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Chapter 1 - The Disgruntled Manager

Solving two high profile murder cases, excessive job stress and deteriorating relations with my boyfriend made me check into a two week spiritual program in a Yoga Ashram called Ananda Kuteeram (Literally meaning “Abode of Bliss”). It was situated 50 km from Bangalore. It was a center for detoxifying and rejuvenation, spread of 300 acres of beautiful wooded land. The ashram consisted of a main meditation hall, a common yoga hall, a lunch room and segregated dormitories for male and female participants. 

The founder of the Yoga Ashram was a young guru called Swami Sadananda, whose organization had its headquarters in Chennai in Tamil Nadu. Swami Sadananda’s organization spanned 20 countries and he purportedly had 9 million followers worldwide. 

I currently sat in the huge, high domed meditation hall made of red sandstone, gazing at His Holiness. Apart from me, there were six other people in the room. Swami Sadananda sat on a raised pavilion, with his attractive legs crossed, the way Hindu holy men are often seated. Sadananda’s clean saffron robes complimented the smooth brown color of his skin and the holy sacred thread running diagonally across his bare upper body drew my attention to his strong muscular chest, flat abs and sinewy arms. Swami Sadananda was giving a discourse on expanding one’s horizons and consciousness through control over breathing, so as to experience the complete joy of living. The florescent bulb-adorned behemoth-sized “Om” symbol on the wall behind Sadananda engulfed him like

a halo. As he spoke, Swami Sadananda’s almond-shaped eyes shone, his straight nose twitched and red sensual lips parted every now and then into a killer smile, revealing perfect white teeth. I know a holy man has no age or gender, and is supposed to like a father to his acolytes, but I couldn’t control the impure nature of my thoughts. 

Thirty-five year old Swami Sadananda was the most attractive man I had seen. 

As the thought crossed my mind, I felt guilty. Though I was having trouble with Bradley, he was still my boyfriend. 

The venerable swami soon moved from “breath control” to “tantric sex”. He said that though he was celibate, he prescribed tantric sex to his followers as a step towards enlightenment. The gathered crowd listened intently. Apart from me, those present in the meditation hall included a Ukrainian woman named Natalia Adamovicha Chaplanski, her brother Mikhail Adamovich and husband, Oleg Chaplinkski. A stylish man, dressed in an expensive Safari suit, sat in the farthermost corner of the hall. He was Diwakar Shetty, the Minister of State for Health. Two of Swami Sadananda’s most ardent devotees, Shiva and Ashok, sat on the floor on yoga mats. They were dressed in similar saffron robes as the guru. 

“In tantric sex” the guru was said with elaborate gestures of his hand

“we encourage an attitude of deference. In this sexual ritual rooted in tradition, the participants worship one another as an embodiment of deities. They look beyond the physical body and concentrate on sensations and breathing….so that the ultimate aim of the entire joyous act isn’t just an orgasm, but enjoying every moment of divine experience”. 

His Holinesses’ almond eyes settled on me. He smiled a low-key, sensual smile. I felt a thrilling sensation in my womb that was sexual, maternal and filial. This was the way I felt when Bradley kissed me. I felt my mind go absolutely blank and felt that I was melding into and merging with the guru, the earth and the entire cosmos. Swami Sadananda had managed to do this without even touching me. He

had managed to make me orgasm by the sheer power of his bewitching eyes and killer smile. 

“Daughter” he said in a soft, serene voice “please come and sit on your guru’s lap”. 

It took me a whole moment to realize that Swami Sadananda was speaking to me. I was taken aback by the unusual nature of his request. But then I remembered that the holy man was asexual and that he didn’t attach sexual connotations to his devotees. I, a grown person, was being beckoned to sit on the guru’s lap akin to a child being invited to do so by its father or mother. 

I got up, feeling extremely self-conscious. My olive-green harem pants flapped about my legs and baby-pink t-shirt outlined every curve and contour of my artificially-burgeoned breasts. Though it had been a good three and a half years since I had undergone my final Sex Reassignment Surgery, there were still moments when I felt gawky, unsure and as clumsy as an adolescent. 

I slowly walked up to the guru, feeling everyone’s pricking gaze on my neck. Swami Sadananda patted his muscular thighs indulgently, indicating that I sit on them. I gingerly perched myself on the guru’s right thigh, fervently praying I hadn’t got too heavy due to my recent food binges. The swami’s unchanging, benevolent expression confirmed that I was still as light as fluff. He looked deep into my dark eyes with his own mesmerizing ones. His gaze travelled over my hairline that started a little backwards than the average woman’s, flat low brows and slightly big hands and feet. 

Swami Sadananda reached out for a bowl containing holy water. He salvaged a table-spoonful from the copper container and poured a considerable quantity into my cupped palms. I knew what devotees were expected to do next. I obsequiously swallowed the yellowish contents. As the pungent waters made their way down, I felt my throat burn. I attributed the burning sensation to camphor, which is a commonly used ingredient in holy water. 

Swami Sadananda looked at me approvingly, like a guardian admiring a young child. 

“I take it that all is not well in your life?” he asked, his voice sheer sorcery. 

“Yes, there is a dearth of peace”, I agreed. 

Swami Sadananda’s hands travelled around my lower body, as casually and inconspicuously as only a god man’s can. I felt him explore my groin region with a strange, transcendental yearning in his eyes. Under my buttocks, I could feel his celibate shaft harden. 

The swami obviously didn’t find what he was looking for, for his arousal soon abated. 

Swami Sadananda then took off the necklace of  rudraksha  (Endnote

 #1) beads adorning his neck and put it around my own delicate one. 

“Wear this all the time, even while you’re bathing” he told me dismissively “all your problems will vanish”. He directed me back to my place on the yoga mat on the floor below. The guru’s gaze had suddenly grown impersonal and indifferent. It was obvious that Swami Sadananda had lost all interest in me. I vaguely wondered if I had said or done anything to offend him. 

After the short verbal exchange with me, Swami Sadananda went back to his discourse on “tantric sex”. “When the role of the giver is to give in abundance and that of the receiver is to receive, you should stop feeling and acting inhibited” he said “remember that you’re as boundless as the vast blue oceans. You are not inhibited by taboos, be they be social, religious, cultural or personal….” 

I felt myself getting woozy, as if I had drunk too much wine. The hall I was seated in started spinning. Swami Sadananda seemed to be suspended in thin air. The pavilion he was sitting on seemed to have disappeared. The swami’s soft, mellifluous voice grew loud, then soft, and subsequently loud again. I vaguely wondered what was happening to me. Was what I was experiencing some sort of an overwhelming devotional frenzy?(that many of Swami Sadananda’s

devotees evidently experienced frequently). Or was this the effect of having had only two  idlis (rice cakes) for breakfast, instead of my usual boiled eggs, sausage and bacon? 

I rubbed my palms together and cupped my eyes with them. The warm darkness of my hands soothed me, promising to soon restore the homeostasis of my body. From seemingly far away, I could hear Swami Sadananda droning on about the hazards of treating tantric sex as a new fad or your partner as the latest sex toy. 

The next few sequence of events transpired so quickly, that I wonder if I got the order right. A jowly, prematurely aged man in his early 50s, with murderous eyes and a prominent pot belly barged into the meditation hall. He was all over Swami Sadananda; nipping, scratching, slapping and biting every bit of exposed skin he could find. “You filthy son-of-a-bitch!” the man spluttered angrily “you sadist in a saffron robe…my life is ruined because of you! After fifteen goddamn years of serving you, all I did was take (“misappropriate” 

as the media put it) 53 lakhs for the benefit of my children! 

Considering 53 lakhs is a pittance someone like you who collects Rs. 

1300 million, you could have easily overlooked my little mistake! But no, you refused to forgive me! I fell at your feet and kissed your fucking toes, yet you were as hard as flint! You FIRED me! Before I knew it, the media was all around me, thrusting their microphones in my face. The TV channels didn’t even bother to blur my face: it was visible to the entire public across 20 nations! The law ten put me on a “fair trail” and I spend 10 precious years of my life rotting in prison!” 

In the face of such a vicious attack, all of us had frozen. Even Ashok and Shiva stood still, unable to move. 

“Calm down, Praveen Kumar” said Swami Sadananda, desperately trying to protect his face from his disgruntled ex-employees’ blows

“you could get a job as a book-keeper again: in a corporate, perhaps. I would have given you your job back, but I’ve replaced you with someone else. But I am sure any other religious organization would be thrilled to have you. You’ve got skills and experience”. 

“Thrilled to hire me indeed!” Praveen Kumar spat viciously “that’s a good joke, you perennially smirking bastard! Thanks to the media having flashed my mug all across its screens and front pages of newspapers, everyone  recognizes  me. Everyone recognizes my pathetic mug, you get it! They say public memory is short, but that doesn’t seem to be the case in a high profile case like this one. Ten years have passed, I have become an old man before my time,  yet everyone remembers!  And they refuse to employ me. I am yet to send my children to college, and I hardly seem to have any money to give them a good future! We—me, my wife and my innocent teenage kids are on the streets, and it is all thanks to you, you filthy scumbag!” 

“Relax, Praveen Kumar, relax” Swami Sadananda tried to placate his incensed former accountant “try and take deep breaths and meditate on your core….try and calm your mind and body….” 

“I shall do nothing of that sort, you dog!” bellowed Praveen Kumar turning a dangerous shade of maroon “If anything, I’m going to murder you in full public view!” 

Before any of us had a chance to absorb the statement, Praveen Kumar’s huge hands had closed around Swami Sadananda’s smooth neck. The next thing we were aware of was that Praveen Kumar was exerting all the pressure of his enraged body on the latter’s neck, garroting and strangulating Swami Sadananda with all his might. 

Chapter 2 - Natalia from Kiev Swami Sadananda’s coughed, struggled and spluttered. He kicked his sinewy arms around in all conceivable directions. Yet he couldn’t wrench free of the madman. Praveen Kumar’s ape-like hands held the swami’s soigné neck in a firm, vice-like grip. Much to my horror, Swami Sadananda’s face was quickly turning into a ghastly shade of blue. 

I was jolted into action. Before I knew it, I was trying to unclasp Praveen Kumar’s stubby fingers from around the god man’s neck. 

Shiva and Ashok had been galvanized into action as well. Between the three of us, we managed to wrench Swami Sadananda free of the furious accountant. 

Once separated from his victim, the attacker came back to his senses. He smoothened his unkempt grey hair, straightened his ruffled collar and left the room quietly. Praveen Kumar’s anger seemed to have abated as drastically as it had risen. 

Devotees—the Ukrainians and Minister Diwakar Shetty—stared after the retreating figure of the former accountant. Then, remembering their duties as good human beings, they stood up and helped Swami Sadananda get on his feet. Someone switched the ceiling fan on; another got the guru some cool, refreshing fruit juice. 

Shiva and I offered to get some ointment to apply on the raw scratch marks left behind on the guru’s body by the enraged former employee’s talons. When on the way to the room that stored basic medical supplies, Shiva said:

“That was quite a scene. I hope you aren’t too unsettled by it?” 

“I am okay” I said “glad the guru got away in the nick of time. That man has some temper!” 

“Yes, but the very same Praveen Kumar was once immensely devoted to the guru” said Shiva “Praveen had worked for Swami Sadananda ever since the latter was twenty years old. However, fifteen years into the service, Praveen seemed to become avaricious. He gained control of Anand Kuteeram bank account and wrote checks to accounts he had set up in his own name!” 

“Oh, that’s quite unscrupulous!” I said. 

“Ha! Nobody is scrupulous these days, including His Holiness” 

snorted Shiva, cynically “he calls Ananda Kuteeram a “charitable institution” and doesn’t pay a penny as tax. How dishonest is that?!”. 


***

After ensuring that His Holiness was comfortable, Natalia and I headed towards the dormitory. Since I had arrived at the ashram only the previous day, I hadn’t had much of an opportunity to talk to Natalia. Presently, I cast a cursory glance at her. Natalia was a tall woman (about 5’9 or so) in her mid 30s. Her well-endowed frame was clothed in a tight orange figure hugging t-shirt and black hosiery tights. In spite of having huge, perfectly spherical breasts, Natalia was as broad, well-toned and muscular as any man. In fact, she reminded me of female athletes who took part in gymnastics, pole vault and long jump events in the Olympics and other games. 

Natalia’s coloring was typically Nordic; she had pale blue eyes and blond hair and, surprisingly, the darkest eyebrows I had ever seen. 

“I’m Hannah Brown” I said extending a hand. 

“Natalia Adamovicha Chaplinsky” said Natalia, taking my big hands in her own over-sized ones. 

“So, are you from England?” Natalia asked me. I noticed that her voice was deep, low and husky. Though Natalia had a marked Ukrainian accent, her English was very good. 

“No, I’m a local” I said. My remark made one of Natalia’s flat straight brows shoot up. 

“She has flat straight brows…” I noted “I wonder if they are tell-tale signs of…” 

“But you sound like a Briton!” exclaimed Natalia awestruck “my husband and I lived in Manchester for a few years, so we know what the typical Brit accent sounds like!”. 

“I’m an Anglo-Indian” I told Natalie “During the colonial rule, British soldiers were encouraged to marry Indian women and beget heirs. I come from one such family. Ironically, I have spent all my life in India. 

I had saved enough to take a trip to England, but had to spend all that money on….” I paused coming to my senses. What in the world was I doing? Giving Natalia the entire history of how I transformed from a man into a woman? 

Natalia was quick to catch on. “You had to spend all your money on….?” she persuaded. It may just have been my fancy, but I thought Natalia was looking pointedly at my hairline that started slightly backwards, black eyes that were deeply set and bigger-than-average hands and feet. 

“Oh, on things…!” I said quickly “shopping and stuff, you know. The kind young women are typically into: hair straightening, perms, crimping, dresses, shoes…..”. 

“You don’t seem like an overly ornamental young woman” said Natalia perceptively. 

I laughed evasively. “One of the guru’s devotees told me you’re from Ukraine” I said trying to change the topic. 

“Oh yes, I am from Kiev” said Natalia, grinning from ear to ear. Her teeth were attractive, but too big and square for a woman. 

Was that telling….? 

Natalia’s hands and feet were large. I estimated her shoe size to be 12. 

Natalia’s gorgeous blonde hair started rather backwards, far beyond her broad, too broad a forehead. 

Though Natalia had humungous breasts, her shoulder-to-hip ratio didn’t adhere to “the standard”. Her shoulders were much broader than her hips. 

Natalia had low straight eyebrows, big ears and a prominent chin. 

I seemed to have singularly queer thoughts that day. Attributing them to the heat of the morning and the disturbing episode I had recently witnessed at the meditation hall, I suppressed my funny thoughts. 

