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Chapter 1 - When I was ‘He’ and He was a ‘She’

It was a clear cloudless day. The sun reflected from the surface of the leaves, else bounced off the lakes. The morning birds were in the air, singing cheerfully. I was returning home with a rifle in hand and the body of a roe deer I had just killed slung on my back. ‘You killed mighty cleanly’ I congratulated myself on not having created a mess

‘not a spot of blood on your clothes’. I checked my clothes as if seeking confirmation for my own thought. There wasn’t a drop of blood on my polo necked grey t-shirt, coarse denim trousers, brown suede jacket or matching gum boots. The realization that I was an expert hunter made me break into a jaunty whistle. I was a pretty cool bloke in every sense of the term. 

Appearance-wise, I was considered ‘good-looking’. Personally, I considered myself just average, but my friends insisted I looked like a young God. I was of average height by British standards, 5’11

perhaps, and had a robust healthy build. My face was square with an especially prominent jaw and the bones on my face high and well-chiseled. My eyes, sheltered beneath bushy dark eyebrows, were chocolate brown. My pals said they are deep and rich, but my wife, Moira said they appeared quite grim and piercing when I was enraged. Fury, I admit, happened sometimes. Moira often provoked me and I did retaliate. 

My hair was what poets would describe as honey-wheat. It was wavy and used to fall over my face in soft curls as a child, but later I kept it cropped short. Soft curls would hardly have behooved a macho man of 31! Furthermore, if I gave any appearance of vulnerability, my wife wouldn’t have taken me seriously. I wanted her to acknowledge that I was the head of the household, let me make all the crucial decisions and respect me unconditionally. After all, doesn’t the primeval order of nature dictate that females have to be subservient to males? And that their only purpose in life is taking our mind off our worries, catering to our needs and pleasure? I often told Moira this, but she

didn’t understand. She believed in the egalitarianism of men and women. 

Immersed in my own beauty and gender politics, I had been blind to the beauty that surrounded me. I looked at it with renewed eyes. I was fortunate to live in a picturesque countryside with plush meadows, monuments, castles, memorials and fairy-tale little villages with lush roses growing even on the streets. It was perhaps not as nice as the South West, with its rugged coastline, lovely sandy shores and pretty fishing villages Moira and I had lived in until a year back, but gave me enough land to further my profession of animal rearing. I had a farm in which I raised cows, chickens and roosters for food. Opposite the farm, I had a ranch where I breed thoroughbred horses for racing. It was a pretty rough job, but then I was a tough weather-beaten man! Besides, my horses won all the bets and punters were queuing up to tote booths to wager on my horses! It was a heady feeling! 

My ‘piano-key’ smile widened as home came into view. ‘Home’ was a pretty English cottage made of brick and stone and had a white-painted thatched roof. I had grown rushes, creepers and blood-red roses around it in a single year. Ten bean rows grow on one side of a hedge and a hive of honey bees is clustered on one side of the cottage. It was a pretty sight. 

But the prettiest sight was inside, probably scouring and washing the washbasin. I straightened my posture and ran a palm across my chin to find out if my beard was adequately grizzled. My guy pals told me that women found grizzled chins macho: they just had to rub their rough chins on their wives’ smooth cheeks and necks to make them orgasm! I wished Moira was as obliging. Nevertheless, it was not for the want of trying on my part! 

As I had expected, she was doing dishes, with her back towards me. 

I admired her hour-glass figure accentuated by the figure-hugging floral hosiery dress and the shapely calves pushed slightly upwards by the four inch high heels she was wearing. I, then, whistled and said ‘Look what I’ve got! It’s venison for lunch!’ jauntily. 

Moira turned to face me sulkily. She was pretty with a small oval face, with very delicate bones. She was a petite 5’4 and carried her fragile small-boned self with grace. Moira was a very feminine dresser and had a plethora of dresses in pastel shades in her wardrobe. Her hair was straight and dark and was currently pulled back in a no-nonsense pony-tail. The eyes beneath those trim brows were coal black. Right now, they were flashing irritably at me from beneath knit brows. Her full red lips were pursed in a sulky pout. 

‘I’ve already plucked the chicken’ she said moodily. 

