the late morning after breakfast. Make sure you get a good night’s rest, as I want to show you several more things tomorrow.” he said. 

I thanked him for a wonderful evening, and when the waiter returned with the bill, I ordered a cup of coffee. My host left me sitting at the table, enjoying my drink, and the cool desert air. It was so different than being in a city somewhere, the atmosphere had a cleaner, purer feel to it. I noticed movement from the corner of my eyes, and when I looked up I saw my dancer again. She was at the other end of the courtyard, at the opening to a corridor, and she was speaking to what looked like a young servant. The odd thing was he did not look a day older than ten. She bent her knees so she could be at his eye level, made eye contact with me again, and smiled. The boy began walking in my direction, and I was surprised when he actually stopped in front of me. 

“Excuse me sir,” the young man said. “May I have your room number please?” 

For a brief moment I wondered why this little boy wanted my room number, but I looked up at the dancer again and she was staring at me smiling. My brain shut off and I gave him the number. He walked back to the woman and she bent her ear down to his lips. He whispered what I can only assume was my room number, then she handed him some money and he disappeared into the corridor. She followed shortly behind him, and once she was out of my eyesight, my brain began to defog. I just realized I made a private date with a strange woman in my hotel room. My thoughts quickly raced back to what Mr. Pandey told me when we were outside of the goddess temple. Indian dancers may also work in prostitution, and now my thoughts went to that of contracting AIDS, and just how awful that would be. This is a deadly disease with no cure, and there would be nothing worse than that. I then remembered that the dancers at the temple were actually men, most of them castrated, so maybe the gypsy women were different. Maybe they did not have AIDS, and

lived a different lifestyle. I mean aren’t the gypsies born for dancing and entertaining? Maybe that is all they do, and they are not involved in prostitution. Maybe she really likes me and just wants to come to my room to get to know me and talk. I was not going to worry about it right now. Just seeing her again, this time on a much more personal level. 

I went back to my room and waited for her. A nervousness overcame me. I felt like I was a young school boy again, waiting to go on a first date. After a few hours though, my nervousness turned to anger. 

She had failed to show and I was becoming agitated. I headed back downstairs and headed toward the courtyard. Another set of gypsy dances had started up again, and while I did not see her on stage, I assumed she had changed her mind and decided to perform another show. I was disappointed that she did not want to see me, and I went back up to my room. I took a quick shower as I had been in the desert most of the day, and decided to go to bed. I knew I had another busy day ahead of me and I would need some rest. 

I was beginning to drift off to sleep when I heard a knock at the door. 

For a quick second, I thought it was in my head but then I heard it again. Deciding it may be her, I got out of bed and crossed the room. 

Peering through the peephole, I could see that it was her, so I opened the door. The first thing I noticed was how tall she was. She was easily six feet, and I only came up to her shoulders. Before I could say anything she closed the distance between us and put her hands on my shoulders. 

“I really like your face,” she said in the best English she could. 

“I didn’t realize how tall you were,” I responded. 

My name is Sangita, and I really like small and slim men, just like you.” She said. “Your face is so beautiful and pretty.” 

“I am Kojiro,” I said. “I really like taller women, but I have never dated a woman quite as tall as you.” 

“Don’t worry about that.” She said. “When I saw you in Jodhpur, I was shocked to see someone as perfect as you. I really liked you, but I worried I would never see you again. I had to accept it as my fate, but then you show up here, it makes me the luckiest person alive.” 

“I was surprised the first time I saw you.” I responded. “I could only think that you were the most perfect creature I had ever seen. So beautiful and exotic.” 

“Then you will be mine, okay?” she said. 

“Yes,” I answered. “I will be yours.” 

We both giggled like kids and began to kiss. She gently pulled on the tie of my robe, and it loosely fell to the floor. I stood there in my hotel room naked as she crept even closer. 

“I have to tell you,” I said. “I don’t have a condom, so I can’t have sex with you tonight. Even though I really want to.” 

“Don’t worry about a thing,” she said. “I have a condom and I don’t have AIDS. You have nothing to worry about, you are safe with me. 

Just subject yourself to me and you will feel good.” 

“But…” I sheepishly said. 

“You said you were mine right?” She asked. “Was that a lie or do you want to be with me?” 

“No it wasn’t a lie,” I said. “I am yours.” By this point my brain had completely shut off and I was strictly on auto pilot. Being controlled by my heart and other parts of my body. 

“Relax now and subject yourself to me fully,” she said. 

“Okay’” I responded. 

Sangita reached into her purse and retrieved a small bottle. When she removed the cork, a sweet smell filled my nostrils. She tilted it slightly, pouring a little of the oil onto her fingertips. She began rubbing it on my body, starting with my temples. Her hand then made their way to my chest and she rubbed more of the oil on my nipples before proceeding all the way down to my lower abdomen. I started feeling a burning sensation on my temples, and the sweet smell and intense heat started to overwhelm me and I began feeling dizzy. 

“It’s becoming extremely hot in this area,” I said, reaching for my nipples. 

She slapped my hands down and said, “I told you to just subject yourself to me, now put your hands behind your back.” 

I did what she said and she grabbed the belt from my hotel robe and tied my hands behind my back. 

She continued rubbing the lotion into my temples, nipples and lower abdomen. I felt a growing sensation throughout the core of my body, heating me up quickly. It was electric, and I thought this might be how one feels after being struck by lightning. It was like nothing I had ever experienced, and no matter how aroused I felt in my mind and core, my penis remained soft and limp. 

“It is time for you to become my subject,” she said. With this she rubbed so more oil between her thumb and fingers than reached around my back. She rubbed the oil around my anus, which startled me. It quickly became very hot there, and with all the other parts of my heated with the oil, it was hard for me to handle this weird sensation. 

“Please don’t place your fingers around my asshole,” I said. 

“Okay,” she said. “But it’s time for you to stop talking. You’ve subjected yourself to me, you are mine for the night, and don’t worry I have a condom.” With that she pushed me down on the bed, so that I lay on my face and chest. Suddenly, I felt a large, hard pole

thrusting itself deep into my anus. It made me scream out in surprise and shock. I was not sure what was going on as that area was partially numb and hot from the oil, but the sheer pressure was painful, and like nothing I had felt before. 

“Shhh,” she said. “Don’t worry.” 

“Oh no!” I cried out. “Are you a man? What’s going on?” 

“”Like I said, don’t worry.” She answered. “I’m using a condom like I promised. When it’s over with, you’ll be happy to be my subject.” 

She continued to thrust herself (or himself I guess) inside of me, and the movement was definitely that of a man sexually satisfying himself. Over and over in a rhythmic pattern. The pressure in my ass, and the heat and aroma of the oil again began to overwhelm me. This time my eyes became blurry and the room quickly darkened. I felt one more deep thrust before passing out on the bed. 

I had no idea how long I had fainted for, but when I awoke, she was holding me in her arms. 

“Hi chela,” she said. “You woke up and I’m glad to see you again.” 

She smiled at me and squeezed me a little tighter. 

“Why didn’t you tell me?” I asked. “I thought you were a beautiful woman!” 

“I am hijra, so sexual orientation does not concern me.” She responded. “All that matters to either one of us is I’m now your guru and you’re my chela.” 

“What is this hijra, guru, and chela?” I asked, voice quivering with nervousness. 

“Hijra is a community of people who believe in the goddess Bahuchara Mata.” She answered. “We are born males, but are

allowed to enter the hijra community when we are accepted by our gurus.” 

Now I remembered where I heard the word hijra. It was from the day Mr. Pandey and I went to see the goddess temple, and a group of hijra people were dancing in front of it. That was the day Mr. Pandey warned me to stay in the car. 

“My Indian friend told me hijra people were all castrated, how can hijra continue for all these generations if there is no reproduction?” I asked. 

“The hijra may or may not be castrated,” she said. “It is your choice. 

It is an option for you, but you don’t have to. I have just performed a ceremony with you, initiating you into the hijra. This makes you hijra and my chela. You can get castrated only if you choose to.” 

“Are gypsy dancers all hijra?” I asked. 

“Of course not,” she said. “They don’t know I am hijra. The normal girl who dances with them fell ill the other day, so I filled the spot to earn some extra money. They believe I’m a woman.” 

“I don’t understand.” I said. “I don’t want to be a prostitute or a gypsy dancer. I don’t want to make money that way, I am a respected Japanese businessman who earns my money that way!” 

“You don’t have to worry about that.” She responded. “Being my chela is like being my wife. You don’t have to do any of those things, I will treat you well.” 

“Well what are the rules in hijra?” I asked. “I am only your chela while in India? Am I a Japanese businessman when I return to Japan? I mean, I am well respected at my company, I cannot just disappear and become hijra.” 

“I agree with this arrangement,” she said. “If you promise to be my chela while here in India, and whenever you visit, you don’t have to

be my chela while you’re in Japan.” 

“Okay,” I said. “I promise.” It felt weird saying this, but there was still something about her, and the way she explained everything to me, I felt okay with this arrangement. I still saw her as the most beautiful woman ever, and I was feeling honored that she chose me to be her chela. She told me to wait up for her, that she had a present for me. 

She left the room and was gone several minutes, as I assume she had to go all the way back to the gypsy caravan. She returned with a large bag and handed it to me. 

“Here wear this please.” She said. 

I reached into the bag and pulled out a red saree and petticoat. It was a beautiful long cloth, which she quickly wrapped me in. It was amazing how rapidly she could turn the fabric into a fabulous dress. 

Her hands were so fast, like a magician doing a special illusion. 

There was also a make-up kit in the bag, which she used to turn me into a light-skinned Indian woman. 

“Just as I expected, beautiful.” Sangita said. She grabbed my hand and led me into the bathroom so I could view myself in the mirror. It was amazing what she had done. At first glance I did not even see me, but a cute little Indian girl. I was happy with what I saw, and I felt quite proud with what a pretty woman I made. 