Natalia and I succeeded in reaching the dormitory, which was a large unadorned room with bunk beds, a common bathroom and separate cupboards for each inmate. Unlike the meditation and the yoga hall, which had expensive marble flooring, the dorm had economical red-oxide floors. 

“So, how long have you been here?” I asked, in order to distract myself from what I suspected was the truth about Natalia. 

Natalia’s face fell. She was no longer the cheerful person who had walked down the corridor with me. “A month…perhaps a month and a half” Natalia said soberly “since my brother, husband and I were here for a long stay, we decided to opt for the dormitory for reasons of economy”. 

“I opted for the dormitory for similar reasons” I agreed ‘it’s less expensive than the single room”. 

“What are you here for?” Natalia asked in a wan, lifeless voice. 

“Just to de-stress” I replied “what about you?” 

“I suffer from bronchial asthma” replied Natalia “I have suffered from it for years. A Ukrainian acquaintance who had been to India told us that Swami Sadananda had a customized program to help patients suffering from the affliction. That’s why I decided to come here with my husband and my brother”. 

“Did the program help any?” I asked. 

“No” Natalia shook her head sadly “that’s why I’m going back to Kiev”. 

“When?” I asked languidly. 

“I’ve booked my flight for tomorrow afternoon” replied Natalia. 

“Jesus!” I exclaimed “just when the two of us were becoming good friends…” 

Natalia smiled sadly. It seems like she wanted to tell me something more, something more intimate, but couldn’t get herself to. 

While the two of us made small-talk, trying not to acknowledge the mutual tacit secret that we both knew we shared, Natalia turned her back to me. She peeled off her skin-tight black leggings to reveal what I recognized as panties customized for pre op transsexuals. 

The panties did such a perfect job of effectively tucking, holding and smoothening out the body contours, that I hadn’t noticed Natalia’s penis silhouetted even against her aggressively tight leotards! I realized that even though Natalia was under female hormones and probably even had silicone breast implants, she was yet to undergo SRS to substitute her penis with a vagina. 

“Let’s stop this stupid cat and mouse game, Natalia” I said gently

“and openly acknowledge each other for what we are. You aren’t a genetic woman, are you? 

“Yet I think I’m more of a woman than any hussy  born  with a vagina!” 

said Natalia spiritedly. 

“That’s true, you’re very beautiful” I said truthfully “I wish I could say the same about me”. 

“You’re beautiful too, honey” said Natalia kindly “in fact, I’d say your shoulder-to-hip proportion is better than mine” 

“Thank you” I said gratefully “but physical appearance is superfluous, really. What matters is that people like us have always felt we’re females on the inside…..” 

“Yes, and changing our bodies to comply with the woman-on-the-inside has been our major goal, profession and pursuit, isn’t it?” said Natalia warming to the topic “we’ve sacrificed so much along the way to become women….we’ve worked  so hard to become women…

gained so many friends along the way, lost so many….”. 

“My mother abandoned me when I first told her about my gender identity” I told Natalia “I was 12. Mom was a prude, and thus devastated by my confession. She couldn’t bear the prospect of a transgendered child continuing to live with her. I lived with my deceased father’s sister, Ella until I started earning and could afford my own apartment”. 

“That’s very sad” said Natalia empathetically “but do you have someone special in your life?” 

“Yes, I have a boyfriend named Bradley” I said weakly. 

“Yet you don’t sound very happy” Natalia observed. 

“I love Bradley very much, and I believe he loves me too, but we are currently going through a rough patch” I admitted “It was all well until I met a Jennifer King, a 38 year old housewife, in a cookery class. 

Jennifer and I.…well, we had a sexual encounter or two that Bradley came to know about. Naturally, he was upset! But I wish he was more understanding…..after all, after the gender-change I’m like an adolescent getting the hang of different sexualities. I am sure who I want to go to bed as, but am yet unsure as to whom to go to bed

 with.  I don’t know if I’m straight, a trans-lesbian or if am attracted to other transsexuals: MTF and FTM!” At the end of the spiel, tears glistened in my eyes. 

“Hey relax!” said Natalia kindly “You’re young and a new transsexual. 

It’s only natural you go through this phase. Everything will be alright!”. 

“Did things fall into place for you?” I asked hesitantly. 

“Yes!” exclaimed Natalia “they absolutely did! When in my twenties, I went through an emotional roller-coaster just like you. I didn’t know if I liked men, women or other transsexuals (most would see themselves as women). Also, not everyone that I liked reciprocated my interest. I was distressed to find that a few of my romantic interests even disrespected me! Then at thirty, just when I had reconciled to the fact that I’d never meet a perfect partner, I met Oleg….the most masculine, courageous, loving and caring man….” 

Natalia’s voice trailed off. Her pale blue eyes were dreamy. 

“Did you and Oleg fall in love?” I asked, suddenly very interested. 

“Of course!” cried Natalia happily “and ours was the most perfect love story. It was no less magical than that of Cinderella meeting her Prince Charming after having led a miserable life! Oleg LOVED me; he still loves me to distraction! He loves my lacy clothes, my fishnet stockings, the way I style my hair and the way I paint my lips! Oleg loves the fact that my hands are always manicured and nails perpetually varnished!....most men would be worried about being labeled homosexuals if they dated a pre op transsexual, but not Oleg! He is much more secure about his identity and sexuality than other men!...Oleg feels that I am the most nurturing, caring, feminine woman he has ever met, and that being with me makes him feel more like a man than otherwise!” “Oh but I’ve been gushing like a school girl!” exclaimed Natalia blushing a deep crimson “but that’s how it is, Hannah…Oleg would do anything for me!” 

“Would he lay down his life for you?” I teased. 

“Certainly!” said Natalia. 

“Would Oleg commit murder for you?” 

Natalia thought deeply for a while. “I think so” she said finally. 

Natalia and I looked at each other and smiled. At this juncture, a great pandemonium emanating from outside drew both of us to the window. Natalia and I opened the shutters and peeked outside. A skinny, tall, local man dressed in white clothes, a  tilak* (Endnote #2) and a necklace of  rudraksha beads--the man I recognized as Ashok, Swami Sadananda’s devotee, rushed down the corridor holding a huge, evidently razor-sharp axe in his hands. The ashram janitor, a fat middle-aged woman in a saree, muttered unintelligible obscenities at Ashok. Three gentlemen: Oleg, Mikhail and Diwakar Shetty stood gazing at the man; their expressions a mixture of horror, amusement and a perverse kind of fascination. 

Still confused as to why Ashok was running amok with the axe in hand, Natalia and I exchanged puzzled glances. And though I was fluent in the local language, I hadn’t comprehended a word of the janitor’s incoherent words, uttered in a shrill high-pitched voice. In a moment, the woman spoke again. 

“Don’t do that!” she shrieked in horror “chasing and clubbing is no way to kill rats!”. 

“I have no choice, Rajamma” Ashok replied half-apologetically “the rodents are too robust to be eliminated with poison!” 

“Well, then clean the bloodied mess on the floor yourself!” cried Rajamma in disgust “I have no intention of clearing up rats’

corpses!”. 

“Your wish is my command, Madam” replied Ashok humorously “but let me first clean up this axe and replace it behind the door of His Holinesses’ sleeping chambers. From what I know, he hates rats as

well and has expressed an especial penchant for clubbing them with his own two hands”. 

“Dear God, dear God!” wailed the rustic janitor in comic horror “Saint or sinner, all you men seem to be the same. You don’t think twice about killing another living, breathing creature, do you?” 

Chapter 3 - He used to be “Shankar” 

After the cyclic meditation class in the afternoon, Natalia and I decided to get something to drink. Since we found the “healthy” 

medicinal wheat malt served in the ashram unpalatable, we decided to go outside the ashram premises to look for stalls that served stronger beverages like tea or coffee. “Guys” Natalia called out to her brother and husband “come along. Let’s all go out and get ourselves some  real  beverage”. 

Oleg Chaplanski hauled himself off the yoga mat and walked towards us. He was a fortyish, stocky man of average height, with dark brown eyes and an easy smile. The sun that had filtered in through the trees and dappled on his hair, made it shimmer like burnished copper. In spite of being thick of neck, square of jaw and having short stout hirsute forearms, Oleg had a kind of masculine attractiveness that I had seen in very few men. 

As Natalia introduced me to him, Oleg graciously bowed and smiled. 

I bowed as well and returned Oleg’s smile. The three of us stood around the breezy, serene precincts of the ashram making small talk, when Mikhail Adamovich joined us. As Mikhail approached, a very strange change came over his brother-in-law. Oleg’s body stiffened with tension; I could perceive that every small hair on the nape of his neck was raised. His brown eyes that had been merry, lively and alive until a few moments ago, now glazed all over, appearing opaque. The relaxed looseness of Oleg’s limbs, his easy smile and charming manner were gone. He turned away and veered away a few steps backwards, pretending to appraise a song bird that had spewed forth an unusual cry. 

Mikhail was as different from Oleg as chalk from cheese. He was in his mid-twenties, and had a tall, gangling appearance. Mikhail’s pale coloring was antithetic to Oleg’s robust ruddiness. Like Natalia, Mikhail had inherited the typical Ukrainian Nordic anemic paleness that gave me the impression that if Mikhail was stabbed and left to

bleed, the blood that would ooze out of him would be white, not red. 

Mikhail’s hair, which was a fairer blonde than Natalia’s, was long and well-maintained. Unlike Oleg’s dark brown expressive eyes, Mikhail’s were pale blue and mysterious. While Oleg had been open and uninhibited, Mikhail came across as a reserved person. I noticed that Mikhail’s left eye had a tendency of twitching in a nervous, edgy fashion. When objectively appraised, Mikhail was extremely handsome, he was definitely not at ease. Whether this was his intrinsic nature or the effect of finding himself in strange, unfamiliar surroundings was difficult to say. 

Mikhail nodded vaguely when Natalia introduced the two of us. I noticed that he was preoccupied with cracking the knuckles of his hands. 

The four of us passed the yoga hall and a row of common bathrooms and entered an area that was replete with tall flowering trees, little stunted bushes and a grassy patch of land. Oleg confidently strode ahead, while Natalia and I followed. Mikhail meandered behind us, some a distance away. Natalia turned back to see why her brother was lagging so far behind. I turned too. I noticed that Mikhail was engrossed in watching a splendorous Malabar giant squirrel nestling among the vegetation. 

“Well, I guess nature-therapy is good for Mikhail” said Natalia “he hasn’t been too well lately. Apart from my bronchial asthma, Mikhail is one of the reasons we came here”. 

“Why, what’s the problem?” I asked empathetically. 

“Oh I don’t know” Natalia tried to laugh, but couldn’t keep the tension out of her voice “ongoing adolescence, I guess: even at age 26! 

Look at you, you’re around the same age as Mikhail, but are so poised! Mikhail was born when I was nine years old; so naturally, my parents and I pampered him a bit. Evidently, it did him no good. 

Mikhail wouldn’t concentrate on his lessons and would hang out with a bad crowd. By nineteen, he was an alcoholic, a drug-addict and a wastrel. Mikhail barely managed to scrape through high school. He

was always stoned, so we couldn’t even talk to him. However, in spite of it all, I have to confess that Mikhail is a very loving brother. 

He is very loyal and would do anything for me. Once, before I was yet to start taking female hormones, but had started dressing and living as a woman, a group of nasty men on the road called me “a neuter” and all sorts of offensive names. Mikhail shot through the air like an arrow. Before I knew it, he had kicked each of the boors in the groin region and had punched them in the face. The guys were doubled up, holding their lower abdomen in pain. Their faces were bleeding profusely. I’d never imagined that my then 15 year old brother was capable of beating up a group of guys twice his age and thrice his size!” 

“Wow, I wish I had a brother too!” I said with feeling. Natalia laughed and we walked on. From a distance, a Malabar whistling thrush spewed forth a cloying sweet cry. 

“Is the yoga and meditation doing Mikhail any good?” I asked Natalia delicately. 

“Perhaps. Perhaps not: it’s early to say” said Natalia reflectively

“Swami Sadananda says one and a half months is an inadequate deciding period in cases such as Mikhail’s. However, Mikhail has been a lot calmer lately. So, I guess the program  is doing him some good, after all. The greatest miracle is that Mikhail hasn’t taken drugs in a real long time. Also, he doesn’t take any medication”. 

“That’s nice” I said sincerely “holistic healing is healthier in the long run”. 

“True….” Said Natalia “but I wish Mikhail was mature in other ways. 

He acts like such a baby. Oleg and Mikhail had a difference in opinion a year ago, and Mikhail refuses to talk to Oleg. On Mikhail’s last birthday, Oleg very graciously tried to extend the metaphorical olive branch, but Mikhail snubbed Oleg nastily. He used vile expletives and called him filthy names. Oleg refuses to talk to Mikhail nowadays. After all, even Oleg has his pride….”. 

I remembered the peculiar change that had come over Oleg when Mikhail had joined us. Natalia’s revelation explained his uncharacteristic reaction. Mikhail and Oleg weren’t on talking terms. 

There was clearly some friction between the two. 

“Both Oleg and Mikhail seem to be very nice people” I observed “and the best thing about them is that they love you. What contributed to creating friction between the two?” I asked. 

“The fight was, in my opinion, over a rather petty issue” replied Natalia “you see, Oleg is a businessman. He has a booming business selling electronic goods. However, two years ago he decided to start something else: something that was small, sustainable and that he loved doing. So, he settled on upholstery”. 

“I see” I said, nodding encouragingly. 

“Since Mikhail seemed uncharacteristically enthusiastic about Oleg’s new venture, I requested my husband to involve my brother in the business too” said Natalia “I felt if Mikhail was involved in doing something constructive, his mind wouldn’t wander to his personal problems and addictions”. 

“A very wise suggestion” I said. 

“On the surface, yes. I thought synergy and brainstorming would be good for the business” Natalia agreed “but it gave rise to other problems. Mikhail and Oleg weren’t compatible, to say the least. Not only did the squabble over tiny little details, but had an entirely different big picture in their heads! So the business had to be closed down in no time. Oleg got back to selling electronic goods, but the brothers-in-law were left with negative feelings towards each other”. 

“That’s unfortunate” I said. 

“Yes” Natalia agreed “but I don’t mind too much about the business closing down. I just hope my brother and husband become friends again. They got along quite well until this business debacle”. 

“I’m sure everything will be okay” I said sincerely. 

Natalia nodded. By this time, we had emerged out of the sprawling premises of Ananda Kuteeram and were out on the tarred main road. 