‘Okay, venison for tomorrow then’ I said, keeping my good-temper

‘Skin it and freeze it, yo!’

‘I wish you wouldn’t do that!’ Moira bristled. 

‘Do what?’ I asked. I was beginning to get rather edgy myself. 

‘Say “yo” and whistle’ she said critically ‘it is disrespectful. It makes me feel objectified. And the other day was the limit--’. She stopped abruptly. 

‘Which other day?’ I demanded icily ‘Enlighten me, please’. 

‘That other day when you splashed water at me and joked about my wet tits in front of your friends’ Moira’s voice became a low hoarse whisper ‘It was humiliating’. 

‘Hey, can’t you take a joke?’ I asked incredulous. 

‘A joke, yes’ she said empathically ‘humiliation, no’

‘Okay, I am sorry’ I said acerbically ‘what else did I do wrong? Let me do all the apologizing at one go’. 

‘The other day, when I was carrying the basket-chair from the lawn indoors, you immediately made a dash and snatched it from me’ she said nearly crying ‘I am a woman, Juan, not an invalid’. 

‘Is trying to help a bad thing?’ I asked aghast. 

‘You weren’t trying to help’ my wife accused through angry tears ‘You were trying to show me down in front of your friends!’. 

‘Crazy woman!’ I said, banging the door roughly behind me ‘mad as a hatter!’. As I walked off in a huff, I could hear Moira’s furious bawling right up to the end of the street. 

I spent a sulky day at the ranch, gloomily cleaning barns, branding horses, saddling and unsaddling them and getting young colts accustomed to wear a halter. A field hand came by and informed me that one of the cows in my farm, located just across the ranch, was having trouble calving. I rushed there, greased my palms and immersed myself in the task. With much effort, we managed to pull the calf out. It was useless. The calf was dead. 

Rendered moodier by the loss, I came home. My wife was sitting, still sulking in the corner. ‘Chicken’s in the fridge. Help yourself’ her sentences were short and clipped. 

I went to the fridge to find the chicken stone cold. I was cheesed off. 

‘For God’s sake woman’ I bristled really annoyed now ‘Couldn’t you microwave it? It’s the least you can do for your husband’. 

‘Why not do it yourself?’ Moira replied snappishly. 

‘…Because, it’s  your duty!’ I said flaring up ‘I go out and earn a living. You stay at home and maintain the house!’

‘I could go out and work too!’ said my wife belligerently ‘I am better educated than you, Juan!’

‘You poor poor, girl’ I said suddenly softening towards her ‘you really are unhappy, aren’t you?’

At the first show of tenderness, my wife burst into tears. It seemed that the frustration that she had had pent up for a life-time came

rushing out in a deluge of tears. ‘I am sorry, Juan, I didn’t mean to insult you’ she said. 

‘What’s the matter, Moira?’ I gently asked. 

‘I don’t know’ she breathed ‘It’s just that--I resent all this…household work. It makes me feel bovine—like one of your cows. Being just a housewife is bad for my self-esteem. I wish to be up and about, smart and independent’. 

‘Okay, you could go out and work’ I said grudgingly. It’s true that I wanted her to be at home, but I couldn’t bear to see her so sad. 

‘Juan’ Moira’s tone suddenly turned conspiratorial ‘would you like to be a woman?’

‘Ha ha…why not?’ I said frivolously ‘the prospect of being dressed in all those bras, corsets and panty hoses is already making me orgasm!’

Moira accepted my words in all seriousness. ‘Well, a friend of mine was telling me about this country called Everland’ she said in a voice feverish with excitement ‘It’s a town in which you and your significant other turn into members of the opposite sex. If we settle there, I can live as a man and you--as a woman…’. 

‘Where is this place?’ I asked skeptically. 

‘It’s somewhere outside of the UK…to the south west’ Moira said enthusiastically ‘I’ll talk to my friend again to find out the details. She said that there was only a single secret train from a clandestine England station going to Everland…’. 

‘Okay, let’s pack immediately’ I said. 