“Now follow me,” she said. “But be careful not to look into anyone’s faces for a long time.” 

“Where are we going?” I asked, confused by the request and at how late it was. 

“No questions,” she stated. “You are my chela and I have asked you to follow me.” With that she turned towards the door and opened it. 

I followed closely behind her, looking at my feet as we walked. I was worried that many of the people would recognize me as the Japanese business man who was staying in the hotel and who had

just dined in the restaurant just a few hours before. I was the only East Asian faced person in the whole hotel, and it would not be that hard to notice me. What I started to realize was that everyone looks at the tall, beautiful dancer, not at the woman following behind. She had such a captivating presence that no one cared who I was, or why I was even behind her. She led me out of the hotel through one of the service entrances, and we climbed into a car and drove away. 

“I must come back to the hotel by tomorrow morning please,” I said. 

“I have a meeting with my suppliers after breakfast and a busy day of business scheduled.” 

“Don’t worry my chela,” she said. “You’ll be fine.” 

Chapter 5 - Irreversible Conversion As we drove away from hotel, the driver of the car offered me a cup of masala chai. I happily obliged as it was my favorite tea when I visited India. I asked Sangita if she was going to drink some and she said no, it was just for me. After I finished the cup, my eyes began to feel heavy. The hum of the car and the soft leather seats were making me very tired. I soon fell asleep in the lap of Sangita. I did not know what time it was, but when I finally woke up, it was morning already. All I knew was how bad I had to piss, so I told Sangita had bad I had to. She saw a tea house up ahead and asked the driver to pull over. I ran inside the ladies room to relieve myself. I was worried someone would notice I wasn’t a woman, but nobody cared. I felt like a crazy transvestite criminal, breaking into to the woman’s restroom. 

When I came out of the bathroom, Sangita was sitting at a table and waved me over. 

“We are only thirty minutes from our destination,” she said. “So why don’t we have a quick breakfast.” 

“Okay,” I said. “Where exactly are we?” 

“We just arrived in Ahmedabad.” She said. “It’s halfway between Jodhpur and Mumbai.” 

“Wow,” I said. “Did we come so far? How long did I sleep for? I left my bag in the hotel, so I need to go back. All my money and my passport are there.” 

“Don’t worry,” she said. “I have arranged to have all of your belongings gathered up and brought to Mumbai.” 

“Oh really?” I asked. “I need to be in the hotel in Mumbai by Friday night. The rest of my luggage is coming there from my other suppliers and I’m flying back to Japan Saturday morning.” 

“I am promising you I have taken care of everything.” Sangita said. 

“You don’t have to worry.” 

“Thank you.” I said. “Thanks for taking care of all that for me.” 

“I am your guru and you are my chela.” She said. “I am supposed to take care of you.” I had a cup of masala tea and samosa, which is a fried pastry filled with vegetables, and we got back into the car. The car went up a few more blocks and entered what looked like a slum district. We turned down a dirt road and pulled up to a two story building. 

“Good morning Sangita, you have a good looking prey this time.” A fat, middle-aged woman greeted my guru with a sarcastic, sexual gesture. 

“She is not a man is she?” I quietly asked. 

“She is hijra.” Sangita answered quickly. 

We passed her and entered the building. We walked down a small corridor, which opened up into a larger dining area, with a long wooden table. I would not consider it a dining area, as it was much too dirty for me. There were several women sitting on chairs along the walls and at the table, holding several conversations amongst themselves. 

“How is everyone?” Sangita called out. 

“Very good Sangita.” One of the women responded. “Ah, this is your new chela? She is quite pretty. Are you leaving her here to compete against us for men?” 

My whole body began to tremble. I realized these were all castrated men who lived here in the slums, and worked as prostitutes. I did not want to give my body to a bunch of gross, middle-aged Indian men, over and over, eventually dying here in the slums of AIDS. For the first time, I felt as I had been abducted to be forced into prostitution. 

“No, no,” Sangita said. “Don’t scare my little chela with your lies. She will be going to Mumbai from here.” 

I became a little relieved, and I followed Sangita quickly up a set of stairs. 

“Don’t worry about them.” Sangita said. “Those people downstairs are chelas of a guru living next door. You belong to the same community but not the same family. They are poor and older, so the only way they can make a living is here on the streets. You are my chela, so you’re in my family, so please don’t worry.” 

Trying to understand this newly found way of life, I asked Sangita if gurus could have more than one chela. 

“Just like Muslim men who have more than one wife, I do have other chelas living in Mumbai. You will join them in my family as their sister.” 

This shocked me a little, because when Sangita originally told me a chela was like a wife, I assumed I would have her all to myself. Now, I would have to share her with other chelas, and I must put up with a multiple wife situation, just to get the love from my guru. I can only be her wife while I am in India though, so I must accept it. 

“My chela,” Sangita said. “By which name shall I introduce you by to the community?” 

“You mean my real name?” I asked, thinking she already forgot my name. 

“No, no,” she responded. “I mean your hijra name. A beautiful female Indian name.” 

“I have no idea my guru.” I responded. 

“Then I shall give you one.” She said. “One that I really like, and I think you will too.” 

“And what will it be?” I asked curiously. 

“Lala,” she answered. “Your new hijra name will be Lala.” 

I really liked the name Lala and felt comfortable with it so I thanked my guru for giving me such a beautiful name. 

“There is one more thing you must have before being officially admitted into my family.” Sangita said. 

“I thought I became your chela and admitted into the family by the ritual you performed on me last night?” I asked. 

“That was just a beginning entry,” she said. “You must now have nirvana in front of god.” 

“Who is this god I have to have nirvana in front of?” I asked. 

“Bahuchara Mata is our goddess who we worship. Look at her now.” 

Sangita had me sit down in front of an image of Bahuchara Mata, which was setup like a shrine used for prayer. 

“All of us belong to Bahuchara Mata,” she said. “She is our goddess and our protector.” 

She then served a plate of food to Mata. 

“Now you must pray to Bahuchara Mata and ask her if you are allowed to have nirvana.” Sangita said. 

“Isn’t nirvana like a ceremony?” I asked. “Or is it the person who goes through the ceremony?” 

“It is both,” she responded. “Now ask Bahuchara Mata, if you are allowed to be a nirvana.” 

I knelt before the picture and prayed to her. I asked if I could reach nirvana, and I wished to be a nirvana. 

“Did you see her face smiling at you?” Sangita asked. 

“Yes,” I replied. “She is smiling at me.” 

“I see her smiling at you too,” Sangita said. With that, Sangita grabbed a coconut and right in front of the image, broke it. It broke into two perfectly even pieces. 

“Bahuchara is welcoming you,” she said. “You are now allowed to get nirvana.” 

“Thank you,” I said. 

“Now to prepare for nirvana, you must stay in this room for some time.” 

I sat in that room for hours, only getting up to go to the bathroom. All of the other time was spent sitting quietly or praying to the goddess. I was starting to feel very peaceful. 

Sangita returned late into the evening and said, “You look very peaceful. It could take several months to a few years for someone to get nirvana, but you look ready now.” She exited the room, and I eventually fell asleep. I awoke the next morning next to Sangita. She had tied the root of my penis and testicles tightly with a thread. 

“Now you need to stare at Mata only.” Sangita instructed. “Only stare at her and nothing else. Call out to her over and over. Pray to her from the bottom of your heart until you feel perfect.” 

I stared at the image, and repeated Mata, Mata, Mata, over and over again. After a few minutes, I truly felt at peace and in a heavenly state and truly felt Mata’s blessing me and embracing my body. I was wide awake, definitely not sleeping, but I felt as if my body was in another place. At some point during the ceremony, Sangita walked over to the image of Mata and grabbed an item. She then started doing something in my lower abdomen area, but I did not feel anything. I was not disturbed or even interested in what she was

doing, I was in a complete state of calm, and was extremely at peace. After some more time passed, Sangita said to me, “You have now got nirvana. You have become a true member of my family.” 

I was so pleased that I had been accepted into her family, and that Mata had allowed me to get nirvana. I did notice a lot of blood on the floor, and it seemed to be coming from my lower abdomen area, but I felt no pain, and continued to stay at peace. While I had no fear of the blood, I could tell it was coming from me, and I asked Sangita if I would bleed to death. 

“There is no problem,” she said stroking my head gently. “All of your evils and impurities are escaping your body. Your male spirit is bleeding away. Let it go as it will and everything will be fine.” She then inserted a thin, plastic pipe into my urinary tract and told me it would keep me safe. 

After a few hours, the majority of the bleeding had stopped. By then, I had returned to a normal state of mind. I looked towards between my legs where all of the blood had come from, and I noticed my genitals had been cut off. I just now realized that nirvana was the ritual of castration. Oddly enough, I was not bothered by this. I felt honored that my guru wanted me in the family so much that she did this for me. I knew now though, I would not be able to return to Japan as a businessman. I am officially a hijra now, and I had given myself to Bahuchara Mata, and to this country and my new family. I felt a strong love now for my guru, and it was as strong and as true as the fact that I have been castrated. What strengthened the way I felt was the fact that I just went through a castration process and felt no pain. To have that done to me, without any anesthesia, was enough to make me believe that Mata was there to take care of me, and that my guru did not want me harmed, and she loved me. I had seen Sangita doing something in my lower regions, and thought I had seen the actual knife in her hand, but I had never worried. I was in such peace during the entire process, and that was because of Mata. 

While I was thinking about all this, Sangita had gone into the other room. She came back with a bottle of lotion and began putting it on my wound. She also handed me two pieces of ladies girdles and told me to wear them. 