Natalia and I covered our faces with handkerchiefs as buses and other huge motor vehicles that were passing by, kicked up dust and spewed smoke into our faces. Oleg and Mikhail walked on, as unaffected as ever by the pollution. 

“Men!” Natalia exclaimed “it seems they have hides of a rhino!” 

Natalia and I shared an intimate sisterly laugh as Oleg indicated a

“Tea and Beverages Stall” by the side of the road. “A stall” would have been too a generous description for the place, for it was nothing but a little mud hut with dried palm leaves for a roof. A dusky, rustic-looking Indian woman in a pink synthetic saree, sat on her haunches, boiling tea in an aluminum container. The stove she used was the more primitive than I had ever seen in my life. The “stove” 

was nothing but three suitable stones of the same height assembled together, on which a cooking pot or container could be balanced over a fire. The woman created fuel by burning wood, charcoal and a whole lot of dried crop residue. The hut lacked a chimney to dissipate smoke away from the place, leading me to worry about the kind of health hazards proximity to such a fuel could pose to the woman. 

“Four teas, please” Natalia told the woman, as we perched on the culvert outside the hut. Oleg sat by our side, while Mikhail preferred to stand a comfortable distance away from his brother-in-law. 

“Coming up in a jiffy” the woman answered in surprisingly good English. Appearance-wise, she seemed to be from an extremely small town, but her fluency in English was as good as any city-dwellers. 

My stupefaction must have shown on my face, for the woman said:

“Thanks to constant interaction with foreigners like you who come to the ashram, I’ve learnt to speak English”. 

“Incidentally, I’m a local: an Anglo-Indian from Cantonment Area” I replied “my friends here are from Ukraine”. 

The woman turned and graciously nodded. I noticed that she was about forty, lean and good-looking in a very indigenous kind of a way. Probably the graciousness with which the woman conducted herself made her look beautiful in my eyes. 

She presently emerged out of the hut, carrying four steel-tumblers of tea on a little plate. Natalia, Oleg, Mikhail and I accepted the offered beverage. I took a sip. For something that had been made over such a primitive stove, the beverage was ambrosia. 

I told the woman so. Of course, I didn’t convey the first part of my thoughts to her. 

The woman looked gratified. “I am glad you like it” she said in a soft, mellow tone. My friends and I proceeded to sip our tea in companionable silence. Suddenly, the woman’s voice cut through the air like a sharp cleaver through meat. 

“So, are you enjoying that bastard guru’s teachings?” she asked. Her voice had changed from a silky mellow tone to an unpleasant raucous bray. The woman had lost her grace of the previous moments. Her manner had suddenly become vengeful and acerbic. 

The tranquility of the previous few minutes was disturbed. 

“Are you referring to Swami Sadananda” I asked shocked. 

“Yes, Madam, I’m” answered the woman indignantly “though I must tell you that he wasn’t always called ‘Swami Sadananda’. His parents had christened him ‘Shankar’. ‘Swami Sadananda’ is a sobriquet the trickster bestowed on himself fifteen years ago”. 

“How do you know all this?” asked Natalia. 

“I ought to; I’m his first cousin” answered the woman “My name is Madhuri and I am from the same town as Shankar. It’s called

Sivakasi and is located in Tamil Nadu. The town is infamous for its plethora of fire-cracker units that employ little children as laborers. 

You must have heard of it--”. 

“Yes, I have” I said. My Ukrainian friends who knew the names of only the urban, metropolitan cities of India shook their heads. 

“Well, I must say Shankar is fortunate to have graduated from the dry, arid, rainless area of Sivakasi to the lush, pleasant-weathered Bangalore!” said Madhuri sardonically. 

“So have you migrated to Bangalore” I pointed out. 

“Yes, approximately at the same time as Shankar” said Madhuri “but he has risen to the exalted status Godman, where as I haven’t enjoyed even a bit of social mobility or monetary improvement. I was an impoverished tea-seller then, I was an impoverished tea-seller now!” Tears of anger glistened in Madhuri’s eyes. 

“That’s very sad” said Natalia “but apparently, Swami Sadananda has risen to such great heights thanks to the divine gifts he has….”. 

“Pooh! Divine gifts indeed!” Madhuri spat “He’s a charlatan, that’s what Shankar is! He’s pulling wool over the eyes of naïve people like you! I’m sorry to disappoint you, but you have come all the way from Ukraine just to be treated by a hopeless quack! I’m sorry to say Madam and Sirs, but your journey to India has been a total waste!”. 

“Why do you believe the guru is a charlatan” I questioned Madhuri

“there must be a reason for such a claim”. 

“Oh there are many reasons, Madam!” Madhuri nearly yelled “first of all, Shankar was a major drunkard as a youth. He was addicted to drugs and smoking as well. He also served as a pimp. And you know what, Shankar was a moral degenerate! He used to go to the neighboring town of Koovagam every May and sleep with numerous aravanis (transsexual women) during the annual Koovagam festival. 

It’s a blessing neither of them could get pregnant--” Madhuri stopped abruptly and started weeping openly. 

Natalia, Mikhail and I rushed to Madhuri’s side and tried to placate her. Oleg salvaged a water bottle out of his bag and offered it to Madhuri. Madhuri took a swig and smiled gratefully at all of us. 

“What happened, Madhuri?” I asked tenderly “why did you make the kind of remark you made…you know, about transsexual women….why did you say it was ‘a blessing’ that they can’t conceive?”. When taken at face value, Madhuri’s remark struck me as an extremely insensitive, politically incorrect one. Though I was only 26 and a relatively recently transformed transsexual, the fact that I couldn’t get pregnant saddened me sometimes. Yet, deep inside, I knew that Madhuri’s remark hadn’t been made with the intention of insulting transsexuals. There was more to the issue than what met the eye. 

“Well, I said that because” Madhuri wept “because Shankar got my younger sister pregnant when he was 19. When she was hugely and openly pregnant, Shankar came away to Bangalore. I came after him to persuade Shankar to marry my sister. He refused outright and claimed that he intended living a sacred, celibate life from then on. I conveyed the news to my parents through the telephone, who, in turn, told my sister. Unable to bear the ignominy of being an unwed mother, my sister committed suicide!” 

“Dear God, I’m so sorry!” I apologized “I guess I ripped old wounds open”. 

“It doesn’t matter” said Madhuri regaining her composure “its good catharsis to talk about one’s feelings. My heart already feels lighter after talking to you people….”. 

“We’re glad we could be of use” said Natalia “tell me one thing, Madhuri, why didn’t you go back to Sivakasi?” 

“I didn’t” the acrimony had returned to Madhuri’s voice “because I didn’t want to let that son-of-a-bitch out of my sight. I wanted to watch every move he made from the safe cocoon of my tea-stall. I watched Shankar brainwash and hypnotize people and metamorphose from the scoundrel he was to the ‘exalted’ Swami Sadananda. But I don’t believe he has changed. People often don’t

—from the inside. At the first, opportunity I get, I shall expose his lies. At the first chance I get, I shall axe him to death as mercilessly as I would a rat!”. 

Chapter 4 - Swami Sadananda is Killed! 

Natalie and I walked towards the ashram arm-in-arm. Oleg walked a respectful distance ahead, while Mikhail trailed a few meters behind Natalia and me. Though we didn’t discuss it, both Natalia and I had been unsettled by Madhuri’s outburst. I don’t know if Natalia was an ardent devotee of Swami Sadananda’s to have been offended by Madhuri’s words. Though I couldn’t claim to be a blind believer in gurus and god man and like, I liked to believe the best about human beings. Any claim to the contrary, such as the dramatic one Madhuri had made, distressed me. 

I moved closer to Natalia and griped her arm firmer. “I’m glad you’re here” I said sincerely “such incidents are better experienced in twos or in a group, instead of individually”. 

“Together we form a necessary paradox, not a senseless contradiction” said a soft, mellifluous voice behind me. I turned and was shocked to find Mikhail right behind me. His pale face glowed and blue eyes were afire with a kind of an insane zeal. I got the impression that Mikhail was quoting some wise man. A new image of Mikhail sprang in my mind: that of an introverted, scholarly, zealots’. 

Of the kind of a fanatic’s who murdered for what he believe in. I shuddered involuntarily, and then talked to myself firmly “Get a grip on yourself, Hannah” I told myself “your imagination is getting way ahead of you as always!”. 

Natalia probably sensed me shudder. “Ignore, Mikhail” she said lightly “he’s half-mad, anyway”. In spite of Natalia’s suggestion, I found myself getting more and more obsessed with Mikhail. During the course of the walk to our respective dormitories, my mind registered every minute expression that crossed Mikhail’s pale face, every gesture of his lanky body and every word uttered by his soft voice. It’s almost as if I had a crush on the wise fool; I just couldn’t get him out of my head! 

The next morning was a bit of a melancholy one for me, for Natalia was flying back to Kiev. “Keep in touch” Natalia said giving me her e-mail address “write to me whenever you feel like”. We hugged and Natalia took a cab to the airport. I returned to my empty dormitory and brooded for a few minutes about my recent inefficiency at Queen’s Court and deteriorating relations with Bradley. I also thought about Jennifer King. 

I was busy with yoga  asanas (poses), different kinds of meditation and prayers for the rest of the day. At 9pm after dinner, Ashok informed me that Swami Sadananda had instructed all his devotees to gather at the meditation hall. I changed into a floral-printed dress; perhaps it was a subconscious-attempt to appear personable to the attractive guru. I walked into the meditation hall and took my position on one of the yoga mats spread out in front of the pavilion the Godman was seated on. From where I was seated, I had to look up to Swami Sadananda: literally! 

Swami Sadananda sat on a yoga mat on the raised pavilion, his muscular legs crossed as usual. As always, I found myself admiring his smooth brown skin, well-toned body, almond-shaped eyes and dazzling smile. The guru’s benevolent eyes currently travelled downwards and settled on me. He yearningly gazed at my pale white half-Caucasian skin, beautiful swan-like neck and the gentle swell of my bosom. As the guru’s eyes travelled down to my crotch region, he sighed wistfully. It got the impression that though Swami Sadananda admired my physical attributes (I would rate myself as an average-looker, but they say “beauty lies in the eyes of the beholder”), he found something flagrantly lacking in my physical body and soul; a fact that caused him great personal unhappiness. 

It was 10: 30 pm by the time Swami Sadananda concluded his discourse on “Finding True Happiness in Little Things in Life”. The other devotees and I did a parting Namaste and started moving towards our respective dormitories. I saw the handsome young guru saunter towards his chamber, which was a high-ceilinged, well-furnished room located right next to the male dormitory. Before he

disappeared into his personal chamber, the guru called out to his devotee, Shiva to get him a glass of warm milk. 

“Hurry up, Shiva!” Swami Sadananda called out in his soft seductive voice “you know I can’t sleep without my nightcap!” 

“Coming up, Your Holiness!” shouted Shiva, urgently instructing the ashram cook to heat a glass of milk “please bear with me for a few minutes!”. 

I walked to my own dormitory and stretched myself on the bed. It had been a long day. Before I knew it, I had dozed off. 


***

I woke up at 6 am the next morning and did a few stretches in the dormitory. I had a quick shower and changed into jeans and a red and white top with polka dots. I pulled my hair back into a pony tail and started heading towards the yoga hall, hoping to find an instructor who’d be happy to teach me the more advanced  asanas. 

I ambled out of the long corridor of the women’s dormitory. Then I took a right turn, intending to move in the direction of the yoga hall. 

Realizing that I needed a drink of water, I turned in the opposite direction and started walking towards the male dormitory and, incidentally, towards Swami Sadananda’s sleeping chamber, close to which the water filter was kept. I had barely reached the water filter when Ashok, the Swami’s tall dusky devotee, came rushing out of His Holiness’s chamber like a man possessed by demons. Ashok’s usually neatly-combed hair was unkempt and he was fitfully tearing his white robes. Simultaneously, Ashok’s convulsive hands moved to his disheveled head, and he whacked himself ruthlessly. 

“Dear God, the end has arrived!” the madman wailed “dear God, the light has been snatched from my eyes!”. 

I was shocked by the devotee’s behavior. I walked towards him. 

Taking the man by the shoulders and gently shaking him, I asked:

“What happened, Ashok? Could you please tell me what the matter is?” 

The man looked at me with vacant, blood-shot eyes. Then he launched into another bout of incomprehensive blabber “Dear God, the breath has been snuffed out of my body; dear God, this is indeed the end of all existence!” 

Ashok was clearly delirious with shock. I reached out and struck his cheek hard with the back of my hand. Ashok staggered backwards. 

Recognition seemed to finally dawn on him. 

“Ms. Brown!” he exclaimed. 

“It indeed is” I acknowledged “will you please tell me what the matter is?” 

“It’s the guru!” cried the man “something terrible has happened to him!” 

“Is he ill?” I asked concerned. 

“He’s been murdered!” replied Ashok. 

Ashok’s words struck me like a whiplash. I froze in my tracks. For one incredulous moment, I wondered if I had heard Ashok right. One look at the man’s forlorn face, and I knew I had. 

“He was hale and hearty last night” I muttered stupidly. Then I accompanied Ashok to what had now become the crime scene. 

The guru’s chamber was the same as it had been on the day I had seen it after having arrived at the ashram. The ceiling was high and decked with paintings of scenes from the Ramayana and Mahabharata, the holy epics of the Hindus. A huge bed of carved mahogany stood at one corner of the room. I noticed that the bed sheets spread were made of satin and that the pillows and cushions were of ornamental brocade. A festooned window with silk curtains, 

which was poised just above the mahogany bed, illuminated the room. 

A huge plasma TV with a DVD player stood next to the bed. It was common knowledge that Swami Sadananda was a huge Hollywood cinema buff. 

I forced my gaze to shift lower. I noticed a small carved ebony table next to the bed. A bowl, overflowing with fruits, lay untouched. 

Beside it stood a tall, bronze tumbler with dregs of milk at the bottom. 

I coerced myself to look at the scene I had been trying to avoid ever since I came in. Swami Sadananda lay sprawled on the marble floor, with his limbs spread out at an awkward angle. He had been burgeoned to death with a club or the blunt end of an axe. The clotting blood on his head revealed that Sadananda had received several blows from the axe, before he died. His face had been slashed with such brutality that his eyes were missing. 

Swami Sadananda’s almond shaped eyes were now replaced by hollows. The blood splattered on the ground and on the walls was more than I had seen in any “Slasher” movie like “Texas Chainsaw Massacre”. I was no stranger to murder, but was yet to see so much blood in my life. I rushed outdoors and threw up on a patch of raw earth. 

