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Chapter 1 - Call Me A Dreamer

My father was in the Indian navy. He had started off as a sub-lieutenant and had steadily worked his way up the ranking. He had just been promoted to Captain’s post when he met my mother, Sarika, in Mumbai. Since opposites are known to attract, sparks flew. 

They lost no time in getting married. 

Let me elaborate on what I mean by opposites. My father, Rajkiran, hailing from Kerala, was tall, swarthy and rugged. He was the epitome of everything that could be considered masculine. Years of being at the sea and engaging in other out-door activities like mountaineering, horse-riding, white river rafting, trekking et al had added to his weather-beaten attractiveness. My mother on the other hand, was a dainty petite creature. She originally hailed from the North-east and true to the most of people from that part of India, had high cheekbones, straight hair and a fair marmoreal complexion. She had the most exquisite bones—of the hands, feet and clavicle. My father thought she looked like a ‘pretty little porcelain doll’; my mother thought he was ‘rough and tough’ and lo! a match was made by the Gods. After two years of marital bliss, I was born. And christened Pankaj. 

Being a navy son had its pros and cons. The pros were getting a big spacious house to live in and getting many things from the navy canteen for free. The cons were that I never got to see much of my

dad. He was at sea for long periods and I saw him occasionally. My father didn’t approve of my mother and I shifting to every new place he was transferred to. He feared the frequent upheavals would upset my academic schedule. Hence, mom and I continued staying in Mumbai and waited for him to visit. As a consequence of the lack of proximity perhaps; he was always a distant, heroic, larger than life figure for me. I grew up worshipping him. 

Since my dad wasn’t the loquacious sort, I didn’t get to hear a great deal about life in the navy. Instead, I read a number of books and fantasized about life at sea. Robinson Crusoe, with his solitary self-sufficient life was one of my heroes. I would have reveled in that sort of a life--of sea, solitude and adventure, with a companion like Man Friday for company. Even better would be a situation like Deux Ans de Vacances, in which a group of boys get stranded on an island and hunt animals for food, clothing and other needs. Had ‘The Life of Pi’, in which a boy spends 200 and odd days as a lone castaway in sea after the ship carrying him and his family is wrecked, been written as far back as when I was growing up, it would have captured my imagination too. 

In between living, dreaming and hero-worshipping; a very sad event transpired. My mother died. It was leukemia and the chemotherapy didn’t work. She was much too delicate to bear the ruthless onslaught of needles and radiation. True to type, my father kept a stiff upper-lip. He displayed no emotion and I, eleven years old then, too emulated him. That day was a sober one with my father’s navy colleagues coming and offering condolences. My father and I stood side by side and accepted their condolences gravely. The event did not bring my dad and me closer. It only contributed to increase the distance between us. We didn’t know what to say to each other and felt very awkward when alone in each other’s company. 

This was partly the reason—the fear of silence—that prompted my father to marry Harpreet almost immediately after my mother’s demise. Harpreet hailed from Punjab, and had the typical tall, robust build that people from the region are supposed to have. Her husband

had died of a heart-attack a few years back and had left her alone with two children to bring up. In the absence of a husband, she would have had to work to provide for the family. This she found an onerous task, thus saw in my father a good catch. At this juncture, I have to reveal that my father was from a very wealthy family. His ancestors had been landed gentry; hence money, even if not liquid, was aplenty. I didn’t mention this fact earlier because my father’s ancestral property didn’t make any difference to me or my mother. 

Mom had just cared for the man and the child that she had begotten with him. Harpreet, on the contrary, cared for my dad’s abundant wealth. To her he was just a means towards an end, the end being a luxurious life for her and her children. 

Harpreet, as I mentioned, had two kids. The older, Shweta, was a nice, good-natured affable girl. She couldn’t be called pretty, granted, but was good-looking in a healthy wholesome way. Her stature was tall and sinewy and her hair was chopped into a very smart bob. At thirteen, she had very mature breasts, which she wasn’t too particular about flaunting. She kept them hidden and suppressed under an especially tight sports bra. Shweta was also uncomfortable with her broadening hips, it seemed, for she wore restraining cycling shorts to curtail their development

Now let me quit talking about her body and make a mention of her top-class capabilities. Shweta was an all-rounder—an ace at academics and a pro at sports. Her general interests were wide and varied and she had good grip over current affairs. Her language, mathematical and decision making skills were rather advanced for her age. It wouldn’t be wrong to say she was a genius. 

I accompanied Shweta during her throw ball practice and swimming sessions. It was a visually treat, watching this lovely athletic girl jump high in the air and serve a large ball over the net. While swimming, Shweta appeared to her best advantage--I enjoyed watching her lithe young arm and calf muscles ripple during the butterfly stroke. 

Many a times, my congenial stepsister would coax and cajole me into the waters. However, I’d give up after very elementary strokes

and never even dreamt of reaching the butterfly like my talented stepsister. 

My step-brother, Sumer, was different druthers altogether. He was a loveless, Godless, aggressive specimen. Sumer happened to be the same age as me. Physically, he was tall (like his mother and sister), muscular and showed precocious development for his age. He already had an Adam’s apple bobbing up and down his throat, was sprouting a mustache and spoke in a deep gruff baritone. Sure, he played football, volleyball, cricket and hockey with a certain innate flair. However, his masculinity had seeped into other aspects of his life as well—at barely 12, the boy had taken to smoking and taking a swig or two of whisky, stolen from my father’s clandestine stock. 

Shockingly, he was also sexually active. I had seen him give his pocket money to women twice his age and I knew what they did. 

This was appalling considering people in India are late bloomers in the sex department. Many refrain from having intercourse until they are married. In the modern era, with careers taking precedence, this may be as late as about 28 or even 30s. 

Not being the judgmental kind, I never harbored any ill-will towards Sumer. However, it would be a lie to claim we got along like a house on fire. Moreover, I was always sensitive to fumes of superciliousness that seemed to emanate from my stepbrother towards me. He thought I was a non-entity and didn’t dither to make his emotions clear. 

Yes, I admit I wasn’t into sports. I was a more spiritual person devoted to arts, music and literature. I followed Van Gogh and Picasso and aped these masters. And loved and savored all genre of music from classical, to rock, to  ghazals. As for literature, I had graduated from classics and started reading contemporary literature. 

Kazuo Ishiguro, Kiran Desai and Khalid Housseni figured among my favorite authors. These were writers read by adults; hence Shweta said I had a rather brilliant mind for my 12 years. 

But physically, I was growing at my own pace. Perhaps I was small and fine-boned like my mother. It was too early to say conclusively. 

I spent a lot of time with Shweta. I admit I was enamored of her physical body, but the vulgarity of gender never tainted our interactions. We were just two people talking to each other. A brother and a sister. Two beautiful human beings. Kindred souls. Soul-mates. 

The night that I remember would be etched forever in the folds of my memory. We lay side by side on a mat on the terrace—my dainty body was next to her sinewy one. Gentle breeze caressed our cheeks. The fragrance of the floral  raat ki raani permeated our beings. Stars shone down on our young bodies.. The cresent of the moon was a witness to our camaraderie. 

‘Punks’ she asked ‘What do you want most in life?’

I mulled over this. Finally replied ‘To be happy’

‘How?’ she prompted ‘what would make you happiest?’

‘Being a sailor’ I replied ‘and hopefully, getting marooned on an island and living by myself’

‘You are so like papa, yet not like him’ she smiled. 

‘What do you mean?’ I asked, genuinely baffled. 

‘You’re like him because of your evident fascination for the sea’ she replied ‘Yet so different because your notions are so romantic’ she paused ‘You know life in the navy is different—from the one you envisaged, don’t you?’

‘Perhaps—I don’t know’, I murmured, then asked ‘What about you, Shwe? What is your ambition in life?’

Her eyes lit up at the word ‘ambition’. ‘There are so many’ she said in her typical cryptic fashion ‘Yet it narrows down to only one thing—

changing the system’. 

‘”Changing the system—how?’ I asked. 

‘I don’t know yet’ she said ‘but I’ll figure out’. With that I dozed off. 

I planted a gentle kiss on her closed eye-lid. How serene she looked in repose—my fiery elder sister. I would never in the world like to be separated from her. ‘Darling’ I gently whispered into her sleeping ear

“How I wish it could be ‘till death do us apart’ with us”. Yes, I dreamt of marrying her when I grew up. She was undoubtedly my soul-mate. 

My better-half. I felt a connection with her that I was convinced I’d never ever feel with anybody. However, I was alarmed at the prospect of telling her. I didn’t know how she would take it. After all, we were brother and sister. It was another matter that we weren’t related by blood. 

One fateful day, Shweta and her friend, Savitri (‘Savvy’ for short) and I were listening to the stereo. Now, Savvy was also quite tall and gargantuan like Shweta. As I got up and did what they call twerking these days, the girls joined me. Savvy gyrated with me shoulder to shoulder. Subsequently she remarked, ‘Punks, you are so small and delicate. I daresay, you’re more feminine than the two of us!’. She indicated Shwetha and herself. Both the girls chuckled. I joined them like a good sport. ‘He has taken after his mother’, Shwetha told Savvy by way of explanation, ‘I’ve seen her pictures—she looked like a beautiful Greek Goddess come down to earth’. 

‘Punks honey’ Savvy proceeded to girlishly plead ‘Would you please humor this fancy of mine?’. She was holding Shwetha’s up school uniform which, by the way, comprised of a shirt with puff-sleeves and a short pleated skirt. Her eyes beseeching eyes looked rather like a spaniel’s. ‘What?! You want me to wear it?!’, I cried aghast ‘No way!’. 

‘ Please’ Savvy begged with all her heart ‘Just for a second. I want to see how much lovelier you could look!’. 

Savvy’s request was so earnest, I had to oblige. ‘Only for a second, okay?’ I said before gingerly slipping into Shweta’s uniform over my boys’ banyan and briefs. It felt so strange. I felt like a stupid little pansy. 

At this importunate moment, my stepmother barged into Shwetha room. She saw me garbed in her daughter’s uniform. There was a triumphant sort of a glint in her eye that I couldn’t very well fathom at that moment. ‘Pankaj, Shwetha’ she ordered, ‘Papa wants to see you—this very moment’. ‘Oh my God!’ my heart palpitated within my frail rib-cage. Was my father due to come back to Mumbai today? I thought he was due two days thence. I definitely couldn’t go and meet him dressed in a girls’ garment. ‘Mom’ I said queasily, ‘Please give me a minute—to change’. My step-mother was having none of it. ‘You can’t Pankaj. Your father wants to see you immediately’, she said authoritatively. 