“This is my way to help you recover faster, along with the catheter I’ve inserted into your urethra.” Sangita said. “This is not the traditional hijra way so you must promise to keep your mouth shut about this. No one can know I’ve done this for you.” 

“Sometimes after nirvan, the urinary tract can become clogged and cause a painful death.” She said. “I inserted the catheter tube to secure and protect the urinary tract. Also, the lotion is a special formula of mine, which will keep your wounds from becoming infected. It will also help with any inflammation and should speed up the healing of the wound.” Sangita continued, “You are very lucky to be a part of my family as I care for chelas very specially.” 

“I promise you,” I said. “That I will keep my mouth shut about everything you’ve told me. I will never speak of this to anyone. Thank you my guru for all that you’ve done for me.” 

I continued, “Wherever you go, I will follow. Wherever you decide to live, I will call my home, and wherever you die, I will be buried with you.” This is what I vowed to Sangita wholeheartedly, as I had never felt more fulfilled by anything in my life. This ritual and experience had changed my life forever and I was totally at peace with everything that has happened. 

I stayed in bed for several days, as I needed to recover, and Sangita would bring me apple juice from time to time to keep me hydrated and give me some vitamins. The catheter tube was connected to the urine pot under the bed, so I could not move around. On the fifth day, Sangita removed my catheter, and I was pleased to go to the toilet and urinate for the first time from the new hole. The relief I felt I was outstanding, and having the freedom to move around the room was cherished. I was healing as quickly as I could ever imagine, and my new way of life was starting to take shape. 

Chapter 6 - Life as a Hijra My new life consisted of me staying in the room for most of the day. 

Several hours were spent praying to Bahuchara Mata, but whenever Sangita came in we would chat. I asked her whatever happened to all of my belongings that were supposed to go from the hotels to the airport. 

“I asked my friends to collect everything for me,” she said. “Don’t worry, everything’s been disposed of properly.” 

“What do you mean disposed of?” I asked. “My passport, personal computer, credit cards, and clothing were all thrown away? What happened?” 

“They were sold at good prices,” Sangita said. “The money we obtained will help keep you live a comfortable life.” 

“You even sold my passport?” I asked confused. 

“Yes,” she replied. “Japanese passports fetch quite a bit of money in Singapore.” 

“But if you sold my passport, how will I ever get home?” I asked. 

“Lala, you are no longer a Japanese businessman,” she said. “You are my chela and are hijra now, and your identity now belongs to the buyer of the passport. You have nothing to do with your old Japanese life anymore. Forget your old name, where you worked, and who you knew.” She continued. “Even if the police showed up and interrogated you, you must always say you’ve never heard of that name or who it is. The person who bought your passport works for a very dangerous organization. If they ever found out you said anything about your old identity, they would find you. Once they did, you would die a horribly painful death.” 

“But I didn’t want that kind of money,” I said. “I don’t want to be involved in these kind of black market dealings.” 

“Well how do you expect to make money unless you work in the streets?” She said. 

“Oh no,” I said. “Please don’t make me do that. I don’t want to be a prostitute and die of AIDS.” 

“I will not make you if it’s not what you wish.” Sangita said. “Now I have to travel for a few weeks and you must stay here. Make good use of this time to learn all of the hijra rules and customs. Once I return, I will bring you to Mumbai to meet and live with the rest of my family. You will really like it there. It’s clean and very nice.” 

For forty days after nirvana, I must stay in the house and be on a special diet. I am not allowed to look in the mirror, comb my hair, or see a man. There are other rules that hijras must adhere to during the forty day period. 

"The wound may look almost healed from outside, but it is not cured yet. You should be very careful not to put any shear force against it. 

You should take care when both urinating and taking a crap. You may start eating solid food slowly, but make sure that the forty day rule is strictly observed." Sangita told me. 

"I will take you to my Kahla-guru's apartment tomorrow and let you stay there together with her chelas and help them to do light household works until mehndi, as I must travel to Delhi for a work." 

She continued. 

"What do you mean by mehndi, my guru?" I asked. 

"Mehndi is a ceremony to celebrate the fortieth day after nirvana. 

You will be officially recognized by the hijra community. Sangita said. 

“I will be back by mehndi and will go with you to Mumbai once the ceremony is complete." 

She left the following day and I stayed with her Kahla-guru's family. 

I had to stay in the building, usually in the large dining area, learning whatever I could about the hijra customs. Kahla-guru had six chalas and they really took me in as their sister, and my Hindi improved every day. They also taught me several traditional dances, and told me to perform them for Sangita when she returns. Even though we had all been men at one point in our lives, everyone calls each other her or she. 

I was very grateful to all my new sisters, and they educated me quite well over the next few weeks. I learned how to properly dress, and they showed me how to apply my makeup daily, so I looked like a beautiful Indian girl, and not the Japanese businessman I once was. 

I learned from many of my new hijra friends about how they were recruited into this lifestyle. While some were brought in like myself, recruited personally by a guru, many were not. Most of the hijra were born feeling like a woman, so they wanted to be dressed like a girl. 

They joined the community because they had nowhere else to turn. 

Some of them were living on the streets in poverty, and found the hijra community as a safer place. A few were abandoned by their parents at young ages into orphanages, as their parents could not afford them. 

When the Indian businessmen treated me to dinners and flowers just a couple of weeks ago, I very much felt like a woman, and it was nice. Learning all this made me feel like a part of the community and I was so glad they accepted me the way I was. Hijra accepted everyone for who they were, and it was pleasant. 

Chapter 7 - As a Hijra in Mumbai Sangita returned after almost three weeks of travels. She was surprised to see me, because the tone of my skin had changed dramatically and my face had become substantially more feminine. 

As I was not allowed to look into the mirror for forty days, I did not notice the changes. I felt I could not wait until the mehndi ceremony. 

I had learned so much in the ways of hijra, and Sangita felt I was now prepared to go live with the rest of the family in Mumbai. 

After the mehndi ceremony, we gathered up what few personal belongings we had and headed for our new destination. Sangita’s home in Mumbai was a gorgeous bungalow with many rooms. Each of her chelas is given their own room, much like the concubine rooms of the Maharaja found in the Umaid Bhawan Palace I stayed at. The big boss looks like an old fat lady, and she dressed in a gold saree. Under her are two mid-level bosses who are younger and more beautiful, Sangita and Mona. Sangita is busy travelling, so she only comes to Mumbai for a few days a month. Mona was much shorter than Sangita. She is only 5’6” (which is only two more than me). Mona’s role with the family is running a secret club in the heart of Mumbai. The club is for the elite, as only the richest men in India and richest foreigners are members. 

The club is set up where each chela performs a dance to her favorite music. After each dance there is an auction for the dancer. Starting at the minimum sale price of five hundred dollars the auction continues until there is no higher bidders. The highest bidder takes the dancer home (or to his hotel room) and returns her the next morning to the club. The price could go ten thousand dollars or even higher when Arabian tycoons compete with each other. 

On the first day I did not know that I would be auctioned, so I was shocked to stand on the stage and wait till I am sold like a slave. I then realized slowly that I had been forced to become a prostitute. I wished I could run away from this, but there was no other way than

to face reality. If I say no, I would be sent to dirty brothels for working class men. It is certainly better to give myself to these extreme riches who want to sleep with hijra dancers. 

The winner of my first auction was an Arabic baron. He took me to a suite room of the best hotel in Mumbai from where I could see the beautiful coast line of the city. He was very pleased when I confessed that he was the first customer in my life. He liked me and what I could do to please him without a vagina. He tipped me dearly when he sent me back to the hotel in the next morning and he became my royal customer. Whenever he came to Mumbai he visited the secret club and bid on me and never failed to win the bid at any price. 

The reason Mona worked us so hard was because the girls who could not earn enough money for the big boss, would be sold to dirty brothels and give themselves to working class men of India for much less. If you do earn enough money here, the big boss puts a percentage aside for you that works as a retirement fund. This is incentive for the girls so when they are older, they can live comfortably and not worry about being in the slums working as a prostitute. The idea of being sold to a brothel scared me so much that I trained hard every day, and worked my butt off to become a good dancer. 

I prefer the Roma gypsy dance and music which I first saw Sangita perform in Jaisalmer. I learned it while my time in Ahmedabad, and Sangita has helped me perfect it. Mona used to be a dancer, but proved quickly she is a top notch producer of the show, and she trains us really hard during the day. She puts us through many exercises and drills to make sure we are ready for our dance. 

The hardest part for me when learning these dances, was learning how to express sensuality and passion with my fingers. Mona told me to make sure I make eye contact with each and every patron. I must send my passion through my eyes, and make each guest feel like they are the only ones there. She also taught me how to properly seduce these men with my fingers. Mona explained how the fingers

can be an instrument used to draw these men in, and that these should want to take me home to bed after every dance. 

I soon realized that dancing to Roma music, is what I was born for. I picked it up much easier than I anticipated. When I went on stage, I envisioned the times I saw Sangita dance, and remembered how beautiful it was. I tried to dance as well as her every time, as she was unbelievable at it. Sangita never danced in the club though. She was a boss and had no reason to, as her chelas earned her money. 

She only danced in other cities because she loved doing it and it was a way to recruit more chelas. 

We were kept in the bungalow except to work at the club or be taken out by winners of the auction. There were special occasions when an extreme-rich family would hire us for a wedding, and it was great to get out of the bungalow. 

Once a week a doctor would visit the bungalow. He would do routine check-ups on all the chelas to ensure they were in good health. 

Blood was also routinely sampled, ensuring everyone was free of AIDS and other diseases. We also received a shot of female hormone, which kept our bodies soft and smooth. The hormone also added breasts to the hijra, making us feminine on the outside and also on the inside. 

It took me about six months to develop my female breasts. As my breasts continued to grow, I gained more confidence in myself and my dancing. I also saw my earning increase, as I became more attractive to the men. I had worked my way up to the number two earner, behind only one girl, Prisha. 