I packed my belongings and noted that Moira has packed hers with an exuberance that exceeded mine. I really hoped my wife’s friend was serious, and that Everland actually existed, because I couldn’t

afford to waste time on a silly wild goose chase. Moira and I left home and walked a few miles. As we traipsed down the hillocks, I caught sight of a red board which read ‘Station to Everland’ in no uncertain times. We reached the station and found that it was a compact little place with a pretty little ticket counter and a few seats painted in red. A very old woman with folds on her neck gave us the tickets. ‘So far, so good’ I thought in my mind. I checked the time on my watch. It was 3 am. 

A miniature blue train, the tiniest I’d seen so far, arrived in about fifteen minutes. ‘Good luck!’ the lady at the counter called out as Moira and I got in. We acknowledged her remarked with a wave and took our seats. But for us, the train had no passengers .The ticket-collector, an inscrutable young man of about 22, checked our tickets and gave them back to us. I wondered if he’d heard of the unusual nature of Everland. From his expression, it was impossible to say. 

We passed the cobblestones of Oxford, caught a glimpse of the coast at Brighton and Bournemouth, before sleep overtook me. I don’t know for how many hours I had dozed before the abruptly halted train suddenly shook me awake. ‘We’re there’ said my wife with a huge grin on her generous mouth. I peeked out of the window. 

Sure enough, the white station board had ‘Everland’ painted on it in dark blue letters. 

As we disembarked, I found it impossible to say what time it was. 

The weather was such that it could have been well over midnight or a little past noon. My still sleepy mind was in no mood to analyze. I just followed Moira who carried both our bags. ‘Honey’ I asked in a soporific voice ‘I guess we’ll have to check into a lodge or an inn?’

‘We don’t need to, hubby dearest’ Moira said in a low, secretive voice ‘I’ve already rented a house, via the telephone’. 

‘You have?’ I said incredulous. My wife was a more competent woman than I had dubbed her to be. 

‘It’s right around the corner’ she said indicating a whitish building ‘the owner said he’d be waiting with the key’. 

I followed Moira to the house. A non-descript man of indeterminate age stood in front of it, obviously waiting for us. He handed Moira the key, wished us ‘good luck’ and went away. 

‘Why the fuck is everyone wishing us good luck with such vengeance?’ I wondered out loud ‘It’s goddamn scary’. 

‘We’ll know by tomorrow morning’ said Moira letting us in and locking the door firmly behind her. 





Chapter 2 - An Altered World The next morning, I woke up in a clean, surprisingly stark room, with a functional double bed with unblemished white sheets spread on it. 

The green-pained legs of the cot visible were utilitarian without being showy. The walls were a spotless even white, almost blinding in their bleakness. The curtains that graced the blank white window frames were ghostly white too. The warmth on the left side of my bed told me that Moira had been lying snugly beside me, like she did every night, before nipping across to the shower cubicle to have her early morning shower. I waited for her to arrive so that we could start our day with our customary early morning kiss. As I waited, I became sentient of a funny unbearable lightness of being, as if I had shed a million pounds. This may have well been dismissed as a fancy of mine, but there was another aspect to consider too. My stripped pajamas and top hung loosely over me, as if they had originally been stitched for a much larger person. I was confused; it was unfathomable that I had changed to such an extent in a single night. 

Moira emerged from the shower, a towel wrapped around the lower part of her body. I recognized her, yet she wasn’t the same. She was much taller, effortlessly 6’3 perhaps, with a huge athletic frame. Her face was square, with a well-defined jaw and cheekbones grizzly. It was evident that she was freshly shaven, for her jaw still carried sexy traces of black stubble on it. Her intense dark eyes peeked from underneath the cover of her bushy eyebrows. The nose had a big bridge and was succeeded by a coarse, rubbery mouth. Her hair was raven-black and cut into a short crop that was still long enough to be attractive. The perky breasts on the upper part of her body had given way to flat pectorals beneath which lay washboard abs which had arranged themselves into a macho seven packs. Far from the light as a bubble ballet dancer gait she used to sport, Moira’s tread had become heavier, concrete, solid and decidedly more authoritative. 