She led us down the corridor into the drawing room. There sat my straight-backed, regal looking father in the middle of the ornate sofa. 

Like a king on his throne. The smart tailoring of his navy uniform accentuated the hard muscular contours of his body. Next to him sat Sumer. He seemed to have come back victorious after a football match. He was sweating profusely and reeked of pride and triumph. 

My eyes surveyed the rest of the room. A few of my father’s colleagues were also present. 

‘Your son is growing up to be quite a Ronaldo, eh Rajkiran?!’, one of my father’s batch-mates remarked. He meant the great Brazilian football player. I caught a glimmer of pride in my father’s eye. It was almost as if he saw Sumer as his heir. An able successor. A befitting crown prince for a monarch. 

At this moment, I was made to enter. Looking quite a sight in a girls’

uniform. My father was aghast. I noticed that his eyes nearly popped out of their sockets. His friends looked mildly surprised. 

‘What is the matter with you?’ my father finally found his voice ‘Why are you dressed in that infernal manner?’

Before I had the chance to open my mouth, my stepmother chipped in. And she chipped in to tell the most flagrant untruth. 

‘He’s like this all the time, Raj….’ She lied ‘dressing in girls’ clothes and behaving in a very effeminate manner. On the other hand, Sumer does justice to your name. He keeps the Rajkiran flag flying gloriously high. The trophy that he’s won today is testimony to my words’. 

She had made it seem that I was an unworthy heir to my father’s property. And that, Sumer, her flesh and blood was everything a competent son ought to be. 

My father seemed to be brimming with rage against me. I—his biological son had disgraced him in front of so many of his friends and colleagues. 

‘But, Papa…’ I tried to defend myself in a weak voice. 

‘Hush!...Not a word from you!’ my father bellowed. I noticed his face had gone beet-red and that he was hyperventilating. He ordered me to my room. I retraced my steps along the corridor, shame-faced. 

Stopping over at Mumbai was just a brief pause between Kochi and the next destination, Maldives (where dad was to attend a seminar). 

My father left home the very next day. After that it started—atrocity against me in full blast. 

‘Come here’ my stepmother ordered me ‘Take off your clothes’

I was flabbergasted, but did as I was told. As I stood there in my underwear, my stepmother proceeded to drape me in one of her hideous old cotton sarees. ‘This is your penance’ she told me once she was done ‘For appearing in that ludicrous fashion in front of your father’. 

‘I didn’t want to’ I said, standing up for myself ‘Savvy sort of coaxed me into the uniform’

‘I don’t care for an explanation’ my step-mother said brusquely ‘all I know is that you’ve made a spectacle of yourself. Wearing this saree

day in and day out for a week will teach you a lesson. In the meantime, I forbid you from going to school’. 

‘Mom, why are you doing all this to Pankaj?’ Shweta sprung in my defense ‘that episode wasn’t at all his fault—you very well know’. 

‘Keep out of this, Shweta’, her mother’s eyes spoke murder ‘good kids don’t argue with elders, don’t you know?’. 

Shweta was forced to withdraw. She did so sulkily. 

The next one week was a nightmare. I detested being dressed in that odious flowing garment and being at the beck and call of the mother-son duo. They treated me like owned chattel. Besides, the thought of missing coaching and assignments at school filled me with dread. Indian system of education could be taxing even at the 7th grade level. There would be a lot of catching up to do once I got back. 

One night, when my stepbrother and sister had presumably gone off to sleep, my stepmother woke me up. I woke up with eyes that were groggy with sleep. She had a tall glass of milk in her hand. ‘Here’

she said with uncharacteristic kindness ‘This will make your bones stronger’. Then she got out a note pad and pen. ‘Now, be a good boy and write a letter of remorse to your papa’. 

The paper and pen were thrust into my hands. Then my stepmother started dictating in a low, rather ominous voice. 

‘Dear Papa, I am so sorry to have emerged out of the room in a girls’

uniform the other day. I know I disgraced you in front of your friends. 

I tried redeeming myself, but it’s of no use. The episode keeps coming back to haunt me. Hence, I am leaving. I don’t know where. I don’t know how. Please don’t try looking for me.’

And I was made to sign the letter with ‘Your son, Pankaj’. In a sleepy state, I had done as my mom had ordered. Like a stupid mechanical automaton. Now sense kicked in. ‘Mom, why are you….’ Then sleep-

- a deep, torpid and obviously artificially induced one started tugging me into its abyss. 

From beneath the sheath of sleep, a cold hard voice of reason spoke--‘you’ve been drugged…the milk had been tampered with. I was barely conscious when my stepmother put me behind her back like a sack of potatoes, uploaded me in the car and drove away with me in the deep dark night. 

Chapter 2 - Beguiled 

Swirls of cigarette smoke tainted the air. The atmosphere was replete with the intoxicating scent of hooch, locally concocted alcoholic liquor. The human animal chewed  paan like cud. Before long, the juice was spat all over the walls, making them appear blood-stained.  Paan is a traditional preparation made of betel leaves, areca nut, quick lime and at times, tobacco.  Paan laced with tobacco is used as a stimulant and is typically spat out by its users. This phenomenon is a great public nuisance in India and raises great concerns about cleanliness. 

The human animal now proceeded to copulate. The sickening smell of sex assailed the air. 

I was perched on that hazy cusp between dream and wakefulness. 

Slowly, cautiously, my eye-lids fluttered open. The above hadn’t been a dream at all. I found myself in a strange place that was clearly not my home. A sign-board at a distance told me I was in Bangalore. 

I cast a now wakeful eye around me. The room I was locked in was a singularly depressing one. Its walls that had once been painted bright yellow had now faded to a drab off-white. The lead paint was chipping off it--a factor that I felt sure could pose a serious health threat if left unattended. The room had a single locked and barred window. It accentuated my feelings of being a trapped caged animal. 

A tiny sad looking ceiling fan whirred noisily on top. The room had a cupboard of sorts which housed a few hangers. On the hangers hung a few sarees and rather provocatively tailored blouses. The room also housed a rather filthy shower cubicle and a poorly maintained toilet. Decidedly, this wasn’t one of the most hygienic places. 

What was most nauseating was the scene I was under the impression of having dreamed up. It was as real as the skin on my body. People were smoking, drinking and chewing  paan which they

happened to squirt on the walls right from where they were sitting. 

The thing that scandalized me the most was the sight of gaudily painted, somewhat masculine looking women having sex with coarse looking men--with the door widely ajar. And what’s worse, they were doing it together. I’d vaguely heard that group sex is called an orgy. 

An orgy this was. I, a hitherto naïve 12 year old, was a witness to a freaky public sex show. 

The question that had got quelled due to my sedation raised its hood now. How had I come here? And what was I doing here? I had vague memories of my step mother having drugged me, carried me to the car and driving away into the chilling dead night. What had happened after that? Unconsciousness had taken over and my memory didn’t aid me. 

A huge dark woman who emerged from the building’s cavernous interiors provided the answer to my question. ‘Wondering what you are doing here, honeybun?’ she said in a husky boisterous voice ‘Big Momma here will tell you!’

Soon I was in the know. My stepmother had sold me to this  hijra guru in return for a fee. A hijra guru is a transgender leader who heads a community known as the ‘ Jamaat’. ‘Harpreet has probably used the note she had me write to the effect that I had escaped of my own accord as evidence’ I thought in my mind. Little did I realize then that I knew only half the story. There were oodles more to it that I wasn’t yet cognizant of. 

I knew Harpreet didn’t love me as much as she did her own kids. 

Perhaps that was natural enough, but I never expected her to stoop to such levels. Being mean was transgression, what she’d done was downright criminal. 

Soon, I started getting used to my new surroundings. Not that I grew enamored of it or anything, but I could now kind of tolerate it. 

Damayanti, our hijra guru, or Big Momma as she liked to call herself (after some movie character) was a bundle of paradoxes. She, as I’ve already made a mention, was built like a tree-trunk. Her physical

being seemed so solid that one got the impression that one could break an entire coconut on her, yet not harm her iota. Big Momma, obviously born male or intersexed, seemed to have undergone either a sex change surgery or hormone therapy. The consequence of this was a blubbery body, with fat distribution akin to a female’s. Her huge mammoth-sized breasts could provide competition to the great Himalayas themselves. A duck was likely to develop an inferiority complex if it beheld her curvaceous derriere. So magnificent a persona was Big Momma. 

Big Momma was affectionate, domineering, maternal, perverted, vivacious and ominous—all these seemingly contradictory qualities rolled into one. From the deadly, cacophonous orgasmic sounds that emanated from her room, one could perceive that she had a high sex drive. And she bullied her lovers in a motherly way. She was the same with me--loving when I obeyed, punitive at the slightest hint of rebellion. ‘I shall not stand that, boy!’ she’d warn in her sturdy clear temple bell-like voice ‘I’ll have you castrated. Immediately and brutally!’. And I’d cower and hide under the bed sheets. 

One day, Big Momma got a female doctor along with her. Now, this dame was most probably a gynecologist or something and an unethical one at that. This was the kind of woman who would conduct a sex determination test on a yet unborn fetus for as little as Rs.500. And gang up with the parents and abort it unconscientiously if it happened to be female. Such malpractices were against the law, yet went on at a stealthy, surreptitious level. 

The doctor came near me. I noticed that she was about 45 and fat, with unhealthy rolls of fat clinging to her mid-riff (So ironical, considering she was a medico!). Her hair was receding in a pattern atypical to the female gender. Okay, I’ll say it straight—the esteemed doctor was practically bald. I had heard my late mother remark that an impure heart showed itself on one’s exterior. Now I had living breathing evidence to corroborate the theory. It was standing right in front of me with a stethoscope. Or rather, an injection. I stand corrected—with two injections. 

Estrogen and progestogens were injected in my body despite my vehement protests. Progestogen is a type of a female hormone naturally produced by the ovary and placenta of all female mammals. 

The primary progestogen produced by the female human body is called Progesterone. Progestogen (along with estrogen) is often used in male-to-female hormone replacement therapies. This was what was done to me. 