As I splashed fresh water on my face, I instantly felt better. I went into the murdered Swami Sadananda’s chamber again. Ashok’s cries and my own reaction had brought Shiva, Mikhail, Diwakar Shetty and Oleg into the guru’s room. Their eyes were transfixed on the floor in horror. 

As soon as I walked in, all the men looked towards me, as if they expected me to take charge. They reminded me of clueless schoolboys looking up to their teacher for guidance. I knew what I had to do: take immediate charge of the situation. 

“Call an ambulance” I instructed Ashok. 

“I already have” replied Shiva in a dazed tone. 

“Alright then, please call the police” I told him. 

Shiva obliged like a man in the dream. 

While we waited for the emergency services and the police, I turned to Ashok. The room that he and Shiva shared was situated right next to Swami Sadananda’s chamber. A mullioned window with curtains stood between the two rooms. 

“The guru has been murdered in a particularly brutal way” I told Ashok “he most certainly must have cried out aloud. Did either of you hear his cries?” Shiva had now come into the room after having made a few calls. 

“We were sleeping in the very next room, yet didn’t hear anything!” 

said Shiva and Ashok in unison. The duo looked as if they had been struck by a cap of thunder. 

I turned towards Diwakar Shetty. “What about you, Sir?” I questioned

“were you disturbed during the course of your sleep?” 

“No” Diwakar Shetty shook his suave head “I don’t sleep in the dormitory. I have rented a room that is situated next to the men’s dormitory. Even if the guru had cried for help, I was too far to have heard them”. I had seen Diwakar Shetty before. I noticed him particularly now. He was a tall, fine-figured man in his late 40s with a nice chiseled features and a dimpled chin. Except for a touch of grey at the temples, Shetty’s hair was still jet black. 

“Guys?” I looked at Oleg and Mikhail “did you hear anything: a squabble, cries for help, retreating footsteps, for instance?” 

“No, I heard nothing unusual” Oleg replied slowly “and it is extremely surprising, considering my dormitory room is situated right next to

His Holiness’s chamber”. 

“Mikhail?” I turned to the pale Nordic God. 

“I too didn’t hear anything” said Mikhail in his typical vague, abstracted manner “and Oleg and I didn’t sleep until 2 am. I stayed in Oleg’s room, sharing a brotherly drink and bonding with him”. 

“Hmmm…” I said delicately “Natalia said you two don’t get along….” 

“Oh we still can’t stand each other’s asses” replied Mikhail “but we made an attempt for Natalia’s sake. After all, both of us are bound by our love for the same woman”. 

“What Mikhail is trying to say” said Oleg in mature, measured tones

“is that though we aren’t the best of friends, Mikhail and I have decided to be civil towards each other”. 

“Good” I said approvingly “I’m sure Natalia would be very pleased”. 

“You bet” crooned the unpredictable Mikhail. For a while I wondered if everything was alright in his upper department. Natalia’s little brother seemed to be slightly off his rocker. 

As I was talking to the men, trying the keep the horrific picture of the guru’s slashed body from popping into my mind, the police arrived. 

Inspector Rajeev looked as dashing as ever in his Khaki uniform. I noticed that he had lost a couple of pounds, and the weight loss suited him perfectly. Sub Inspector Sanjay followed a respectful distance behind his superior. 

“Well, I never!” exclaimed Inspector Rajeev upon witnessing me “It’s Hannah Brown!” 

“Hello, Inspector” I smiled self-consciously “we meet again”. 

“What’s with you, girl?” said Inspector Rajeev half-jocularly, as he requested the people assembled in the room to wait outside “You’re present wherever there’s a murder!”. 

“It was you who approached me to investigate the Camellia Davies Case” I reminded the inspector. 

“That’s true enough” the inspector acknowledged “but you were very much on the scene when Arlene Rainford was murdered” 

“Yes” I agreed dolefully “death and I seem to share an uncanny association”. 

“Don’t get yourself down, girl!” said Inspector Rajeev robustly “I was just pulling your leg! These things are nothing but a coincidence!” 

“A very spooky coincidence” I muttered. 

Inspector Rajeev did a thorough appraisal of the crime scene. 

“Hmmm…the god man has been cut up rather bad” he remarked grimly looking at the slashed face of Swami Sadananda. Sub Inspector Sanjay, meanwhile, clicked photographs of the victim from all conceivable angles and positions. From prior experience of working with the police department, I knew that the police relied on photographic evidence and two-dimensional drawings to infer further conclusions about a case under investigation. They sometimes converted the photographic documents into 3D images to be able to get a more authentic picture of the crime scene. Soon, I anticipated that an ambulance would arrive and whisk Swami Sadananda’s body away to the autopsy department. That would give further clues to the guru’s death, the exact timing for instance. Also, the analyzing of the blood splatters by the forensics department would give us a further idea about the nature, nuances and dynamics of the murder. 

While investigating the crime scene, Inspector Rajeev turned to me and said: “There is no murder weapon on the crime scene. Any idea what he was murdered with?” 

“Yes…” I slowly said as the vision of Shiva burgeoning poor little rodents to death with the blunt end of the axe sprung my mind “the guru was murdered with the axe that was perennially kept behind his

door….his devotees claimed that the guru preferred keeping it there to slash and club rodents to death whenever the fancy took him”. 

“Wow” Inspector Rajeev said sarcastically “peaceful thoughts for a spiritual guru”. Then, he walked towards the door and looked behind it. Predictably, the murderous axe was not in vicinity. 

“This is the typical crime committed by an amateur” Inspector Rajeev observed “he has taken great pains to dispose of the murder weapon, when all he needed to do was obliterate his finger-prints off the axe and let it remain where it is”. 

“The murderer doesn’t read enough detective novels, apparently” I remarked wryly. 

The inspector laughed darkly. Then he asked. “Did you happen to notice other unusual thing, Hannah?” 

“As a matter of fact, I did” I replied “the modus operandi employed to kill the guru was a brutal one; so, one would have expected him to cry out aloud. Yet nobody, not even two devotees sleeping in the very next room or the Ukrainians sleeping in the dormitory close by, heard anything. Therefore, I suspect the guru might have been drugged a few hours before he was murdered. If my surmise is right, Swami Sadananda was in the throes of drugged death-like sleep when he was murdered”. 

“My God” Inspector Rajeev said, after letting out a low whistle “how do you think the sedative was administered?” 

“I suspect it was mixed in the glass of milk Swami Sadananda consumed last night” I said “His Holiness was apparently in the habit of consuming a glass of warm milk before going to bed every night. 

The murderer had noticed that. He tampered with the tumbler of milk intended for the guru, either when it was in the kitchen or after it was brought into guru’s chamber”. 

“Sanjay!” Inspector Rajeev called out to his subordinate “please send the dregs at the bottom of the bronze tumbler for analysis. We need to know if a drug or a sedative was mixed in the milk. If Hannah’s hunch is right, and I have a feeling it is, we will know what exactly the milk consumed by the guru was laced with”. 

“Yes, Sir” said SI Sanjay and carefully transported the contents of the tumbler to a non-breakable, leak-proof container. This, he did with gloved hands. 

“Who took the tumbler of milk to the guru?” Inspector Rajeev asked me. 

“I think it was his devotee Shiva” I replied. 

Shiva was immediately summoned. “Were you in the habit of taking hot milk down to Swami Sadananda every night?” Inspector Rajeev asked him. 

“Yes Sir, I usually was” the man admitted “but it was different yesterday. Somebody…I can’t remember who…intercepted me mid-way and offered to take the milk down to the guru”. 

“Who was it?” questioned Inspector Rajeev “please try to remember. 

This could be a very important detail”. 

The short, stout Shiva racked his brains. Then he shook his head

“I’m sorry, Sir, but I just can’t remember” he said “you see there was so much going on all at once. The cook was yelling instructions from the kitchen, Ashok was talking about mosquito repellants to keep the pests at bay, the devotees were chattering away….I was distracted. I remember having handed the glass of milk to someone, but can’t for the world remember who I gave it to” 

I suspected that Shiva suffered from shock in the aftermath of the trauma. His mind had, unconsciously, repressed certain recent memories, including a significant detail. If this was the case, I was certain that Shiva would be able to recall who offered to take the

tumbler of milk to the guru, the moment he recovered from shock. I expressed my views to Inspector Rajeev, who, in turn, addressed Shiva. 

“If you happen to remember who took the glass from you” he said peremptorily “please tell me immediately. Or else tell Ms. Brown here; she’s a private investigator. If anything else crops up, don’t hesitate to tell her. Okay?” 

“Okay, Sir” said the man obediently. 

“You may go now” said Inspector Rajeev dismissively to Shiva. After the devotee had withdrawn, the Inspector turned to me and asked. 

“So Hannah, has there been anyone in the recent past, who had hinted they hated Swami Sadananda and expressed an intention to cause him physical harm?” 

“As a matter of fact, there have been two people” I replied. I told Inspector Rajeev about Praveen Kumar’s dramatic, rather murderous entry into the meditation hall a few days ago. I also told the inspector all about why the former manager was so vitriolic towards Swami Sadananda. Then, much against my wishes, I told him about Madhuri: her jealousy, rancor and animosity towards the guru. I narrated to the Inspector the entire incredible tale told by the tea-stall owner. “Madhuri said that if she ever had the opportunity, she would axe Swami Sadananda to death—something like that” I said. 

“The tea-stall is situated outside the premises of Ananda Kuteeram, isn’t it?” enquired Swami Sadananda. 

“That is so” I agreed “but Madhuri or anyone else could have easily sneaked in. The ashram authorities seldom close the main gates, even in the night. The revered Swami Sadananda believed in

‘throwing one’s arms and homes open to the whole of humanity’”. 

“That was rather foolish of him!” Inspector Rajeev shook his head sadly “anyway, I’ll have to interrogate Praveen Kumar and Madhuri. 

But these are, by no means, conclusive. The murder may still be lurking among us, donning the mask of innocence. Keep your eyes open, Hannah. Keep your eyes wide open. 

Chapter 5 - Smuggled Statues and Predictions Turned Awry

I was near the tea-stall when Madhuri was interrogated by Inspector Rajeev and was taken to the police. Of course it was voluntary, but it was almost like an arrest. The expression on the woman’s face metamorphosed from shock to sheer, unadulterated hate. Madhuri gave me a dark, accusing look that was to haunt me for a long time. 

It was almost as if her black, rustic eyes spoke. “I trusted you” they seemed to say “I trusted you with my most personal secrets and you betrayed me. You betrayed the faith I had placed in you”. But had I any other choice? The woman had threatened to axe her allegedly rotten relative to death, and within 48 hours of her having said so, Swami Sadananda was murdered. What was uncanny was that the modus operandi employed to murder the guru was the same as the one Madhuri had threatened to employ in her angry outburst. Swami Sadananda had been  axed to death. 

Therefore, as a conscientious law-abiding citizen, wasn’t it my responsibility to inform the law enforcing forces of the threats Madhuri had made the previous day? 

As I was reflecting on the moral correctness of my decision, a handcuffed Madhuri crossed me. She was being escorted by two female constables. Madhuri wrestled free of the constables and came close to me, until her face was inches away from mine. “I trusted you, you  pottai” she said viciously “and you’ve gone and snitched to the police. The Lord above is watching you. He will never ever forgive you for what you did”. “Hey woman, no talking!” one of the constables warned and whisked Madhuri away. 

I was icy with shock.  “Pottai”  was the pejorative Tamil word for a transsexual woman. I wondered how Madhuri had guessed this truth about me. Was it in the same manner in which Natalia and I had recognized each other’s XY origins? Probably. Also, Sivakasi’s proximity to Koovagam, where hundreds of transsexuals from all

over the world assembled to celebrate the Koovagam festival, had given Madhuri ample opportunities to observe the likes of me at close quarters. Madhuri was probably well-trained in spotting features most other people overlooked: our broader than average foreheads, the hairlines that started backwards, our large hands and feet…. 

Praveen Kumar had also probably been arrested. I felt relief shoot through me as I realized that the former accountant would not solely blame me for “snitching to the police”. I was one among the many eye-witnesses to his near-murderous attack on the guru. Besides, in the delirious state of enragement Praveen Kumar seemed to be in on that particular day, he probably hadn’t registered the presence of any other person but Swami Sadananda. 

Nevertheless, I felt terrible. A woman had been arrested, and she blamed me for it. She had also pejoratively addressed me as a

“pottai” . I broodingly made my way through the tall flowering trees, stunted bushes and grassy patches. I sulkily crossed the yoga halls, rows of common bathrooms and ambled towards the dormitory. All I wanted to do at the moment was to lie down on my bed and sleep my depression away. 

As I reached the dormitory, I caught sight of Ashok. “Hello, Madam” 

he said “thank you for handling things well the other day…”. Ashok seemed embarrassed at his total breakdown on the day the guru was murdered. 

“Not at all” I said dismissively “I only hope you’ll excuse me for slapping you. That was the only way I could shake you out of your hysteria”. 

“I’d like to thank you for that too” said the man sincerely “your slap brought me to my senses. It got rid of nightmarish daze I was caught up in and jerked me back to reality”. 

I opened the bolt of the dormitory door and stepped inside. I sat down on the bed and kicked my shoes off. Yet Ashok lingered

around the dormitory uncertainly. I got the impression he had something on his mind. 

Currently, he knocked on the door. “Please come in” I said. 

“Shiva told me you are a private investigator….” Ashok’s voice trailed off. 

“Yes, I am” I admitted. 

“In that case, I would like to speak to you about something” the urgency in Ashok’s tone was unmistakable. 

My ears perked up. “Please tell me “ I said gesturing towards a chair next to my bed. 

“No, no, I am more comfortable here” said Ashok sitting cross-legged on the cool red-oxide floor. He hesitated for a moment or two. 

“The person I’m going to tell you about is a VIP” he said “so I might get into trouble”. 

“I shall be very discreet” I promised. 

“Alright then” Ashok clear his throat a couple of times. “Diwakar Shetty wasn’t always on good terms with Swami Sadananda” he said. 

Diwakar Shetty’s stylish, suited-booted figure flashed in front of my vision. I recalled every detail of the minister’s chiseled face, his dimpled chin and raven black hair tinged with grey. 

“I see” I said encouragingly. 

“Before the Assembly Elections in 2011, Diwakar Shetty came to see Swami Sadananda” said Ashok “he wanted the guru to read his birth chart and forecast the result of the election. The guru made a few calculations and told Mr. Shetty that his win was guaranteed”. 

Ashok cleared his throat. I waited for him to speak further. 