Prisha was a white hijra. When I first met her, I thought she was from France. I came to find out she was actually born in India in a town called Pondicherry. It is a city that French settlers set up many years ago, and most of the descendants still reside there. She was a school boy who Sangita saw walking home one day. Sangita invited the boy back to her hotel room, where she had very special intercourse with him. It was such a special event that it was always

on Prisha’s mind. He had fallen for Sangita, just as I had. A few months later Prisha saw Sangita again in the town of Pondicherry. 

Sangita invited him back to Ahmedabad, where he got nirvan. 

Prisha is so popular and pretty she is not allowed out when we do the special wedding parties. She receives way too much attention from all of the men. Prisha became hijra about three months before I did. Sangita told me one time she got extremely home sick, so Sangita escorted her back to Pondicherry. It was a sad time for Prisha, and when she returned to Mumbai, vowed to never go home again. Her parents and brothers looked down on her because of her change, and treated her like a slave, or a lowly dog instead of a family member. Sangita says this happens a lot as people cannot come to grasp the fact their loved one has changed on their own. 

Prisha told me of these events one night, and we cried together as she expressed what humility she felt back in Pondicherry. She also sympathized with me, as I could never go home, as my identity had now been assumed by someone else. A dangerous criminal no less. 

From now and forever more, I am just Lala. The girl with no family name, or history to call my own. 

It was surprising to many that the two exotic hijras, who were always in competition for the top spot, had become best friends in such a short amount of time. Usually, when two girls are in this much competition, they hate each other. We shared common bonds though, as we were both of a different race, and we both loved our guru very much, who had enchanted us both into castration. All of the other chelas are from the various Indian states. They became hijra voluntarily because it’s what they feel on the inside they are. 

What makes us different besides our skin color, is natural beauty. 

Sangita was able to know once we were castrated and began our hormone treatments, we would become the most beautiful of hijra. 

Besides us though, all of Sangita’s chelas were beautiful. It was a gift she possessed that made other guru’s very jealous. My sisters and I were just as gorgeous and feminine as any troupe of dancers who were actually born females. I am the shortest of the chelas, and even though I was the second oldest, I was always well protected. 

Because of my size, I think many of my sisters felt I was feeble and needed to be guarded. Plus, I looked much younger than my sisters who were close to my age. I am not sure, but I believe that East Asian people just have younger looking faces than Indians. 

One of the other sisters in our family was Diya. She is originally from Nepal. Her mother was a prostitute who got pregnant by a traveler from Iran. Having a father from there, it gave Diya auburn colored skin, and she had a beautiful, exotic look. She was a young boy who ended up working in a hotel in Udaipur where Sangita found “her”. 

Diya did not willingly go to Ahmedabad and receive nirvan, but Sangita had given her mother a lot of money, and that pleased Diya. 

Her mother had always lived in poverty, and Diya hoped this would help her. Diya is allowed to visit her mother once a year during the Diwali season, and even counts down the days until it arrives. The big boss also allows Diya to take some money from her retirement and give it to her mother every year. No matter how it happened, Diya was glad she had become hijra because she was helping her mom financially, which is something she could never do working for the hotel as a boy. 

Sangita has eight more chelas at the bungalow that she has taken to Ahmedabad. For all of her dancers, Sangita is our regular guru. 

However, when she is not around, we must listen to Mona, as she is equal to Sangita. Finally, the big boss is almost like a goddess. If she enters a room or passes us in the hallway, we actually kneel until she is beyond us. Sangita once told me that all of the boss’s commands were final, no matter what they said. 

Most of the chelas wanted to dress like girls and do what their sisters do since they were little. They all have experience of wearing their sisters' dresses when they are alone in the house and getting beaten hard once their parents find it out. They run away to hijra homes in neighboring towns. It is usually years later when their parents come to know that their boys were not kidnapped but chose to become hijra at their own will. The hijra life is not easy, though. What hijras can do is begging, dancing or doing sex-work. Although they can

wear the saree or Punjabi dress as they wished feverishly, they must do what their gurus tell them for living. The young boy in the girl's dress has nobody but his guru to get any protection from and nowhere else to go. A hijra is lucky if she has a caring guru, but all gurus are not perfect. 

It seems that Sangita has her unique connections to detect the best looking young hijras who are not satisfied with the current guru and to inspire them to run away from the guru. It is each hijra's option to select her guru, and she can get approval to become a chela of a new guru in official hijra meetings called "jamaat". Sangita has a special talent to know how a young hijra will look like after castration and months of female hormone treatment. That is why my sisters are all so feminine and beautiful. 

One specific chela, Asha did not willingly become a hijra. Asha had no problem to live as a boy and had no desires to dress as a girl. 

Although his family was extremely poor, he loved his parents and sisters and wanted to grow up fast to help his parents. Unfortunately, he was spotted by Sangita because of his beautiful face and body structure. It happened that his parents had thought that he might be too pretty and feeble to grow up as a man, so they agreed to transfer their son to Sangita for a substantial amount (for the poor family) of money. When his parents asked him to leave with Sangita he had to accept it as he understood that it would help the rest of the family to live, but he did not know what kind of work was waiting for him. He hated his parents when he was told by Sangita to dress as a girl "as agreed by his parents". He was even more disappointed to know of nirvan, but there was nothing that he could do. If he should run away, his parents must pay back to Sangita and he knew they cannot afford to do so. It was good that Asha liked dancing and became a very good dancer. She slowly got used to the new lifestyle and now accepts her fate as Bahuchara Mata wished. 

There was one other girl who I only knew for a few weeks. Her name was Lela, which always made me giggle, as it was so close to mine. 

I never got to talk with her much, and she did not go on any of the

special events I did. She was the first girl sold though, after I was put in Sangita’s bungalow, and I remembered it frightened me a little. My biggest fear since all of this had happened to me was getting sold as a prostitute elsewhere. I wanted to love and serve Sangita, and I enjoyed dancing and making money, but I never wanted a bunch of dirty men having their way with me over and over. When I found out Mona sells girls, it scared me a little. One time Sangita came home from one of her scouting trips and we talked about it. Sangita told me while there are a few men who are horrible, many are just rich, awkward guys who somehow got unique sexual orientation and want beautiful hijras. 

Chapter 8 - Immigration to America One morning Mona asked me to come to the boss’s office. The big boss, who was an overweight, middle-aged hijra, told me I had been sold to a new owner and I must leave the bungalow immediately. I begged them to let me stay, at least until Sangita returned, that I did not want to go, but Mona pulled me aside and reminded me that the big boss’s word was final. Sangita had also told me that, and I knew I needed to obey. I was given a passport and a new background story. 

They proceeded to tell me my new owner was a rich American who really liked me and was a regular in the club. I had no idea which man they were talking about, as two-thirds of our guests are western men, and I have no idea which ones are American. All I could hope for is that he is a decent man who is not abusive. Some of the bosses tell stories of the girls sold to foreign countries. A few have turned out happy and live good lives with their new husbands, while others are abused and some are even killed. They never talk in front of us like that, as they do not want to scare us, but we overhear these conversations. 

My background story read that I was born to a Dalit woman whose mother was from Mongolia. Dalit’s are the lowest Indian caste, designated by many as untouchables, due to the way the Indian congress has sought to protect them from discrimination. My

“mother” was a prostitute who was impregnated by a Japanese man. 

I had no idea who my father was, or any way of ever finding him. 

This is how I explained my East Asian features. Once my mother died, I was sent to an orphanage. After elementary school, I became a maid at the boss’s bungalow. This would be my new life, and what I had to tell everyone I met. My passport said my name was Lala Powar. I was no longer hijra. I was now considered an Indian woman, and the proper identifications to verify it. 

The first trip I made when I left India was to Bangkok. I had to go there and receive surgery to give me a vagina and labia. I also had to have some minor surgeries on my vocal cords and facial features

as well as complete hair removal. I stayed in the hospital for a month and a half. The period also served for quarantine, as any serious infection would be revealed by blood tests during my hospitalization. 

I was scared as they warned me if my tests did come back positive, and if I had any serious infections, I would be resold to some awful place where I would die a horrible death. This made me terrified, and I stayed locked in my room, even though the doctor said I could start walking around the hospital. The nurses and doctors did not realize I was under the watch of these dangerous people. So I stayed in my room watching TV all day. I also had to perform dilation procedures in order to expand my vagina. 

Luckily all my test results came back negative for any serious diseases, and I was officially a woman. A few days later the Thai people told me to get dressed in a beautiful new Thai dress they gave me. We left the hospital and I was taken to the lobby of a five star hotel. 

I realized when I saw the American man walking towards us that this was the delivery phase. I remembered his face, as he bought was the winner of my auction twice. The Thai man in the ugly suit (which made him look like a cheap James Bond villain) handed over a stack of papers to the American. I can only assume it was my ID and medical records. Both men signed some documents, and the American handed over a briefcase and the Thai villain left. I was sitting in a corner chair while these two men finished, so my new owner sat down beside me. 

“Come Lala,” he said. “Let us go to our room.” 

“Yes my master,” I said and quickly knelt before him. 

“No, no,” he said. “Please don’t kneel or bow to me. People will think I abducted you, or I bought a prostitute. People don’t know you are really 24 because you look so much younger. They may think I did something really bad. 

“Okay my lord,” I responded and he laughed. Once in the room he phoned the concierge and asked for someone to take his

“daughter’s” measurements, as she wanted to buy some western dresses. A woman came to the room and within thirty minutes had all my measurements, went down to the clothing store in the hotel lobby, and returned. She had a nice evening gown, a pair of heels, and a cute sundress which I put on first. I felt uncomfortable at first, exposing my legs above the ankle, and trying to walk in the heels was even harder. 