Big Momma gripped hold of one arm and the bald female doctor the other. And then the body (and life) transmuting stuff was absorbed by my body. 

‘Just a question of a few months, honeybun!’ Big Momma thumped me on the back energetically ‘And you’ll be a woman.’ ‘A  real woman’ she added gesticulating towards her imperial gigantic breasts. It was frightening to imagine a development of such massive proportions on my gauzy frame. I shirked in fascinated horror. But then calmed down thinking Big Momma was just joking. 

Big Momma clothed me in comfortable slacks and girlish chintz printed tops. I wasn’t too gung-ho about the designs. They were much too feminine for my tastes. But at least, they weren’t as tedious and unmanageable as the saree my stepmother had made me wear. 

Eventually, I understood the purpose of being given such convenient attire. It was to facilitate doing work—something with which I was, incidentally, heaped with. I was treated as a veritable maidservant…’An Owned Slave’ would be a more appropriate sobriquet. The dirty dishes piled in the washbasin were my responsibility. I had to scrub and clean them until they glittered. In the absence of a washing machine, I had to manually scrub and wash the clothes. The arduous task made my tender back ache. I also had the onus of sweeping dust and cigarette ash off the floors. 

The hijra brothel didn’t have a decent mop; I was forced to clean the floors with a wet rag, kneeling on all fours like an animal. To engage in these menial tasks day-in and day-out was terribly humiliating for a person of my refined tastes and exalted sensibilities. 

A week later something rather unusual occurred. I felt a pain in my nipples. It wasn’t excruciating, and was pleasurable in a way I can’t describe. I also noticed that my once boyish nipples were metamorphosing into something else—they were bigger and darker and the circumference of the area around them (the one I’d heard the girls refer to as ‘aureole’) had indisputably increased. Also, the flesh around it was slightly raised. It had the appearance of a tender little flower bud, just before spring. 

After a few months, the ‘bud’ flowered and matured into two beautiful fruits. As big momma observed, they were beginning to resemble juicy mangoes, freshly ripened in the tropical sun. To come to think of it, my entire appearance had started to have certain lusciousness about it. The fat in my body was redistributed in such a manner that I had shapely hips and thighs. My derriere was plush enough to give Latin American songstress Jennifer Lopez a complex. 

As a consequence of constant injection of hormones, my testicles were reduced to half their original size in a year. Over a period of two years, they had shrunk to the size of a grape seed before being totally assimilated into my body. The penis stuck out like a sore thumb in my otherwise feminine body. Big Momma ruled out the traditional crude emasculation ceremony or Nirvaan in my case. ‘The Nirvaan is alright for these standard breeds!’ she remarked, indicating my Jamaat-sisters or the other hijras in the brothel ‘You, my honeybun, are a thoroughbred and hence deserve the best!’. She took me to a first- class surgeon and had my gender reassigned. The last remnant of masculinity i.e. my penis was removed and a vagina and labia were instated in its place. Big Momma asked the surgeon to make my organs as aesthetically appealing as possible. ‘That’ll attract more boys!’ she whispered in my ear. ‘Boys’, by the way, was a euphemism for brothel-frequenting, uber-horny sex-maniacs that the place was chockablock with. The irony of the fact was they didn’t have a hint of boyishness about them. 

One day when cleaning the brothel toilet, I caught Big Momma staring at my breasts. ‘You need support, honeybun’ she said

decisively ‘Let’s go lingerie shopping’. Shopping with Big Momma was a singular experience. She asked the guy at the counter to show all varieties of lingerie he had. Then she proceeded to find fault with each set; either pronouncing that the material was bad, the color hideous or stitching lousy. Finally, after an hour of haggling and nit-picking, Big Momma picked a sensually cut carmine brassiere-underwear set for me. The sales man was so relieved that Big Momma had finally bought something that agreed to sell the set for half its price. Big Momma sure had some shrewd tricks up her (rather enormous) sleeve! 

I was soon offered to customers. I discovered that I had a certain vulnerable sensuality around me that aroused the beast in men. 

They treated me like a sex doll rather than a human being; biting, clawing, pinching and flogging my nubile body whenever the fancy took them. I detested it at first and even tried to resist it. Before long I found that I had, in a perverse way, started to enjoy the humiliation of rough sex. I felt ashamed of my masochistic tendencies, but found that I couldn’t help it. At this point, I discovered that I had a condition that psychiatrists would label ‘Autogynephilia’—I thought of myself dressed as a bride, complete with the bridal  lehnga-choli (long skirt and blouse) and rich elaborate jewelry, and found myself aroused sexually. The thought of blood red  henna (plant dye) decking my frangible palms made me swoon with delight. 

When I had a minute of leisure, I used to shed a tear or two. For the body and chastity that used to be mine. For books and for education, even a whiff of which hadn’t touch this God-forsaken place. For the girl whom I had loved and had dreamt of marrying. 

I missed Shweta with an ardor that, if became known, would wrench the hardest of hearts. ‘One day, I’ll reunite with her’ I vowed. 

However, under no circumstances would I tell her that it was her mom who had handed me to Damayanti and had ordered introduction of all manner of changes on my body. I’d take all the blame on myself, as Harpreet had intended. 


* * *


One of my most regular clients was a guy named Harmeet (aptly nicknamed ‘Horny’). Horny was 29 years old, a techie by profession, and employed in a reputed IT company situated in the far-flung electronic city. He was married and was the father of a one year old child. Most people would have described Horny as good-looking—he was tall, had a muscular gym-toned body, and a symmetrical clean-shaven face. Since he had had an education, his manner was deceptively suave and polished. Only I recognized the obscenity of his physical being and the filthy savage animal that lurked within. 

Our hijra brothel was also situated at the outskirts, near electronic city. Horny found it convenient to drop in after his eight hours at the office. Horny was addicted to BDSM (Bondage, discipline and sado-masochism) and reveled in making me the submissive partner. He’d often use a slave-collar and bound me in chains during our amorous sessions. He derived great sadistic pleasure in humiliating me and watching me suffer pain while in bed. After an initial period of resistance, I found myself letting go and carousing in the abasement. 

I can’t claim the relationship was consensual for I was only fourteen and yet to develop a complete understanding of the world. Besides, Big Momma had sternly ordered us Jamaat hijras to do a client’s every bidding, lest he was offended and left without paying. If not, she threatened to shove us into a cauldron of boiling oil or push us off a cliff. 

Once after a session of particularly humiliating flogging, I asked dared to ask Horny a question or two. 

‘You and the other men treat me rather roughly—may I know why?’. 

Emboldened by my own gesture, I ventured to ask one more question ‘Do you treat your wives the same way? 

Horny seemed to consider this. After some reflection, he proceeded to explain ‘Listen honey, women are like two types of flowers…..’

‘Huh?!’ I exclaimed within. Whatever I’d expected, it wasn’t this. 

‘The first, to which our wives incidentally belong, are beautiful but earthy’ Horny continued ‘they evoke the nurturing gardener in us and we do all we can to protect and cherish them. In the sense, we provide the metaphorical water, sunlight and manure for them to blossom’. 

I inwardly raised an eyebrow. I’d never thought Horny capable of such poetic explanations. 

‘The second category of flower…’ the inspired man persisted ‘is of a rare celestial beauty. It’s delicate to behold and has a light teasing maddening fragrance….’ he ran his tongue over his full sensuous lips ‘It’s allure is too much for the mere mortal male to handle—we just can’t resist it. It evokes in us not the desire to protect and cherish, but to ravish--’ he stopped and looked me directly in the eye

‘you, my sweet, are the second category of flower’. 

So, I was the so-called flower that brought out the rapist in men. I didn’t know whether to feel flattered or nauseated. 

Chapter 3 - The Reunion 

The summer of my 15th year arrived. The flush of womanhood was more prominent than it had ever been. My cheeks were smooth like marble on which black arched brows stood in striking contrast. The body, under a constant onslaught of hormones, was the epitome of beauty and sensuality. My perfect 34-22-34 figure would have given Rambha, Urvashi, Menaka or any other  apsara (celestial maiden) worth her name a run for her divine money. At 5’3, I was only two inches taller than my mother had been. My hair, waist-length now, was brown, straight and shone with the vigor of my prime. 

I looked into the mirror and smiled at my reflection. The image that smiled back at me was a carbon copy of my mother’s. I turned away, blushing. It was a heady feeling—being so achingly young and pretty. Someone else, living miles away, was being furnished with reports of my development and progress post hormone-therapy and sex-reassignment. After looking at a few of my latest pictures, my stepmom was apparently satisfied…..with the results of her wily, little scheme. 

One dewy morning, Big Momma held something in front of me. It caught a ray of the early morning sun and glimmered like burnished gold. 

Yet it was a thing that surpassed gold and silver. Ostensibly just a printed piece of paper. For me a priceless thing. 

It was a one-way ticket to Mumbai, my home-town. 

I looked up at Big Momma with tears of gratitude in my eyes. Big Momma told me with her characteristic vigor that my stepmom had been happy with the way I had metamorphosed into a girl and had commanded that I to be sent home and that she, Damayanti, wasn’t going out of her way to be nice to me. ‘I got a fee’ she revealed ‘for keeping you here and transforming you into a young woman’. 

Yet Big Momma had been kind in a way many Jamaat gurus weren’t known to be. She was one of those people who felt supremely embarrassed when caught doing something kind. 

Big Momma decided to give me a queen’s farewell. She dressed me in the most mesmerizing pink saree and one of those sexy low-necked blouses that the hijra house seemed to be milling with. Then she accompanied me to the railway station. Before I boarded the train, she engulfed me in a tight bear-hug and said ‘Be happy, honeybun. And forgive Big Momma her transgressions—she is after all the vermin of the gutters’. 


* * *

I waved from the train. And kept waving until Big Momma became a tiny speck in the distance. Rumble-tumble the train moved forwards. 

And rumble-tumble--the train of my thoughts ran alongside to match its pace…. 

I had forgotten my transmutation. The brief unchaste life that I had been forced to lead. I was once more Pankaj, the spiritual sublime being who loved art, literature and music. The person who enjoyed the art of learning. The starry-eyed young boy who had been in love with his stepsister….’Shweta, my love, I am coming back to you’ I murmured looking outside the train window. The impish wind gnome snatched away my words, scattered and shared them with his friends, the other elements of nature. 

