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Chapter 1

A Scandal Breaks Out

It was a morning just like any other. The morning sun streamed out of the window. I went to my ballet class and returned as usual. Then I got ready and left for school. As I donned the familiar trousers, I felt, not for the first time, a familiar sense of dysphoria. I fervently wished, instead, that the uniform comprised a skirt. However, I did not allow myself to dwell on this for long. After all, I was a mature, responsible sixteen year old who was expected to do tremendously well in my tenth grade exams. 

As I opened the school gate, I noticed the guard looking at me strangely. I traipsed down the football field, satchel on back, and noticed some senior boys playing football. As I passed them, they stopped playing abruptly. And gazed at me in a manner that made me acutely uncomfortable: leering would be an apt word. Their insolent eyes, from under the fringe of thick masculine eyebrows, ogled and traveled down my lips, Adam’s apple, flat abs to finally settle on my groin region. ‘We know what you look like—I mean, without your pants’ said one and laughed. The others joined in a rude, boisterous guffaw. 

Their behavior was offensive at least, frightening at worse. I felt totally and fearfully female. In spite, of having a six inch cock. 

‘What could that oaf have meant by the comment?’ I vaguely wondered before dismissing the scene from my mind. The senior boys were, anyway, lewd and insane. There was no use dwelling on what they did and didn’t do. 

I covered the vast length of the football field and reached the main school building. Again, I noticed unusual behavior. A gaggle of girls, standing near the canteen, snickered and nudged each other when I went in. ‘You have quite a colorful life, eh, Kyle?’ shouted one particularly bold bespectacled specimen from across the corridor. 

In spite of my rising discomfort, I ignored her. That particular girl was a pig-headed one, anyway. She had an ungainly figure, with fat deposited in all the wrong places; I was convinced that she secretly harbored a colossal inferiority complex. ‘The insolent girl should try and tone her barrel-like form down (it was too undefined to be called a figure) before acting smart-alecky’ I thought. Commenting on other people’s lives, colorful or otherwise, wasn’t her business. 

I thought I’d go straight to class, but nature called urgently. I thought I’d take a leak first and then go down to class. I nearly went into the

‘Girls’, but then reality dawned. I reluctantly dragged myself to the boys’ lavatory. 

I nearly stopped in my tracks. Inside the lavatory and all over the walls were scrawled the most petrifying words. ‘Kyle Morrison is a whore’ it said in marked, clamorous loud red letters. Another post said ‘For gay sex contact Kyle at 99……’

I was Kyle Morrison. And I suppose I could be called a whore. But I thought I had been quite discreet. How had the fact become common knowledge? 

I came out of the bathroom and took a detour. Instead of going to the classroom, I made my way to the library. The librarian looked more forbidding than usual. He glared at me in a manner that made my stomach churn with nervousness. Something was definitely the matter. The protracted suspense of it was killing me. 

I casually picked up the paper, hoping to divert myself. And then I saw it. Splashed across the top half of the front page. On this particular daily and every other. In black bold font. ‘St. Jude’s Boy Involved in MMS Scandal’ it read. The front page carried a clear

mug-shot of me. So, that stinking bastard had leaked that tape, after all. 

Bobby was twelve years older than me. That hadn’t seemed as a deterrent back then, a year ago when we’d started dating. One fine evening, I’d found him outside my school-gate. His black and yellow Harley Davidson bike had looked like a gigantic attractive beetle. 

Mounted on it was Bobby who himself didn’t look too bad. He was stylish: had long hair fastened in a bandana, was skinny in an attractive way and wore uber hip Rayban shades. His features were not too bad, either. Even if not even, they were passable. And being talked to by an older man was ever so flattering. 

‘Hey, you there!’ Bobby had called out spiritedly ‘Enjoying school and all?’

‘What’s there to enjoy with a truck-load of homework?’ I said shifting the weight of the satchel to my right shoulder and making a disgruntled face. 

‘Hmmm….I suppose I can relate’ said Bobby with what seemed like genuine empathy ‘I too was in school once’. I wondered how long ago that had been. Bobby didn’t look achingly young. To tell the truth, to a spring chicken like me, Bobby seemed doddering old. I estimated him to be in his late 20s. 

Aloud, I made a sound between a cluck and a yawn. 

‘By the way, you are quite a piece’ said Bobby eyeing me up and down as if I were the choicest cut of meat ‘a comely lad, I’d call ya’. 

‘You gay?’ I tried to sound careless. Deep inside though, I was brimming with desire and excitement. 

‘I’d swing either way’ Bobby bared his teeth again ‘as long as the piece is young, nubile and delectable’. 

I was revolted by Bobby’s parallels. They showed an indubitable tendency to objectify young boys and girls. This man, in all probability, was some kind of a sexual predator. Yet I found I couldn’t move away. Bobby had his charm. 

‘You are disgusting’ I said, continuing to stand rooted to the spot. 

‘Much elated, young Sir’ Bobby bowed theatrically ‘Thank you ever so much for the compliment’. 

I laughed. Bobby had broken the ice. 

I got into the bike behind him. As the briny air of Mumbai hit our faces, I felt a sense of freedom. An escape from my reality, which was that of a young Scottish boy living in conservative India. It would have been okay to live here had I been ‘normal’. But I was not. I was born with male sexual organs, but hadn’t yet hit puberty. The boys in my class had functioning reproductive organs: I am sure the mere sight of a beautiful girl was enough to make them manufacture sperm by the gallon. They had a profusion of hair covering their faces, and as I had seen in the boys’ locker room, on their chest and groin as well. They spoke in mannish gruff voices. The shot of fresh testosterone had suddenly made them shoot-up and molded their bodies into a well-sculpted and muscular shape. They were like rambunctious young animals who loved sport, wrestling in the mud and getting themselves dirty all over. 

I, on the other hand, was altogether a different cup of tea. I got excited, but not at the sight of the opposite sex. I didn’t even have a sprouting moustache to boast off, leave alone hair on the chest and the groin region. At 5’4, I wasn’t as tall as they were, and possessed a soft, delicate body (which I’d never dream of rolling in the mud). 

The neck was a long, dainty one leading to small shoulders which branched into two fine young elegant creeper like arms. The torso region tapered down to a small waist and slender hips. I had a shapely pair of legs. I often caught myself thinking that if I had breasts and enough fat around the buttock region, I could pass myself off as a girl. That would be the most ideal thing, for I desired

to be one. I felt that the God above had given me a wrong set of genitals. 

My eye-hand coordination had never been as good as that of the other boys and I had always detested sports. I’d often wonder about the utility value of kicking a ball around or beating a shuttlecock across the field with a racket. Wasn’t sport anything but a humungous waste of time? Was it everlasting and eternal, like art for instance? Did it engage and entertain as much as say--movies? 

‘So you live with your father and mother, eh?’ Bobby asked conversationally. 

‘Mother and step father’ I answered tersely. I didn’t want to go over details of my personal life. 

‘Where’s your own father?’ Bobby persisted. 

‘He died a long time back—when I was a toddler’ I said. I had hazy memories of my dad, Rory Morrison, carrying me on his back through the Scottish hills and dales, regaling me of stories of the Loch Ness monster. He had blonde hair and blue-eyes and had a sparkling healthy personality. Quite unlike Vikas Gupta’s—the creep of a businessman my mother had been married to for the past thirteen years. It’s a shame dad had to die so young. 

‘And your mother married again?’ Bobby was quite curious. 

‘Yes’ I said briefly. It was a pity my mom was still smitten by that creep, Vikas Gupta. However, I suppose her feelings were reciprocated. That creep loved her too. 

However, he detested me. Especially since the night of my thirteenth birthday when he’d come into my room as usual. I threatened to tell my mother everything: the tiniest little detail of what he had been doing to me for the past thirteenth years. Vikas Gupta had been using my body with alarming frequency; and child abuse, in my

opinion, was the most flagrant breach of trust an adult; especially a guardian, could commit on a youngster under his custody. 

I noticed beads of perspiration appear on Vikas Gupta’s face. His eyes flit hither and thither like a burglar’s. He looked like a gross, fat, frightened boar. 

‘Please don’t tell Ella’ he begged getting down to his knees ‘I’ll get you whatever you want’. 

He, of course, meant material goods. A bribe to keep my mouth shut. 

However, I was a person of integrity. I wouldn’t sell myself for all the gold in the world. 

‘Thanks for your very generous offer’ I’d said sarcasm lacing my voice ‘but I don’t want anything. Just keep my mother happy. And—

stay the hell away from me’. 

Vikas Gupta nodded and slowly rose. From that day onwards, he didn’t as much as touch my body. However, I had now become an encumbrance to him: a superfluous burden that he wanted to get rid of as soon as possible. In a bid to do that he started telling a lot of lies. ‘The boy is getting rather wild and aggressive’ he fabricated

‘Maybe it’s the torrid Indian weather. Not suitable for a boy of European descent. I say, Ella, why don’t you send him to Scotland?’

‘You know I have no one there, Vikas’ my mother said ‘my parents have been dead for a while now. And I don’t wish to trouble my sister with another responsibility. She has three boys of her own’. 

‘I mean to your first husband’s mother’ Gupta had suggested

‘Morrison has a mother, doesn’t he?’

‘He sure does and Daisy’s nice’ my mother had replied ‘but I want my son to grow up with me!’

‘Of course, that’s but natural’ Gupta had said and backed off. No doubt, he waited for another opportunity to toss me out of his house. 

‘Oh lovely one!’ Bobby’s teasing tone brought me back to the present

‘In whose thoughts are you cocooned in?’

‘Nobody worth mentioning’ I said haltingly. 

I noticed we’d come a long way from Cuffe Parade, the area my school and house were located in and had reached a lower-middle class colony called Pant Nagar in Ghatkopkar. We must have passed Byculla, Mazagoan, Dadar and a few other colonies on the way, but I hadn’t noticed. Memories could be very engrossing things sometimes, especially if they are as disturbing as mine. 

Bobby held me by the hand and took me inside his apartment. It wasn’t as posh as the areas I’ve been used to but not as bad as I’d anticipated a Pant Nagar flat to be. The windows were guarded with old-fashioned rails instead of glass and were covered by wooden mats to ensure privacy. The flooring wasn’t of marble, white-tiles or even mosaic, but of the antiquated red oxide. The walls were not the tasteful off-white I was used to but a dark blue-green that I found quite garish. A bed lay at the centre of the room and was covered with a white bedspread that looked clean enough. I sat down on the mattress hoping there weren’t any bedbugs underneath it. I was a boy from a sophisticated background and found that I couldn’t avoid such thoughts. They came with the territory of being rich. 

‘Cola?’ Bobby asked ‘anything else—tea, coffee, fruit juice?’

I shook my head. Bobby sat down on the mattress and took my face in his hands. ‘Sweet innocent skin, melting calf-like eyes, an angelic nose, luscious kissable red ruby lips’ he observed ‘I am no stranger to beautiful faces—male or female—but you are the most winsome to date’. 

I found myself getting dizzy with delight. I’d always longed for my beauty to be described and appreciated in a poetic manner. I was so carried away, that I let myself be kissed rather savagely. When you are a starry-eyed young person of only sixteen, you often mistake animal lust for true love. 