“Let’s go shopping Lala,” the American said. We took a car to a department store, where my new owner bought so much stuff for me. 

Designer purses, diamond rings, necklaces and earrings. He also bought another dress and a pair of beautiful party shoes and a more casual pair as well. 

“Thank you so much my lord,” I said with my head bowed in his direction. 

“I think,” he said. “It’s time to start calling me by my first name. It’s George Roberts.” 

“Oh no my lord,” I said. “My goddess would never allow me to do something as arrogant as that.” 

“Well,” he said. “Things are different in America, so if you have to, bow to me in your heart and brain. As far as when you speak, please say George and look me in the eyes when you do.” 

“I will do so George.” I said, looking up at him and this is the way I talked to him for the rest of our lives together. It was difficult at first, but George seemed to really like me, and he had kind eyes to look at, so it became easier over time. He was a tall man, 6 feet at least. 

He had black hair which was graying quickly. George referred to his hair color as salt and pepper, and it made me laugh whenever he did. It made perfect since though. I guess if he was bald and I dumped a bunch of salt and pepper on top of his head, the colors would be similar. Then I thought he would sneeze a bunch, and I

laughed again. George was almost 40, and in pretty good shape. He jogged from time to time, and went to the gym, but he also loved American food, and would eat at late hours some nights. This gave him a little bit of a belly and love handles, but it did not make him overweight by any means. 

Chapter 9 - Life in America I assumed that once I was in America, I would have an apartment where he would come visit me when he wanted to fulfill his desires. I just assumed a man of his wealth and ability to buy a woman from another country was already married to an American. I just thought he had several exotic wives spread around. I figured I would be treated as one of his concubines. This is not what happened, and was about as opposite as I could have imagined. Instead, he took me to his home in New Jersey and married me. I told him I was not worthy of such an honor, but he told me it was an order, so I obliged. 

He also wanted me to get baptized into Christianity, but I prayed to Mata still in my head. I was a happy bride in an all-white dress, and several of his friends were at his home to celebrate. George told me he had never been married, and was unable to find someone to fit him like he needed. He also told me once he spotted me in the club, he knew I was the one. Pretty, exotic, and humble was what first caught his eye. He said too many women he knew in America had very strong opinions, and were not afraid to voice them. This scared George a little, as he felt he had to be the one in charge. He was not in charge like the bosses in India though, he was a nice man, he just needed to feel important to a woman I think. I could give him that for sure. I was trained to listen to my bosses and be subservient no matter what. 

George wanted me to get an education and not sit around the house all day cooking and cleaning. He had no desires to treat me as a slave and I began to admire that. I felt more like a wife than his property and it was nice. I started by receiving my GED, which was rather simple after a little studying. When I was a Japanese man, I had graduated top of my class from college, so this type of schooling was nothing. I am a woman, and I had to keep that a secret. 

George wanted me to go to college, so I registered at Rutgers University, which is one of the best schools in New Jersey. I took several literature courses, and really excelled at them, especially the

Japanese language courses. I had the top grades in these classes, and my professor asked me to be her assistant. I became very proficient at reading many pages and translating them for her in a timely manner. It took a lot of the work load off of my professor and she was grateful. She began putting my name in numerous studies she did as her co-author. 

When I finished my Bachelor’s Degree, my professor suggested I go to graduate school, and she said she would help me get my degree faster. She knew which professors’ classes I should take, and she agreed to help me with my studies. I had no interest in any more schooling, but I did enjoy the Japanese literature courses and I loved being her assistant. She hired me and I loved my job even though it did not pay well. I did not need to earn a lot as George was extremely wealthy. 

I called George by his first name out loud, but in my heart I will always call him my lord. This is something you cannot take for granted, as it was the way I was taught and it was my beliefs. I know we were married, but I still see him as my owner some days who must be obeyed 100%. Whenever I went back to my old ways, George would remind me I was his wife and he loved me. He saw us as equal partners who shared everything together. This concept amazed me, as my brain has been programmed by the Indians to believe something totally different. It was hard for me to remember growing up as a kid and how my own parents reacted to one another in their marriage. It was like my past had been washed away when I got nirvana. I mean I remember my parents, their faces and names, but the everyday things that went on are where I draw the most blanks. 

I began to truly admire George, and took great pleasure in living with him and being his wife. I was not sure if it was love, but if it was, it would be the first time I felt this way about a man. What I felt with George was different than when I was with Sangita. Pleasing George and making him happy, put happiness in my heart. With Sangita, it was more about passion and desire as she made me feel totally

blissful inside. I idolized her, and loved receiving her love and devotion. George was a great caretaker, and when I made him happy, he took care of me. He liked buying me dresses and jewelry. 

He loved taking me out to dinner and showing me off around town. I was way too shy for the way George treated me, but he did not care. 

He was proud of me, and it was weird but over the years I got more and more used to it. I even began to enjoy it. Every night when we went to bed together, I felt more like his wife and less like his property. I did enjoy that very much and I could not wait to see where our lives went together. 

There was another type of love I had felt, and that was with Prisha back in Mumbai. Her skin was so smooth, and her white, exotic face was beautiful and perfect. We had shared some secret and intimate moments, hugging and kissing in private. She used to caress my breasts with her soft little hands, and kiss all over my body. It was a burning passion I felt all over my body. There were times I felt that with George, but it was never as intense or frequent as it had been with Prisha. It was a special girl love which seemed to have no impact on our devotion towards Sangita. It was our special secret, and we made the most of our time together. There was just something about the gentleness between the two of us, and just because neither one of us was born a woman, that did not change anything. If it had, I’m sure we would have stopped immediately. 

I was becoming Americanized for good and for bad. I was losing much of my heritage, like George opening a door for me. While that was the gentlemanly thing to do in America, and I should have been gracious it always bothered me. I should be the one opening the door for him, as he was my owner and was taking care of me. He insisted he wasn’t my owner and he was my husband, and we were equals. I also began eating fast food and candy, drinking more soda than tea. While these things are perfectly normal in the States, it was something of the wall for me. I loved being American though. The music, the TV, the job were just tiny details that became regular loves. While these items exist in India, I was not privileged to any of them once I became a chela for Sangita. All of my time was devoted

to training and making money for her and the family. I was owned more by Sangita than I ever am with George. 

I had just turned thirty when I finished my schooling, and I had just received my citizenship. Now that I had an American passport, I could keep myself away from Indian people, which was good. There was no reason to go to the Indian Embassy anymore. I did not have to explain myself anymore, which I got a lot of when I first came to America. Indian people would question how someone who appeared to be a pure East Asian could have been born in India to an Indian mother. They would talk about poor breeding being the result of me, like I was some sort of mangy animal. I did not bring up the fact that I came from an orphanage, because Indian people would look down on me as coming from a poor community, and if they did a little research, could easily find out it wasn’t true. These people knew what questions to ask to find out what caste I belong to, and would look down on me if they found out. Plus, it could be extremely dangerous for me and George if my true identity was ever revealed. 

The criminals who purchased my Japanese ID would have no hesitation in finding and killing us, if it kept their activities a secret, so I steered clear of as many Indian people as I could. 

Chapter 10 - With My Own Kind After obtaining my American citizenship, and completely avoiding Indian people, I started telling people I was the daughter of a Japanese businessman. This was partially true if you were to read my background files, although it says no one truly knows who my father was, only that he was Japanese. I tried making friends with a group of wives who were married to Japanese businessmen. They referred to themselves as “wives of representatives”, as their husbands were only in America for a few years, representing their companies here in the States. They would rent houses and apartments, build up their profiles, then head back to Japan, usually receiving a promotion. These families usually had a higher income level and better education, and provided the best for themselves and children. Knowing they would go back to Japan, these families held special Saturday classes in order to teach their children Japanese, as they learn English in the American schools. It was important for the kids to learn and not forget their mother language. The children also learned of Japanese culture and heritage, and how important it was to preserving it. 

One day my friend Naomi, whose husband commutes to Manhattan daily, told me of a teaching opening at the Japanese language school in the town of Clifton. I applied for the job, and this helped me make many connections throughout the Japanese community. 

George loves Japan and its culture, which is the reason he wanted me when he saw me dance in the secret club. Most of these people assumed I was a Japanese woman who married an American business man, and I never denied it. I was making a ton of friends, mostly with the “wives of representatives”. They called me “teacher” 

and Mrs. Roberts, and my Indian heritage and background was slowly fading away. I thrived in my new career and was well respected in the community. I felt a new sense of purpose in my life, not just fulfilling George’s wishes. I felt more like a woman and wife than I ever had in my entire life. I was becoming a whole different person. 

A few months later, I decided to go to Chicago for a Japanese teachers convention, to learn the latest in teaching styles we could pass on to our students. They held there conventions annually, and this was the first time I got to go. It would also be my first trip anywhere without George, and I was both nervous and excited. I was finally seen as an independent, American woman in his eyes, and he trusted me to do this all on my own. I was at the Newark airport, and just checked my bag, when I sat down outside of the security area. I had several hours before my flight, so I decided to take a short break and make sure I had everything prepared. A short Asian man sat in the seat next to me and then a group of people gathered near me. It was strange to see, as the airport is so big and there are many places for people to collect. A tall man in a fedora and sunglasses suddenly spoke to me, 

“Aren’t you Kojiro Suzuki?” He asked. 