I was wrapped in a delicious surreal world, an anti-thesis to what it had been for the past three years. It felt good to be flying without wings. Yet something ensued during the course of the journey that brought me down to earth with a thud. 

From the onset of the journey, I had been vaguely mindful of a young man sitting opposite me. Presently, he changed seats and came and sat down next to me. For a while, he smoked a  beedi or a cheap local cigarette made of tobacco leaves. He exhaled puffs of smoke outside the train window. After a minute, in what seemed to be a

deliberate move, the creep turned in my direction and exhaled a swirl of smoke down the length of my neck. I was repulsed, but decided to ignore his misdemeanor. 

Soon the low-life’s antics became insufferable. He took a folded copy of a local newspaper from his pocket, and started reading it in an ostentatious manner. While ostensibly reading it, he would shamelessly rub against me. He’d turn a page and graze an

‘accidental’ hand against my bosom. Another page flipped, and the bugger’s fingers would brush my thighs. Also, he had shifted himself so close to me that I could feel his foul breath on my cheek. This man was clearly invading my personal space. And sexually harassing me in a slimy covert manner. Since his overtures were surreptitious, I couldn’t even voice a protest. 

‘ Bhai-saab, could you stop smoking?’ a voice from behind us said. It came from a young man who was seated in a compartment adjacent to mine. My molester, who I discovered was somewhat pusillanimous, threw the cigarette out. ‘And do you mind sitting here?’ the decent young man indicated the seat next to his ‘I think you are sitting inappropriately close to the lady’. 

“Ha! ‘Lady indeed!” my molester had mustered some uncharacteristic pluck ‘She’s no lady’ he guffawed. ‘ Kapdon se hi dhande waali lagti hai! ’ he added in Hindi. The closest translation of the aforesaid could be ‘Check out her clothes—she looks like she’s in the prostitution  dhanda!’

‘Perhaps—I don’t know’, my guardian angel answered ‘But that doesn’t give you the license to harass her’. 

‘You seemed to take a high-moral ground, Sir’ the gutter-vermin told the young-man ‘But answer a question—would you ever marry a fallen woman like her?’

‘Maybe I would—if I discovered she had a good heart’ my savior replied. My heart leapt with admiration for the gallant young knight. 

But before I could look in his direction again, he was gone. By the grace of God, the boor had also made himself scarce. 

The episode had soon evanescenced from my mind. All I could think of was going home to my original life. To familiar surroundings, hobbies and interests. To my stepsister and soul-mate…. 

Coincidentally, it was she who opened the door. I didn’t recognize Shweta at first sight. Three years had imposed additional liabilities on my stepsister like long hair she had been undoubtedly forced to sport and spectacles which were the evident benediction of too much studying. She had grown even taller than before. 

Naturally, she didn’t recognize me. I was a near-full-grown woman standing in front of her in a flimsy revealing saree and a provocatively tailored blouse. A far cry from the delicate, sensitive and lofty-minded stepbrother she used to know. However, I am sure she had a sense of déjà vu because of my striking resemblance to my deceased mother. 

Nevertheless, I could hardly expect her to know it was me. To guess that I was Pankaj who had had a sex-change required a gigantic leap in imagination. My sister, who was after all human, was unable to make it. ‘Yes, please?’ she raised a quizzical eyebrow. 

‘Darling, Shwe!’ I exclaimed putting my arms around her ‘Don’t you recognize me, your stepbrother, Punks?’

‘Cut the crap, you hussy!’ Shweta snapped and entangled herself from my embrace ‘The gall you have to come here and claim to be my missing stepbrother!’

She refused to accept that I was Pankaj. However, some instinct in her was obviously functioning for she desisted from letting anyone else know that I was here. The fact that I was fatigued and famished was obvious and Shweta was kind enough to give me shelter in the outhouse. She provided me with some food to eat and a mat to rest on. For the next ten hours, I was dead to the world. 

When I woke up round about midnight, I felt a gravid melancholy in my heart. I was lonely in spite of having come home. My sister, the love of my life, didn’t recognize me. The agony I felt within burst forth from my lips in the form of a Mehdi Hassan  ghazal (song)—‘Ranjish Hi Sahi’ I sang ‘Dil hi dukhane ke liye aa’ which means ‘Even if in enmity, come to break my heart’. So immersed was I in my rendition, that I hadn’t noticed Shweta having come inside the outhouse. When I paused, she rushed and embraced me. 

‘But you ARE Punks!’ she whispered in between tears of joy ‘No one else in the world is capable of singing as soulfully!’. She took my face between her hands and looked deep into my eyes ‘Forgive me, Punks….Forgive me for my behavior this morning’. We lay next to each other on the mat like old times. After the longest time Shweta spoke ‘Punks, how did you turn this way?’ She, of course, meant my transformation into a girl. 

‘It’s a long story’ I sighed and told her everything. However, I withheld the fact that it was her mother who had sedated me, handed me to Damayanti and had my gender swapped--so that I couldn’t make any claims to my father’s property. I let her believe that the note her conniving mother had dictated had been willfully penned by me. It would never do to let Shweta know that her mother was a scheming evil vamp. My poor sister’s honest heart would be shattered. ‘I was really embarrassed, Shwe, hence I left home. After that, I got into the wrong hands’ was all I said. 

‘It’s so sad, all that you’ve had to endure, said Shweta, her large eyes welling with tears. ‘However, I’ll try to make life pleasant for you from now on’ she grasped my hand in a reassuring promise. 

Suddenly, a question popped into my mind ‘Where’s papa?’ I asked

‘Is he at home?’

‘No’ Shweta replied ‘He’s on a two year tour to Ivory coast—

apparently to train young boys and girls who aspire to join the navy. 

He is to teach them how to defend the country.’

I inwardly heaved a sigh of disappointment. Papa was away on a longer than usual tour this time. I was depending on him to understand my predicament and get my life back on track. But perhaps I could apply to Shweta for that. Though quite young, she seemed competent enough to guide me. 

‘Shwe, as you know, I have lost three academic years’; I told my sister ‘How do you think I can catch up?’

‘Oh, I’ll help you with that, Punks!’ Shweta said buoyantly ‘I could get you NCERT books from the 7th to the 10th grade—from the time you’d left off to the time you ought to start again. After brushing up your learning, you could rejoin school.’

‘Thanks honey’ I said smiling ‘You, I presume, are in the 11th grade now?’

‘Yes, and have begun preparing for IAS prelims and mains as well. 

The early bird catches the worm’ she replied grinning. Shweta spoke with passion; I learnt that she was keeping up to date with Indian economics, political science and skimming the history. She told me she studied one subject at a time and assessed herself by taking tests periodically. After completing the 12th grade, she planned on joining an IAS coaching centre to learn smart strategies to crack the exams. 

‘Read the newspapers. And study the maps’ I told my sister ‘They’ll help you score well’

My sister looked stupefied. ‘You’ve missed out on 3 years of formal education, Punks’ she said admiringly ‘yet are not lacking in native intelligence. There’s much hope for you—you’ll do very well.’

‘Thank you’ I said earnestly. We persisted to talk about innumerable topics ranging from academics to fashion. We realized it was morning only when the sun gushed in and warmed our faces. 

Shweta took me inside the main house and exuberantly announced

‘Mom, Sumer, our Pankaj has come home!’

My step-mother and brother didn’t share her enthusiasm. Harpreet had arranged for my return ticket, she obviously knew I was returning, but didn’t expect me to be given such a warm, hearty welcome by Shweta. She had expected me to be mocked, derided and rejected. As for Sumer, he cared two hoots if I was alive or dead. 

At home or absconding. 

Sumer had grown up to resemble a gorilla or some like primate that man has evolved from. His stature was huge, his body hirsute and aberrantly muscular. His face and neck were covered with an abundance of hair that he hadn’t bother shaving. Sumer’s voice, I noticed, was lower and gruffer than an average human young man’s. 

Clearly, he was sub-human, on the inside as well as the outside. 

I started having a hard time. Harpreet would never let go an opportunity to rub in the fact that I was impure. ‘You’ve lived in a hijra whore-house for three whole years…’ her insinuations would invariably begin with before taking on different courses. ‘I am sure umpteen men have had their way with you…’, she’d rub in ‘God knows how many sexually transmitted diseases you’re carrying!. At other times, she’d say that living with someone with myriad amorous experiences were a corrupting influence on her children. I desisted from telling her that her son had begun his lustful escapades at age eleven itself. And that I owed my so-called impurity to her evil machinations. 

The insults eventually snowballed into major harassment. The mother-son duo addressed me by all manner of derogatory names such as ‘Slut’ and ‘Whore’. This was uncalled for because I hadn’t entered prostitution by choice. It had been forced upon me in the most bestial way possible and the reason for it had been none other than my step-mother herself. 

One day, while Shweta and Sumer were away at school, I fell upon my step-mother’s feet and supplicated her to send me back to

school. ‘Mother, please’ my voice held a fervent plea ‘I have a right to education’

‘Send you back to school?’ she demanded ‘Under what name?’

‘As Nina’, I replied. I had always fancied the name and now thought it apt for my sweet, lovely personality. 

‘The school authorities won’t accept it’ she said curtly. 

‘Mom, we could go to the notary and get an affidavit stating that I’ve changed my name’

‘Very clever, aren’t you?’ Harpreet said with a sardonic smile ‘And pray, how do we explain your gender?’

‘I am sure there is a legal recourse’, I replied. 

‘Do you think I have all the time in the world’ Harpreet’s tone was sarcastic ‘to get embroiled in some silly idiotic legal hassles? And what makes you think I’d let you flaunt your vulgar hijra body in civil society?’ Her questions that were actually masqueraded answers had the ring of finality to them. As far as she was concerned, the topic was closed. 


* * *

Harpreet and Sumer took total advantage of my father’s protracted absence. I was deprived of my due station in the house. Stripped of even the right to call Harpreet ‘Mother’, I was commanded to address her as ‘Didi, Madam or My Lady’. My scheming stepmom even forbade me from addressing my obnoxious stepbrother by name. I was directed to call him ‘Chote Saab or Chote Sarkaar’

(Young Sir or young master) instead. I was expected to do their every bidding and be there at their beck and call. My status in my own house was reduced to that of a mere maidservant. I wasn’t even allowed to have meals with the family. Left-overs, after everyone had eaten, became my sustenance. A few old tops and skirts that my

stepmom had purchased from a second hand-sale comprised my wardrobe. Also, I was forbidden from entering my old room and had to live in the outhouse instead. Shweta’s attempts to smuggle NCERT textbooks to the outhouse was thwarted by Sumer who informed Harpreet of her activities. Harpreet lost no time in tossing the books into the fire. 