Soon, Bobby peeled the clothes off me. He undressed as well. When he took off his underwear, I noticed that he had a rather prominent cock. It was four times the size of mine, and twice the size of my stepdad’s. I wondered if Bobby was going to stick it in my asshole. 

He didn’t. Instead, he gently guided my mouth to his rod and coaxed me to suck it. His gigantic manhood nearly choked me, but I carried on. If pleasuring Bobby got me love in return, I’d do it. 

Bobby got his camera equipped mobile phone out and started taping the act. I lifted my head for a split second and asked ‘Do you  have to do that?’

‘It would help me tide over lonely moments—when you aren’t here’

Bobby said stroking my hair. I believed him. And allowed him to videotape the sex. 

--

Bobby leaked the 42 second sex tape a year later. It soon went viral on all mobile phones. Since Bobby had been standing while taping the act, his face was not visible. Mine was: sucking away at his big cock in blissful oblivion. 

An online website called ‘Seller’s Paradise’ had purchased nine copies of the tape and put it up for auction. The police arrested the CEO of the website on charges of trying to sell adult content featuring a minor. Though Bobby had cleverly tried to conceal his face, the police had traced him and arrested him too. He had lost no time in divulging my identity to them, along with supplying them with a mug shot of mine that he had taken with his phone just before taping the sex. The police would have anyway got to me sooner or later, since my pinstriped St. Jude’s uniform, carelessly flung on a near-by chair, was very much visible in the periphery of the frame. 

The principal, Bishop Johnson, summoned my parents. Since Gupta was away on a business trip, only my mother arrived. She and I were

ushered into Bishop Johnson’s grim-looking chamber. The principal stood near the window, arms sternly crisscrossed across his chest. 

‘Mrs. Gupta’ he addressed mom ‘you are aware as to the nature of disrepute your ward has brought to our school’. 

‘I am, Sir’ my mother said with her head bowed. It was unbearable, seeing her like this. I felt tremendously sorry about having caused her shame. If the good God above had given me a chance to delete one incident in my life, it would have been this. Enduring my stepdad’s rapes had been easier than witnessing my mother lose her regal, queen-like poise. 

‘After what has transpired, we’ll have to rusticate Kyle’. 

‘I understand, Sir’. My mother left the room, walking slowly like an old lady. I followed, apologetic and ashamed. Bishop Johnson hadn’t given me a Transfer Certificate, so I couldn’t seek admission in any other school in India or abroad. Since my name was besmirched beyond redemption, I couldn’t see any school giving me admission anyway. My life was ruined. 

Gupta came back and consoled my mother. She had got into a state of such profound depression that she hardly ate, slept or spoke. All mom did all day long was sit on the sofa in the living room and stare straight ahead of her. Gupta took her to a psychiatrist who put her on strong anti-depressants. As far as I could see, they did nothing to improve her mood. Mom was still in the same immobile stupor, mutely staring in front of her. However, she ate when coaxed and seemed to grab a little sleep. This was good enough, for now. 

Gupta had a company that sold laminates, veneers, upholstery, furnishings, interior decorations etc to wholesalers. He’d, over the years, had a very steady loyal clientele. Post my MMS scandal; clients started avoiding him like plague. A few days later, they phoned and told Gupta that they’d consider coming back if he got rid of me. ‘After all, he’s only your stepson’ they reasoned. 

My mother was not herself anymore. Gupta saw this as the perfect opportunity to wash his hands off me. After dinner that night, he asked me to leave his house. I obliged. I turned back to take in the sight of my mother sitting mutely on the sofa, blankly staring ahead of her. 





Chapter 2

Kyle Becomes Sheena

It was 9 pm at night and I had never been alone before at this hour. 

In many ways, I had been over-protected both by my mom and Gupta. This might seem strange, considering he used to sexually assault me frequently. Perhaps Gupta’s own subconscious couldn’t cope with the horror of what he was doing and masked his vile deed by turning him into an ostensibly caring stepdad. Or he might have been putting on a mask to impress my mom. Considering the kind of man Gupta was, the second conclusion seems more probable. 

Since, I was too scared to venture too far away from home; I kept walking around Cuff Parade for more than three hours. When midnight struck, I decided I should try and grab some sleep and stretched myself on one of the footpaths. Soon the chattering crowds became silent and the vehicles that whizzing past trickled down to ones and twos. The big bad or busy people of Mumbai needed their beauty sleep. I curled myself into a fetal position and huddled my knees to my chest. Even though Mumbai was by the sea, it could get quite nippy in the nights. However, my trembling was more due to fear than cold. Even though Cuffe Parade was dubbed as a

‘respectable’ colony, disreputable elements did emerge in the night like worms crawling out of the woodwork. And who knows what these coarse riff-raffs would do if they found a nubile young boy sleeping alone on the streets? My stepfather had wanted the

molestation to be a long-term arrangement and had thus, taken care not to cause too much ‘damage’. The riff-raffs, though, had no such reasons to be kind. They’d have no qualms about fucking me into unconsciousness and then abandoning me there for the street-dogs feast on my half-dead body. 

As I tried to count sheep, I heard footsteps. They were definitely approaching me. As the person drew closer, my heart started throbbing hard against my chest. I huddled my knees closer together and pressed them to my chest. 

‘Hey there…I assume you are feeling chilly?’ I was relieved to discover that the voice was a female one. I looked up hesitantly to take in a short, voluptuous woman in her late thirties. She was dressed in tight jeans that defined the contours of her rotund buttocks in a very evident manner. The steel grey top she wore was cut rather low, revealing the substantial cleavage of her ample bosom. She had a light leather jacket thrown on top, presumably to keep the cold out. Her thick podgy features were slathered with layers of foundation, a tube full of lip-stick, mascara and blush. She had straightened her hair and got blonde highlights in it. 

‘Yes, Ma’am’ I said reverentially, even though there was nothing about the woman’s demeanor that suggested respectability. Frankly speaking, she looked like a cheap tart. 

‘I am on my way home’ she said in a friendly enough voice ‘Let me put you up for the night’. 

‘Is your house within walking distance?’ I asked her. 

‘No, it’s far off—in Ghatkopkar’ she said ‘Since, I’ve missed the last bus, I’ll take you by cab. But mind you, it is rather expensive for me’. 

‘I am so sorry, Ma’am’ I mumbled embarrassed. ‘I don’t have a penny on me’. 

‘Oh I didn’t mean that!’ said the woman kindly ‘It was just my way of letting you know I am not super-rich. And please don’t call me

‘Ma’am’. It’s way too formal. My name is Natasha’. 

‘Kyle’ I extended a hand ‘Kyle Morrison’. 

‘You American?’ Natasha was curious. 

‘Scottish’ I replied. 

Natasha hailed a cab and the two of us got into it. Our journey was spent in silence. Natasha sat looking out of the window, letting the saline sea hair blow her streaked hair. I too savored the sight of Mumbai whizzing past. The cab took a U-turn and stopped in front of an apartment block. ‘This is where I live’ Natasha told me ‘T-4 is my flat number’. 

Natasha and I got into the lift and punched the button to the third floor. There was a flashily dressed middle-aged couple in the lift, apparently returning after a late night party. They gave Natasha a suspicious glance and nudged each other. Natasha continued to look straight ahead of her as if they didn’t exist. The couple got off at the second floor. ‘The Mehtas’ Natasha told me by way of information

‘They disapprove of single women who work late night shifts’. 

The third floor arrived and we got off the lift. Natasha fished the key out of her bag and let us into her apartment. 

The apartment was a small non-descript one. It had yellow tiles for flooring and white-washed walls. Apart from the rather cramped drawing room, the apartment accommodated a small kitchen, bedroom and bathroom. It was a decent enough place which didn’t give away much about the personality of the occupant. It didn’t capture her gaudy essence or the general air of vulgarity about her. I felt a little guilty thinking all these mean things about her, considering she was being so nice to me. 

Natasha offered to give up her bedroom and sleep in the drawing room. However, my mother had taught me to be a ‘gentleman’ and to give the privilege of comfort to ladies first. In keeping with that, I insisted Natasha keep her bedroom. I unrolled the mattress she gave me on the front room floor and was asleep in a jiffy. 

I woke up to the sizzle of eggs being fried. Natasha gave me a new toothbrush and asked me to come to breakfast after having freshened up. As I sat down to eat my eggs, she asked ‘Okay, now what’s your story?’

This had to come sooner or later. I told her everything from start to finish. Of course, I didn’t confide in her my desire to be a girl. 

‘Anything else?’ Natasha prompted. 

‘For instance?’ I asked. 

‘For instance, do you want to be female?’. 

I froze. My heart stopped beating for a second. The woman had hit the nail on the head. ‘Are you a psychic or something?’ I asked her. 

‘Powers of observation, my friend!’ she said heartily ‘that’s what most psychics are about, I personally feel’. 

‘Please elaborate’ I said ‘and with reference to me’. 

‘You eat your eggs so daintily’ Natasha said ‘Most boys your age would wolf it down. I should know: I have two younger brothers’. 

‘Is that all?’ I said. 

‘Your mannerisms’ Natasha elucidated ‘the gentle way in which you turn your head, the way you flutter your eyelashes as you listen, and your gestures—all of them point towards femininity’. 

‘I didn’t know it was so conspicuous’ I murmured red-faced. 

‘It’s not--very’ Natasha said ‘I must have a particularly discerning eye. It’s required in my line of work’. 

It was on the tip of my tongue to ask what Natasha’s line of work was. However, I refrained. It wasn’t polite to appear interrogative. ‘I see’ was all I said. 

‘If you agree, I could help you become a girl’ she said. 

I couldn’t believe my ears. ‘Would you do that for me?’ I asked eagerly. 

‘Of course’ Natasha smiled ‘You are like a younger sibling’. 

She took me to a doctor called Ms. Bora who diagnosed me. 

Following the physical check-up, Dr. (Ms.) Bora asked me several questions. 

‘Did you prefer playing with dolls or trains?’

‘Dolls definitely’ I replied. 

‘Did you ever cross-dress?’

‘No, I never got the chance’. 

‘Did you nurture a desire to dress as the member of the opposite sex?’

‘Ever since I could remember’. My reply held the intensity of conviction. 

‘Do you like having a penis?’

‘I detest it. I’ve often thought of cutting it off’. 

Dr. Bora looked towards Natasha and smiled. ‘I think Kyle is very much ready’ she said. 

Thanks to Dr. Bora, I had a new vagina and labia. She discharged me after giving detailed Post Operative Care instructions. Natasha took especial care of me during this period, so that I’d not catch any infections. She also took me for frequent dilation sessions with Dr. 

Bora, apparently to maintain the elasticity of my newly constructed female organ. 

A few weeks later, estrogen was given to me in the form of an injection. After about a week, I noticed a cone on my chest. There was also a slight pain in my nipples. I was concerned and asked Natasha if this was natural. 

‘Absolutely’ she assured me ‘It is as natural as rain turning into sleet or water precipitating into snow. I am waiting for you to develop a little more so that we can go lingerie shopping’. 

After a few months I had developed a bosom ready to compete with that of my hostesses’. Two round, ripe heavy twin fruits clung to my hitherto washboard chest, making my poor unaccustomed back ache. I noticed that my former asexual-looking pink areolas were now the size of a coin in diameter and a richer, plum colored hue. 