My heart stopped and my entire body went stiff. How could anyone recognize me as Kojiro Suzuki? It might be possible to identify me as Lala the hijra from India, and arrest me for using false ID’s to move to America, but it had been over seven years, and I did not look anything like the man I once was, so I sat silently, not knowing how to respond. I could near my heart pounding like a bass drum setting a cadence for a marching band in a parade. I bet he heard it too, how could he not, it was so loud. Suddenly, the Asian man sitting next to me said yes, and reached into a bag with his right hand. The tall man quickly drew a gun and yelled, “hands up, Mr. Suzuki, you are under arrest for drug trafficking.” At the same time, the group of people who had recently gathered around all drew their guns. They were undercover detectives. The Asian man never skipped a beat and in the calmest voice said, “I have my gun pointed at this woman, if you make any sudden movements she’s dead, so put your guns on the floor.” The man slowly pulled a gun from his bag to prove he wasn’t bluffing. The four undercover cops placed their guns down and backed away. 

The man grabbed my neck with his left hand. 

“Lady grab that bag and come with me,” he said. I did as I was told, terrified I would be shot here in the Newark Airport. 

“Are you dumb lady, carry my bag!” He shouted. In my scared state I had grabbed my bag out of habit, and not his. For a split second he aimed his gun away from me, and the tall man grabbed a second gun from the back of his pants and shot the new Mr. Suzuki. He dropped dead right in the middle of the airport. I fainted from all of the commotion. A few moments later, I began to come around. 

“Lady are you alright?” The tall man who fired the shot asked. 

“You shot him, is he dead?” I asked, still in a little daze. 

“Yes I did, and yes he is dead.” The man responded. 

“You have nothing to worry about now,” he said. “May I see your ID

and have your phone number just in case we need to contact you as a witness?” 

“Of course,” I said and handed everything over. After some time, all flights resumed, and as I sat in my seat headed to Chicago, I thought about what just happened. The odds on the new owner of that identity being killed next to the old owner, had to be astronomical. As bad of a man as he was, I began to think of my parents. To learn your son had been shot dead while trying to be arrested for selling drugs, would be a depressing thing to learn. Such a story would surely garner a lot of press in Japan, and my old name would be in all the papers. My parents would be seen as the parents of a hardened criminal, and may give reason for people to wonder where I disappeared to. 

After a lot of thought though I believed the body would be returned to Japan. An autopsy would prove he was not really Kojiro Suzuki and my parents would be cleared. People would probably believe I was killed in India years ago, and that this criminal stole my identity. 

While my parents may be sad to think their son was dead, it would clear them of any guilt they may feel that their son was a drug dealer. 

One day, a few years later, my happy American life as Mrs. Roberts came to a crashing end. I was at home preparing dinner for George and myself when the phone rang. It was the local police informing me George was in a car accident, and had been taken to the hospital. I rushed there as fast as I could, and when I arrived, he was hanging on to his life. He was badly bruised and swollen, but he was able to open his eyes and look at me. 

“Lala I love you forever,” he squeaked out and closed his eyes again. 

“Me too George, me too,” I said and kissed him gently on his forehead. A slight smile appeared on his face and then his heart monitoring machine flat lined. I knew though he died happy and that gave me a little something to hold on to. 

The next two weeks I mourned in a black dress. I prayed to Bahuchara Mata every day that George would be reincarnated as a potent man. I was baptized Christian, and went to church with George on Sundays, but I always kept my other goddess as well. I believed in my heart that all the Gods could live in harmony with each other, and that I was allowed to believe whatever I wanted. 

After several weeks George’s lawyer, Mr. Anderson came by the house. I had met him a few times at parties George threw, and he was very nice about the whole situation. It seems George left me everything he owned in his will, and it made me a very wealthy woman. I was fine with the money I made as a professor’s assistant and a Japanese language teacher, and the large amounts of money in my bank accounts made me somewhat nervous. I was slightly relieved though, as I knew I would be taken care of for the rest of my life if I needed it. 

I was reading the newspaper one day and noticed there would be an Indian Roma style gypsy dance group performing in Philadelphia on the upcoming Saturday night. All my memories of first seeing Sangita dance, and my own love of dancing rushed back to me. I decided to drive to Philadelphia after finishing my class on Saturday. 

I was able to get a seat pretty close to the stage, and I smiled as the Roma music group came out and sat on stage. They began to play

that familiar music, and a beautiful woman came out to dance. My heart jumped into my throat as I realized there was only one woman who danced so flawlessly, it was Sangita. 

She recognized me in the crowd, and we locked eyes throughout the entire performance. I felt like I was dreaming, and I was back in India as that Japanese businessman, falling for her all over again. I watched the entire show, and just stayed in my seat long after the show was over, knowing Sangita would come find me. She did, and we hugged tightly for quite a while. 

“Lala, it is so nice to see you again.” Sangita said. 

“It is so great to see you, my guru.” I said. “I couldn’t believe it was you, all the way here in Philadelphia.” 

“I am not your guru anymore,” she said. “You are now a woman, and no longer hijra.” 

“Well you were everything to me while I was in India.” I said. “Many times while here in America, I dreamed of you.” 

She asked if she could visit me when she finished up her final things with the gypsy group. I gave her my hotel room number where I was staying for the evening, and we said goodbye. 

She came to my room and without saying a word, grabbed me and began kissing me passionately, just as she did so many years ago when I was still a man. She tore my clothes from my body, and I returned the favor. We began making love when I noticed her penis was gone. She was now a full-fledged woman, just like me, and we used our fingers phenomenally to please each other that evening. 

Sangita kissed my body up and down, flipping her tongue on my nipples, before proceeding down to my pussy. She tickled my labia with her soft, supple lips, and my body twitched with delight. I returned the favor to her, and I made her squeal in delight. 

As we lay in bed arm in arm, I asked Sangita what happened to her genitalia. 

“After you left, the big boss died.” She said. “Mona took over everything. I had been recruiting European boys and bringing them to Ahmedabad for nirvan. One of them escaped and Mona became very nervous and ordered the closing of our Ahmedabad base. She ordered me to lay low in Mumbai, and work as a dancer in the club. 

Once that happened, she became even bossier and told me to get castrated.” She continued. 

“I refused, as I still saw us as equals, and if she were the only one with genitalia, she would become the big boss. So Mona went behind my back and sold me to an American man. I then had no choice but to become a woman, just like you did.” 

“So you’re an American woman just like me?” I asked. 

“Yes, I’m married to a Los Angeles businessman.” She said. “He lets me do Roma dancing as my job and hobby because he knows how much I love it.” 

“So I can never be your chela again?” I asked. 

“Not unless we are both reincarnated as men and meet again,” she responded. Then we both busted out laughing at the thought of that. 

We can now be best girlfriends, and we talked about everything that’s happened to us since I left. She suggested we not meet up for a while, as she’s very nervous about being caught in the case of the kidnapped and castrated European boy. It was hard for her to hide, due to her exotic looks and her six-foot size. She said I would be fine, as I looked like a normal Asian-American woman. 

“Although you are much cuter.” She said. “That is why I chose you when I did.” 

We spent the night together, and in the morning we said our goodbyes. Sangita walked out of the hotel room, and once the door closed behind her, I wondered if I would ever see her again. 

I was healed deep inside though by seeing her. After being sold and becoming a woman, I could never forget about Sangita my guru. I loved her deeply and she was always in my heart. She held almost a divine spot in my life, as she had taught me everything I believed in today. To many of her chelas, she was a goddess. I mean any woman who can enchant you into such a lifestyle must have some sort of powers. Now that Sangita was a woman, she lost some of that power over me. It further distanced me from all of the hijra community. Now Sangita and I were the same, and just girlfriends. 

No longer was she my guru. I never dreamed the same way of Sangita again. 

Back in New Jersey, I had become friends with Keiko, who was the wife of a Japanese businessman, who ironically worked for the same company I once did in Japan. The company has a subsidiary here in Fort Lee, and her husband was the general manager of this location. 

Keiko invited me to a party she was having, where a lot of the Japanese wives and their husbands would be. I was a little nervous at first, thinking maybe someone I worked with years ago in Japan may now be here in New Jersey. Once I looked in the mirror though, I looked nothing like my former self. Years of hormone treatments had completely turned me into a woman, and I did not believe anyone would recognize me as Kojiro Suzuki. So I went to the party and helped in the kitchen making and serving the food. All of us women chatted and giggled like housewives do. Many of the students I taught parents were there, and they recognized me and called me “teacher” out of respect. I was introduced to a young man who was sitting by himself outside, sipping a beer. He seemed very shy, and it was hard starting a conversation with him. 

Keiko explained he had recently lost his wife to cancer, and his kids were now living with their grandparents back in Japan. He was very handsome and I felt a desire to please him. It was probably my hijra

nature that led to this. It was the first time I felt an urge to have sex with a man. While George and I had sex many times, and I enjoyed it quite a bit, I was extremely attracted to this guy. His name was Hideki Mori. He was 5’7” which was perfect for me, and he was clean shaven and well groomed. He wore a nice dress shirt tucked into a pair of jeans. His ass fit perfectly in those pants, and I pictured myself squeezing it tight. 

We talked about his work, as it was the only thing I could think of that would not upset him, and I asked if he knew Kojiro Suzuki. He said he knew the name and of the tragic story, but had never met him as they worked in separate divisions. He then asked me how I knew him. 

“I read about him in the paper and remembered the name of the company he worked for. Then when Keiko said you all worked at the same place, I was curious.” I said. “Do you know what happened exactly at the Newark airport?” 

“The man was shot to death by the police as he held a woman at gunpoint.” He said. 

“I got to tell you,” I said. “That woman was me, he was shot right in front of me, and I even passed out.” 

“Are you being serious?” He asked. 

“Yes,” I said. “I was just a few inches from death. Was Mr. Suzuki considered a criminal with your company?” 

“No,” Hideki answered. “He was known as a great businessman. The DNA tests proved that man was a criminal and not the real Kojiro Suzuki. Mr. Suzuki died as a well-respected man.” 

I was glad to hear Kojiro’s name was not associated with a criminal anymore and that he was considered well-respected and a good businessman. I then realized I was thinking of Kojiro as another person, even in my own head. It was then I realized I had become a

separate person who no longer considered myself Kojiro. Truth be told, I did not miss my old self either. Just my parents on occasion, but that was it. 