My bold and beautiful sister would often lock horns with her mother over her ill-treatment of me. ‘For God’s sake mom’ she would say

‘Do not commit such a grave injustice! This is Punks’s own house, yet you treat her like an indentured servant!’

‘She’s a low-life!’ her mother would retaliate ‘And I treat her accordingly’. The argument between mother and daughter would be unceasing. One day, it went on for several hours. Finally, a much infuriated Harpreet gave her daughter the ultimatum ‘If you say one more word in Nina’s favor or treat her as an equal—I’ll throw you out of the house’. 

Harpreet was a grown woman. Shweta was still a teenager. It was tiny young David pitted against the gargantuan Goliath. Shweta backed-off, temporarily at least. 

Chapter 4 - Trial By Fire 

One fateful day, I accompanied Harpreet to the market. After haggling for an eternity, she purchased a few vegetables. ‘Take this home’ she directed handing me the basket ‘I’ll follow after a while’. 

She sauntered off, evidently to meet a friend. 

To go home from the grocer’s, we invariably took a short cut through the graveyard. I saw no reason to change this routine. Dusk was soon metamorphosing into night. I hurried through the graves and tombstones. I was about to touch the road, when I felt two arms encircle my waist. It tightened into a vice-like grip and pulled me into a car. I turned to take in a crude, uncouth looking youth. I tried to cry out but he gagged me with a dirty rag. I tried to claw and kick, but my abductor was way stronger than me. He caught hold of my fragile wrists and ankles, and bound them tightly with rope. 

After a short ride, he dragged me inside a deserted warehouse. It was situated next to a school which was vacuous because of the hour. My heart palpitated. There seemed no one around for miles. 

The man removed my gag, but let the ropes remain. He stripped me off my clothes and assaulted me. For the next ten days or so I was held captive in the warehouse. An adhesive taped tightly to my mouth and the ropes binding my limbs, preventing me from intimating anyone in the school premises. Apart from the aforementioned curtailments, I was also blindfolded. Hence, I couldn’t look around and get familiar with every inch of my surroundings. My abductor shoved food in my mouth thrice a day. 

Whenever nature called, I had to grapple for and press a particular switch on a box by my side. My abductor would lead me to a toilet situated on another floor of the warehouse. I was blindfolded, but estimated the number of floors to the toilet to be around three. I was given an old tattered sofa to sleep on. 

Throughout my captivity, I was raped. The feel of lusty lips that kissed, hands that groped and organs that were thrust inside me felt different each time; so I came to the conclusion that my violators were different people. This went on several times a day for about ten days. I was too exhausted to feel shame or disgust. 

The eleventh day caught me by surprise. My abductor opened my blindfold, took the gag off my mouth and untied the rope binding my hands and feet. Then he proceeded to assault me again. Now that my mouth was free, I screamed my lungs out. However, no one from the neighboring school came to my rescue. My eyes travelled to a calendar on one of the dilapidated walls. Today was a Sunday—the school was closed. 

After the same old ‘in and out’ routine, my tormentor left me lying on the sofa. The musky scent of his body fluids emanated from my every pore. I felt profoundly impure and contaminated. Just when I was looking for some water to get cleaned up, two policemen barged in. They saw my rapist’s semen on me and assumed I was soliciting customers. They arrested me, and had me locked up in a dingy cell. 

A few hours later a warrant was produced. 

Meanwhile, my family was informed about my arrest. Newspapers flashed a mug-shot of me on their front pages. The news items were captioned ‘Transwoman held in prostitution racket’. The report carried my father’s name along with mine. My father, who had incidentally returned from his tour, was so ashamed of having his name flushed down the toilet that he lost no time in disowning me. 

As it is, he was quite disgusted with my evident misdeeds of the past. This was the last straw. 

My sister, however, rose to the occasion. She put together her monthly allowance, borrowed some money from friends and hired an attorney to fight my case. They tried to get my birth certificate to prove that I was still a minor who couldn’t be tried. However, somebody (my stepmother, I suspected) had tampered with the birth certificate and misrepresented my age as 18 instead of 16. Hence, my lawyer was forced to drop that particular line of argument. 

The case came up for court hearing. Apart from the judge, jury, and attorneys; a whole lot of people had assembled in the court room. I vociferously claimed my innocence in the jam-packed chamber. I also told them that I was a victim who, by some strange irony of fate, was being framed. I saw the judge and the jury seriously taking notes. Subsequently, they seemed to be engaged in a profound discussion. A glimmer of hope rose within me—perhaps the ruling would be in my favor. 

Then the public prosecutor asked for court permission to bring in a piece of evidence. I clapped eyes on it and instantly I knew it was irrefutable. It was my old cotton skirt with sperm samples of many men on it. It was proven beyond doubt that I was involved in soliciting customers to further prostitution. They gave me a jail sentence of six months. The fact that the so-called prostitution was practiced brazenly close to a public place, that too something as sanctimonious as an educational institution, earned me an extra three months. 

The prison guards came to the witness box and handcuffed me. 

‘Wait!’ came a sharp cry as they were leading them away. It was my bold, beautiful, loyal sister Shweta. The love of my life. ‘Please, your honor’ she pleaded kneeling in front of the judge ‘Pankaj is innocent, I assure you. Give us some more time…perhaps….’

‘The case is closed, Miss’, the judge told her sternly. ‘Please go back home’. 

The last sight that I saw before the guards whisked me away was that of Shweta despondently holding her head in her hands and crying her heart out. 

Chapter 5 - Christian Charity Nine months of my young life passed in jail. The prison staff who believed I was guilty never lost an opportunity to brutalize and humiliate me in front of my fellow inmates. What added ghee (clarified butter) to their already burning fires was the fact that I was a transwoman. The prison guards didn’t even hesitate to sodomize me as they felt they were meting out just desserts to a useless, sinner of skewed gender. The indignities I suffered in prison were as bad as the ones I had suffered in the hijra brothel and in the warehouse. 

Finally, I was released. Akin to a bird caged for too long, freedom disoriented me. I didn’t know where I’d go or what I would do with myself. I wandered the Mumbai streets like one in a dream. Finally, my feet led me home. I paused awhile, and then knocked the door, hoping against hope that Shweta would open it. Unfortunately, Sumer did. ‘Get your criminal face out of here, hijra’ he growled

‘before you bring any more ignominy on the family!’. ‘Sumer’, I tried to reason with him ‘I have done nothing wrong…’. My stepbrother wasn’t entertaining any explanations. ‘Out!’ he barked loudly and succinctly. 

The door was still open. There seemed to be no sign of my father, Shweta, or even my conspiring stepmother. Evidently, Sumer was the only one at home. ‘Brother’, I pleaded, ‘I haven’t eaten since the morning. Spare me a morsel—for humanity’s sake’. Sumer went inside. Presently, he came out with a  naan (flat Indian bread made of refined wheat flour) and flung it at me before banging the door shut. I received it gratefully. The sub-human had some humaneness in him, after all. 

I had nowhere else to go, no one else to apply to for help. The Mumbai footpath became my home. I hung around and spent a dank chilly night on the streets. The  naan sustained me for a few hours before my stomach started growling again. I tied a tight cloth around

my stomach and tried to sleep. The nippy winter frost penetrated my gauzy clothes and chilled my bones. 

‘O God, please keep the cold out’ my prayers were fervent, ‘Else I’ll die’. As if in instant response, I felt the warmth of a woolen rug encompass me. I lifted my head expecting to see the generous benevolent face of Shiva, Krishna, Buddha or Jesus Christ. Instead, I beheld the kindly noble face of an earthling. My savior was a man in his 40s. He wore a cross around his neck and introduced himself as

‘Jonathan’. 

Jonathan took me to his house. He and his wife, Mary, suggested I have a warm bath and gave me a comfortable  Salwaar Kameez (the Punjabi dress) to wear. The warmth returned to my bones as I was given hot chicken soup to drink. Mary gave me some freshly baked bread to eat with it. 

When I regained my spirits, I cast a glance around the house. It was a singularly comfortable looking place—neither stifling nor sprawling. 

An old wooden shelf that stood in a corner had little figurines of characters from the bible neatly arranged on it. To the right of the room was the touching statue of Pieta i.e. that of Mother Mary with the dying Jesus in her arms. A small prayer room to the left housed pictures of Virgin Mary, Infant Jesus and Jesus Christ represented as

‘The Good Shepherd’. Candles were lit in front of the holy mother and son. The room also accommodated a hard-bound, impressive-looking copy of the Holy Bible. 

My hosts saw me looking around and smiled benignly. ‘What’s your name, child?’ asked Mary sweetly. Unaccustomed to such kindness, I broke down and cried. And confided in the couple, the entire history of my troubles—the abduction, forced gender-change, prostitution, ill-treatment, the jail-term, custodial rape and above all, the gross breach of faith by my stepmother. They didn’t interrupt, nor did they try to console. But listened patiently to every word I had to say. 

I had told them I was a hijra. A part of me half expected them to turn me out. They didn’t. Instead, Mary took my face in her hands and

planted a gentle motherly kiss on my forehead. I had never been nurtured thusly since my eleventh year. I saw in Mary my own deceased mother. 

The sentiment was reciprocated I soon learnt. Since Jonathan and Mary had lost their own teenaged daughter, Isabella, in a car accident a few years back, they were very happy to adopt me—a girl of around the same age. Under their tutelage, I learnt a lot—about God, Charity and Mercy. 

Mary home-schooled me for two years. Apart from higher English and mathematics, I was taught history, geography and economics in a systematic manner. Jonathan, an English literature professor at a local college, introduced me to Shakespeare. Reading biographies and autobiographies of great people like Mahatma Gandhi, Nelson Mandela, Stephen Hawking et al improved my mind and resilience. 

Jonathan encouraged me to read anything and everything I could lay my hands on—right from ‘The Financial Times’ to ‘National Geographic’. 