Her body language had changed significantly too; a far cry from the woman who used to stand with her legs demurely pressed together, as if unconsciously guarding the vulnerable genital area, Moira’s

posture was more aggressive now, her legs firmly rooted far apart. A striking contrast to the woman who had the tendency to draw herself in like a snail into its shell, occupying much lesser space of the earth than the average woman, Moira had sort of spread herself out—her body, soul and consciousness—occupying an unapologetic space of the earth like a man. While I was in the process of evaluating her, the concealing towel came apart, enabling me to observe that one significant organ that had made all the difference. Moira’s penis and testicles that stood right at the center startled the daylights out of me. 

It wasn’t only the unusualness of seeing male genitals on someone who had been my wife that scared me; the size was also much bigger than that of an average male’s. In fact, Moira’s genitals were so big and out of proportion, that they easily overshadowed the rest of her new body. 

‘Hi’ I said with an inward drawing of breath. ‘Must say you’ve changed considerably’. I was aghast to notice that my once gruff voice had a smooth, fruity texture to it. 

‘I know’ Moira’s voice was an astonishingly low bass; a lot like British actor Benedict Cumberbatch’s ‘the shower has a mirror on all sides’. 

She couldn’t quite conceal the pride she indubitably felt in her appearance. ‘By the way’, Moira said giving me a bold suggestive look that made me blush, ‘you have changed pretty much too. Man! 

I’d kill for those tousled honey-wheat locks’. 

I was flabbergasted to notice that my hair fell in loose waves up to my waist. I gathered a strand in one diminutive palm and discovered its texture had softened considerably. 

Moira was regarding me with a devilish, almost predatory grin. ‘This is the least surprising of all your changes!’ she said in her Benedict Cumberbatch baritone. She again surveyed me from head to toe in a suggestive, almost manner. 

To save myself another blush, I made a dash for the shower cubicle. 

The walls were painted the same stark white as the rest of the house. My clothes had become so baggy that they came off without

my having to do a great deal. With the mirrors around, I had the privilege of simultaneously scrubbing and scrutinizing my face and figure. 

My face had become triangular; the marked widow’s peak at the top gave it the effect of being heart-shaped. The bones around my jaw and cheek had become finer, more delicate and had a softer silhouette than before. The chocolate brown eyes were now father apart, with longer, darker, curlier lashes. They had lost their previous intensity and looked as innocent as a young doe’s. My brows and bottom of the eyes were so dark that they might as well have been accentuated with make-up. The prominent masculine nose had given way to a slender, more upturned one, giving me a gamine look. The mouth that followed the elfin nose was a pretty full little rose bud. I smiled at myself and noticed that my teeth were small, like little pearls. 

As the hot needles of water caressed me, I observed my figure. I was definitely shorter than my previous 5’11, but was not too short. I estimated that I was around 5’7. My neck was slender, throat delicately arched, breasts ripe and mature, with sensual brown nipples. The vital area between by legs was covered by soft honey-wheat hair. My skin remained as tanned as before, but was markedly smoother and silkier than before. But the biggest USP of my new body was the new glossy Barbie-doll like legs that started right below the waist and ended where the small finely arched feet began. I had been an unapologetic leg-man, so I felt I was more than qualified to say that mine were the most exquisite pair of legs any woman had been bestowed with! 

When I emerged out of the shower, dripping and dressed in a bath robe, I noted that Moira had dressed in a black pair of trousers, purple satin shirt and shoes that belonged to me. ‘These are a wee tight’ she said indicating her shoes ‘but I managed to wriggle in’. We regarded each other once more. She was giving me that devilish grin again. 

‘What is it?’ I said feeling my face go hot once again. I couldn’t believe I was feeling so coy and embarrassed in front of my spouse of five years and girlfriend of seven years. 

‘Revelations should be equal’ she said cryptically. 

‘Huh?’ I was clearly puzzled ‘what’s your point?’

‘You saw me naked. Therefore, I ought to see you naked’ she said brazenly. 

I reluctantly slid my robe off my shoulders and let it lie in a pool on the floor. Moira was looking at me in a way that made me acutely uncomfortable. I averted my eyes. So, this was how women felt when they got unwanted attention from men. My friends and I had done it innumerable times, without giving the matter a second thought. We were no rapists, not eve-teasers even, but we sure enjoyed checking out a good-looking woman or a ‘hot chick’ as we’d called her. 

‘You look good enough to eat!’ Moira exclaimed, then obviously empowered by the dramatic role-reversal, asked ‘how about a little quickie?’