We talked for hours as this conversation had really opened him up. 

We connected over tragedy, as we had both lost our spouses, and I felt much closer to him by the end of the evening. When he asked for my email address, I gladly obliged. I hoped he would send me something soon as we really hit it off. I thanked Keiko for inviting me to the party and introducing me to him. 

A few days later he emailed me for a date, and of course I said yes. I had seen many movies over the years, and I felt just like that young schoolgirl who is crushing on a boy. When he finally asks the girl out, she cannot contain her excitement. My life seemed just like one of those movies, and I giggled with glee. After several dates, we decided to become intimate together. I really liked his penis. I enjoyed playing with it, rubbing the shaft up and down. I loved putting it in my mouth and sucking it hard like a piece of candy. Most importantly, I liked the way it stuffed my vagina. It reminded me of Sangita’s when we first got together in Jaisalmar. I am not sure if it was an average size or not, but it was twice as big as the one I had when I used to be a man (as far as I remember). He really knew how to use it too as he pumped in such a rhythmic dance, his whole body flexing and relaxing with each motion. We fit so well together, and I soon timed his movements with my own, and we danced with each other in a passionate, sexual experience. He came inside of me (he wore a condom as I fear STD’s) and he convulsed fiercely. I came with him, and while I had no clitoris, I had taught myself over the years to have emotional orgasms, which were just as special. 

After several months of dating, we quickly started falling in love. One night, we were walking through central park in New York, when he got down on one knee and proposed. The ring he gave me was beautiful. It was nowhere near as big as the one George gave me, but it did not matter. I really loved Hideki, and I quickly said yes. He jumped up a hugged me tight, lifting my feet clear off the ground. I

cried with joy, and could not wait to tell all of my friends. He wanted me to be his wife and the mother of his children. He was trying to get his kids back from their grandparents in Japan. His goal was to have all of us living together here in New Jersey. I told him I could not bear children because I had uterus myoma surgery, and he insisted he did not care, he loved me and still wanted to be with me. He actually said he already had two kids, so having more was not necessary. He actually felt worse for me, but I assured him I did not need kids to complete my life. 

He has two daughters who are three and one, and while it may be hard for them to see a new mother in their life, I hope that they are young enough to accept me as their mother over their lifetime. Not that I want to replace their birth mother, but I want them to love me and treat me as I will treat them. I plan on caring for them as well as any birth mother can, and I had Hideki’s full support on the matter. 

We planned the wedding for eight months later, and we had a big party in New York. Hideki rented out a beautiful hall inside of a fancy hotel. He paid for rooms for everyone, so no one would have to drive after drinking. His parents and friends were all there, including his daughters, and for the second time, I was a happy bride in New Jersey. We had a beautiful ceremony in an old church, and it was decorated with my favorite flowers. I had my new Japanese friends as bridesmaids, and Keiko was my matron-of-honor. The difference from this time and the last was all the friends I had made over the years here. They all came to the wedding and celebrated with me. 

My first wedding I felt more like a doll delivered from another planet, and was all alone. It was more of a necessity and less of a ceremony. During the time leading up to the wedding, Hideki spent all of his free time with a lawyer, trying to get his kids back. After special consideration, the judge finally allowed it. I asked him once why he let his in-laws take them in the first place, and he said he wasn’t mentally able to care for two young kids without his wife. I understood why that would be so hard, as I mourned George’s death for quite a while. I could not imagine being a young parent, trying to mourn my spouse, and raise babies. 

Three months after the wedding, he was given a promotion and asked to move back to the main headquarters in Japan. Hideki had worked so hard in America, and it showed. His bosses were all so proud of him. I had truly become one of the “wives of representatives”, who I would miss dearly. A couple of women I knew had already gone back, so I planned to get with them as soon as we arrived, but Keiko and several others were still in the States. We all made a promise to each other that we stay in contact, and whenever one of us makes it back to Japan, we look the other women up. So I accompanied my new husband to Japan, where my life first began as a young boy. 

We moved into a company owned condo in the city of Urayasu, near Tokyo. It has 77 total square meters, which is not very big, but it is an average size for Japan. The company rents it to us a much lower rate, which is an awesome thing. On a per capita basis, the Japanese live in much smaller areas, similar to the hijra in India. 

These apartments though have all the newest technology and amenities. The bathroom was the nicest part of the apartment. The toilet had a washlet feature, or a bidet, which sprayed a jet of warm water against your anus and vulva, thoroughly cleaning all my holes. 

It also gives you quite a tickle and can be a little pleasurable. Back in India we did not have this kind of luxury, and it made me happy to be in Japan again. It is much more like America, and I had become really spoiled. 

Officially speaking, I am an American woman married to a Japanese man, so I have to renew my visa from time to time, until I can obtain citizenship. I worry all the time that my sketchy paperwork from India may come into question though. I brought everything I could find in George’s office, which related to his purchase of me. I kept it locked away in a special place where no one would ever find it. I gave the passport people the paperwork they needed, which was all fake, and prayed it would work. 

This was the first time I had a true husband and wife relationship and it took some time to get used to. This was an equal partnership. 

Hideki always cared what I thought, and many times went with my opinion. When he told me of the promotion, he asked if I wanted to stay in America. He actually offered to quit his job and try to find a new one in America if that’s what I wanted. I could not believe that, but it made me happy to know he felt so highly about me. I married this time because we truly fell in love with each other, unlike with Sangita who was like a goddess to me, or George who was more of my lord and owner, even though he never treated me badly. 

In my new marriage, I stayed home and took care of the girls and house, as I did not need to work. I also enjoyed the time I got with the girls. I never thought about having kids of my own because I physically could not, but now that I had these two little ones, I could not imagine my life without them. Every once in a while, my husband asks me to do things for him, but I try to do as much as I can before that. It has always been my nature to please the person I am in a relationship with, so I try to do it for him too. I want him to come home from work to a clean home and a delicious meal. I also want him to see his kids healthy and happy, and prove to him I was the right choice to marry. 

Since I do not have a job, my typical day consists of me preparing breakfast for my husband and girls, doing normal house work, before having lunch. When the weather is nice, I take the girls to the park, and when needed, go shopping. I then prepare dinner for my husband when he gets home. After dinner I do the dishes, take a bath and get the girls ready for bed. Once all that is done, I usually sit and watch TV with my husband before we go to bed together. 

My daughters have become my life. When they first arrived in New Jersey, they were shy around me, and would not call me mom. Then one morning out of the blue, Mayu started to call me that. Wherever we go, she wants to hold my hand and I love it. I feel like we have become good friends, not just mother and daughter. Her younger sister Maya, is still a small toddler, and she clings to me constantly. 

Sometimes it can be quite difficult to get things done as she is clinched to my neck or leg. Every afternoon we can, we head to a

park across the street from our condo. A lot of mothers took their children there, and I got know many of them by introducing myself. 

They always got a kick out of my name Lala, not because it was foreign sounding, but because it was the same name as the large shopping center in a neighboring town. I never disclose that I am an American woman married to a Japanese man, and I have never told anyone I am an Indian immigrant. Japanese people are very conservative when it comes to people from other countries immigrating into Japan. I look Japanese and I speak Japanese, and it seemed as though they accepted me as one of their own. That was more than I could ever hope for, and if I did not draw attention to myself, that was for the best. Everything was absolutely perfect, and I was the happiest I had ever been. 

My happy life came to an abrupt end only a few months after settling in Japan. On a Thursday morning, my husband went on a business trip to Sendai City. He was scheduled to come the following Saturday morning but never made it. There was a huge earthquake in Northern Japan which caused a tsunami which covered the streets of Sendai, engulfing my husband and thousand others. I was in the park when it happened, so luckily it was a safe, open place. Our apartment is on the twelfth floor so the shake was far more serious than on the ground. This created quite a mess throughout my home. 

All of the furniture was upside down, and most of the dishes and cups were on the floor shattered. The TV was demolished on the floor, and the power was out for hours. The cell phone signals were jammed up so I could not get through to my husband. There was no information getting through so I was in the dark about everything. I discovered a small, battery powered radio and found out the heart of the quake was off the coast of Fukushima. When the cell phone lines finally cleared up, I received a call from his parents checking up on us. I told them I had not heard from their son, but if I do, I will gladly contact them. With so much damage to the apartment, I could only clear a small space in my bedroom for me and the girls to sleep. 

After two days of waiting and not hearing from my husband, I finally got a call from the police in Sendai telling me they found my husband’s body trapped under some building rubble. 

With my apartment in shambles, and my husband gone, myself and the girls temporarily moved in with my in-laws in the suburbs of Yokohama. They really helped with the girls and we all mourned together. My husband’s funeral and burial would also take place there. 

The tsunami was so devastating that I worried about my real birth parents who lived in a coastal town in Fukushima Prefecture. I am sure much of their town was destroyed. I made some phone calls and searched the internet and in a couple of days found my father’s name on the deceased list. Not seeing my mother’s name, and hoping she was somehow alive I continued to search for her. After ten more days, I finally found her name on the refugee survivors list staying in one of the northern towns of Fukushima Prefecture. 

I asked my in-laws to watch the girls for me as I needed to travel to Fukushima. I told them I was helping a close friend find her mother. 

While at first they objected due to the concern of radioactive pollution in that area, they knew they could not stop me from going. It took me 48 hours to get to the refugee building where my mother was staying. Many of the roads were blocked with overturned cars, downed buildings or self-defense force vehicles. I brought a backpack with me filled with some food and water, just in case there was no power somewhere, or nowhere to stay or eat. 

I finally got there and searched for people in this place. I finally saw an old woman sitting on the floor with her back against the wall and her head down. 