The long nipples that extended from them were a sensual sight. 

Since I was brought to Dr. Bora before what she termed as

‘Epiphyseal Closure’, my pelvis region expanded a little, enhancing my feminine appearance. ‘This phenomenon is more common in patients younger than yourself’ she explained to me ‘You’re lucky to have experienced it at close to seventeen’. 

I was glad for this phenomenon that attributed to my feminine glory. 

During the past few months, I had also noticed a redistribution of fat in my body, with a lot of it settling around my hip, thigh and buttock region. As I was surveying myself in the mirror, Natasha came in. 

‘What shall I name thee?’ she asked teasingly ‘Narcissus?’

‘If my vanity be my death, so be it’ I said melodramatically. This elicited a delighted giggle from Natasha. 

‘Commendable histrionics’ she applauded, and then said ‘I assume you are fluent only in English’. 

‘You underestimate my talents, Madam’ I said in mock-offended tones ‘apart from my mother-tongue, I am conversant in Hindi, French, Italian and even a bit of German’. 

‘Okay’ Natasha frivolously said ‘Say “My darling, I love you a lot in Italian’. 

‘Amore mio, Ti amo Tantissimi’ I said without hesitation. 

‘Good one’ laughed Natasha retrieving her cell phone from her bag

‘Never knew you were an expert at stringing nonsense syllables together--’ ‘Oh Golly! I eat my words!’, she said almost the next instant ‘You are actually right!’. 

‘Told you’ I raised a triumphant eyebrow. 

‘Perhaps that was a fluke’ Natasha said, still not ready to be convinced ‘How do you say “Kiss me” in German?’

‘ich moche, dab du mich kust!’ I said without hesitation. 

‘And you’re right again!’ said Natasha checking over the phone once more. Then she decided to ‘reward me’ by bringing her face close and locking her lips with mine in a long lingering kiss. 

‘That didn’t seem like filial affection to me!’ I said spiritedly. 

‘My love acclimatizes according to situation’ Natasha declared dramatically ‘by the way, did you enjoy it?’

‘As much as a gay man or a straight woman possibly can’ I grinned. 

--

Natasha took me shopping and we brought hoards of ladies’ jeans, tops, skirts, dresses and shoes for me. She took me to a lingerie

shop and brought me bras, corsets, thongs, bustier, a body stocking, body suits and even a garter and a hose for me. 

‘Lycra or nylon would have been adequate’ I remarked shocked at her extravagance. ‘You need not have bothered with satin and silk’. 

‘The pleasure is mine’ Natasha grinned. 

‘Seriously, Natasha’ I said to her ‘I am an ordinary girl, not an aspiring Sharon Stone’

‘Never know where the streets will take you’ Natasha said in a sing-song-voice, before directing her attention to my hair that now fell in blond curls on over my shoulders ‘Curls or so passé’ she said to me disapproving ‘Let’s get your hair straightened’. 

Natasha took me to a parlor and spent a fortune on chemical relaxers to soothe my unruly curls. Once home, she excitedly got her make-up kit out and created the ‘Smokey Eyes’ effect on me using eye-shadow, mascara, eyeliner and an eyebrow pencil. She alternated between light and dark tones to reduce my already small nose to a neat elegant slim line. I picked the lid up of the lipstick that she’d chosen for me. ‘Frosty Pink’ it said. Frosty Pink went very well with my blonde hair and wide blue eyes that the loutish Bobby had once described as “Calf-like’. 

‘There you go’ Natasha said holding a hand mirror in front of my face

‘You look like a dream’

‘More like a Parisian whore’ I made a face, though deep inside, I was elated with the results. 

‘Do you think that’s a bad thing?’ Natasha asked, peering into my face with uncharacteristic seriousness. 

‘What?’ I asked a little flummoxed. 

‘Being a whore’ said Natasha. 

‘I guess one can’t afford to be judgmental’ my reply was a diplomatic one. 

‘I am glad’ Natasha said, shaking her head several times, as if affirming some deep-seated theories or plans…. 

--

The next day, Natasha asked me to get dressed up early. She hailed a taxi and the two of us got in. The driver drove south of Ghatkopkar. 

As we reached the infamous Kamathipura or Mumbai red-light area, Natasha asked the driver to take a left turn. It was almost as if Natasha could see my antennae go up for she said ‘Just a five minutes drive and we’ll reach “Aroma’s Massage Parlor”’. 

‘Why would a massage parlor be situated so close to an area of ill-repute?’ I thought uneasily. Still, I held my head. I trusted Natasha enough to know that no harm would come to me. The taxi finally stopped in front of a building painted in white and blue hues. The board ‘Aroma’s Massage Parlor’ stood, hushed and inconspicuous, to a side. We had to climb a short flight of steps to get to the front office. A tall fat woman of about thirty sat there. When I came in, she was gazing into the computer screen. 

‘Hi MJ’ Natasha breezily greeted her as we walked down the adjoining corridor ‘Meet my friend, Sheena’

I nodded to MJ, before whispering ‘For a moniker conceived on the spot, it’s not too bad’ in Natasha’s ear. 

‘I have been thinking about it for some time’ said Natasha modestly

‘we can hardly call you Kyle now, can we?’

‘You could call me Kylie’ I suggested. 

Natasha rejected it outright. ‘It’s not half as glamorous as Sheena’

she said. Going by the steely determination in her jaw, I knew Natasha had made her mind up. So, ‘Sheena’ I would be henceforth. 

We’d reached the end of the corridor. Natasha discreetly parted a curtain and asked me to observe the goings-on quietly. A slim sylph-like girl of about my age was massaging a big middle-aged man. 

After the service, she coyly bent her head and asked ‘Sir, would you like a happy ending?’. Her tone was suggestive. 

‘Happy ending?’ I turned towards Natasha mystified. She put a hand to her lips to indicate me to remain silent. ‘Just keep observing’ she said in low tones. 

The girl had cast off the white towel covering the man’s vitals. She gently held his penis in her hand and stroked it until he had an orgasm. ‘That’ll cost you an extra 15,000’ she said in a business-like manner. 

‘That’s a “Happy Ending” Natasha explained to me ‘a hand job’. 

In a split second, the man and the girl disappeared into one of the inner chambers. I didn’t have to ask Natasha for an explanation this time around. The excited, orgasmic sounds that were emanating from inside were self-explanatory. 

‘So, is this what I’ll be required to do?’ I asked Natasha as we made our way out. 

‘Yes’ Natasha replied and added ‘and we could also hire to provide phone sex. You are multi-lingual and could cater to a vast repertoire of clientele, including international ones. 

--

My first client was a college student. The son of a rich man, he could afford the whopping fee Natasha and MJ had fixed on me, owing to my being white-skinned. It was a rather funny experience, with both my client and I trying to figure out what goes where. I’d experienced anal rape and had given someone a blowjob, but as far as vaginal sex went, I was still a virgin. After some experimentation, I managed

to guide my client’s snake into my secret garden. And Aroma’s was richer by a good Rs. 50, 000. 

I also gave people massages, especially erotic ones. They went home claiming that they had been cured of all their malaises. As Natasha had mentioned before, I was also hired for phone sex--

something my natural articulation, diction and multi-lingual skills helped me with. 

The teenage boy was an exception rather than the rule. The typical client of mine was a middle-aged Richie-rich with some sort of a standing in society. Novae riche real estate kings, beer barons, industrialists and business tycoons came to me to be serviced regularly. The fetish for a white girl was so strong that many were ready to splurge as much as two lakhs on me in one night. Apart from the aforementioned, my clientele encompassed one or two people associated with the local Hindi movie industry. 

As I lay in the arms of a hirsute pot-bellied producer, I asked him if I’d stand a chance in Bollywood. The man seemed to ponder deeply, then said ‘With your foreign looks, you may not be able to inconspicuously blend in an Indian setting’ he said ‘Blond hair and blue eyes may be a little too outlandish for the people here’. 

Perhaps he had a point. People of foreign origin like Katrina Kaif had made it big here while Lisa Ray, Nargis Fakhri and Amy Jackson lingered on the periphery. And none of them were nearly as ‘foreign looking’ as me. 

‘I dance fairly well’ I said hopefully ‘Perhaps I could be considered for an item number?’

‘These days, leading ladies insist on performing item numbers themselves’ Bajaj said ‘So don’t nurture high hopes in this regard, young lady’. After going in and out of me for about an hour, the man was stirred to something close to empathy. ‘There’s an audition going at Bandra tomorrow’ he said ‘Perhaps you could come’. 

Unable to resist the offer, I went. The audition was being held in a basement that was dingier than any place I had known. Owing to some kind of seepage, the walls were damp and smelled musty. 

Moss had accumulated all over giving the place a singularly substandard look. To think that the roots of the glamour world were sown in such a place! Really, from what I had seen in the span of my young life, the world was fraught with double standards. And this was putting it mildly. 

I gingerly avoided a rusty railing and tried not to get too close to a wall that had chipping-off lead paint. Mamma always used to say that an overexposure to chipping lead paint could be potentially fatal. As I reached the last step, I saw a few girls perched on little stools, nervously biting their nails. The basement apparently had a room hidden on the inside, where the auditions were being held. An announcer was calling the girls in one by one. They’d scurry in like terrified rats and emerge in about a minute, looking either euphoric, lachrymose or plain inscrutable. 

I was called in. Three gentlemen were sitting there, including the brothel Bajaj. Bajaj gave no overt sigh of recognition. Obviously, he was a man who did not mix his personal and professional life. The second judge was Pratap Singh, a well-known director of many a racy flick. The third pale bloodless looking gentleman I didn’t recognize. 

Pratap Singh was obviously unimpressed by my looks. ‘She’ll not blend in’ was the first thing he said to the co-judges ‘we’re auditioning for a film with a 400 crore budget. Definitely can’t afford to take any risks here’. I was rather put-off about hearing such a remark even before I’d said a line of my dialogue. Carefully not to let the emotion show on my face, I stood with my head held high. 

‘Let us give her one chance at least, Sir’. This was Balaj. It felt gratifying to know the man who had fucked me umpteen times had, at least, the decency enough to put in a word in my favor. 

‘I agree’. This came from the third gentleman with a bloodless hemophilic appearance. 

‘Okay’ said Pratap Singh addressed me in a monotonous tone ‘Show us what you have to offer’. 

I delivered a famous dialogue from a popular flick. The lines spoke highly of the sanctity of relationships and the like. Something like awe spread over Pratap Singh’s angular face. 

‘Never expected you to speak such chaste Hindi’ he said ‘your expressions and voice-modulation were flawless too. However’ he continued ‘Your looks are your biggest disadvantage. People here will have a hard time relating to you’. 

I couldn’t believe my ears. Was Pratap Singh letting me down--easy? 

Apparently, he was for he said ‘Sheena, you are highly gifted. 

Opportunities don’t end here. The world’s your oyster. There are numerous movie industries out there. I advise you to try in a place where your appearance doesn’t become a distracting factor’. 