‘No’ I firmly said putting my bathrobe on again ‘we’ll first explore the new city’. 

‘You’re one sour puss!’ Moira burst out ‘and I was supposed to be the one who was “Prim and Proper” Ha!’. 

‘It’s ironical, yes’ I agreed putting on her pink strappy summer dress

‘but I promise you more than just a quickie when we get back. Since I was about three inches taller than Moira had been, I noticed that her dress ended a bit higher than it ought to, giving the observer a generous glimpse of my lower thighs. I tried her strappy silver sandals on. They were the perfect fit. 

‘I’ll look forward to it, Juan darling’ Moira said, then bit her tongue ‘It seems queer, addressing such as beautiful girl by a male forename’. 

She paused for a second, then asked ‘Would you mind if I called you Jasmine. You seem to give out the fragrance of the flower’. 

‘Ha! someone’s waxing very poetic!’ I teased and said ‘and what should I call you—Aladdin?’

‘Glenn should suffice’ said Moira contemplating ‘a fancy name is redundant in a man’. 

‘Glenn it is then’ I said lightening up and making a mental note that along with the changed moniker, I should remember to address my partner by the ‘He’ pronoun henceforth. 

A few minutes later, Glenn and I walked out arm-in-arm into the streets. I was really proud to walk beside a man as beautiful as my husband. And I flattered myself by thinking that Glenn felt the same about me. 

The altered world was different from what I had pictured. There was no overt vulgarity: no boozing on the streets and drunken yelling, no cigarette stubs on the road, no garbage on the sidewalk, no loud music with raunchy lyrics blaring from stereos. Neither were there rancid smells of putrefying filth, a strong reek of garlic being fried or rodents sneaking from every other corner. On the contrary, everything was clean, impeccably clean. As if scrubbed, washed and disinfected with obsessive care. Cold, clinical and sterile would have been the words I’d have used to describe the new world Glenn and I had entered. 

There was not a tree in sight, yet the air had a cold, almost frightening chastity to it. The city was a concrete jungle with one skyscraper vying to tower over another. In spite of the plentitude of red bulbs and similar-hued streetlamps all around the city, it was dark and encased in grim shadows. In many a place, the shadows merged with the eerie blood-like light in a ghastly intercourse. The silence, clamorous in its conspicuousness, was the most disturbing

thing about the Everland. Or perhaps it was overtaken by the dank musty smell of sex that abruptly penetrated and pounded the chastity of the air. 

As we walked along the lanes, I felt prying eyes boring into Glenn and me. I turned around and was greeted by a vicious ‘Stop!’ sound. 

I felt myself go numb. Then, pins and needles pricked the palms of my hands and soles of my feet—a grim reminder that this wasn’t a nightmare. I turned to see that the sound had emanated from a woman. 

She was big, blonde, fair, and clothed in a red and white jumpsuit. 

However, she was being treated like a canine. A chain, attached to a prominent collar on her neck, was held by a man. He was huger than her, had a rugged pockmarked face and appeared very strong. The woman said ‘Stop!’ again—a short, sharp, snappy ‘stop’. ‘Behave yourself, Kathy!’ the man commanded with suppressed fury. It was almost as if he had his temper on a leash. 

Much to my surprise, Kathy said ‘Sorry’ in fluent English. Her voice was husky and dignified, almost as if she had lived like a proper human woman not very long ago. Then, all over again, her body language became like a dog’s all over again—like a submissive dog’s. She bent her lime-colored head done docilely, cocked her rather long ears back and averted her eyes. Much to my distress, she then turned over, rolled on her back and started wriggling on the sidewalk. She then got to her feet, gave the man a placatory lick and went down on all fours. ‘Sorry Jack’ she apologized again ‘I didn’t mean to cause trouble. It’s just that, I haven’t seen them before’. 

Jack fished out a whip from his pocket and hit Kathy hard. Kathy whimpered and moaned. Her whole body grew tense and she shuddered. She licked her lips in a nervous fashion. I was distressed beyond words. 

‘Please, Sir, that’s okay’ I said in a dry voice. The saliva in my mouth had gone unbelievably viscous. It stuck to the roof of my mouth in a very annoying fashion. 