“Excuse me Mrs. Haruko Suzuki,” I said. “How are you doing, are you well?” I asked. 

“I am fine, thanks for asking.” She said not looking up. She probably thought I was one of the social workers making her rounds. 

“I came here with your favorite Japanese sweets,” I said and pulled out some sweet rice bun I brought with me in my backpack. 

“Oh well that is very nice of you,” she said. “But how in the world would you know these are my favorites?” 

“Please look at me closely,” I said. “I am your son, I was born from your womb.” I tried to lower my voice trying to sound more like my old self, and I stared deep into her eyes, trying to pierce her soul. 

After a few seconds of staring into my eyes, she started to cry. 

“Kojiro it’s you, it’s really you!” She exclaimed. “I must have lost my mind in all this craziness, I could have sworn my Kojiro was a boy.” 

She smiled at me and I hugged her tight. 

“Mother I was Kojiro,” I explained. “Many unexpected things have happened over the years for me to become a woman. I could get in a ton of trouble if I am ever found out to be Kojiro, so please keep it a secret mom.” 

“Well what should I call you then?” She asked. 

“My name is Lala,” I answered. “I am an American woman married to a Japanese businessman. My husband just died in Sendai in this horrible earthquake that also took your husband. I am the mother of two young girls.” 

“I am so sorry about your husband, Lala.” She said. 

“I am too,” I responded. 

“I can’t believe I’m not dreaming,” Haruko said. “The fact that you’re a woman doesn’t bother me. I am just so glad to hold my son, daughter, again. I thought you were dead. Do you happen to have photos of your daughters?” 

I showed her many of the photos I had on my smartphone. 

“This is Mayu,” I said. “She is three years old. This is her younger sister Maya who turns two in the fall.” 

“They are such beautiful little girls.” Haruko said. “They sure do look like you.” 

“Thank you mom,” I said. “But they did not come from me.” I pointed down towards my vagina, “I lost my uterus during myoma surgery.” I winked at her and smiled sheepishly, and she smiled back. I knew my secret was safe with her. 

“My husband was married before me but his wife died right after Maya was born.” I explained. “He was in mourning for a few months when we met. We just fell in love so quickly, and now he’s gone.” I said, beginning to choke up. 

“I have an idea mom,” I said. “I still have a big home back in New Jersey that I own from my first marriage. Why don’t you come live with me there and help me take care of the girls. I can go back to work as a teacher.” 

“Well I don’t know any English or no anyone.” She said. 

“I can teach you English and introduce you to the “wives of representatives” who are all Japanese women.” I continued. “There are plenty of people from Japan that you can meet.” 

It had gotten late so I slept right there on the floor next to my mother, just like old times. The next morning I needed to head back, as it would probably take another couple of days. My mom agreed to go back to New Jersey with me, so I told her to call me when everything was ready. She had to obtain a passport, and that took over a month when it usual only takes a couple of weeks. The earthquake had shut down so many local governments that things were operating in a much slower fashion. 

When I told my in-laws I would be returning to New Jersey and taking the girls with me, they became extremely upset. They tried making me leave the girls with them since I was not their real mother, and even hired a lawyer. I also contacted a lawyer, one with a lot of power, and he assured me I could easily get custody of the

girls. The fact that I had a good job back in New Jersey with a nice house that I owned, it would not be a problem. I then showed my in-laws my huge bank account I received from George, and told them to not worry about their grandchildren, that they would always be taken care of. Once I showed them that, and my lawyer talked to their lawyer, my in-laws stopped talking about it. The final straw came at dinner one night when my mother-in-law said, “Mayu, your mother has been thinking of moving back to New Jersey. Do you want to go with her or stay here with us?” 

“I am going wherever my mommy goes.” Mayu said and squeezed me around my neck tightly. I tried making peace with my in-laws, assuring them how large the house was, and there was plenty of room for them to stay on extended visits whenever they want. So they finally agreed to that. 

A few weeks later it was finally time to take my flight back to New Jersey. My in-laws came to see me and the girls off, and my real mother Haruko was there, who I introduced as my best friend in America’s mother. We settled in to our home and Mayu loved her huge backyard. It was almost as big as the park we went to back in Urayasu. Haruko also loved her new home, and it seemed to rejuvenate a lot of the energy she lost when her husband died and her home was destroyed. She looked and acted more like the 62

year-old woman she was, not the 80 year-old, that I found at the refugee camp. Compared to American women, she only looks in her 50’s, so I believe this was the right move for her. She was also a huge help around the house. I was trying to get my old job back teaching Japanese, so Haruko cleaned the house, tended to the garden, and helped with the girls. The most important thing was she respected me as the head of household and accepted me as the woman I have become even though she gave birth to a boy so many years ago. 

Boy how my situation had changed. I was no longer owned or had to obey someone, I was now the one in charge, and I had three women under me who looked to me for guidance and protection. It took a

while to get used to, as I was born to be a chela, not a guru. It was important for me to learn how to handle this, for the sake of my daughters. My in-laws came to visit quite often, and we were friendly again. Once they saw the house I lived in and the schools the girls went to, they knew I was taking great care of them. 

Many nights after the girls go to bed, Haruko and I sit on the sofa and sip some wine. She asks me to tell her my story, everything that happened to me, even though I’ve told her many times before. 

“Tell me again,” she pleads. “Tell me all about the Umaid Bhawan Palace. Tell me about how Sangita danced in Jaisalmer.” As I told the story again, Haruko stared in wonderment, like it was the first time she heard it. 

“I am so glad this happened to you,” she said. “When you were born, you were much prettier than girls in the neighborhood, and your father and I had hoped you were a girl.” She continued. “Then, when you never grew very tall, we were disappointed you weren’t born a girl, for your sake. We felt you would’ve had a better life as a woman.” 

A few years later, out of the blue, Sangita came to visit me. My mother finally got a chance to meet the woman who had enchanted me into castration. Into becoming the woman I am today. 

“Wow,” Haruko said. “Look at how tall and beautiful you are. I always thought Lala was exaggerating your stature, but now that I have finally met you, I know she was telling the truth.” 

“Why thank you.” Sangita said. 

“Mom, may I speak with Sangita alone?” I said. 

“Yes of course,” she responded and walked into the kitchen. 

Sangita began telling me why she surprised me with this visit. It seems there were some things that happened recently she wanted

me to know about. The secret club had to be closed down, as a police task force had been closing in on their location, and was planning a raid. 

“They decided to have a fire sale and get rid of all the dancers.” 

Sangita said. 

“Oh no,” I said. “What happened?” 

“Well, they advertised the girls would go for half the normal price, but once the bidding started, they went for fair prices.” 

“Well that’s good.” I said. 

“I talked my husband into bidding going there and asked him to do me a favor.” She continued. “The bids on Prisha were fast and fierce, and she went for the most money in the club’s history. Once the auction ended, Mona gave a speech and thanked everyone for coming.” 

“Okay…” I said, thinking there was more coming. 

“My husband stood up and shouted, there’s one more girl to bid on. I had asked him to do that for me.” 

“But who else was there?” I asked, slightly confused. 

“Mona asked the same thing,” she giggled. “So my husband yelled, I want to bid on Mona, the best dancer in the club!” 

“The crowd busted out in thunderous laughter,” she said. 

“I am serious,” my husband said. “Who’s in charge, I want to bid on Mona.” A voice from the behind the curtain yelled proceed, and it was Mona’s big boss. As she stood there in shock, the bidding started. 

“No one really bid on her, as they could tell my husband would go to any links to buy her, so she went for one-fifth what Prisha sold for” 

Sangita continued. 

“So now your husband has a second wife along with you?” I asked. 

“Hell no!” Sangita laughed. “My husband sold her to a Chinese businessman for double what he paid. She had the surgery in Bangkok, and then was shipped to his clubs. From what I understand, he has some high class clubs, and some lower and middle class ones too. Because of her age, and less than desirable face, she’ll end up in one of the middle level clubs, and as she gets older, as a prostitute in the lower class places.” 

“Wow,” I said. 

“Yeah,” Sangita continued. “Maybe that bitch will wind up in the slums of Ahmedabad. I guess she’ll get what she deserves.” 

While part of me felt like Mona may deserve this, it scared me to see how far Sangita would go to get her revenge. I would never want to cross her, and I hoped she would never get angry with me. We said goodbyes, and that was the last I ever saw of Sangita. I stopped receiving e-mails and phone calls from her. I tried sending her an email and received an “account not found” message. Her phone number was no longer available, and to this day, I have no idea what happened to Sangita. 

Whenever a gypsy show comes around I make sure to buy a ticket. I love the roma music and the dancing which became my specialty in the secret club. When the female dancers come on stage, my heart always flutters and skips a beat, hoping I may see Sangita again. I thought back to the first times I saw her dance in the courtyards of Jodhpur and Jaisalmer. A small part of me hopes to find her again, and revisit the times when she enchanted me into my new life I have today. As much as I am a typical American woman now, with hardly anyone knowing of my past, there will always be a piece of me that is still a chela. Still that confused girl trapped in a man’s body, longing to be released, thanking Sangita for doing that for me. Glad to have found my true self along the way. 

I may never see Sangita again, or find out what happened to my sisters from the bungalow, and it saddens me. For quite a while, they were my family, and they loved me and treated me as one of their own. I will never forget my family, and all that I went through to get to where I am today, so I tell my story, even if it’s just to my mom. I tell it with pride and joy, knowing what happened to me made me a better person, woman and mother. It is a story riddled with lust, love, and faith. A story of secrets and mystery, almost too extravagant to believe. It is a story, my story, and it all happened, every last bit of it, and I would not change it ever. It is a story, my story that needs to be heard, so I am telling it. It feels good to hear it aloud. It feels good to let secrets out sometimes, and it feels good to not be judged. 



END
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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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