Since the couple believed in comprehensive education, I was taught to play the piano by Mary. Soon, I had picked up melodies of hymns and songs sung in praise of Jesus Christ, and Christmas carols. 

Jonathan and Mary took me on nature walks and frequent educational trips to museums, art galleries, the planetarium et al. We also travelled a bit and this helped broaden my horizons. 

Though settled in Mumbai, the Jonathans hailed from Kerala, the same state as my dad. This gave us much to talk about. We’d spend many a pleasurable hour talking about the state’s scenic beauty; the coconut trees, the imperial elephants; the cuisine that made liberal use of boiled rice, fish and coconut, and ‘Onam’, the state festival. 

Though the Jonathans were Christians, they celebrated a few Hindu festivals as well (like most Indian Christians). Mary wore a saree like any Indian woman, but didn’t deck her forehead with a  bindi (the round, usually red dot that Hindu women in India adorn their foreheads with). 

The Jonathans unfailingly attended the mass every Sunday. I accompanied them to church each time. The mass wasn’t just a religious congregation; it gave plenty of opportunities for social intercourse too. Mingling with and talking to people gave me new confidence in myself. 


* * *

I held my adoptive mother’s hand, one day, and thanked her for all that the couple had given me. ‘Don’t be silly, child’ Mary laughed

‘Everything we have is God’s, not exclusively ours!’

‘Still’ I persisted ‘You’ve done your duty as a good Christian’

‘We don’t see it as duty’ Mary corrected, ‘We see it as love’. 

My adoptive parents advised me to forgive my stepmother for all her crimes. ‘The quality of mercy is not strained’ Jonathan quoted Shakespearean heroine, Portia ‘It droppeth as the gentle rain from heaven/Upon the place beneath: it is twice blest; It blesseth him that gives and him that takes:’. I learnt that the person who receives mercy is blessed, but the person who shows it is twice-blessed. It was indeed an attribute to God himself. 

Spirituality was a soothing balm over my old scars. I held no grudges against anyone—my stepmother, my rapists or the society. The love and guidance of my adoptive parents had made me a new person. 

Accordingly, I looked forward to a new life. 

Chapter 6 - The Champion’s Bride At 19, I started working as a data entry clerk in a hospital. My adoptive parents expected me to avail of the reservation for sexual minorities and taking up either a vocational or academic course, but I preferred to start earning instead. As a result of my good English language, mathematical and newly acquired computer skills, I got the job under the general merit category. Jonathan and Mary were very immensely proud of my achievement. 

My job demanded long hours and I had to be in the hospital at 8 am every morning. To facilitate a convenient commute, Jonathan got me an electric scooter. I used to whizz on it to the office daily and begin work before any of my colleagues i.e. others in charge of administration. The fact that I was a transwoman was common knowledge at the hospital. At first, my colleagues, the janitors and nurses were a little hesitant to be friendly with me. I used humor to break the ice; soon they warmed up to me. My quickness and precision at work also earned plaudits from my colleagues, the nurses, as well as the doctors. 

My shift ended at 8pm. One rainy night, I found that my scooter wouldn’t start. I tried to kick start it one, twice, thrice with no luck. I pushed it on the wet roads looking for the closest mechanic. Finally, a garage caught my eye and I heaved a sigh of relief. A young man, presumably the mechanic, came out holding an umbrella. ‘Come inside, Madam’, he ushered me into his modest garage. Meanwhile, I’ll have a look at your scooter. He marched out again holding the umbrella over his head. 

I sat around waiting for the mechanic to diagnose the problem and set it right. Meanwhile, an adorable little boy came in with a tray bearing a cup of tea. He offered it to me saying ‘Madam,  bhaiya (brother) has sent this for you’. ‘Thank you so much’, I replied patting the little boy’s cheek. The warm brew was welcome on a rainy night such as this. 

Presently, the mechanic came into the garage. ‘Actually, the batteries had become old’, he said by way of explanation ‘I changed them and….’. My mind didn’t register the rest of his words. I was intently looking at his face—it was extremely familiar. Yet, I couldn’t place him. Then it came to me in a flash—the train journey from Bangalore to Mumbai three years back. This was the gallant young man who had rescued me from a molester. 

“I owe you a ‘Thank you’ for two things”, I told him, ‘For repairing my scooter and also for coming to my rescue on the Mumbai-bound train three years back”. 

Surprise was apparent on his face. ‘Was that you, Madam?’ he asked incredulous ‘I am sorry I didn’t recognize you’. That was understandable—I was dressed as a cheap little slut then, I was garbed like a respectable working woman now. 

‘That’s okay’ I said presently. ‘I have changed’. I settled the bill, thanked him for the coffee and left. 

Sleep evaded me that night. I kept thinking of the young mechanic and his chivalrous ways. He was an average-looking guy, definitely no Adonis by any standards, but he knew how to treat another human being. And that made him very handsome in my eyes. 

The scoundrel in the train had asked him if he’d ever marry a ‘fallen creature’ such as me. ‘Yes, I would—if she had a good heart’. His steady reply, made three years earlier, echoed in my mind. And filled my heart with an unbearable ecstasy. 


* * *

I was in for a surprise the next day. As I came out of the hospital, I saw the mechanic standing near the parking lot. ‘Hello, Madam’ he greeted me ‘I was here to drop one of the doctors’ car after serving’. 

My heart fluttered, making it difficult to breathe. ‘Hi’, I finally managed to gasp ‘So nice to see you again’. There was a pregnant pause. ‘By the way, I didn’t catch your name’ the guy finally said. ‘I

am Nina’, I extended a trembling hand ‘And you are?’. ‘Vimal’, my heart-throb shook my hand. 

Vimal and I started going out. Our romance blossomed over cups of coffee,  Vada-paav (a spicy cutlet sandwiched between buns—a Mumbai specialty), and spins on the bike. We’d go over to the beach, with me riding piliion behind Vimal, and frolic among the waves. My love for him swelled with every rise of the tide. 

In spite of my ethereal beauty, Vimal treated me like ‘the first type of flower’ my salacious client, Horny, had made a mention of. I was protected, cherished and treated like ‘a lady’. Vimal was solicitous enough to hold doors open for me, pull out a chair for me to sit on and let me have a seat first. Vimal was also very possessive—he was ready to beat to pulp any guy who as much as glanced at me. 

We went around with his protective (and proprietor’s) arm encircling my waist. ‘This woman is mine’ his gesture seemed to indicate to the world ‘Don’t you dare to even look at her!’

It felt good to know that old-fashioned chivalry wasn’t dead and that I was the person it was being shown to. Vimal made me feel like a true woman. When with him, I felt as safe as a baby in the womb. 

Vimal met up with my adoptive parents and formally ‘asked for my hand’. They gave their consent, in theory. Since Indian laws don’t allow a man and a transwoman to be legally married, we started living-in as husband and wife. 

The first few months passed well. Vimal was a loving husband, even if a little domineering. He made all the decisions concerning home-décor, budgets and mutual investment. I passively went along. I cooked what he liked, dressed the way he wanted me to and generally did as he dictated. Along with my work at the hospital, I also had the onus of single-handedly managing the house. I’d wake up at the crack of dawn and do all the house-work before getting dressed and rushing out. After the living-in arrangement with Vimal, I was invariably late for work. After getting back exhausted, I had to prepare tea and snacks for him and then proceed to prepare dinner. 

Vimal didn’t allow me to hire a maid nor did he help me out with domestic chores. Domesticity was considered the female bastion only and Vimal never shared any of the tasks. 

Because of responsibilities at home, I became inefficient at work. My speed had dropped and I had become a bit slack. One day, I made a glaring error while updating a patient’s medical record. The doctor in charge of the case was furious. She let me off with a warning. 

I came home demoralized. I took great pride in my work and had previously earned a good name at the hospital. Now, my reputation as a good worker was taking a beating. 

‘Vimal’, I addressed my partner who lolled on the sofa watching an Indo-Pak cricket match ‘I need to hire a maid’

‘A maid?’ he sniggered as if he’d never heard of the concept ‘What for?’

‘To help me do the housework’ I replied. 

‘Don’t tell me it’s that burdensome for you!’ he laughed ‘My mom did it single-handedly all her life!’

‘Your mom didn’t go out to work’, I pointed out. 

‘You quit your job too’ he said coolly. 

I stood there flabbergasted. Whatever I had expected, it wasn’t this. I hadn’t worked so well for three years just to quit. My job was my pride, my identity. 

I soon understood Vimal’s reasons for this suggestion. He, in the manner of many Indian men, was jealous that I earned more than him. He would rather see me labor away at home for no pay rather than go out and earn a living. 

Now, I wasn’t the aggressive bra-burning feminist type, nor was I a Pativrata (a woman who thinks her only duty in life is to worship and

serve her husband, and obey his every order. Traditional Hinduism, with its patriarchal structure, espouses this concept). I believed in the equality of genders. 

I pointed this out to Vimal and he became belligerent. ‘I won’t have the Western Poppycock from you!’ he snarled ‘Remember you are an INDIAN living in INDIA!’. I opened my mouth to retaliate and he struck me hard across the face. Never before had Vimal behaved so violently with me. These episodes of domestic violence only increased by the day. I stuck on, hoping things would improve. 

They didn’t. One day, he beat me so brutally that I had to be hospitalized. During our argument, he’d even referred to me as a hijra. ‘Fool was I to have been smitten by your beauty’ his words echoed in my mind ‘I could have had any born-woman, instead I went and choose a hijra like you!’. The so-called love of my life calling me a hijra was the last straw. I left him. 

I returned to my adoptive parents’ house. Kind and generous people that they were, they accommodated me like before. They never made a mention of Vimal or the relationship we had shared. I went to and came back from work like before. It was as if nothing had changed. 

However, outside home it was a different story altogether. Everyone looked upon me as ‘a deserted transwoman’ (ironic, considering it was  I who had left Vimal). I often noticed colleagues gawking at me

—it was obvious they discussed me and ‘tch-tched’ in lip sympathy. I tried to distract myself by going to the church and praying, but found no solace in even in its holy interiors. After my prayer sessions, I’d almost always come across a friend or acquaintance of Jonathan and Mary’s. Being cultured people, they were unfailingly polite to me, but I couldn’t help detecting a note of patronization in their voices. 

‘Poor, Nina’ everyone seemed to think in their minds ‘She was happy with a man once, but look at her now—back to the pavilion’. 