The man didn’t meet my eye. Still addressing Kathy, he said ‘Did you hear what she called me?’

‘Yes’ Kathy squealed. 

‘That’s what you’re supposed to call me’ he said menacingly ‘In Everland, no woman ever calls her master by name. It’s either ‘Sir’ or Mr. So-and-so’. 

Kathy bent low and huddled closer to the ground. I had never witnessed such a fantastic spectacle in my life. 

Glenn and I had, meanwhile, marched off a considerable distance. 

After we were a safe distance away from Kathy and her ‘master’, I dared to speak. Thankfully, the regular flow of my saliva had been restored and my voice had gained its original strength. ‘Please tell me I dreamt that up’ my voice was a fervent plea. 

‘It happened’ Glenn was terse. 

We walked on the rest of the path in silence. I didn’t know what to say or do to feel like myself again. We reached our door-way, opened the locks and let ourselves in. Glenn made some instant noodle and I devoured it in spite of being disturbed. I guess the cool night air had whetted my appetite. I felt guilty about wolfing down food after what I’d just witnessed, but then decided to be less harsh on myself. I was young, healthy and had a good appetite: could one be blamed for that? 

However, I didn’t keep up to keeping the carnal promise I had made Glenn. He understood. I floated off into a deep, dreamless sleep. 





Chapter 3 - The Unconventional Everland The next day, when Glenn was asleep, I decided to do a solo reconnaissance of Everland. I was shocked to notice that cases such as Kathy’s and Jack’s were the rule rather than the exception. I saw women all around the town with collars around their necks and held by a leash, by their ‘owners’, who were either males or women over fifty. The leashed women, though, walked normally like human beings. All around Ever Land, I noticed shops selling animal grade kibbles with faces of dogs and young women on it. It was the most curious experience I had in my life. 

I was saddened to note that most of the males were curt towards the women. They seemed to ‘train’ them to take orders. All around me, I’d see males barking ‘Sit, stand, fetch etc’ at their women and the latter either obliged or resolutely sat in a place, refusing to budge. 

The women who obliged were rewarded with a bone, a pat or an

‘Atta girl!’, the ones who didn’t were punished. The penalty for not obeying ranged from rolling up a newspaper and bringing it on a perky nose in one gentle soft blow or severe whipping as I had witnessed the previous night. 

As I grabbed myself a bite and headed out of a fast-food chain, I noticed a woman of around seventy holding a girl on a leash. The owner was dressed in a beige two-piece suit and wore a white shirt inside. Her hair was a thick mass of salt and pepper curls. She wore simple pumps on her feet and a platinum collar around her neck. 

She had a benign saintly expression on her face. 

My attention shifted to the woman on the leash. She was a pretty young girl in her early twenties and was dressed in jeans and a t-shirt. Since she was standing upright and I could see that her t-shirt had a graphically painted picture of yesteryear actress Marilyn Monroe on it. Both the ladies smiled as I passed by. 

‘Hello’ I said as jauntily as a stranger thrown in an unusual country can ‘I am Jasmine’

‘A pleasure to meet you, Jasmine’ the older lady extended a hand obviously coarsened by work ‘I am Denise and this is my granddaughter, Ada. 

‘Good to meet you both…I am new here’ I tried to arrange my mouth into a smile, but ended up grimacing instead. I couldn’t be blamed for being disconcerted, considering I was in an atypical kind of a situation. Woman with collars around their necks, being held on leashes hadn’t exactly been a part of my reality until 24 hours ago. 

But to come to think of it, neither had being female been. 

‘I can understand you’re uneasy’ said the perspicacious Denise

‘Everland could come as something of a jolt to outsiders….’. 

‘Yes, it has been a bit of a….surprise’ I said cautiously. I was going to say ‘shocked’, but thought better of it. I was wary of offending denizens of Everland and evoking their ire. 

‘So had it been to me, when I had first arrived’ Denise went into nostalgic mode ‘I was on a leash like Ada until about 20 years ago’. 

‘Oh’ I said and opened and closed my mouth like a fish. It was a silly sound to make and a silly thing to do, but I couldn’t think of anything else. All this was so new to me….so bizarre. 