‘I get you, Sir’ I politely said and walked away. My tread, as I climbed up the steps and went out of the exit, was heavy with disappointment of the rejection. I found it ironical that the very Caucasian white-skin that attracted high-paying, high-profile clientele in the sex industry had become a deterrent in another world. Life was indeed paradoxical and I probably had to live for a long very time before I could reconcile with its double standards. 

I heard someone’s lumbering footsteps behind me. It was a very apologetic-looking Bajaj. 

‘Sheena, I am sorry’ he said before pausing delicately and adding ‘I hope our arrangement continues’

‘Of course’ my tone was slightly sardonic ‘I don’t intend short-changing you in bed’

I walked off leaving a perturbed Balaj behind me. He was obviously still apprehensive that I’d refuse to have sex with him for all the money in the world. 

I continued with my daily grind of massaging people, giving them

‘Happy Endings’ and offering them my body in exchange of a colossal fee. When I wasn’t doing any of the above, I was absorbed with talking dirty to clients all over the world with the worthy assistance of five different languages. 

One fine night, when I had sported the ‘dessous-dessus’ (innerwear worn as outerwear) and breathed ‘Je t’aime’ (I love you), oozing amorous sensuousness over the phone. The Frenchman at the other end went into paroxysms of delight. He recovered from his over-the-top euphoria for a minute to say ‘Ma Cherie, give me one more of that slice of heaven’. 

I was more than glad to. ‘Je te’desire’ I declared in a thick estrogen-laced voice ‘You are my desire’. 

I heard my client inhale sharply. I presumed he was pleasuring himself. Meanwhile, unbeknownst to me, another party had been privy to our conversation. It was Jayden King, the owner, director and producer of a Los Angeles based Adult Movie Company called

‘Orgasmic Rhapsody’. As we sat eating toast and butter at Natasha’s modest little flat the next morning, she reported the conversation between King and her. 

‘Much smitten by you, he is’ said Natasha giggling ‘throughout the time you were cavorting away over the phone, he was bombarding me with questions’. 

‘Of what sort?’ I asked indolently. Dregs of sleep still clung to me. 

They typically didn’t disappear until I was on my third cup of coffee. 

‘Oh queries such as what your name is, how old you are, what your charges are et al’ Natasha said trying to recall King verbatim ‘He

said “I’ve never seen such a gamine creature grace the sinful bad earth!’

‘You telling the truth?’ I asked flattered beyond description. When you have just turned eighteen and are enamored of celebrities, this is something that can very much be excused. 

‘The absolute gospel truth’ said Natasha ‘and I told him—“You know Mr. King, she wasn’t even born a girl. Sheena is a boy who chose to become a woman. She’s the living, walking example of the marvels of medical science’. 

‘You didn’t have to mention that’ I said, my spirits a bit dampened. 

‘Oh come on, quit being so touchy!’ my friend thumped me on the back ‘You are a hardened girl who has endured much!’

‘That I have’ I said gravely. Curiosity got the better of me and I asked

‘How did he react?’

‘Oh it didn’t make a difference to him at all’, Natasha said ‘He was as impressed if not more’

‘Am I glad’ I muttered still wishing Natasha hadn’t endorsed the fact. 

Trusting someone to be discreet in this loud, exhibitionistic age was quite a mean feat. I was totally justified in wishing Natasha had honored my secret. The price I had to pay much later for my friend’s careless divulgence was a heavy one. 

--

King was a florid, heavy-set man who sported a goatee. He may not have been more than 45 years old, but to an 18 year old like me, he appeared doddering old. 

I massaged his erogenous zones and he gave approving grunts indicating tremendous satisfaction. Finally, we concluded the session with the euphemistic ‘Happy Ending’. 

‘That was heavenly, my sweet’ King said approvingly ‘By the way, do you believe in happy endings?’

‘ “Happy Ending” stripped double entendre?’ I asked. 

‘Is what I mean’ King clarified. 

‘I don’t know’ I said, assailed by doubt ‘Perhaps’

‘This “perhaps” is a very ambiguous word’ he said ‘Well, let me set things crystal clear for you. Would you be interested in acting in a film?’

‘A film?’ I said dubious ‘What kind of a film?’. Previously, I would have met the news to such an effect with an unrivalled kind of euphoria. However, my experience with the movie industry in the recent months had left me a little skeptical. 

‘It’s an adult flick—pornographic content’ King said ‘it’s an adaptation of old fairy-tales “Snow-white and seven dwarfs” to sexual context. 

My film, though, offers a slight twist. Instead of dwarfs, I’ll be having seven men of especially tall muscular stature to act opposite a petite woman’

‘And what would  your title be?’ I asked, warming to the content now. 

‘Your full name’ King said simply. 

‘Sheena Morrison?’ I asked doubtfully. 

‘Sounds too respectable’ King said dismissively ‘we’ll have to add a little adjective. How about “Sensuous Sheena and the Seven Giants?”’

‘Sounds sensational’ I said. 

‘It will be’ King promised. 

I flew down to LA and began shooting for the film. It was no stranger to amour, but performing sex acts with make-up on, in front of a group of people and with the cameras rolling was different druthers altogether. ‘You’re too pale’ King remarked and insisted that I slather on fake-tan which came pouring down my face in torrents. ‘Desiree’ I called out to the make-up artist ‘Get a towel and some more tan please!’

Banging seven men one after another in a span of one and a half hours left me spent and exhausted. If anything egged me on during the shoot, it was the assortment: the seven male actors were of different nationalities, so one could hardly complain of lack of variety. 

The artist in me was amazed as to the amount of professionalism that went into making even a porn flick. One had to get every look impeccable, every camera angle perfect and each shot flawless. 

Even if financially rewarding, it was a pain-staking job. 

‘Why do we have to take so much trouble’ I asked King ‘When the intention is only to arouse?’. 

‘Baby’ said King a little patronizingly ‘You have much to learn yet. 

There is a difference between amateur porn and films directed with finesse. Mine falls into the latter category. That’s why people pay to watch it’. 

‘Whatever’ I said disinterestedly. The truth of the matter was, I was not really into combining sex and movies. For someone who had grown up appreciating Greta Garbo and Elizabeth Taylor’s films and nurtured co-related aspirations, doing something like ‘Sensuous Sheena and the Seven Giants’ was a bit of a comedown. The aficionado of meaningful cinema in me demanded expression. While shooting for my second flick titled ‘Sheena’s Cumming’, I started attending auditions for a role in Hollywood. However, I hadn’t networked in LA, didn’t know the who's who of Hollywood and didn’t have contacts beyond the adult film industry. I was lost. 

In between shooting adult movies and attending Hollywood open calls; I got into a relationship with Jayden King. The man was on a totally different wavelength from me and didn’t share my vision, so I was hardly thrilled. The relationship was strictly an arrangement of convenience. King was the reason I was in Los Angeles; he cooked my meals, looked after me when I was sick and lo! we had a thing going. Since King himself directed the tempo, rhythm and manner in which I was to make love to other men and women on screen, I never slated him as being a possessive man. However, I was to realize much later that he was the jealous type and insanely so. 

There were some casting couch offers, which I; a hard-boiled prostitute had no qualms about accepting. However, after being offered ‘a meaty role’ in a television series called ‘Joshua and the Nursing Home’, I was disappointed to discover that it was only a blink-and-you’ll miss role. It had been lied to. 

This was when I got dead serious. I spent many an hour going through the inventory of competent Hollywood agents. One particular agent by name Brice Myers had been successful in making the prima donnas who ruled the screen at that time. However, contacting Brice became a herculean challenge. I tried to call the number listed in the inventory numerous times, but it was engaged. I ferreted out her e-mail ID and tried contacting her digitally. Weeks passed and Brice was yet to reply. I got myself an agent called Tyler and moved on. 

Tyler was an unprepossessing man in his mid-20s. I doubted if he had got a client even something as minor as an endorsement. 

However, the only thing that can keep us going is faith, therefore I stuck to Tyler. My unwavering faith finally paid off when Tyler sidled up to me on the sets of ‘Sheena’s Cumming’ and waved a golden-colored ticket in front of me. 

‘What’s this?’ I asked taking Tyler to a side so that my co-star wouldn’t hear us. 

‘A ticket to Hollywood Bonanza!’ Tyler declared animatedly ‘the pass-way of beautiful Sheena to the ultimate celebrity-studded party!’

‘Wow!’ I exclaimed unable to believe my luck ‘You’re a star, Tyler!’

‘And you’re going to be one—soon’ said Tyler warmly. 

‘Fingers crossed’ I beamed. 

--

I wasn’t sure what I was expected to wear at the Hollywood Bonanza so I decided to go with instinct. Contrary to my belief that powder blue would accentuate my blue-eyes and highlight my blonde hair, it had the unexpected effect of washing me out. As it is, one had to compete among a number of aspiring divas’ to catch the eye of a casting director or a moviemaker; ‘risk powder blue’ I told myself

‘and you might as well merge into the background’. I tried on a form-fitting full-length red coral dress and felt it rendered me incandescent. The neck-line was cut reasonably low to show off a bit of my creamy bosom without making me appear immodest or desperate. The thigh-length slit on the right revealed a delicious sliver of my shapely leg as I walked, but was otherwise quite demure. My milky arms emerging from either side of the dress were slim and elegant. I knew that fake tan was in, but I didn’t wish to tamper with my natural body color. Also, at 19, I was young enough to have naturally smooth, velvety skin and didn’t feel the need to daub any artificial gels, lotions or foundations on it. I fastened little rose-shaped coral earrings around my delicate ears and clasped a slim silver bracelet around one finespun wrist. A dash of lavender, a hint of eye shadow and cherry-flavored lip-gloss and I was ready to rub shoulders with the crème de la crème of the most happening glamour industry in the world. 

At the time I stepped into the party hall, I had all but forgotten the fact that I was an MTF transgender. So comfortable was I with my female identity, that the fact that the metamorphosis had once occurred was only a faint memory concealed beneath layers of the subconscious. My truth was locked away in the most remote room of

my mind palace, and the latched door was never to be opened again. Or so I thought at that point in time. 

I walked in with my head raised and shoulders pulled back confidently. My posture was straight and stride proud and confident. 

Heads turned as I strode in. And then, among the sea of celebrities, did I spot him—Chase Perez. 

Chase Perez was shorter than he appeared on big screen. He was 5’8 or 5’ 9 at the most and was dressed casually in jazzy skinny jeans and a dashing leather jacket. His black boots were so gleaming and well-polished that you could see your reflection in them. His essence, though, remained the same: the suave Elvis Presley like sideburns running along each side of his well- sculpted face, the jet-black straight mop of hair, and a feature that I found most charming of all—laughter lines running across each side of the cheek. His eyes were, covered with oval-shaped shades, were out of limits. 

I stood there transfixed. The same Chase Perez who had espied on the bad guys on behalf of the government, had flirted with danger, had escaped fires, tsunamis and set-staged bomb-blasts by a whisker, was standing in flesh and form in front of me. Apart from action films, Chase Perez had many a Western to his credit where he had played the swashbuckling cowboy in chops, bandanas and cowboy hat and boots, sitting on elaborate saddles and wielding lassoes from horseback. 