“Obviously the prophecy was wrong, for Mr. Shetty’s party took a serious drubbing” continued Ashok “Mr. Shetty lost to his opponent by a wide margin. The times were particularly bad for him in other ways too. Corruption scandals and weak polices made by his party came on surface. Mr. Shetty was accused of stashing a lot of money in Swiss banks and was caught in a housing scam. He was also sentenced to a couple of years in prison”. 

“What for?” I asked astounded by the information. During 2011, I had been going through a particularly bad personal phase vis-à-vis my gender identity, hence hadn’t followed the newspapers like I usually do. 

“For illegally amassing wealth to the tune of $9 million” said Ashok

“the law authorities conducted a raid on Mr. Shetty’s bungalow; they found 27 kilograms of gold, many pairs of suits and shoes. It was also discovered that Mr. Shetty owned 900 acres of land in the Mangalore region of Karnataka. All this was disproportionate to his known sources of income. Hence, he was jailed. Personally too, it turned out to be a terrible time for Diwakar Shetty. His wife of 15

years divorced him”. 

“That’s shocking!” I observed. 

“It is, isn’t it?” said Ashok “Mr. Shetty took the turn of events badly. 

He held Swami Sadananda and his inaccurate prognostications responsible for his misfortunes. He even came to the ashram in an inebriated state and threatened to kill the guru—much in the same way Praveen Kumar did”. 


***

I would never have guessed. The sophisticated state minister of health seemed to be such a fervid believer of Swami Sadananda, that the fact that he might begrudge the latter never crossed my mind once. I remembered a particular day on which Natalia and I

had rushed to the window to see Ashok chasing rats with an axe: the suspected murder weapon used in the murder of Swami Sadananda. 

I’d noticed the stylish suited figure of Diwakar Shetty at the end of the corridor, raptly evaluating the axe Ashok used to club the rats with. “These nuisances never ever die of poisoning!” the flurried Ashok had remarked “I have no choice but to burgeon them to death!” 

“Burgeon to death”. Diwakar Shetty had no doubt heard the words uttered by the naive Ashok. A seed of an idea hand been planted in Shetty’s mind. It had soon blossomed into a full-fledged tree. Shetty had waited for an apt opportunity to execute the idea in practice. 

The guileless Ashok had also mentioned that the axe was perpetually kept behind the door of His Holiness’s sleeping Chambers, as Swami Sadananda was evidently in the habit of bludgeoning the rats to death himself. Therefore, Diwakar Shetty had the knowledge of where he’d find the axe when he needed one. . 

Diwakar Shetty had both the motive and the opportunity. He fit the description of the murderer aptly. 

It would not have been difficult for him to slip into Swami Sadananda’s chamber, slash him to death and return to his private quarters located next to the dormitory. 

However, the guru hadn’t yelled for help. Not a sound had escaped His Holinesses’ lips when he was being murdered so violently. 

Sadananda indubitably had been drugged. How had Diwakar Shetty managed that?? 

I decided to put an end to aimless conjecture and take the bull by the horns. I decided to pay a personal visit to the smooth operator of a politician. I dressed with particular care for the occasion, in an intoxicating wine-colored evening gown and a grey stole embroidered with gold sequins. I brushed my straight hair until it glittered like brownish-black gold. A bit of concealer covered all traces of freckles and a touch of scarlet lipstick accentuated the

fairness of my skin. As I applied mascara, I realized that my black eyes had a touch of magic in them, after all. A pair of three inch high heeled sandals completed my ensemble. I had been transformed from a mousy, nondescript young detective to a sexy femme fatale. 

Probably, this was what they called power-dressing! 

I traipsed up to Diwakar Shetty’s private quarter which was situated next to the men’s dormitory. I knocked confidently. The door was opened by the politician himself. He appeared quite debonair in a jet black two-piece suit worn over a rakishly buttoned tieless white shirt. 

A tuft of Shetty’s salt and pepper hair stood in a cowlick on top of his head. He self-consciously straightened it and gave me a shy, school-boyish smile. For a moment, I got a glimpse of what Diwakar Shetty must have been all those years back: a shy, low-key, awkward school boy. Sometime in between fate had intervened, shooting Shetty up to great heights. And Diwakar Shetty had coped. He had coped incredibly well. 

“Hello” he said pleasantly “aren’t you one of Swami Sadananda’s devotees?” 

“Yes” I replied congenially “I also happen to be a private investigator”. 

“How very impressive!” said Diwakar Shetty, his light brown eyes widening in surprise “I would have thought you’re still a student”. 

“Appearances can be deceptive” I said and allowed myself to give Shetty a seductive smile. 

“Speaking of appearances, you look very fine today” said Diwakar Shetty affably “I have had no opportunity to see you dressed up to the nines before”. 

“The occasion demanded it” I said flirtatiously “now if you’ll allow me in, may I ask you a few questions?”. 

“Be my guest” Diwakar Shetty gave me a dazzling piano-key smile. 

He then turned to a side to allow me to pass. 

I evaluated the room Diwakar Shetty had rented. It was no less luxurious than Swami Sadananda’s chamber. The suite was huge one, with walls that were painted a pale ivory color. The flooring comprised exquisite, premium-quality marble tiles. A king-sized bed stood to a side of the room, furnished with top quality bedding. I noted that Shetty’s chamber comprised of an en suite bathroom, ample wardrobe space and even a huge high-definition television. 

The man was obviously loaded. The ashram had also left no stone unturned to provide the politico with all procurable luxuries. 

“Take a seat” drawled Shetty indicating one of the regal-looking wooden chairs I hadn’t noticed “and shoot!” 

“Did you murder Swami Sadananda?” I asked point blank. 

“God Heavens, no!” said Shetty obviously taken aback “where did you get that idea from, young lady?!” 

“I have my sources” I said complacently “besides, you’re a public personality. Facts about you get around”. 

“Perhaps” murmured Shetty “I must say you’re detecting techniques are rather too direct for my tastes”. 

“We’re not here to discuss personal tastes, Mr. Shetty” I said “we’re here to talk about facts: hard core facts”. 

“And what hard core facts do you wish to fling in my face?” Shetty asked. His prior affable manner had vanished. Shetty’s chiseled features had taken on hard, belligerent contours. In a matter of minutes, Diwakar Shetty had transformed from a congenial, amiable host to a hardboiled, aggressive politician, ready to battle the enemy with missiles of his own. 

And now I was the enemy. The dear, young, sweet Hannah Brown was a hardboiled veteran politician’s opponent.  Dear God. 

My heart clenched with fear. 

Ignoring my inner nervousness, I said: “Isn’t it true that you were terribly upset when Swami Sadananda’s 2011 predictions went awry? He’d promised you a win in the elections, but instead, you suffered serious drubbing. The various scams you were allegedly involved in were exposed. You even had to endure a jail term. To add to your perturbation” I said discreetly “even your wife divorced you….” 

Diwakar Shetty’s handsome face hardened further. “Yes, 2011 was an especially tough year for me: both professionally and personally” 

he said evenly “I felt betrayed by Swami Sadananda. I felt that he, who had been my guiding star since 2001, had misled me. I was angry with him for quite a few months”. 

“Do you admit to coming to Ananda Kuteeram and threatening to kill the guru?” I asked subtly “did you threaten Swami Sadananda with physical violence?”. 

“Apparently I did, but I don’t remember” replied Diwakar Shetty “you see, I was heavily drunk. As a rule I don’t touch alcohol, but was addicted to it during that particular cursed phase”. 

“Even when in a drunken state” I said “a person’s words reflect the content of his subconscious. You obviously had the murder of Swami Sadananda in your mind for a long time….”. 

“I was angry with him, that’s true enough” replied Diwakar Shetty calmly “but don’t believe I wanted to kill him. When children get angry with their parents, they sometimes say things they don’t really mean. It was the same case here. Swami Sadananda was like a parent to me. He was both: a mother and father rolled into one. I might have threatened to kill him, but didn’t mean what I apparently said during my enraged, inebriated outburst. As soon as I came to

my senses, I came to the ashram and apologized to Swami Sadananda. The gracious soul that he was, he forgave me immediately. 

“Oh, I see!” I said genuinely taken aback. I surmised that Ashok had been present to witness only Diwakar Shetty’s furious outburst against the guru, but was absent when the latter had arrived to apologize for his actions. Therefore, Ashok had been able to give me only one side of the picture: the murderous, vengeful side of Diwakar Shetty. The regretful, remorseful side of the politician hadn’t been presented to me at all. 

“His Holiness took me under his wings again” continued Diwakar Shetty “He admitted that he had erred in his predictions and vowed to read my birth chart with utmost care in the future. The guru was as good as his word. I did wondrously well in the 2015 Lok Sabha elections. Our party bagged 18 of the 20 seats in the assembly. All my lost glory was restored. I was made the minister of state for health. Swami Sadananda advised me to correct regional imbalances in setting up dispensaries and concentrate on providing quality health care to all. The healthcare scheme I launched under His Holiness’s advisement was a roaring success!” 

“However, you still might have had hard feelings about your personal life” I pointed out “after all, your wife divorced you”. 

“Yes, but His Holiness advised me to put the past behind me” replied Diwakar Shetty “I did as he advised and moved on. A few months later, I met a beautiful young woman. She, a former small time starlet, was keen on settling down with me. The girl and I have been happily married for seven months and are very much in love. In fact, we’re expecting our first child later this year” 

Diwakar Shetty’s hard mask fell. His handsome face flushed with pleasure. 

“Congratulations” I said heartily, but felt dismay wash all over me. A very promising lead had reached a dead end. It seems that I had

been wrong about Diwakar Shetty. 

“My first wife didn’t want any children and I respected her wishes” 

said Diwakar Shetty, with a dreamy expression on his face “yet deep inside, I wanted to be a father. My second wife wanted to be a parent as much as I did. Hence, rather late in life (I’m 48); I am going to be blessed with an offspring. All this wouldn’t have happened without Swami Sadananda’s blessings. Hence, you see, I had no reason to murder him. Instead, I had every reason in the world to wish him a long and charmed life…..”. 


***

Since I had police permission to search any place I wanted to, I chugged down to Swami Sadananda’s chamber. The ornate ceiling was the same, the huge mahogany bed and Plasma TV remained unchanged, yet the room had witnessed the most dramatic of changes imaginable. Swami Sadananda, the celebrated messiah with 9 million followers and the recent denizen of this very room, had been brutally axed to death. I remembered the violent battle scene the chamber had become in the morning after his murder. Yet, the room carried not a single trace of the horrific happenings of a few days before. The expensive marble flooring had been scrubbed free of all blood stains and the walls had been washed clean. 

I heard from Inspector Rajeev about 24 hours after the discovery of Swami Sadananda’s body. He said the pathologist had placed the time of the murder between 12:30 and 2:00 in the midnight. The resurrection of the crime scene through 3D images and the analysis of the blood splatters hadn’t yielded any results yet. The police had been looking for the axe with which Swami Sadananda was suspected to have been attacked, but hadn’t been able to salvage it as yet. The contents of the bronze tumbler had been sent over for analysis; the results were yet to arrive. 

Who could have done it? Who could have been so bold as to murder His Holiness with two of his devotees sleeping in the very next room? Had Shiva and Ashok murdered the guru? Had they laced his

tumbler of milk with a sedative so that the guru wouldn’t raise a hue and cry when murdered? If they had, it had to be assumed that they had murdered the guru together. It would have been impossible for either of them to execute the action individually. What possible motive could the holy man’s two most trusted devotees have to kill their master in such a ruthless, cold-blooded manner? 

I had personally witnessed the pitiable state Ashok was in when he had freshly discovered the murdered body of his master. The man had been so distraught that I had to deliver a hard slap on his cheek to bring him back to his senses. Had that been an expert piece of acting on Ashok’s part? As cynical as I felt at the moment, I found that hard to believe. 

Or was I being too gullible…? Really, this case was getting more convoluted than ever! I abstractedly sauntered down to the built-in cupboard of the guru’s room, and opened one of the drawers. 

Unbeknownst to myself, my fingers started rummaging through its contents. There were files, memorabilia presented by various devotees, and more files. I opened the files and started skimming through them languidly. They contained rehashed versions of nearly the same thing. They carried the guru’s beaming pictures, with different captions ranging from “Swami Sadananda Conducts a Meditation Camp for Jail Inmates in Tihar” to “Woman Claims that Breathing Technique Taught by a Guru Cured her of Cancer”. The files were replete with newspaper cuttings of His Holiness being received by the chief dignitaries of a few foreign countries, of him attending the inauguration of an educational institution or being honored by devotees of some religious cult. The reports hailed Sadananda as the healer, the miracle man, a God. 

Concealed beneath all the cuttings that eulogized the already deified guru, was an inconspicuous paper cutting. It was so thin and inadequate, and was so surreptitiously hidden amidst all the puff-pieces, that it almost skipped my eye. Well, almost. But I’d like to believe that I have especially discerning vision. I ferreted the news item out. It was dated 13th April 2000. 

It carried the picture of skinny youth I would never have recognized, except for the almond-like shape of his eyes and the dazzling smile. 

It was Swami Sadananda, then known as Shankar. Those were the days of his alleged disrepute, when Shankar had still dwelled in Sivakasi. He had been accused of smuggling temple treasures from a little known temple in a town called Madurai, which is also located in Tamil Nadu. The treasures allegedly stolen by Shankar included a 3 feet silver idol of Goddess Kali, a regal jeweled crown that had graced her head, antique temple jewelry and several holy utensils made of gold. A paper-cutting dated 9th July 2005 revealed that the trustees of that particular Kali temple, headed by one, Mr. 

Sunderesan, had been so infuriated when they realized that the disreputable smuggler Shankar had acquired the haloed status of spiritual guru Swami Sadananda, that they had threatened to get His Holiness murdered if he failed to return the smuggled items. 

Such had been their rancor that the trustees of Kali Temple that they had threatened to get Swami Sadananda killed. Evoking the ire of a single person was bad enough, firing the angst of a whole group of people fatal. Had Swami Sadananda been a victim of mass ire turned against him? Was his gruesome murder the result of a convoluted conspiracy carefully planned and executed by the trustees of Kali temple? 

Perhaps my theory was far-fetched, nevertheless it was a lead. After having informed Inspector Rajeev that I’d be unavailable at Ananda Kuteeram for a day or two, I travelled all the way to Madurai from Bangalore. The Volvo bus that I had embarked covered a distance of 419 km in 6 hours 33 minutes flat. After a refreshing cup of filter coffee, I headed straight to the Kali temple and asked to meet its trustee Mr. Sunderesan. 