The truth of the matter is, there is a great stigma attached to deserted or divorced women/transwomen in India. Wherever we go, 

we are either judged or pitied. Owing to this aspect, my world, which was once vibrant with colors of the rainbow, became a dull deathly grey. And I was only 23 years old. 

Little did I know at this point, that the God had the greatest joy in store for me. He was smiling benignly while writing my life’s script, the blissful twist to which I wasn’t mindful of yet. The hours spent at the chapel hadn’t gone waste; my prayers hadn’t gone unanswered. 

Once when on a trip to Pune, another big city in Maharashtra, I saw a regal white car with a flickering red light on top. Cars with the red beacon on top are given only to Very Important persons (VIPs) in India. The car stopped right in front of me. A tall well-built woman, dressed in an elegant cotton saree, got off. Since the sun was against my face, I couldn’t decipher her features properly. 

‘Darling, Punks!’ the woman said ‘Don’t you recognize me?!’. My heart leapt to my throat. There was no mistaking the beloved cherished voice. This woman, the VIP who had stepped out the Government of India car, was none other than my precious stepsister, Shweta! 

‘Shwe!’ I exclaimed embracing her ‘How did you get the VIPs car?’

‘Oh, Punks’ she laughed at my naivety ‘The car has been given to me by the government’. She went on to explain that she had cleared the UPSC exam a year ago and was now appointed as the district magistrate of the Pune district of Maharashtra. 

‘You always wanted to be an IAS officer!’ I said excited. 

‘Yes, I did….’ Shweta’s eyes were far away. Her manner became brooding. It was obvious she was thinking of the past. 

‘Punks’, she said in a voice gravid with emotion ‘after they sentenced you, I did all I could to get you released....but nothing worked.’ Tears had started pouring down her cheeks. Wiping them off, she continued ‘At the time you were released from prison, I had gone off

on a short educational tour. I learnt much later from Sumer that you’d come home and he had thrown you out. I haven’t forgiven him since…’

‘Let bygones be bygones, Shweta’, I said ‘Please forgive Sumer….’

Shweta nodded. 

‘By the way’, I asked ‘How are papa and mom?’

Shweta’s face fell. ‘Brace yourself for some bad news, Pankaj’ she said ‘Papa died in a freak fire accident two years back….’

The world around me started spinning. My father, my childhood hero, dead? It was much more than I could bear. I realized I had fainted when Shweta revived me by sprinkling water on my face. She held me for sometime in a quiet, soothing embrace. 

‘And mom?’ I asked when I had recovered. 

Shweta’s face became grave again. ‘She has been diagnosed with a form of leukemia’ she said, her tone flat ‘The doctors have given her just a year to live’

‘What?’ I exclaimed. Leukemia was the form of cancer my mother had succumbed to. Unable to bear the prospect of my darling Shweta losing her mom, I started crying. 

‘Dear, dear, Punks’ Shweta whispered incredulous ‘After the monstrous way in which she treated you, could you still cry for her?’. 

She was, of course, referring to the insults Harpreet had heaped on me and her using me as a maidservant. She had no idea of the other heinous crimes Harpreet had committed against me. And I had no intention of telling her. Shweta must never know that her mother was such a wicked person. It would break her righteous heart. 

‘I bear no ill-will against her’ was all I said. 


* * *


It was night. We lay side by side again. It was just like all those years back. My delicate body next to her muscular one. The air was rich with the fragrance of roses. Beams of the moon caressed our faces. 

She held my face gently in her palms. Our lips met in a never-ending kiss. It was as if our souls were united…

We made love….two beautiful human beings merged into one…. 

Kindred souls…. Soul-mates….lovers. 

‘Shweta’, I whispered in my lover’s ear ‘Is this wrong?’

‘No’ she said kissing me again ‘Nothing that feels so right could be’


* * *

A relationship such as ours would, by default, be put under the

‘lesbian’ category. However, our love knew no labels. Shweta and I were just two kindred souls united by a force mightier than us. The force that created the infinite skies, sands and seas. It was timeless, irrevocable and irrefutable—in any court of law. It could stand the test of an illimitable amount of time. 

Soon my sense of self merged into Shweta’s. In our minds, we were no longer ‘Shweta and Pankaj’ or even ‘Shweta and Nina’. We were one person. Conjoint in body, heart and soul. 

Metaphysics apart, we had a practical life to live. Shweta and I went out every evening or whenever she could find the time. In my personal opinion, we made a very good-looking couple. Her tall, muscular stature contrasted deliciously with my fine-spun petite one, making us the cynosure of all eyes. I enjoyed being seen in public with my handsome and influential partner. 

However, this had to stop eventually. For all intents and purposes, ours was ‘the love that dare not speak its name’ as Lord Alfred Douglas had put it. Homosexuality is a criminal offense under article 377 of the Indian Penal Code, and those arrested for practicing it are liable to a jail sentence of 10 years. The laws of this land are so

stringent that it threatens to punish even health workers who offer medical services to homosexuals. Given the conservative societal set-up and criminalization of same-sex relationships by Indian law, we could hardly flaunt our relationship like Portia De Rossi and Ellen DeGeneres, the famous Hollywood lesbian couple who are married to each other. 

This apart, my partner held a very high post in the Indian government. She had just started her service and had so much good work to do for the country. Even a whiff of scandal could get her suspended from service. Hence, we could never ever parade our love in the public sphere. 

We had our ways though. Back-door ones, you know. There is some fun in a hush-hush affair. Stolen mangoes are sweeter and so also stolen kisses! 

Since a legal marriage was out of the question, we decided to have a small get-together to celebrate our relationship. Only our closest family members and friends were invited for the event. The list included Jonathan and Mary, Harpreet, a few of Shweta’s old college friends and some of my colleagues from the hospital. Sumer wasn’t in India, hence we couldn’t call him. 

Shweta, whom I had begun considering and calling ‘my lord’, looked very dashing in a black silk  Sherwani (a long coat-like garment) and trousers. The local beautician cum hairstylist pampered silly me on my big day. Turmeric was applied on my face and body and washed off with milk. My hair was oiled, shampooed and braided neatly. My palms were bedecked with intricate designs of  Mehndi or a reddish plant dye applied on all auspicious occasions in India. A rich red bridal saree was draped around my slender, sensual body. Finely made golden ornaments decorated my ears, nose, neck, hands and feet. My lips were painted a deep red and eyes darkened with  Kajal. 

The  bindi applied on my forehead provided the finishing touch to my dressing. 

Mary represented the mother of the bride. She admired my beauty and performed a ritual to ward off the evil eye. Jonathan led me to my lord and symbolically ‘gave me away in marriage’. All our friends cheered and applauded with joy. However, we couldn’t exchange garlands yet. That’s because my lord’s family hadn’t arrived. 

Then I noticed a pale, emaciated woman. She was hobbling painfully into the party hall. My lord went to receive her and the worn-out woman planted a kiss on her forehead lovingly. 

Then the woman approached me. She looked at me with her tired eyes. It took a whole minute for me to realize that she was none other than my stepmother, Harpreet. 

Blood cancer had wrecked havoc on her. Harpreet was no longer the tall, regal woman she used to be. She seemed to have shrunk in size and leaned on a stick for support. Chemotherapy had deprived her of her once thick hair. Her face looked bloodless and there were deep, dark circles under her eyes. Leukemia had made her an old woman before her time. 

Harpreet took my hands in her own. ‘Look, how feminine and pretty you are!’ she said smiling into my eyes. 

‘Thank you’, I replied. Mixed feelings were brimming within me--

Reverence for my lord’s mother combined with resentment for all the atrocities she had committed against me. However, pity won. The state she was in finally evoked a tender sympathy in my heart. 

‘Could you ever forgive me?’ she asked, her voice a guilt-ridden whisper ‘For all that I’ve done to you?’

‘Don’t think about it, mother’ I said and bent down to touch her feet

‘You are my mother-in-law and I respect you’. 

‘Yes, you are magnanimous to forgive me’ the ill woman spoke feverishly ‘but the God above never will. Look….’ she indicated her

frail wasted body ‘He is punishing me already….soon He will see to it that I die and roast in hell….’

‘Please don’t say such things, mother’, I tried to console my delirious mother-in-law. 

‘That would be just punishment for a wicked woman like me’ she continued, nevertheless. 

I remained silent. 

‘However,’ she said taking my hands into hers again ‘Promise to look after my daughter well. Shweta’s a gem of a person and she really loves you….’

‘I know’ I pressed her hand reassuringly ‘And I shall take excellent care of her’. 

The tormented woman heaved a sigh of relief. ‘Now I can die in peace—whenever God decides to take me’ she said almost to herself. 

I heard someone call out my name. It was my lord calling me to the altar. I excused myself and went to join her. She put a floral garland around my neck. And I put one around hers. Everyone, including Harpreet, clapped. 

‘Shweta’s such a champion’ I thought proudly in my mind. And I was more than happy to be the champion’s bride. 



 THE END

Character Profile

Pankaj/ Nina—Pankaj is the protagonist of ‘The Champion’s Bride’. 

The story traces his life between 12 and 24 years approximately. 

Pankaj is small, delicate and more feminine than most boys. After hormone replacement therapy and sex-reassignment therapy, he transforms into a petite, ethereally beautiful young woman. He unofficially starts calling himself ‘Nina’. As a young boy, Pankaj finds a soul-mate in his boyish stepsister, Shweta. Through all the trials and tribulations he goes through (which, incidentally, includes forced gender-swap, rough sex, molestation, humiliation, abduction, sexual assault, a jail term and custodial rape), Pankaj’s love for Shweta remains intact. The ending is a happy, romantic one with Pankaj (now Nina) getting into a relationship with Shweta and their consummating, and celebrating their profound love for each other. 

Rajkiran—He is Pankaj’s father. Rajkiran is a tall, muscular, swarthy, rugged, hypermasculine gentleman. The scion of a wealthy family; he joins the Indian navy. Rajkiran is Pankaj’s boyhood hero and inspires the latter’s dreams and fantasies. Rajkiran has a reserved nature and doesn’t spend too much time with his son. He is taken in by the untrue allegations his scheming second wife makes against Pankaj. Later in the story, when Pankaj is framed as a prostitute trying to solicit customers, Rajkiran disowns him. He is under the impression that Pankaj has done great harm to his reputation and has tarnished the family image. Unfortunately, he dies believing that his son is guilty. He never comes to know that Pankaj was, in fact, a hapless victim of a series of conspiracies staged by his evil second wife. 