Presently, when someone made a beeline to go and talk to him, Chase Perez took off his shades. I could see his features clearly now: the rugged tanned bronze skin and high cheek-bones which were the benediction of his having a Red-Indian mother. When he turned a little, Chase Perez had his profile towards me. His companion must have narrated to him an obviously amusing anecdote for Perez’s face cracked in the most amazing manner when he went into splits of laughter. His natural laughter-lines only deepened. The jocosity reached his eyes and they disappeared into charming little slits. 

As his acquaintance left him, Jose Perez turned slightly. In a second, he was facing me. His brown eyes held mine in a steady, unwavering, almost intimate gaze. Neither of us felt the need to turn away. 





Chapter 3

Lily Morrison

Perez’s face crinkled into that dazzling smile again. The knowledge that it was directed at me put me on cloud nine. Presently, he approached me and said ‘I have a feeling I’ve seen you before’. 

‘I have the habit of putting in an appearance in dreams’ I said. 

‘Spot on!’ Perez snapped his fingers ‘that’s where I’ve seen you!’

‘And what was I doing there, pray?’ I let my mouth curl in a teasing, tantalizing smile. 

‘Murdering me with that smile’ Perez’s gaze lingered longingly on my estrogen pumped lips. I blushed to the roots of my hair. 

We continued looking deep into each others’ eyes. ‘It’s too crowded in here’ Perez remarked currently ‘Why don’t we go someplace else?’

‘Like where?’ I asked deliberately. 

Chase Perez opened the door of his Mercedes Benz. I inserted one sleek leg inside and got into the front seat. Perez eased himself into the front seat. We drove in silence for about two minutes. 

‘By the way, I am Chase Perez’ Perez was courteous enough to say. 

‘The introduction, Sir’ I replied giggling ‘is wholly superfluous. The entire world knows you’. 

‘Nevertheless, Ma’am’ Chase replied politely ‘I am not a presumptuous man’. I was pleasantly surprised to note that Chase Perez had quaint, old-fashioned, gentlemanly manners. I realized that, he also had a personality in him; diametrically opposed to the one I had caught a glimpse in the party-hall. 

‘That’s your loftiness speaking, Sir’. My language was archaic, sentiments genuine. 

‘So sweet’ Perez murmured before asking ‘May I have the pleasure of knowing your name?’

Something within me; label it modesty or plain old opportunism made me lie. ‘Lily….Lily Morrison’, I quickly said. I had been with Perez for the past fifteen minutes and still hadn’t been recognized as Porn-Star Sensuous Sheena. This could mean either of the two things. 

Either my fake on-screen tan totally changed my personality. Or Perez was just not into porn. 

‘Morrison?’ Perez raised a quizzical brow ‘I reckon you like haggis?’

‘Excuse me, Sir’ I feigned offense. But we Scots are much more than haggis, kilts and bagpipes!’. I desisted from mentioning that I had spent a substantial part of my life in India, not Scotland. 

‘Oops! My bad’ Perez apologized ‘I am not exactly thrilled to be associated with spears, feathered headdresses and red-ochre paint all the time!’

We bonded over a genuine moment of laughter. Then Perez became uncharacteristically silent, as if he was preoccupied with a thought too personal to share with another person. I, who a moment ago had shared such an intimate moment of camaraderie with Perez, suddenly felt distanced. 

‘So, I assume you want to act Lily?’. The person who asked me this question was a third introverted Chase Perez, antipodal of first two whose glimpse I’d had for the past half an hour: the light-hearted Casanova and the chivalrous gentleman. 

‘Yes, I would’ I replied quietly. 

‘Have you any acting experience?’

‘No’. A lie again. ‘Anyway, strutting one’s stuff in porno flicks doesn’t exactly add up to “acting experience”’ I tried to rationalize my fib. 

I looked out of the window. We passed lawns, churches and malls, and I realized Perez was leading me to his multi-million dollar Beverly Hills mansion. Just as I was taking in its splendorous details, Perez whisked me off to the master bedroom. This was the first Perez; naughty, flirtatious and teasing. ‘I wonder how many others have been here before’ the thought had just crossed my mind before Perez was boldly kissing me on the lips. 

He withdrew for an instant before directly looking into my eyes and saying ‘Cherry-flavored lips. My dear girl, you’ve not merely made an appearance, but played the role of the leading lady!’. I realized that Perez had picked up a tuft of thought from our conversation at the

‘Hollywood Bonanza’. He was talking about his dream. 

‘Huh-huh?!’ I feigned astonishment ‘My own treacherous memory has acted as the censor board!’

‘Snap, snap, snap’ Perez made onomatopoeic sounds, before thrusting his long warm tongue deep into the deep dark caverns of my left ear ‘Did it cut off all the juicy scenes?’

‘A few’ I barely managed to say before a delectable shudder overtook me. Perez started undressing me. He did it slowly and with due reverence to the temple that was my body. This was so unlike the primeval Jayden King and other men, whose animal impulses

were so strong that they literally tore your togs off you. The gentleman part of Perez’s personality was at work now. 

Perez’s face gently nuzzled my neck. He moved southwards and turned his attention to the dip beneath my breasts and lingered there awhile. My heart beat faster as his warm mouth moved eastwards and latched on to my right nipple. Perez simultaneously slid his fingers into me and stimulated my clitoris. Ripples of ecstasy shot through my ripe nineteen year old body. At long last, when I was on the verge of begging, Perez penetrated me. The steady rhythmic to and fro movements and the sexual release I experienced was most divine than the earth, sky and the sun, leading me to believe that Perez was as well an action hero outside the celluloid as he was within it. 

--

Cupid struck. Chase Perez fell in love with me. In keeping with the straight-speaking man that he was, Chase didn’t indefinitely flirt or beat around the bush. He came straight and unapologetically to the point. At nineteen, all I had ever known was being the object of other people’s lust and being fired by my own ambition. It was too early for me to lucidly know my mind, emotionally and spiritually. I knew I liked Chase Perez tremendously and that we’d enjoyed having carnal knowledge of each other: that was enough for me, for now. 

Excitement ruled in my heart more than any other sentiment. After all, very few nineteen year olds had their silver screen heartthrobs kneeling in front of them with a red rose in hand and declaring their love. 

Chase mooted an idea. He suggested that I pack bag and baggage and move in with him. I thought long and hard about the proposal. 

Albeit for two climax scenes; one in which my character defeats a professional wrestler to subsequently incarcerate him as her sex slave and another one in which she makes the slave her ‘Lord and master’ by getting married to him, ‘Sheena’s Cumming’ was

complete. I decided that I’d finish the last two scenes before declaring my intentions to King. 

Meanwhile, I announced a self-imposed deadline to Perez. ‘Come 26th June, and I’ll be here for good’. 

‘Listen, Lily’ Turner told me rather staunchly ‘I am a man of principles. Having a “mistress” goes against my personal philosophy. 

Therefore, you must earn your keep while you stay with me’. 

‘What kind of a job do you have in mind?’ I asked half-hoping that Perez would offer me a role in one of his movies. However, it seemed like I was to be the leading lady of only his fantasies. 

‘I could offer you the post of my secretary’ he said, ‘that is if it isn’t beneath your dignity’. 

‘Of course not!’ I claimed, though, deep in the secret abyss of my mind, I felt just that. A secretary’s was a low-level job; not remotely suited to a young transwoman who aspired to be a top Hollywood star herself. Yet if this is what it took to be close to Perez, so be it, I decided. Besides, being in his precincts could turn out to be advantageous. Sooner or later, I’d catch someone’s eye and they’d offer me a role in one of their flicks. 

Breaking the news to Jayden King was easier than I’d expected. I’d expected him to swear and curse at my tendency to volte-face and was prepared to be at the receiving end of obscene expletives. But King took the rejection with indubitable equanimity. His parting shot was a neutral one; it didn’t carry with it even a smidgen of vituperative malice that was to come. 

‘It’s your life, Sheena’ was all he said ‘Do as you please’. 

‘Still waters run deep’ goes a popular adage. At this point, I couldn’t even come close to imagining the amount of venom King was suffused with. I; whom Jayden King had brought to LA had

unconscientiously cast him aside. His scars and ambitions of avengement ran deep and intense. 

Even at the time I had nothing, my sense of personal identity had been very strong. Moving in with Chase Perez amounted to it being blatantly compromised. At first, being his girlfriend seemed to be the ideal situation. However, as the metaphorical honeymoon phase wore off, I found that Chase Perez and I were grossly mismatched. 

I doubled up as his lover cum secretary. I’d dress invitingly, past an obsequious grin on my face and go about picking up the telephone and sorting Perez’s mails. I had developed a thorough knowledge of the terminology used in films and was ready to tackle any sort of a query. I’d bustle around in a formal knee-length skirt, organizing and coordinating Perez’s meetings with top producers and directors—the doyens and stalwarts I’d once dreamt of working with. Much to my vexation, no one spared me a second glance. All eyes would be riveted on Chase Perez: the superstar. Action hero par excellence. 

The God of martial arts. A larger than life entity. 

I, whereas, was a negligible extra in life’s movie; I’d be glossed over and ignored. Treated as a part of the furniture. 

Whenever the fancy took him, Chase would help himself to my body. 

He never forgot his manners or behaved boorishly like the others had. Nevertheless, I felt objectified. We had a tacit pact that I was to play second fiddle to him: my existence was solely for the purpose of pleasuring His Lordship and making myself available at his convenience. 

Perez’s old-fashioned nature had its flip-side too. He didn’t believe in gender equality and expected a woman to be subservient to a man. 

Perez’s comment that he’d not allow me to work after we got married hovered and haunted me long after. 

The paparazzi chased us and tried to get pictures of the two of us bathing in the hot springs of Japan, skydiving from the peaks of the Alps or making love on the beaches of Spain. They’d succeed every

once in a while and featured us together with titles like ‘Chase Perez Gets a Live-in girlfriend’. The more adventurous dailies killed themselves with witty lines like ‘Chase Caught!-- Seen here with girlfriend, Lily’. 

Basking in reflected glory had never been my ambition. I found myself getting more and more despondent by the day. 

This didn’t go unnoticed by the canny eyes of Alexander Turner, the producer and director of Perez’s first movie. It was no secret that Perez and his mentor had fallen apart. When Perez had been a struggler, he’d been given a break by Zander (as Turner was commonly referred to in the movie industry). The movie he went on to become a phenomenal success and made Perez’s life. He was flooded by offers from various quarters. When Zander was going through a rough patch and had requested Perez to accept a role in his upcoming flick, the latter had refused. It was the cold snub of a superstar. Perez’s ingratitude had stung Zander. He was still not ready to bury the hatchet. 

‘Lily, you don’t look too happy’ Zander, presently, observed when we met in one of those monotonous never-ending glamour world parties

‘Perez not treating you okay?’

‘It’s not that, Zander’ I sighed. 

‘What’s eating you then?’ he asked ‘Out with it!’. 

‘It’s just that, Zander’ I said ‘I always wanted to be a film-star’

‘Then we’ll make you one!’ I peered into Zander’s face closely to assess the gravity quotient of his remark. The cool green eyes that met mine were lively, yet serious. Zander’s lips, set in a perennially smiling expression, were sincere. I appraised the black brows that cut across his smooth marmoreal forehead like some exotic bird’s wings and marveled at his beauty. My eyes traveled to his salt and pepper mop of hair and admired their thickness. 