One of his assistants led me into the courtyard and requested me to wait there for about five minutes. During my wait, I appraised the neatly swept courtyard of the temple, its high masonry walls and gateway towers i.e. steep pyramidal towers entrusted with plastic figures of Gods, Goddesses and their modes of conveyance. I was

glad I had come dressed in a grand coca-cola colored silk saree with golden borders, instead of my trademark tweed skirt and a cardigan. 

The scent emanating from the jasmine flowers I had adorned my hair with made me feel blissful, in spite of the gravity of my mission. 

Mr. Sunderesan, a bespectacled erudite-looking man in his 50s, soon joined me. “Respected Sir” I said “my name is Hannah Brown. 

I’m investigating the murder of His Holiness Swami Sadananda. 

Thank you so much for agreeing to meet me”. 

“The pleasure is mine, Ms. Brown” said Mr. Sunderesan grimly “I’d be happy to be of use”. 

I salvaged the year 2000 and 2005 newspaper cuttings from my bag, and held it in front of Sunderesan. “You and the other trustees of Kali temple apparently threatened to get Swami Sadananda murdered, Sir” I said sternly “and now someone has slain him brutally. You and the co-trustees of the temple had a reason to begrudge the murdered guru…therefore, isn’t it fair that all of you become suspects ?” 

“It’s true that we begrudged Swami Sadananda in the year 2005” 

replied Mr. Sundaresan serenely “however, the issue was resolved shortly after”. 

“What do you mean?” I asked, not comprehending. 

“Swami Sadananda returned the treasures that he had smuggled in 2006” replied Mr. Sunderesan “he returned every little item he had taken from our temple. Therefore, we had no conceivable reason to hold a grudge against him until 2016!” 


***

I endured the pot-holed roads on my way back to Bangalore. My spirits had dipped lower than ever. From whichever angle I tried to approach the case, I seemed to reach a dead end. Who had killed

Swami Sadananda? Where did the answer to this convoluted riddle lie? 

As I was sinking in the quagmire of my misery, my cell phone rang. 

Inspector Rajeev’s mobile number flashed on my screen. I picked it up and uttered a wan, lifeless “Hello”. 

“Hello, Hannah!” Inspector Rajeev’s breathlessly excited voice came online “the results from the laboratory have come in! You were hundred percent right: the substance in Swami Sadananda’s glass of milk was valium!”. 

Chapter 6  - The Truth Must Prevail Valium. 

My knowledge of pharmaceuticals was rather poor, but I knew what Valium was. It was the most common over-the-counter anti-anxiety drug sold around the world. Apart from reducing the patients’ anxiety levels by ten or twenty percent, the medicine had a side effect: inducing excessive sleepiness. When in school, I had a close friend who was on the anti-anxiety medication. I had stayed over at his house one night and discovered that I was harangued by nightmares of being ragged and bullied about being “a boy with a pussy” (which, incidentally, was the reality of my existence even in broad smiling daylight). Unable to bear the trauma inflicted by the repetitive nightmare, I had walked to my friend’s refrigerator and help myself to a piece of his 5 mg valium. I had slept like a log until 12 pm the next day. 

Stray seemingly meaningless bits of bygone reality started flashing in front of my vision. Natalia and I had been walking through the flowering trees, stunted shrubs and grassy patches, while the pale, blue eyed Mikhail trailed not too far behind. Natalia had claimed that being in the lap of nature had a soothing effect on her younger brother…. 

Mikhail Adamovich had been a troubled boy. He had neglected his studies, got into bad company, got addicted to drugs and alcohol. 

Natalia had hinted Mikhail had had a nervous breakdown a few years earlier…she had said that the trio was here at Ananda Ashram partly for the sake of Mikhail: they hoped that the holistic treatment administered at the ashram would cure Mikhail completely and forever, without the aid of drugs…. 

I remembered something else: the compulsive twitching of Mikhail’s left eye; Mikhail’s convulsive habit of cracking his knuckles. Mikhail barely smiled. He jumped out of his skin when spoken to. When in

my formative years, the boys in my school had been extremely nasty to me. They had stripped me in full public view at the soccer field, in order to find out if I had a penis or a pussy. People had called me names. When I was sixteen, a transsexual-phobic male classmate had sexually assaulted me in the boys’ restroom. The experience had left me traumatized for months. I had started stuttering, showed an exaggerated startle reaction and had difficulty falling asleep. I, presently, tried to coax myself to go far back in time and retrieve all those memories I had successfully repressed in order to be able to lead a functional day-to-day life. I had to repress all my negative bygone memories in order to be able to function, but it was also mandatory to go into the retrospective mode in order to solve this case. I hypnotized myself and regressed farther and farther backwards…. 

For weeks after the assault, I hadn’t been eating properly. Neither had I been sleeping. I had shown a strange neurotic reluctance to go to school. My distraught Aunt Ella summoned the family physician home. The GP had examined me. He had analyzed all my symptoms. He had noticed the twitching of my eye and my recently acquired habit of compulsively cracking my knuckles. 

I had been diagnosed with Generalized Anxiety Disorder. And yes, along with a host of other medicines, I too had been prescribed valium. Mikhail’s case was similar to mine: he was a victim of chronic anxiety. If my surmise was right, I’d find the medicines stacked away in his room. 

I reached Bangalore and took a cab straight to Ananda Kuteeram. 

From a distance, I noticed a fair headed person walking along-side a dark-haired one. The cab drew closer. I recognized the fair and dark haired duo as Mikhail Adamovich and Oleg Chaplanski. 

Mikhail Adamovich and Oleg Chaplanski had had a spat over differences in opinion vis-à-vis business. The two had carried the spat to great lengths and had desisted from speaking to each other for the longest time. Apparently, Oleg had extended the metaphorical

olive branch to his brother-in-law, but Mikhail had obstinately refused to take it. He had remained adamant and had refused to talk to Oleg. 

I remembered the way Oleg had tensed when Mikhail joined Natalia and me on the way to the tea-stall. The brothers-in-law had evidently been immensely uneasy in one another’s presence. They had been recalcitrant in even acknowledging each other’s presence. Oleg had walked on ahead, while Mikhail followed an unfriendly distance behind. 

The brothers-in-law had refused to sit on the same culvert at the tea-stall. Whole Oleg had sat down beside Natalia and I, Mikhail stood a distance away. However, both the brothers-in-law had been within earshot when Madhuri had expressed her intention to “axe Swami Sadananda to death” if she ever got the opportunity. 

Oleg and Mikhail had obstreperously refused to walk by each other’s side even on the way back to the dormitory. They had made it evident that they couldn’t stand the sight of each other. Yet on the night of Swami Sadananda’s murder, the two men had been able to tolerate each other enough to stay awake talking in Oleg’s room and even have a companionable drink or two. The two men said they were bound by “the love for the same woman”. 

I believed what they said. I earnestly believed each word. In fact, Natalia herself had claimed that her husband loved her so much that he would do anything for her: give his life or, for that matter, take one. Natalia had professed that her younger brother had the same kind of loyalty towards her. She had narrated an incident as an example. When Natalia had been harassed by a bunch of boors in Ukraine, she was rescued by the then fifteen year old Mikhail. The men had been twice Mikhail’s age and double his weight, but the boy had bashed them up single-handedly. The men had doubled over in pain and were bleeding from the nose, mouth and probably even the ears. 

Oleg and Mikhail’s love for Natalia was immense. They would beg, steal, fight and even bash people up for her. Why wouldn’t they pair

up to commit a murder? Especially, if it was someone who had done wrong to Natalia? 

Shared intense experience drew people close. Strangers who faced a natural calamity like floods or an earthquake together became life-long friends. Unrelated people who were held up in a heist continued to keep in touch long after the incident. Why couldn’t the same rule apply to two men who had planned, executed and almost got away with a gruesome murder together? Had murdering Swami Sadananda brought the estranged brothers-in-law closer? 

Had they even been estranged as they pretended to be? Or was it a carefully contrived plan to deceive the people around, including Natalia? Sometime after their fight, had the brothers-in-law secretly become friends, but continued to pretend to be hostile towards each other in order to accomplish a particular goal: the goal of murdering Swami Sadananda? 

Natalia had seemed a little off-color when I asked her if the guru’s holistic treatment had led to improvement in the condition of her bronchial asthma. On hindsight, she had seemed wan, sad, and regretful of her decision to come down to Ananda Kuteeram. Natalia had seemed inclined to leave the precincts of the ashram as soon as possible, and return to Kiev. Not even me—a close friend Natalia had made—could coax her to stay over at the ashram for a few more days. Obviously, some disturbing event had occurred during Natalia’s one-and-a-half-month-stay at the ashram. An incident that seemed too personal to discuss even with a friend like me….. 

A few other memories that I had tried to overlook popped into my mind. For a self-professed celibate holy man, Swami Sadananda had talked about tantric sex with abnormal relish. As per Madhuri’s account, as a youngster Swami Sadananda routinely had sex with the aravanis or transsexual women at the Koovagam festival in Tamil Nadu; he had apparently enjoyed copulating with them much more than he liked having sex with genetic women. Swami Sadananda was an ace at spotting transgender women: one look at my low straight brow, widow’s peak and large hands and feet, and he had

known I was one. His almond-shaped eyes had travelled down the curve of my soigné neck to my bosom and settled on my crotch. 

Taking advantage of the all-embracing parental image he had, Swami Sadananda had invited me to walk over to him and sit on his lap. As he offered me the holy water (which, I was now sure, was laced with drugs. This explained the wooziness that had come over me), Swami Sadananda’s palms had travelled down my body and had explored my crotch. Since I suspect Sadananda was a closet homosexual who actually preferred transsexuals with a penis (this desire of his must have been repressed in his youth. India is a country that doesn’t encourage homosexuality), Swami Sadananda was disappointed at finding that I was a post op transsexual woman, and that I had a vagina instead of a penis! In conclusion, the pervert had molested me in full public view, and I had endured his touch assuming it was like one of a parent showing his all-encompassing love for his child! In this day and age, when even children are taught to distinguish between a “good” and a “bad” touch, I, a grown transsexual woman of 26, had indeed been ignorant! 

I recalled another shameful instance when Swami Sadananda had looked down at me from his pavilion. His almond-shaped eyes had travelled all over me. Sadananda had savored every detail of my lovely body. His eyes had, once more, settled on my crotch. 

Sadananda had sighed wistfully as if to say “Your body is everything I desire, but is only lacking in a…..” “Penis” I completed the depraved bastard’s sentence for him. The man had been a homosexual, but had masked his homosexual tendencies by making love to pre op transsexual women with a penis. I, a post op transsexual woman, held no particular allure for him; hence he had let out the wistful sigh of unfulfilled yearning…. 

What infuriated me was not the fact that the self-professed celibate Swami Sadananda had sexual desire or homosexual desire. I was enraged that he pretended to be a Godman and pulled the wool over the eyes of the public when he was just like any other man. And he had, no doubt, exploited many pre op transgender women in the process. 

I was convinced that my friend Natalia Adamovich had been one of them. 

I let myself into Swami Sadananda’s chamber. This time I opened the bottom most drawer and rummaged through it. I found DVDs of Hollywood movies like “Vanilla Sky”, “Marley & Me” and “Titanic”. So what? It was no secret that His Holiness had been an aficionado of English films; it was commonly known that this is how he had loved spending his free time. I held my head in my hands. Probably, all my hypothesizing had been just that: hypothesizing. Who reached anywhere through mere conjecture? The legal system of any self-respecting land demanded solid evidence, not mere shots in the dark. 

A glean of metal distracted me from my self-defeatist thoughts. It was difficult to say what it was. I dipped my hand into the bottom drawer. I ran my long red-varnished finger nail over the surface of the unidentified object. It seemed to be some sort of a metal disc. A layer of brown paper had been glued over it to create the impression of a false bottom. I ripped the brown paper open to discover a DVD, an array of DVDs beneath its surface. None of them were labeled. 

Not knowing what to make of them, I inserted each into the DVD

player. I switched the TV on and adjusted it to the “Video” mode. 

With a quickening pulse, I punched the “Play” button on the remote control. 

The video started playing. It started with the saffron-robed Swami Sadananda showing a garishly dressed woman of about 45 into the very same room I was presently watching the video in. “Please sit down” he said, giving her a dazzling smile “don’t worry about anything”. 

“But dear guru, my sciatica…” the woman said in a low, husky voice. 

She seemed rather uncomfortable. 

“Surrender yourself to me, my lovely daughter” said the guru in his velvety smooth voice “and all your health problems will be a thing of

the past….” 

“But dear guru, I have a steady boyfriend” the woman demurred

“he’s been loyal to me for many years. I wouldn’t want to cheat on him”. 

“Dear child” Swami Sadananda addressed the woman “what we’re doing doesn’t amount to cheating. The union of your body with mine will cure you of your incapacitating sciatica. Surrender yourself to me, your guru….surrender yourself to tantric sex….focus on your breathing…..inhale…..exhale….good girl”. 

As the woman lay supine on the bed, Swami Sadananda hitched her gaudy pink saree up. His hand travelled to her upper body and groped one of her breasts. The guru subsequently pulled the woman’s customized panties down. A penis came into view. 

My guess had been right. The guru was into pre op transgender women. 

The guru’s fleshly lips parted and closed around the transsexual woman’s penis. He then sucked her pre op organ greedily. The woman seemed uneasy at first, but later relaxed to what, in my opinion, amounted to exploitation. 

The other few DVDs were a shocking repetition of the first. The depraved “God man” lured unsuspecting pre op transgender women into his room and had sex with them, claiming that tantric sex with

“an enlightened” entity like him would cure them of their health problems. 

The lines were the same; victims different. I played the tapes until I reached the one featuring Natalia. I watched for a while, until the sight of my dear friend being exploited by the perverted guru became too much for me to take. I switched off the video abruptly. 

I held my head in my hands. What upset me was that the guru not only reveled in exploiting transgender women, but also enjoyed

taping his sexual acts with them. He probably had preserved the tapes to be viewed and enjoyed at leisure. Apart from being a pervert, Swami Sadananda had also been a cheap voyeur. 

But perhaps I had to thank good fortune that Sadananda had taped the acts. Without the tapes, I would never ever have had proof to back the truth: that the guru’s misdemeanors had led to his murder. 


***

As I came out of the revolting chamber, and bolted the door, I saw the short stout Shiva proceeding towards me. “Ms. Brown” he said

“the other day, you and the inspector asked me if I remembered who took the bronze milk tumbler meant for His Holiness from me, right?” 

“Yes, that’s right” I said. My antennae went up. 

“Well, I remembered” said the man brightly “It was Mr. Mikhail Adamovich”. 