Sarika—she’s Pankaj’s biological mother who dies of leukemia when Pankaj is only eleven. Sarika is a native of Manipur and is a possessor of great celestial beauty. She’s petite (height 5’1), fair, has high cheekbones and straight hair. Her bones are exquisite. She passes on her good-looks to Pankaj. 

Harpreet—she is Rajkiran’s second wife. A native of Punjab; Harjeet is tall and well-built. She marries Rajkiran for his wealth. She is the vamp of the story. She gets Pankaj’s gender changed and later, manages to get him framed and jailed for a crime of which he was, ironically, the victim. The purpose behind her plans is to get Rajkiran to disown Pankaj so that her own children could inherit his property. 

She succeeds in her evil conspiracy. However, in a case of divine retribution, she gets leukemia in the end. A dying Harpreet asks Nina for forgiveness which the latter grants. She also asks Nina to take good care of her daughter and Nina is more than happy to oblige. 

Shweta—she is Pankaj’s stepsister who later goes on to become his lover. Shweta is a nice, friendly and good-natured girl. She is tall, muscular and good-looking in a masculine way. She resents her femininity and tries to hide signs of womanhood i.e. hips and breasts under tight innerwear. Shweta is a genius—she is good at everything. Shweta loves Pankaj deeply and does everything in her power to help him—right from fighting with her own mother to hiring an attorney to fight the false case against Pankaj. At the end of the story, she becomes an IAS officer and gets into a loving, committed relationship with Pankaj (who is now ‘Nina’). Both of them celebrate their love by having a small get-together and inviting close friends and family members. 

Sumer—He is Pankaj’s stepbrother and is the same age as Pankaj. 

Sumer is tall, muscular and masculine. He is excellent in sports. He has developed habits like smoking, drinking and going out with prostitutes at a very young age. He thinks Pankaj is a sissy and treats him with contempt. After Pankaj comes home as Nina, Sumer gangs-up with his mother and treats him like a maidservant. After Pankaj (Nina) returns home after serving a prison sentence for a crime he didn’t commit, Sumer unceremoniously throws him out. 

Savitri/Savvy—she is a class-mate of Shweta’s. Savvy is a tall, well-built, high-spirited girl. She coaxes Pankaj to wear Shweta’s school uniform. Harpreet seizes this opportunity to exhibit Pankaj in front of his father and gets him to develop a negative impression of Pankaj. 

Damayanti/Big Momma—she is a tall, robust, dark hijra guru (leader) of the Jamaat (hijra community) that Pankaj is sold to. She is either a man or an intersexed person who has undergone a sex-change operation. Big Momma has huge breasts and a massive bottom. She is affectionate, bossy, maternal and frightening—all at the same time. Big Momma is perverted and has a high sex-drive. 

She takes Pankaj (Nina) lingerie shopping, dresses him in provocative feminine clothes and offers him to customers. Three years later, she hands Pankaj the railway ticket sent by his stepmom and drops him off at the railway station. She bids him a loving goodbye and wishes him luck. 

Harmeet/Horny—He is one of Nina’s regular customers. Twenty-nine year old Horny is a tall, beefy guy with a conventionally handsome face. He is employed in a leading IT company, has a wife and a young child. He has a filthy mind and is over-sexed. He is into BDSM (Bondage, discipline and Sado-masochism) and loves inflicting pain and humiliation on Nina in bed. 

Vimal--He is Nina’s first partner. Vimal is an average-looking young man in his 20s. He is brave and gallant, and rescues Nina from a molester on a Mumbai-bound train. The two meet again three years later when Nina brings her scooter to his garage for repairs. Vimal is a loving partner, but is also very dominating. He thinks a woman’s/

transwoman’s place is in her home and her only duty in life is to serve her man. Vimal expects a woman to obey her man without questioning his motives or actions. When Nina tries to debate this, Vimal turns aggressive. He beats her and ends up calling her a

‘hijra’. Subsequently, Nina leaves him. 

Jonathan—He’s Nina’s adoptive father. Jonathan is a kind, benign gentleman in his 40s. His post is that of an English literature professor’s at a local college. Jonathan is a true Christian and believes in the virtues of charity, altruism, forgiveness et al. He keeps Nina in his house and treats her like his own daughter. He also gives her away on the occasion of her ‘marriage’ to Shweta. 

Mary—she is Jonathan’s wife. Mary is sweet, kind and a true Christian like her husband. She sees in Nina her own daughter, Isabella, whom the couple had lost in a traffic accident a few years back. Mary is a loving, affectionate mother to Nina. She home-schools Nina. During Nina’s ‘marriage’ to Shweta, Mary represents the mother of the bride. 

Nina’s Unnamed Abductor/Rapist—He is a crude, uncouth youth. 

On Harpreet’s orders, he abducts Nina. He keeps her captive in a deserted ware-house and assaults her along with several of his friends. At the end of ten days, he (in cahoots with Harpreet) gets Nina arrested for soliciting customers as a so-called prostitute. Nina is jailed as a consequence of this. 

The Unnamed Doctor—she is a fat, bald woman of about 45. The esteemed doctor is unethical and unscrupulous—she conducts sex determination tests on pregnant ladies for as little as Rs.500 and aborts their fetuses if they happen to be female. She is hired by Big Momma to inject female hormones into Pankaj’s body and forcibly swap his gender. 

Nina’s Unnamed Molester at the Train—He us a filthy-looking youth who tries to molest Nina during her train journey to Mumbai. 

This leads Vimal, a co-passenger, to intervene and defend Nina’s honour. As a result of this, love blossoms between Nina and Vimal when they meet again three years later. 

Books by Yu Sakurazawa

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

HIJRA,THE THIRD GENDER  series

Abducted into the Third Gender

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

A Dancer of the Third Gender

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

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

A Feminized President: Losing Bet into the3rd Gender

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

Born in the Third Gender: A Truth About Roopini

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

Conspired into the 3rd Gender

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

Enchanted into the Third Gender

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

Transgendered People of India: Forsaken Tributaries

This is a non-fiction book about Hijla. 

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

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

FORBIDDEN - TRANSGENDER HORROR  series

Forbidden Asylum 

Forbidden Circus 

Forbidden Hotel 

Forbidden Island 

Forbidden Mirror 

Trapped in Lunatic Femininity 

SLIPPERY SLOPE - FORCED TO WORK IN GIRLS' UNIFORM

 series

A Slippery Slope in an Airline 

A Slippery Slope in a Bank 

A Slippery Slope in a Call Center 

A Slippery Slope in a Hospital 

A Slippery Slope in a Hotspring 

A Slippery Slope in a Nunnery 

A Slippery Slope in a School 

A Slippery Slope in an Ad Agency 

A Slippery Slope in a Military Academy 

A Slippery Slope in an Amish Community 

TRANSGENDER SLEUTH  series

The Murder of a Yoga Guru 

Mudered Queen Bee of a High School 

The Murdered Heiress 

OTHERS

Obsessed by Resemblance 

Unicorn and Hourglass 

Die as a Bride 

Muse and Vampiress 

Feminized in the Pyrenees 

Reincarnation: Love Beyond Love & Gender 

Lilies for Ms.Tracy 

Diamond in the Rough 

Kyle’s Feminine Roots 

How I Became a Woman 

A Supermodel 

The Superior Gender 

Dreams Don’t Die 

Queen Lysandra 

Good Cop Sam O’Yeah 

Ghost Alive 

Feminized in Himalayas 

The Birth of Delilah 

Underwater Escape 

The Animal in Me 

The Kantuta Bond 

[Detailed introduction of each story]



+ Forbidden Mirror: The Fatal Gift of Beauty

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

+ Forbidden Hotel: Feminized Perpetually

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

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

+ Forbidden Asylum: Feminized in Insanity

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

+ A Slippery Slope in an Amish Community

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

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

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

+ Obsessed by Resemblance: Destined to be Feminized

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

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

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

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

+ A Slippery Slope in an Airline

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

+ The Murder of a Yoga Guru

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

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

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

+ Murdered Queen Bee of a High School

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

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

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

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

+ The Murdered Heiress

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

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

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

+ A Slippery Slope in a Hospital

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

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

+ A Slippery Slope in a School

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

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

+ Dance Like a Woman

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

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

“Minching Meena”, a female cabaret dancer. 

+ A Slippery Slope in an Ad Agency

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

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

dress improperly

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series

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

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

+ A Slippery Slope in Military Academy: A Frail Cadet

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

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

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

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

+ Forbidden Circus: Feminized Forever

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

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

+ Unicorn and Hourglass: Subconscious Desire for

Feminization

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

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

+ Die as a Bride: A Sentimental Romance Story

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

+ Muse and Vampiress

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

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

+ A Sloppery Slope in a Call Center

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

+ Feminized in the Pyrenees

A transgender romance story. 

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

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

+ A Slippery Slope in a Bank

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

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

+ Forbidden Island

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

+ Everland: Beyond Gender & Species

"Transgender Mystery" series

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

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

+ Trapped in Lunatic Femininity

A light horror transgender novella. 

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

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

+ Reincarnation: Relived Love & Justice

Love beyond Age & Gender

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

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

a temple prostitute. 

+ Lilies for Ms.Tracy

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

+ Diamond in the Rough

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

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

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

+ A Slippery Slope in a Hotspring

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

+ Kyle's Feminine Roots

"MTF Autobiography Story" series

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

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

Readers

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

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

+ A Supermodel: Fairer than the Fairer Gender

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

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

+ The Superior Gender: The Triumphants & The Infradigs

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

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

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

+ Dreams Don't Die

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

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

Or will his dreams die a sad, lingering death? 

+ Queen Lysandra

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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

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

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

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

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

+ Ghosts Alive: Time Travel Transgender Romance

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

+ Feminized in Himalayas: Eve of the Arcane Waters

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

+ The Birth of Delilah

"Gender Swap Fantasy" series

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

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

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

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

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

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

+ The Animal in Me: Resurgence of Transhumans

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

+ Underwater Escape to the Other Gender

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

+ The Kantuta Bond: A Bond that Swapped the Lovers

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

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

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

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





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

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