At 55, Alexander turner wasn’t in the first flush of youth. Yet his charm was immense. I made discreet enquiries and learnt that he’d separated from his wife Janet and was currently single. 

Zander and I made umpteen RomComs together. My ‘guileless’ calf-like eyes and deceptively innocent looks made me an overnight sensation. I was America’s latest heart-throb. ‘A Girl as White as Lily’

a local tabloid stated ‘Pure, virginal and immaculate’. Going by my physical appearance; they romanticized, fantasized and idealized: to the masses, I, Lily Morrison, was the personification of old-school values like purity and chastity in a world that had become irredeemably promiscuous, sexually. 

‘Zander’ I’d said cowering under a bedspread on the day of the premier of our first movie “My my, Baby Blue” ‘I am shit scared’. 

‘Lily’ Zander’s paternal tones were soothing ‘Why exactly are you jittery?’

‘Perez’s movie is releasing today as well. We don’t stand a chance’. 

‘Excuse me’ Zander’s green eyes twinkled in the dark ‘but I beg to differ’. 

Zander turned out to be some sort of an oracle. Our film did much better at the box office than Perez’s ‘Rodeo Romeo’. The tirade of success continued for the subsequent six weeks. It was a matter of time before I’d overtaken my old boyfriend in popularity and money-spinning. 

By this time, I had developed a deep fondness for my mentor. 

Zander and I did have sex, but my love for him transcended the mere physical and touched the transcendental plane. This may sound gross, but he was like a father to me as well as my lover. 

One day, I returned home after shooting for a toothpaste endorsement. I delightfully anticipated Zander to open the door for me while I rushed and nestled into his arms like a little girl. However, 

I found the door already open. I went in and called out a few times—

Zander was nowhere to be seen. I tiptoed to the upper wing of the bedroom. The sight that met my eyes broke my twenty-four year old heart. Zander was engrossed in holding another woman in his arms. 

I didn’t need confirmation to know who it was. Janet had come back. 

This time it was for good. 

I was sucked into a quagmire of depression. I started depending on alcohol as a panacea for my woes. In a matter of time, I was bogging my career down with me too. 





Chapter 4

The Revival

While ensconced in my melancholy stupor, I received a call. The speaker on the other end was a buoyant sounding female. She asked to speak to ‘Lily Morrison’. 

‘This is she’ I said listlessly, hoping that the caller would hang-up. I wasn’t interested in buying, selling or exchanging anything. Neither did I want to open a bank account in any of those infernal banks, mushrooming all over the place. 

‘Lily’ the voice at the other end turned a tad apologetic ‘This is Brice Myers, the agent’. 

Brice Myers. Yes, the name rang a very definite bell. She was the agent I had ceaselessly tried to contact when I had wanted to get into mainstream Hollywood. Brice Myers had proven elusive then. I wondered what she wanted now. 

‘Tell me, Brice’ I said a little cagily. 

‘Lily’ Brice’s pleasant voice was now a low murmur ‘first of all, I’d like to start with a very sincere apology. I am sorry I didn’t respond to your calls and e-mails all those years back. Please don’t take it personal. It wasn’t you. It was me’ she paused for a minute then went on ‘I was going through a personal crisis. I had a miscarriage after which my husband announced his decision to leave me. He’d had another woman in his life all along. All this was too much for me to take at one go. I was hysterical and even tried to slash my wrist a couple of times….’

‘I am so sorry to hear all this’ my empathy was genuine. I had dubbed Brice Myers as a haughty woman who hadn’t wanted to take on a relatively obscure new comer as her client. In a stroke, I’d labeled her as ‘choosy, partisan and unprofessional’ in one of my mind’s compartments. And Brice Myers had been troubled all along. 

‘I am coming back on scene after five years’ Brice confessed ‘and I want it to be with a bang’. 

‘That’s excellent’ I said wondering where the conversation was heading. 

‘Lily’ Brice now came to the point ‘as a penance for not being there when you needed me the most, I have started taking on rank new comers. I have made their cause my own. In addition, I’d like to represent you as well’. 

‘Represent me?’ I said with quirky uncharacteristic arrogance ‘but I am already established, Brice. I have all the connections I need’. 

‘Yet you have been out of the movie scene for a good one year’. 

It was true. I had not acted in a single flick for a solid 12 months. 

How quickly time passed! If I didn’t make a comeback soon enough, I’d be a memory in people’s minds. I was already twenty-five years old. Hollywood didn’t wait for anyone, especially female film stars. It was a skewed world. 

‘What are you driving at?’ I asked Brice. 

‘I know you have the necessary contacts, Lily’ she said ‘but you need a good PRO—to pull you out of this depression mess, reinvent you and put you on every other glossy worth its salt!’

‘I am too far gone’ I said ‘I’ll never be able to spring back’. 

‘Never say never’ said Brice. 

--

She came to meet me at office. Brice was in her late 30s, had wavy red hair and an appealing personality. Her voice radiated joy and warmth. Yet, not very long ago, she’d hit rock bottom. ‘It can be overcome—your blues’ I told myself firmly. 

My new PRO took me to a reputed psychiatrist. A combination of medicines, psychotherapy and CBT help me find my feet again. In a matter of three months, I had weaned myself off medicines. Dr. 

Watson was indeed competent. 

In four months, we were ready to begin serious work. ‘You’re growing up, Lily’ Brice said ‘Your baby doll image will not work anymore’. 

‘What do you mean?’ I wanted to know. 

‘The audiences are not consistent, Lily’ Brice said ‘They like change. 

They want to see transformation. They crave chutzpah!’

‘I am still in the dark’ I confessed. 

‘An image change. That’s what I am suggesting’ said Brice. 

‘I thought Hollywood stuck to the tried and trusted’ I cried aghast. 

‘True enough’ admitted Brice ‘but you’ve gone with the clichéd for long enough: the young, naïve, wide-eyed Lily. A veritable suckling in the big bad world’. 

‘What do you think I should be now?’ I said amused by her choice of words. 

‘Lily, the Conqueror!’ Brice was clearly warming up to the idea ‘the annihilator of evil, the savior of the masses, warrior princess….the defender of the proletariat: the poor and the oppressed!’. 

‘You make me sound like a trade union leader’ I laughed. 

‘Giggle all you like, Lily, at my expense’ Brice said ‘but the image-change will bring you back stronger than before!’

‘As you say, Madam’ I surrendered myself totally and completely to Brice. It did seem like she had some kind of a vision. 

Brice advised me to tone my body ‘You’ve let yourself go’ she said clucking her tongue ‘It’s a shame. Time to melt all that flab off’. 

Subsequently, I was subject to protracted sauna baths, long killing runs and many hours on the treadmill. In addition, Brice made sure that I did weights to tone my upper arms. 

‘But wouldn’t I start resembling a man?’ I asked. My sub-conscious fears had been triggered off. If there was anything that I dreaded, it was starting to simulate the gender I was born with. The apprehension raised its ugly hood only occasionally; when it did I suffered sheer torture. 

‘No honey, you’d need testosterone for that’ Brice laughed. 

I fervently hoped that the testosterone that had evaded me in adolescence wouldn’t start working now. I had been a woman for so long that any suggestion of maleness would be suicidal to me. I overcame my fear and started working out. I lost the extra blubber clinging to me and developed a sleeker silhouette. I didn’t become brawny and muscular like a man. My fears had been unwarranted. 

In accordance with her philosophy that visibility is the key to success, Brice made sure that I was everywhere: at the marathon, a

charity auction, church-yard sales and every party worth its name. 

She literally invited the paparazzi and made sure that they covered every move I made. Soon, my images were flashed over every news daily, tabloid and television channel. Lily Morrison was back. And with a big bang. 

‘Lily!’ Brice barged into my room when I was on the threshold between wakefulness and unconsciousness ‘I beg you to overlook my unlady-like behavior this once, hon. I have news!’

‘What’s up?’ I woke up and rubbed my eyes. Brice really appeared excited. 

‘Brendon Smith, the monarch of action movie flicks, had called!’ she said animatedly. 

I had met Brendon Smith a couple of times. He had made most of Chase Perez’s movies. 

‘Brendon’s making a movie called “The Lance-wielder”’ Brice announced ‘and you are his first choice!’

‘I assumed Chase Perez is the leading man and I am to be his arm-candy?’ my tone was cynical. 

‘No, Silly’ Brice said ‘He wants to cast you as the protagonist. 

There’re no male actors in the movie. At least, not big names’

‘That’s a refreshing change’ I said. 

‘Shall I call Brendon?’ Brice was nearly jumping up and down in excitement now. 

I gave her a thumbs up. 

--

The next few weeks of my life were spent practicing martial arts for eight hours a day. In between kicking, punching and wielding the

kendo, I managed to cram my lines. To maintain equanimity of mind, Brice insisted I meditate in front of a statue of the Buddha for half an hour every day. 

The Lance-wielder was an invigorating change from the romantic comedies I’d acted in to date. It helped me getting in touch with the side of my personality I never knew existed. I now realized how fallacious the common belief that strong is the antonym of feminine was. I felt stout, utterly in control, yet totally and indisputably feminine. 

After completing The Lance-wielder, I was at a loose end. There were a few scripts, but they fell into the usual RomCom genre and I was reluctant to go back to my original ‘Lily: the virginal one’ image. 

The movie required editing, so it would be a few months before it hit the silver screens. 

Bored beyond words, I surfed the internet for a while. As I skimmed through my mails, I found one from an Indian art movie maker called Anant Mishra. 

Mishra started off by saying how big an aficionado of my movies he was and how thrilled he was to learn that I’d spend most of my life in India. He went on to say that he was planning to make a meaningful docudrama on the life of the transgender or hijra community in India, and asked if I’d like to be a part of it. At first, I worried if Mishra had stumbled on the truth of my gender identity, but soon dismissed my fears as paranoid. Being offered a movie on the theme was a coincidence, even if it was a particularly uncanny one. 

‘You can’t be serious!’ Brice burst out when I announced my decision to go to India and shoot for Mishra’s docudrama ‘The Ugly Truth’. 

‘Never been more so in my life’ I said steadily meeting her gaze. 

‘But Lily, I’ve brought you back on track after much hard work!’ Brice screeched ‘you are lucky to be back in business again! You can’t possibly endanger your slot in Hollywood again!’

‘Brice, I am not asking for an opinion’ I said calmly. 

‘Okay, so you aren’t going to change your mind?’ Brice’s lips were set in a tight line ‘What, may I ask, is the allure of this particular project?’

‘Realism’ I answered ‘I’ve wanted to try realistic cinema for once’

‘I give up’ Brice said grimly ‘but don’t say I didn’t warn you’. 

--

Shooting Mishra’s docudrama took a few months. During this time, I learnt a lot about the hardships 99% of the MTF transgender people in India underwent. Unable to bear social ostracism, they ran away from home to be absorbed in the hijra jamaat or community run by an (usually) overbearing hijra guru (teacher). The stark reality that hit me the hardest was Nirvan or the traditional castration a person had to go through before he became a ‘bona fide hijra’. The technique used was horrifying and in many cases, life-threatening. I felt fortunate to have been rescued by Natasha before any mercenary hijra guru had got her avaricious paws on me. Sex reassignment surgery, performed under anesthesia, was something I had to be enormously grateful for. I had been unable to evade the ugly clutches or prostitution, but at least I had been entitled to a sizeable percentage of my earnings. The jamaat gurus, I heard, took away most of their chelas’s (disciples’) money. 