I made a dash for Mikhail Adamovich’s dormitory room, leaving the clueless Shiva gaping after me in astonishment. I carefully avoided haphazardly strewn sneakers, a stray sock and a musky t-shirt to reach the cupboard. I spent the next twenty minutes in a tense bout of rummaging, hoping that Mikhail didn’t come in the meantime and catch me in the act. Then I found what I was looking for: two full strips containing 12 valium tablets of 10 mg potency and three empty ones! I knew where the missing 36 tablets had been emptied: they had been mixed in Swami Sadananda’s bronze tumbler of milk! 

Mikhail had obviously kept the tablets powdered and ready to stir in the warm glass of milk. The swami had evidently gulped the contents of the tumbler down at one go and hadn’t stopped to notice that the milk had an unusual, slightly bitter taste to it. 

At this moment, a wise saying that Mikhail had quoted came to my mind. “’Together we form a necessary paradox, not a senseless contradiction’” he had said. Mikhail had obviously repeated the quote

because he believed in what he said. Mikhail wasn’t alone in this. He and Oleg had orchestrated Swami Sadananda’s murder together. 

My mobile phone trilled. The call was from Inspector Rajeev. 

“Hannah” he said “I think we’ve had a breakthrough. My men combed out the entire 300 acres of Ananda Kuteeram and have salvaged the axe. It was nestled within dense foliage. We sent it for forensic analysis. The fingerprints on them match those of Oleg Chaplanski and Mikhail Adamovich. However, though we can arrest the two on the basis of this, we’ll need further evidence at the trial”. 

“I’ve found everything you need” I said. With mixed feelings brimming in my heart, I told the inspector about my experiences, theories, the valium stripes found in Mikhail’s cupboard and about the DVDs I had found in His Holiness Swami Sadananda’s chamber. 


***

It was with a heavy heart that I watched Oleg Chaplanski and Mikhail Adamovich being arrested for the murder of Swami Sadananda. 

What I felt worse about was that the evidence I had collected would be used against them in the trial. I had succeeded in solving a case, but had got a dear friend’s kin arrested for murder. 

Would I ever be able to look at myself again in the mirror? Would I ever be able to speak to Natalia again without the guilt of my participation in the arrest of her brother and husband welling in my heart? 

“Why did you guys do it?!” I asked out aloud. 

It was Oleg who replied. His tone was calm and mature. “Natalia had been suffering from bronchial asthma for years now” he said “the bastard of a guru said she was dying. He claimed that the only way of curing her would be” Oleg paused, and then said: “tantric sex….with him. Both Natalia and I had our reservations about this, but decided to give it a shot anyway. After all, we had nothing to lose, or so we thought--” 

“However, Natalia never got better!” Mikhail’s voice was laden with fury “her state only worsened. It was only then that all of us realized Natalia had been exploited! That scoundrel used my dear sister’s body, day and night, in return for nothing!”. 

“Natalia was very forgiving about it all” said Oleg “of course, she was upset. But she decided to put the past behind her and go and see a good doctor in Ukraine. However, Mikhail and I couldn’t forgive Swami Sadananda for what he did to the girl we both loved so much! 

Both of us decided to stay here on some lame pretexts…of course, since we didn’t want Natalia to suspect that we were going to avenge her exploitation, Mikhail and I still pretended to have hard feelings for each other. It absolutely worked. Natalia truly thought that the two of us were on bad terms with each other!”. 

“Why didn’t you simply lodge a complaint?!” my voice was almost a cry “why did you have to taint your hands with blood?” 

“Lodge a complaint?” Oleg scoffed “that’s easier said than done, Hannah. Natalia, Mikhail and I would have been up against a man who had 9 million followers and whose popularity spanned 20

countries, including Ukraine! There was a chance that the legal system would never have believed us. They might have taken our complaint as a conspiracy to besmirch the image of the “exalted” His Holiness!”. 

“Yes” Mikhail continued “besides, at that time, we weren’t aware of the tapes that you found. We didn’t know other women like Natalia had also been exploited. We got the impressions that we were mere Davids trying to wage a battle against the mighty Goliath. And we weren’t even certain David was going to win in the end”. 

“Besides” Oleg’s tone had dropped down to a confidential whisper

“we didn’t know how legal authorities in India would react when if they came to know that our beloved Natalia was a pre op transsexual…that’s one of the reasons we hesitated to lodge a complaint. Of course, Natalia was very brave about it and wanted to report her exploitation to the authorities, but Mikhail and I held her

back…we didn’t want our darling girl to suffer any more insensitivities and indignities than she already had. You see, Natalia is a very nice person”. 

“I know” I said trying to swallow a lump in my throat “that was apparent in the single day I spent with her”. 

“The scoundrel had taken us for a ride” said Mikhail “and we could only avenge our woman’s exploitation by murdering him. We got the idea of using the axe as the murder weapon the day we saw Ashok burgeoning rats to death in the corridor”. He laughed at the distant memory. 

“Madhuri expressing her intent to ‘axe Swami Sadananda to death’, further shaped the contours of our plans” continued Oleg “I know this is wrong, but we hoped Madhuri would be arrested on the basis of what she uttered about 24 hours prior to Swami Sadananda’s death. 

It would definitely deflect suspicion away from Mikhail and me. A golden opportunity had been presented to us: Mikhail and I made the most of it”. 

“Besides, there was that former accountant who had come baying for Swami Sadananda’s blood” said Mikhail “we knew he’d immediately come under suspicion in case the guru was  really murdered. Hence, Oleg and I made the best use of the opportunity, so kindly presented to us by fate”. 

“Didn’t it bother you at all” I said “that innocent persons were arrested for the murder you guys committed?” 

“It did—a bit” admitted Oleg “but then all is fair in love and war. 

Mikhail and I love Natalia to distraction; hence we did everything possible to avenge her exploitation”. 

“It was easy” said Mikhail “I stirred the 36 powdered valium tablets of 10 mg potency each in the milk meant for the bastard at 10:30 pm. 

Oleg and I decided that he would be totally drugged in about two

hours. I stayed up waiting in Oleg’s room, truly having, as we had claimed, a couple of drinks”. 

“At 12:45 am, we decided the time was ripe” Oleg continued “we tip-toed into Swami Sadananda’s room easily. The door was just latched, not locked. We checked on the devotees in the adjoining room through the window. They were sleeping as soundly as babies”. 

“From what Ashok had said, we knew the bastard kept an axe behind his door” said Mikhail “all we had to do was pick it up and burgeon him with it”. 

“We alternated between the rough and the blunt sides” said Oleg. 

“We took turns clubbing him to death like the miserable rat he was!” 

said Mikhail. 

“Stop!” I said openly crying now “think of what Natalia would say if she heard of all this: it would break her lovely heart. Just ask yourselves this simple question: was it worth dirtying your hands with that bastard’s blood?” 

“What’s done is done, Hannah” said Oleg “we can’t reverse the past. 

Besides, Mikhail and I are ready to pay for what we did”. 

At this point, Inspector Rajeev arrived on the spot and read the mandatory Miranda warning to Oleg and Mikhail “You have the right to remain silent” he said “and to hire a lawyer. Anything you say may be used as evidence against you in the court of law”. 

Oleg and Mikhail were led away by two constables. As I watched the retreating forms of Natalia’s husband and brother, I hoped Oleg and Mikhail wouldn’t have to pay too heavily for what they did. I didn’t approve of murder, but neither did I approve of exploitation. The misdeeds of Swami Sadananda, who had mis-used his position as a healer and the personification of God, were unforgivable. In the view of what Swami Sadananda had done, I wished the law would view

his murder as a less heinous deed that it otherwise would. A relatively light sentence to Mikhail and Oleg would send out the right messages to the women, children and transsexuals all around the world who are routinely exploited by men donning holy robes and pretending to be the messiahs of God. 

 The End

Glossary of Indian Terms

Endnote #1 Rudraksha: The seeds of an eponymous tree. 

 Rudraksha beads are believed to have great healing powers. They are believed to be the tears of Hindu God Shiva, hence have sacred connotations in the Hindu religion. 

Endnote #2 Tilak: Vermillion applied on the forehead in a vertical fashion. The  tilak is usually applied only by men. 



Disclaimer:

1) All characters appearing in this book are fictitious. Any resemblance to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidental. 

2) The opinions in this book are not intended to hurt the sentiments of, or defame any race, religion, country, community, system or individual. 

Introduction and Character Profile Descriptions The Murder of a Yoga Guru 



Introduction: 

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

Distraught for some reason unknown to Hannah, Natalia abruptly leaves for Kiev. 

On the next morning, the devotees of Swami Sadananda find him on the marble floor of his chamber, brutally burgeoned to death. Since the occupants of rooms adjoining the guru’s chamber remained undisturbed through the night, Hannah concludes that the guru was drugged before being attacked with an axe. 

The convoluted murder investigation carried out by Hannah points fingers at people as different as chalk from cheese: from a suave Bangalore-based politician to an erudite temple trustee based in Madurai. Mikhail Adamovich and Oleg Chaplanski, the brother and husband of Natalia respectively, also come under the radar of Hannah’s suspicions. 

From the beginning of the case, Hannah has suspected that the distinctive gender identity shared by her and Natalia is connected to the god man’s gruesome murder. Will Hannah Brown succeed in decoding the cryptic psychology of warped human minds and get to the bottom of the mystery of Swami Sadananda’s murder? 

Characters:

Hannah Brown: is the 25 year old transgendered heroine of the detective series. Hannah is 5 feet 4 inches tall, has a commonplace freckled face, brownish black hair and black eyes. Hannah uses her unique identity as an MTF transsexual woman to process information and solve cases. Hannah’s acute observation skills, ability to see connections other people miss and deep insight into human nature make her the perfect detective. 

Swami Sadananda: is the 35 year old head of the yoga ashram called Ananda Kuteeram Hannah checks into. He has 9 million devotees across 20 countries. Swami Sadananda is very good looking. He has a smooth brown complexion, a fit muscular body, almond-shaped eyes, a fine nose, thick sensual lips and a dazzling smile. His youth and charisma attracts devotees from all over the world. 

However, there are a few people who harbor murderous resentment towards Sadananda. This includes Sadananda’s former accountant and a relative from the town of Sivakasi. Sadananda also engages in unacceptable activities, thus truly enraging someone and leading to his brutal murder. 

Natalia Adamovicha Chaplanski: is a devotee of Swami Sadananda’s and a friend of Hannah’s. Natalia is 35 years old and a rather good-looking transsexual woman. She is 5’9, has huge spherical-shaped breasts, blue eyes and blonde hair. She has a muscular body type and looks like an athlete. 

After Natalia and Hannah discuss their gender identity and the challenges that come with the territory of being transgendered, they become good friends. When Hannah confides that she has been having problems in her love life, Natalia asks her to be patient. 

Natalia tells Hannah that after a long period of waiting, she was fortunate to come across her husband Oleg Chaplansky: a man who loves her to distraction. Natalia also tells Hannah that she is lucky to have a loyal brother like Mikhail Adamovich. Natalia is much saddened that the two men in her life are hostile towards each other

because of difference of opinion that cropped up during their business partnership. 

Mikhail Adamovich: is the 26 year old brother of Natalia. Mikhail is a tall, gangling young man with pale blonde hair and blue eyes. He is vague in his movements and mannerisms. Hannah learns from Natalia that Mikhail has always had troubles: he couldn’t cope with his studies, got into bad company, started doing drugs and consuming alcohol. Natalia also tells Hannah that Mikhail suffered a nervous breakdown a couple of years back. Hannah learns from Natalia that though Oleg was once ready to forgive Mikhail, the latter continues to be unfriendly towards his brother-in-law. Natalia however admits that Mikhail is a very loyal brother who had fiercely defended her, many years back, when a couple of boors on the streets of Kiev had harassed her due to her gender identity. 

Oleg Chaplanski: is the 40 year old husband of Natalia. He is of average height (5’7), is stoutly-built, has brown hair, dark eyes and an easy smile. Natalia tells Hannah that Oleg is the perfect husband who loves her to distraction. Oleg is a businessman who trades in electronic goods, except for a brief period when he had started a furniture and upholstery business with his brother-in-law, Mikhail. 

However, because Oleg and Mikhail were on a different wavelength, the partnership hadn’t worked. Natalia tells Hannah that Oleg tried to extend the metaphorical olive branch to Mikhail, but the latter continues to be hostile towards him. 

Diwakar Shetty: is a 48 year old minister who is an ardent devotee of Swami Sadananda. Shetty is a fine figure of a man, with chiseled features, a dimpled chin and jet black hair that is graying at the temples. Shetty claims that Swami Sadananda is like both, a father and a mother to him. However, based on what the guru’s ardent devotee Shiva tells her, Hannah believes that Shetty may have had a good reason reason to murder Swami Sadananda. 

Praveen Kumar: is the former accountant who worked in Ananda Kuteeram. When in his early 40s, Praveen Kumar misappropriated ashram funds by gaining control of the bank account of Ananda

Kuteeram and writing checks to accounts he had set up in his own name. When Swami Sadananda got to know of the misappropriation, he fired Praveen Kumar immediately. Since the guru is a public personality, the news of the misappropriation reached the public instantly. Television channels and newspapers carried footages and mug shots of Praveen Kumar as a result of which he was recognized by the public across 20 countries. He was subsequently tried and sent to prison for a couple of years. After his release, employers recognized Praveen Kumar as the very same man who had cheated on Swami Sadananda and refused to give him a job. As a consequence, the future of Praveen Kumar and his family is uncertain. A resentful Praveen Kumar barges into the prayer hall in which Swami Sadananda is delivering a discourse and tries to strangle him in full public view. 

Sunderesan: is the 50 year old intellectual-looking bespectacled trustee of the Kali temple in Madurai from where Swami Sadananda had smuggled idols and temple jewelry. The fury of Sunderesan and the other trustees towards Swami Sadananda is such that they threaten to murder him. 

Shiva: The short, squat devotee of Swami Sadananda’s who takes a glass of milk up to his room on the night of his murder. 

Ashok: is the tall, skinny, rustic-looking devotee of Swami Sadananda who is the first person to discover the guru’s dead body. 

Ashok goes into shock after witnessing the murdered body of his guru. Hannah is forced to slap the man to bring him back to his senses. 

Madhuri: is the 40 year old relative of Swami Sadananda’s. Madhuri is a dusky, lean good-looking woman who runs a tea stall outside Ananda Kuteeram. In spite of hailing from a small town, Madhuri speaks excellent English as a consequence of constant interaction with foreigners who come to Ananda Kuteeram and stop at her tea-stall. 