The low-budget docudrama satisfied the artiste in me. I was eager to know when it was going to hit the screens. ‘Mr. Mishra!’ I excitedly approached the director ‘May I know when “The Ugly Truth” is releasing?’

Mishra’s manner became evasive. He avoided eye contact. Looking at a non-existent person beyond, he said ‘It’s hard to say. We are small fry. Can’t be as clear as you big cheese in Hollywood’. 

I was taken aback by Mishra’s curtness. His manner had been quite civil until quite recently. I smelt trouble. 

‘What exactly is wrong?’ I let my blue eyes pierce his face. And they weren’t particularly ‘Calf-like’ right now. 

‘Sorry Lily, the project has been shelved’. The cat was finally out of the bag. 

I froze. Here I was, displaced from my home for months at a stretch. 

Totally absorbed in shooting ‘The Ugly Truth’, I hadn’t entertained a single interruption. Calls from Brice, informing me about new lucrative Hollywood offers, had been unceremoniously disconnected. 

Never had any project demanded as much of my commitment as

‘The Ugly Truth’. I had placed my fate in Mishra’s hands. And now, I was no man’s land. 

I called Brice who cantankerously said that I’d sabotaged my career that she had worked so hard to revive. ‘There’s still the premier of

“The Lance-wielder” I timidly reminded her ‘So, maybe we still have a chance’. 

Brice nodded. ‘You’re right’ she said ‘and do excuse me for being rude to you’. 

--

The day preceding the premier brought the biggest bender of my life. 

King, who had been lying low for a good six years, finally decided to spring up. He’d decided that the time was ripe for revenge. King wasn’t one to forgive someone who had chucked him like a used film reel. In an eerie reminder of my early past, my pornographic movies went viral. The public recognized in Sensuous Sheena a younger, tanned Lily Morrison. The sight of their chaste beloved and recently turned salvager fucking seven men one after another in a span of less than two hours was too much for them to take. In addition, the venomous Jayden King released to the press the information that I was an MTF transgender. Not only did I have a controversial past, 

but a deep dark secret I had kept successfully hidden from the public. 

The ones that make you could also break you. King’s revelation raked up a major scandal. The enraged public accused me of pulling wool over their eyes. They threatened to boycott ‘The Lance-wielder’. 

‘It’s a clamorous tempest’ Brice told me calmly ‘but will soon abate. 

Meanwhile, you should go into hiding—for a few weeks, at least’. 

‘Where do I go?’ I asked ‘I am not sure if I should call my mother up again’. I didn’t tell Brice that what I dreaded the most was the bile-rising prospect of having to see my stepfather again. I couldn’t blame my mother for having been a passive spectator when I was ousted out of the house; she, after all, had been a victim of heavy depression. And, by personal experience, I knew just how ineffectual a sufferer of it became. One day, I’d definitely visit my mother. I just didn’t feel up to the task, this time around. 

‘You’d mentioned a grandmother in Scotland, hadn’t you?’ Brice said. I wondered if she had an eidetic memory. 

‘Yes, my late father’s mother’. 

Daisy Morrison. That’s whom I would go to. 

The distant hills and deep blue waters beckoned. Homeland it would be, after an eternity. 





Chapter 5

The Destination

The skies changed from azure to a more inky blue. Backpack on shoulders, I made my way through undulating, meandering little paths wedged between firs, spruces, yews and cypresses. The pure air felt nippy against my fresh, scrubbed skin. I spotted a splendorous red cat just around the corner. Evidently unaccustomed to excessive human intrusion, the creature sprang inside a nearby bush. I could feel its intense eyes scrutinizing me from the safety of the foliage. 

I knew my father had lived in ‘Drysdale’s Lane’. More than two decades had passed, yet the name remained unchanged. I was ambushed by an image of him swooping me in his arms. He flung me high up in the air before catching me again. The whole time he was smiling his easy, good-natured smile. 

Memories can be strange things. They pop out when you least expect them to like uncanny jack in the boxes. 

I reached a house the nameplate of which read ‘Rory Morrison’. I stood there for a long time, caressing the name plate dreamily. This was the house I was born in and spent the first three happiest years of my life….Just then, I heard a hack and a cough. It was emanating from the inside of the house. Of course, the former Rory Morrison home had been occupied. It would have been fanciful to expect otherwise. The occupants hadn’t bothered replacing the nameplate. I was indebted to them. They had, in their own way, contributed to keeping my father alive. 

I heard the sound of turning of the latch. The occupants of the house were evidently going to emerge from the interiors. I discreetly walked away. My grandmother, I’d remembered, had lived in a cottage not far off away from my father’s. In the absence of dense population around the area, I had no one to apply to for directions. I let my inner compass guide me. Soon, I came across a pretty little cottage. The nameplate on it read ‘Daisy. J. Morrison’. I had reached my destination. 

I gingerly swung the gate open and walked in. Like one in a dream, I rang the door bell. A crinkled old lady, in a brown tweed skirt and pink sweater, opened the door. She was bent double with age and was leaning on ebony-carved walking stick. Her cataract-glazed eyes looked far beyond me into the distance. Nana couldn’t see much, I realized. 

Just when I was going to introduce myself, Nana cupped my face in her wrinkled hands and asked ‘Kyle, my child, how have you been?’

I was so astounded that I could barely breathe ‘Nana’ I said when I finally found my voice ‘How could you possibly know?’

Nana laughed the same easy laughter my father had had. ‘I knew you’d come, Kyle’ she said. 

How could she possibly? Unless she had ESP or something? Yet she had known. The two decade lapse and her failing vision didn’t seem to have affected her at all. Probably, when you reached that stage of age and experience, eyesight became superfluous. The soul’s eye told you all you needed to know. 

‘Nana’ I said wondering how she’d react to this revelation ‘I am changed. From Kyle to Lily. I always wanted to be a girl’. 

My grandmother was the least perturbed. ‘I’d tell Rory the child had an eye for dolls and pretty frocks, and he wouldn’t believe me!’ she laughed at the distant memory. 

‘Nana’ I asked hesitantly ‘Does this bother you?’

‘Not at all’ she said calmly ‘I am at an age at which I realize that gender, class, hierarchy and the like are superfluous divisions. It doesn’t change the aura around the person’. 

‘So, is that how you knew me?’ I asked ‘by my aura?’

Grandma nodded sagaciously. ‘Yes’ she said ‘The energies around a person don’t change. They are the same irrespective of whether you are 1 or a 100’

We sat in silence for a while. ‘I am in touch with Ella’ she presently said. 

‘Really, how’s mom?’ I was eager to know. 

‘Well…very well, I should say’ Nana said ‘She has left that Gupta chap and has started her own NGO for sexual minorities in Mumbai’. 

‘This is news’ I whistled softly. 

‘Lily’ Nana said tenderly ‘She’s very proud of you’. 

‘She knows?’ I asked incredulous. 

‘Yes’ said Nana ‘you should go and see her sometime’. 

‘I will—when I am ready’ I promised, before adding ‘Now I know what your aura reading was about!’

The old lady cackled mischievously. ‘I wouldn’t go as far as to say there’s no truth in it’ she said. 

--

The next morning, I went on a jog. Perhaps it was an expression of new-found freedom or a gesture of over-confidence; I went deeper and deeper into the core of unexplored vegetation. The foliage became denser and the air significantly thicker. At this point, a small presage of alarm rang in my heart. But it was too late to turn one heels and run back to Nana’s. It stood right in front of me with a spotted coat and fiery eyes—a crouched adult lynx, poised to spring. 

Unable to budge, I stood staring in horrified fascination. 

What ensued was utter chaos. I was vaguely sentient of a pair of strong arms having whisked me off the spot. Both my savior and I

came rolling down a series of little hillocks before we landed on soft marshy ground. 

‘Thank Goodness, that wasn’t a bog’ my liberator exclaimed ‘it would have been terrible to be sucked down after that rather heroic rescue attempt’. 

I looked in direction of the source of voice and noted that it belonged to a sandy-haired, blue-eyed man of about thirty-five. He was dressed in denim overalls in the manner of a workman. His sophisticated diction, though, was in striking contrast with his rustic sartorial style. 

‘Are you all right?’ he said gallantly pulling me to my feet. He did a quick impersonal evaluation of me and declared ‘I think you are. One or two angry-looking bruises, but no dislocated or broken bones. 

Calm down, though, and take deep breaths’. 

I wondered why he’d said that before I realized that I was trembling like a wet rat. My teeth clattered against each other and my shoulders huddled close together for warmth. My champion unknotted the jacket tied around his waist and wrapped it around my shoulders. He took my hand and we walked about half a kilometer uphill in silence. We arrived at a clearing where splinters of delimbed pine lay. An axe and a cross-cut saw lay beside the splintered wood. 

The man collected his axe and saw and insisted on seeing me up to the entrance of where I lived. As we walked down a kilometer or two, he became chatty. 

‘I reckon you are new around here’ he asked conversationally. I nodded, happy that I hadn’t been recognized. After the recent controversy, I realized that fame came with a heavy price. One couldn’t even walk down the road without being pestered by the general public and paparazzo. Obscurity was a breath of fresh air. 

Yet I wondered how it had come about. I was not presumptuous by any standards, but a young man who didn’t know Lily Morrison (not to mention Sensuous Sheena) was a rare species indeed. 

‘By the way, I am Aiden Scott’ my handsome rescuer introduced himself ‘a software engineer by training, lumber jack by choice. I used to work in Glasgow up to about eight years ago. One day, I just quit my tech job and decided that urban living was not for me. I have lived the life of a lumberjack in this deserted secluded corner of Scotland ever since. From then on, I’ve not let even a speck of technology touch me: no radio, television, mobile phones and certainly not the internet!’

That explained it. Only a man cut away from civilization could be unaware of the existence of Lily Morrison. I didn’t mind one little bit. 

‘I am Lily Morrison’ was all I said by way of introduction ‘the granddaughter of Ms. Daisy Morrison who lives down the street’. 

‘I know Ms. Daisy quite well’ said Aiden Scott ‘drive her down to town every Sunday. She’s one spunky lady, Ms. Daisy is!’

‘I have taken after her’ I said before I realized I was behaving coquettishly with the man ‘you little minx!’ I said to myself ‘You’re flirting, aren’t you?’

Aiden Scott laughed. As nana’s gate came into sight, I said a ‘thank you’ and spun around to go. 

‘And when do I get to see a bit of the third generation spunk?’ Aiden Scott stopped me with his question. 

‘Today evening?’ I said delightedly. 

--

I was thoroughly immersed in rustic simplicity, grandma’s tales and giving Aiden Scott a bit of ‘the third generation spunk’ when Brice called. Going by the breathless tone of her voice, I knew she had news. Good news. However, I realized that I had gone beyond the point of caring. I’d found my roots in Scotland and bliss in Aiden. 

‘Lily, you’ll swoon when you hear this’ begun Brice in her characteristic animated style ‘the negative publicity you got thanks to that Godforsaken son-of-a-bitch totally worked in your favor! 

Curiosity can be a most potent thing. The whole of America who threatened to boycott ‘The Lance-wielder’ thronged like bees to the theatres. The scandal had piqued the interest of the whole world—

even non-movie goers have started queuing up in theatre halls to watch you kick some ass!’

‘I am glad’ I said somewhat indifferently. Even though the above developments concerned me, they failed to touch my core. I had drifted to another world altogether; one in which I was indubitably happier. 

‘That’s a rather tepid reaction, babe’ said Brice a little disapprovingly before continuing ‘Anyway, you’ve got to be here ASAP. Brendon is keen on starting a sequel to “The Lance-wielder’ and wants you to start shooting right away. He told me that--’

‘I am not doing it, Brice’ I cut her short ‘he could sign somebody else for the role’. 

‘Lily, you can’t do this’ Brice was on again ‘after all I’ve done to get you on track…after all the hard work you’ve put into being an action heroine…there’s so much--’. 

‘Brice’ I cut her short again ‘You heard me’. 

So that was that. 

--

It has been five years, but romance is in still in the air. Aiden knows what I am; a man turned into a woman or whatever but couldn’t care less. Such effortless, unconditional acceptance was what I was looking for my entire life and finally found in my home land. As we stand gazing west-wards, hoping to catch the sunset, two American trekkers come traipsing down the hidden interiors. They are

surprised to find an evidence of humanity in the otherwise secluded spot. One of them is staring at me intently, I realize. He finally gathers the pluck to walk to me and ask ‘Lily Morrison. May I have your autograph please, Ma’am?’

‘I think you are mistaken, Sir’ I feign such convincing ignorance that the American is totally convinced that he has erred. I am a very good actress, after all. 

‘I am so sorry’ the young man offers a profuse apology ‘Please excuse me for intruding on your personal space’

‘No worries’ I give him a million dollar smile ‘what would life be without wee little befuddlements?’

I reach out for Aiden. Arm in arm, we walk off far into the sunset. 



 The End

Character Profile

Kyle Morrison/Sheena/Lily is the 16 year old protagonist of the story whose life gets derailed because of a leaked sex tape. Kyle is described as having clear skin, calf-like eyes, an angelic nose and luscious lips. Following being thrown of the house, Kyle is rescued by Natasha who pays for his MTF surgery and therapy and helps him become ‘Sheena’. Following a stint at a massage parlor, it’s straight to LA for Sheena wherein she plays different roles: i.e. that of Porn Star, Sensuous Sheena, the girlfriend of action hero Chase Perez and top RomCom heroine, Lily Morrison. After Sheena’s dark past catches up with her, she goes away to Scotland where she finds her roots and true love. 

Bobby is Kyle’s skinny, stylish, seedy 28 year old boyfriend who sports his hair long. Bobby seduces young Kyle into an affair with him and tapes their intimate moments together. Subsequently, he sells the tape to a website called ‘Seller’s Paradise’ and makes oodles of money. The police traces him down and arrests him. As a result of the scandal that erupts due to Bobby’s action, Kyle is thrown out of school and later on his house. 

Vikas Gupta is Kyle Morrison’s pedophile of a stepfather. He is described as a ‘gross, fat, ugly boar’. Vikas Gupta misuses his designation as a stepdad and molests young Kyle for 13 years. 

Gupta is much offended when Kyle speaks up against it and no longer wants to support him financially. When Gupta’s business starts suffering after his stepson’s MMS scandal, he uses the opportunity to throw Kyle out of his house. 

Ella is Kyle’s Scottish mother who marries Indian businessman Vikas Gupta after the demise of Kyle’s father, Rory Morrison. She is a gentle, passive woman to implicitly trusts her devious second husband. Following Kyle MMS scandal, Ella goes into depression and is unable to protest when Vikas Gupta throws him out of the

house. Later on, Lily learns from her grandmother that Ella has left Gupta and started an NGO for sexual minorities in Mumbai. 

Bishop Johnson is the grim-looking principal of Kyle’s school St. 

Jude’s who rusticates him following the MMS scandal. Bishop Johnson withholds Kyle’s Transfer Certificate as a result of which the latter is unable to secure admission anywhere else. 

Natasha is a short stout woman with podgy features and a racy style of dressing. 38 year old Natasha rescues Kyle from the streets and pays for his MTF surgery and treatment. Following this, she buys Kyle (now Sheena) hoards of sexy lingerie and gets her hair straightened. Natasha employs Kyle in her ‘Massage Parlor’

(euphemism for prostitution den) and mints a lot of money owing to Sheena being a white-skinned girl. Natasha divulges to Jayden King the fact that Sheena is an MTF transgender, leading the latter to try and sabotage Sheena’s Hollywood career, later on, by making the fact public. 

Jayden King is a florid heavy-set 45 year old producer of an adult movie company called ‘Orgasmic Rhapsody’. Much impressed by Sheena’s looks and sexual prowess, King takes her to LA and casts her in his porno flicks. King and Sheena start a relationship. When Sheena leaves him for Chase Perez, King is infuriated, though he meets her declaration with stoicism ostensibly. He waits to exact revenge until Sheena’s flick ‘The Lance-wielder’ is ready for release. 

One day before the premier, King divulges to the media that ‘Lily Morrison’ is none other than porn star Sensuous Sheena. He also makes the fact that Sheena is an MTF transgender public. 

Chase Perez is the dashing top Hollywood action hero in his late 30s. Chase Perez is 5’9, has high cheek-bones, Jet-black hair, bronze skin and laugher lines. Sheena notices that he has three personalities in him i.e. that of a flirt, an old-fashioned gentleman and an introvert. After he starts a relationship with Lily, Perez expects her to work as his secretary. He doesn’t want Lily to act in movies, but wants her to be a housewife. Owing to what she perceives as his chauvinistic attitude, Lily leaves Perez. 

Alexander Turner/ Zander is a Hollywood movie producer of 55

with thick hair, lovely eyebrows, glittering green eyes and perennially smiling lips. In an attempt to avenge Perez’s snub, Zander casts his girlfriend Lily in a number of RomCom movies. Zander has his sweet revenge when his movies starring Lily become much more popular than Perez’s. Zander is a father figure as well as a lover to Lily. 

Zander breaks Lily’s heart by reuniting with his wife, Janet. Lily sinks into depression, as a consequence, and her career suffers. 

Brice Myers is the buoyant, red-haired PRO in her late 30s who helps Lily reinvent herself and revives her flagging Hollywood career. 

Brice is traumatized due to a miscarriage and the subsequent divorce due to which she’s not able to contact Lily when the latter is struggling to become a Hollywood actor. Five years on, a guilt-ridden Brice contacts a depressed Lily and offers to be her PRO. She also becomes a good friend, taking Lily to a psychiatrist and putting her on a strict exercise schedule. Brice reinvents Lily’s innocuous image to that of an action heroine’s. She increases Lily’s visibility by insisting that she attend public events and invites the paparazzi to click pictures of Lily. As a result of Brice’s efforts, Lily is offered a big-budget action movie. 

Brendon Smith is the director who makes action flick ‘The Lance-wielder’ starring Lily. Smith has made most of Chase Perez’s movies. Smith offers to make a sequel to ‘The Lance-wielder’ with Lily, but she refuses. 

Aiden Scott is a 35 year old blue eyed, sandy-haired Scottish man whom Lily finds true love in. Sick of urban living, Aiden gives up his job as a techie and becomes a lumber jack in a remote pocket of Scotland. He rescues Lily from a lynx attack following which the two fall in love. 

Daisy J. Morrison is the wrinkled elderly grandma of Lily. Daisy Morrison is a mischievous person with a lot of spunk. She has her heart in the right place and accepts Kyle’s gender change liberally. 

She is in touch with her dead son’s wife and advises Lily to go and see her mom sometime. 

Bajaj is a hirsute pot-bellied Bollywood producer who is a regular client of Lily’s. Bajaj thinks Lily’s looks wouldn’t be popular in the Hindi movie industry, yet he invites her to an audition. When a co-judge rejects Lily right at the outset, Bajaj speaks in her favor. Yet Lily is rejected. After the incident, Bajaj worries if Lily’s rejection at the audition would affect his sexual relations with her. 

Janet is Turner’s estranged wife who comes back into his life ousting Lily. 

Tyler is Lily’s 25 year old, unimpressive-looking agent. Tyler is unable to get Lily a project, but gets her a ticket to a star-studded party at which she meets Chase Perez. 

Pratap Singh is a well-known Bollywood director who is impressed by Lily’s histrionics and dialogue delivery, yet rejects her saying she is too ‘foreign-looking’ for the Hindi film industry. He tells Lily that she’s very talented and encourages her to try her luck in some other movie industry. 

Rory Morrison is Lily’s deceased father. Rory is depicted as having blue eyes, blonde hair and an easy, good-natured, playful manner. 

Lily reminiscences about him with fondness. 

MJ is a fat woman of about 30 who is the secretary of ‘Aroma’s Massage Parlor’. 

Desiree is a make-up artist at ‘Orgasmic Rhapsodies’

Dr. Bora is the doctor who performs gender re-assignment surgery on Lily and starts hormone treatment on her. 

Dr. Watson is the psychiatrist who treats Lily’s depression. 

------

Yu Sakurazawa's Transgender & Gender Swap Stories

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

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

Enchanted into the Third Gender

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

... click here for more details

Born in the Third Gender

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

... click here for more detail

Dancers of the Third Gender

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

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

.... click here for more detail

Conspired into the Third Gender - Punishment She

Deserved

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

... click here for more detail

Forced into the Third Gender - Champion's Bride

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

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

... click here for more detail

Abducted into the Third Gender - 180 Degrees Turn

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

... click here for more details

Losing Bet into the Third Gender

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

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

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

Eve of the Arcane Waters - Spring of Reincarnation 

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

... click here for more detai

Queen Lysandra - Spring of Reincarnation 

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

... click here for more de

Other Gender Swap Stories 

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

Ghosts Alive

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

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

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

her life. 

... click here for more detail

The Birth of Delilah

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

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

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

... click here for more detail

Sam O'Yeah - MTF Transgender Cop

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

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

... click here for more deta

Underwater Escape

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

... click here for more detail

The Birth of Delilah

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

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

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

... click here for more detail

The Animal in Me

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

Transhumans are not pure humans, but with genetically or technologically modified people and they are treated as second-class citizens. On the other hand pure human people belong to the Purity Party which has the majority in the current government. The leader of the Purity Party is President Yceberg, who believes in the

[image: Image 2]

sacredness of the body. The question is: how far he’d go to prove his point? 

... click here for more detail

The Kantuta Bond

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

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

... click here for more detail

Greetings from Yu Sakurazawa

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

and after that I have been publishing English stories constantly. All my fictions have gender swap episodes in some way or another. 

Areas of my personal interest are fashion, tv-dramas and traveling. I traveled to India more than 10 times dressed in a Saree or Salwar Kameez (Punjabi dress)--soaked in Indian culture up to my neck. My personal experiences are reflected in my "Hijra, the Third Gender" 

series of books. 

 This e-book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent, resold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher’s prior consent in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent publisher. 
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