Madhuri tells Hannah that Swami Sadananda was once “Shankar”, a man with a murky past. Among other things, Shankar acted as a pimp and slept with the  aravanis (transsexual women) of Tamil Nadu during Koovagam festival in the Villipuram region. Madhuri begrudges Shankar because he had got her sister pregnant and had refused to marry her, as a result of which the hapless girl had committed suicide. Madhuri expresses a wish to “axe the guru to death” if she got an opportunity. Within 48 hours of her having made the statement, the guru is found dead in his chamber. 

Inspector Rajeev: is the fiftyish, heavyset inspector who works with the Bangalore Police Department. He happens to meet Hannah again at the yoga ashram and requests her assistance in solving the murder of Swami Sadananda. 

Sub Inspector Sanjay: is a tall, fit man in his 20s. 

Bradley Rainford: is the 27 year old brother of the heiress whose murder Hannah has solved in the past. Bradley is very fond of transsexual women and falls in love with Hannah. Bradley also admires Hannah’s astute mind, compassionate nature and great presence of mind. Bradley and Hannah eventually start dating. 

Confused about her sexuality, Hannah sleeps with a woman called Jennifer King. Bradley discovers this betrayal and a chasm develops between him and Hannah. Hannah checks into Ananda Kuteeram to get away from the stress between her and Bradley. 

Jennifer King: is a 38 year old housewife Hannah meets in her cookery class. The two have sexual intercourse once or twice, leading to the deterioration of relations between Hannah and Bradley. 

Rajamma: The janitor of Ananda Kuteeram. 

----

Transgender Stories by Yu Sakurazawa Visit Yu's website at http://hekireki.net/en/  to see the latest publications and samples (about the first 10% content of the book). 



Obsessed by Noble Resemblance 

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

and was the first female sultan. Razia abandoned the veil and adopted masculine attire. She possessed all necessary qualities of a ruler and was an efficient sultan. Razia's romance with Malik Ikhtiar-ud-din Altunia is well known. "Obsessed by Noble Resemblance" is a about a young soldier who is astounded by his resemblance between himself and Queen Razia Sultan, the ruler of the regiment. 

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



A Slippery Slope in an Airline 

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



The Murder of a Yoga Guru 

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

Distraught for some reason unknown to Hannah, Natalia abruptly leaves for Kiev. On the next morning, the devotees of Swami Sadananda find him on the marble floor of his chamber, brutally burgeoned to death. Since the occupants of rooms adjoining the guru’s chamber remained undisturbed through the night, Hannah concludes that the guru was drugged before being attacked with an axe. The convoluted murder investigation carried out by Hannah points fingers at people as different as chalk from cheese: from a suave Bangalore-based politician to an erudite temple trustee based in Madurai. Mikhail Adamovich and Oleg Chaplanski, the brother and husband of Natalia respectively, also come under the radar of Hannah’s suspicions. From the beginning of the case, Hannah has suspected that the distinctive gender identity shared by her and Natalia is connected to the god man’s gruesome murder. Will Hannah Brown succeed in decoding the cryptic psychology of warped human minds and get to the bottom of the mystery of Swami Sadananda’s murder? 



Mudered Queen Bee of a High School 

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

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

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

The suspects include a middle-aged professor of English literature, a kindergarten teacher in her early 20s and an introverted school-fellow, who was routinely taunted by Camellia. It also includes another classmate who might have begrudged Camellia for having played dirty with her. As Hannah is sucked deeper into the case and Camellia’s murderer takes another life, Hannah unearths a few more suspects including Camellia’s fiery-tempered stepfather and a male cousin who secretly nurtures a desire to be female. During the

course of investigation, how many shocking secrets will Hannah ferret out? How many suspects discover Hannah’s true gender-identity and use the fact to taunt and assault her and threaten her very life? 



The Murdered Heiress 

The first episode of "Hannah Brown, Transgendered Sleuth" series. 

On the night of her birthday party at Queen’s Court Hotel, 33 year old heiress Arlene Rainford is brutally stabbed to death. Hannah Brown, the nondescript 25 year old receptionist of the hotel, is the first one to reach Arlene after she has been stabbed. The dying woman beckons Hannah close to her and whispers two cryptic words in her ear. They are “Glass Beads”.As the police interrogates the murder, Hannah too gets sucked into the investigation. She is convinced that Arlene’s last words hold a clue to the identity of her murderer. Hannah starts working on the case by interviewing all the guests at Arlene’s party; each of whom, by default, is a murder suspect. As Hannah proceeds deeper into the investigation, she discovers that each of the guests had a motive to murder Arlene. 

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



A Slippery Slope in a Hospital 

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

The terms of the contract bind Craig to carry out a series of strange

instructions given by Mr. Abbott without questioning. One of them entails going to hospital dressed in a female nurse’s uniform and identifying himself as “Nurse Carol Abbott”. 



A Slippery Slope in a School 

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series Sandeep is the 18 year old protagonist of the story. Sandeep is of average height (5’8), is slim and has a smooth face like a girls’. He is from an ordinary family and is at Somerset High on a scholarship. 

Sandeep is bright and has many talents. After accepting Richa’s offer, Sandeep eventually takes on the identity of “Susanna Marino”, who is purportedly an Italian princess sent to Somerset High on a student exchange program. As the feminization process begins, Sandeep discovers that he is transforming into a beautiful, curvaceous woman. Susanna’s charm has the whole school in its thrall, and in a curious irony, even her sworn enemy Sid falls for her. 



Dance Like a Woman 

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

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

“Minching Meena”, a female cabaret dancer. 



A Slippery Slope in an Ad Agency 

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series Zack is the 34 year old wild, unconventional and attractive protagonist of the story. He is tall, has expressive dark eyes and colors his hair blue. As the Creative Head and co-owner of leading ad agency Impressions, Zack has many admirers. His life has its

share of schemers with his brother Ben and girlfriend Tania desiring his feminization to meet their own selfish ends. By making a laughing stock of Zack, Ben wants to amass all his popularity. By feminizing him, Tania wants to satisfy her deepest fantasies. On Tania’s suggestion, Zack dresses as “Zina” to be able to write the perfect ad copy to endorse women’s cosmetics, dresses and lingerie. Slowly and steadily, Tania and Ben trick Zack into completely becoming Zina— with silky long hair, breasts and a pussy. Though Zina is loyal to Tania, she finds that she is powerfully attracted to her client, Daniel Garfield. 



None of the Nuns May Dress Improperly: Magdalene Sorority 

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series Alex Pinto is the protagonist of “None of the Nuns May Dress Improperly” (Magdalene Sorority). Alex is quite a good-looking boy, 5

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



A Slippery Slope in Military Academy: A Frail Cadet 

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

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

Deepak embraces his deepest, darkest desires by opting to

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

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



Trapped in Circus 

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series Alfred Batista and Ethan Faria are 18 year old boys living in Goa. 

Alfred is very “pretty” and is often teased by other boys “as one with a pussy”. However, it is Ethan who nurtures a secret desire to be a girl. The boys’ life changes when a traveling Spanish circus called

‘Esplendor Circus’ comes to town. On the night of a show, the circus’s owner and manager realize that the star attraction of their circus: a talking parrot is missing. Alfred is tricked into wearing girls’

clothes and is paraded as a part of the exotic animal menagerie to divert people’s attention away from the missing parrot. None of Alfred’s friends recognize him. The pretty ‘girl’ in the menagerie is a huge success and the owner makes a lot of money. He and the manager are now reluctant to let Alfred go. Alfred is 'tamed' and his spirit is partly broken. Alfred is dressed as an Arabian dancer and is displayed in the menagerie for a second consecutive night. He undergoes the motions of spinning the hula-hoop with distress. At the end of the show, Alfred spots Ethan who has come to the circus the next day too. He narrates the horror of his ordeal to his friend. 

Catching the two boys talking, Ruiz and the owner, Mendoza anesthetize the two, throw them at the back of the circus truck and drive away towards Spain. 

 

Unicorn and Hourglass: Subconscious Desire for Feminization 

Leon Thomas/Lynette: is the 20 year old protagonist of the story. He is 5’8, has sandy brown hair, kindly grey eyes and a sexily askew mouth. Leon is a ‘regular’ guy who likes his drink, soccer and revels in robust male company. As a man of science, he is skeptical of the paranormal. However, a recurring dream harangues him enough to seek the help of a psychic called Chiyomi. Drawn to Chiyomi’s physical and spiritual beauty, Leon falls in love. 



Die as a Bride: A Sentimental Romance Story of a Boy

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



Muse and Vampiress 

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

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



A Sloppery Slope in a Call Center 

"Forced to Work in Girls' Dress" series Eighteen year old Ajay Singh is a pretty-faced, effeminate boy living in the town of Patiala. Even though he is born male, Ajay hasn’t attained puberty. His dressing in female clothes and performing a feminine dance on a college stage creates a scandal in the social circles his family moves in. Fearing further stigma, Ajay’s parents ask him to leave Patiala. Ajay travels to Bangalore and joins a

BPO/Call center of a San Francisco based telecom company called Ursa Major. He is given the job of a customer service representative. 

Ajay finds himself deeply fascinated by his beautiful and powerful boss, Barbara Turner. Barbara takes a personal interest in Ajay and even helps him neutralize his accent. The sexual tension between the two provides fodder for some office gossip. Since Ajay has a high-pitched, girlish voice, Barbara asks him to identify himself as

‘Arianna’ to customers who call. ‘Arianna’s’ life takes an unusual turn when Barbara coaxes him to wear a saree on the ethnic day held in the office. 



Transposed on the Pyrenees 

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

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

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



A Slippery Slope in a Bank 

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series 26 year old effeminate-mannered, pretty faced man, Vicky Pereira wishes to marry his long term girlfriend, Edwina Joseph as soon as possible. However, his current job in a lesser-known bank doesn’t

accord him enough financial security to take such a big step in his personal life. Vicky applies for the post of senior manager in a renowned bank known as Trust Bank. A goof-up at the interview leads to an underestimation on the part of the recruiters: Vicky is now employed as a clerk in Trust Bank. To comply with the rules, he must wear a uniform just like the other clerks: a jacket with an in-built bra and a form-fitting skirt. Customers are uneasy interacting with a man dressed in drag, hence Vicky is ordered to undergo laser treatment for removal of facial hair and a tracheal shave to get rid of his Adam’s apple. Vicky is under the impression that his feminization is a superficial one, done only for professional reasons. However, his girlfriend Edwina has other plans and Vicky permanently becomes a girl. 



Everland: Beyond Gender & Species 

"Transgender Mystery" series

Juan is a happy-go-lucky young man, but his beloved wife Moira seems to be unhappy with her gender. She suggests that both of them go to Everland, a country bordering south west England, where people change into members of the opposite sex. Once there, Juan transforms into the beauteous Jasmine and Moira into a handsome man, Glenn. Jasmine discovers that the rules of Everland are a bit unconventional: women and castrated men are expected to be registered and to wear a collar bearing details of the registration around their necks. The abovementioned people are also to have a leash attached to the D-rings of their collars and are chained by their masters. When Glenn is brutally bashed up, Jasmine is roaming the streets all by herself. The cops find her and take her to an animal detention center where she thrown naked into a large cage along with large male dogs. Jasmine and the dogs are to be gassed to death the following day. A magnificent black Great Dane comforts Jasmine and the most beautiful soul-to-soul love blossoms between the two. The next day, both of them escape being executed. Jasmine goes home to her husband and the Great Dane disappears into a forests. Are the two destined to meet again? 

 

Trapped in Lunatic Femininity 

A hard suspense MTF transgender story. 

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

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



Relived Love & Justice 

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

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

a temple prostitute. 



Transgendered People of India: Forsaken Tributaries 

This is a non-fiction book about Hijla. 

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

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



Lilies for Ms.Tracy 

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



Diamond in the Rough 

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

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

Driven by the fear of becoming “the Freak of the Hood”, Renato wants to improve the situation and to fulfill his dreams. When leaves the Hood behind, he becames a PE teacher and then proceeds his way to becoming a woman. 

Later he appears as a 25 year old young girl, and finally as a thirty year old fully grown up woman. 



Yumori of Kasuga Hotspring 

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

A retiree, 60 year old Japanese businessman Mr.Suzuki, visits Kasuga Hot Spring and meets a young yumori (hot spring keeper). 

The two men get into interesting conversation. The yumori takes Suzuki deep into the woods in the back of the hot spring, where Suzuki finds an astounding secret spring where animals are bathing. 

The combination of the human bath and the secret animal bath gives a magical effect – rejuvenating into the opposite sex. 



Kyle's Feminine Roots 

"MTF Autobiography Story" series

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



How I Became a Woman: An MTF Autobiography for Young

Readers 

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

“trapped in a wrong body” since he was little. His discomfort had grown into agony by his puberty. Aryan’s mother understood his problems, but was not ready to help him to change into a girl. His

father was a hard boiled man and throws out Aryan and his mother when he caught them attending a transgender support group. This story is for young readers who wish to know the feelings of transgendered children and young adults. This is not an erotica. 



Supermodel: MTF Autobiography 

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

Sara’s parents decided to take her to a doctor, who diagnosed her as GID. Sara was lucky to have understanding parents and could start hormone therapy young enough. 

Sara made her way to become a fashion model. However, the modeling industry is not an easy place for a male-to-female transgendered person. 



The Triumphants and The Infradigs 

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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

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

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



Dreams Don't Die 

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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

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

Or will his dreams die a sad, lingering death? 



Queen Lysandra 

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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



Sam O'Yeah: FTM Transgender Story 

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

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



Ghosts Alive: Transgender Fantasy 

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. 



Eve of the Arcane Waters 

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

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



A Feminized President: Losing Bet into the3rd Gender 

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

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. 



The Birth of Delilah 

"Gender Swap Fantasy" series

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

That’s why his small business has a specific profile: he sells and installs surveillance systems for catching cheating wives. Although he’s financially stable, he still lives in an existential crisis. He denies

every weakness and judges everyone from this point of view. He cannot cope with his own feelings and he blames women for everything. Tyro is trapped in female body and goes through hell -

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



Abducted into the Third Gender: 180 Degrees Turn 

Hijra, the Third Gender

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



Forced into the Third Gender: The Champion's Bride 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

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



The Animal in Me 

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

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



Conspired into the 3rd Gender 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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. 



Born in the Third Gender: A Truth About Roopini 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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. 



Dancers of the Third Gender 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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. 



Underwater Escape to the Other Gender

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



The Kantuta Bond: A Bond that Swapped the Lovers 

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

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



Enchanted into the Third Gender: A Truth about Lala 

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

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". 

Greetings from Yu Sakurazawa



Hello, everyone. I am Yu Sakurazawa. Yu is a Japanese female name and is pronounced as "you". I have been publishing

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

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