‘Jasmine, honey’ Denise laughed indulgently ‘you obviously need an orientation programme on Everland. Why don’t you drop in for a cup of tea?’

‘Why not?’ I said, relieved that people in Ever Land, at least, drank a beverage I was familiar with. I wouldn’t have been too surprised had Denise mentioned blood or some equally nauseating body-fluid. 

I followed Denise, with Ada in tow, to her house. She lived in a bleak little cottage, whitewashed like the house Glenn and I had found

ourselves in. The windows were painted the same bleak white and ghostly draperies hung around them in a similar fashion. The cottage had a depressed-looking garden where some sad grasses and mournful-looking lilies grew before wilting. A neglected looking lawn-mower stood in a corner, gathering dust. It was obvious it hadn’t been used in a long time. 

‘Billy used to mow the lawn when he was here’ said Denise trying to feign cheer ‘haven’t employed anyone since he left for the war—and passed on’. 

‘Oh, I am sorry…’ I said. I didn’t have the slightest idea of who Billy was or what he had meant to Denise, but thought it would be well-mannered to offer condolences. 

‘Thank you, darling’ said Denise abstractly ‘It was twenty years ago; a little after Ada was born’. 

‘I see’ I nodded wondering how Billy and Ada were related. 

‘Anyway, I am not going to digress with inane tales’ said Denise

‘You’re here to learn about the story behind chained and leashed women, after all’. 

So, the mystery was going to be unraveled. I was all ears. 

‘It all started with a legend’ began Denis with a far-away look in her blue eyes ‘a sailor, Rodriguez, who’d traveled all the way from South America, discovered this land. Inspired by J.M Barrie’s ‘Neverland’, I suppose, he called it Everland. Everland became a dictatorship: control of the entire state was in the hands of Rodriguez. He was answerable to no one— to laws or people. People didn’t have a say in anything; there was no referendum or any other system to put issues to popular vote….’ Denise paused, sipped a bit of water and continued ‘There was suppression, yet no dissent. The one-man propaganda was so forceful, that people of Everland were slaves to whatever Rodriguez said. He had a near cultish following….’ Denis paused again and took a deep breath. 

Jasmine wondered how the history of Everland was remotely connected to the collared, leashed and owned women. Denise’s account up to the point hadn’t thrown any light on the mystery. 

‘One day, Rodriguez fell in love’ said Denis in a tremulous voice ‘with a local woman named Felicity. So blinded he was by his own power and desire for her, that he overlooked the fact that Felicity dis not reciprocate his interest. She was in love with a young man called Stephen….’. 

I listened intently. This was indeed getting extremely interesting. 

‘Rodriguez didn’t know of their affair, neither did anyone enlighten him. They were concerned about their own necks. So, Rodriguez married Felicity, who I am sure, was cowering in fright beneath her bridal veil. Yet she didn’t dare to tell Rodriguez about her lover’

I was flummoxed. ‘Why would a woman deceive anyone willingly?’ I asked. 

‘She was frightened that Rodriguez would be incensed enough to murder both her and Stephen’ said Denis ‘However for what followed, she might as well have told him. On the night succeeding their wedding, Stephen came to kiss Felicity a final goodbye. He thought Rodriguez was away. However, Rodriguez, who had forgotten his robe at home, came to pick it up. He saw his wife with Stephen. Fury seared his insides. He ordered that Stephen be executed immediately. He called Felicity a ‘dirty bitch’ and doomed her to an apt life. That’s how the tradition came into being. After puberty, every woman is to be registered as being owned by a male relative. She has to wear a golden collar on which the record of the registration is imprinted. Stringent Everland rules said that she has to be kept on leash and walk only on all fours. However, with the coming in of the moderates, things have taken a slightly liberal turn. 

Women are allowed to walk and speak like human beings. They can roam about unleashed inside their houses. However, they have to listen to their masters, do whatever he tells them to do and have his babies if he is a husband or boyfriend’. 

‘This happened centuries ago. Everland is now a democracy’ I said

‘why would its citizens want to follow Rodriguez’s rule to this day?’

‘Rodriguez’s subjects were cultists, remember?’ Denise reminded

‘the loyalty continues to the present. They wouldn’t dream of breaking his rule. In fact, my son and Ada’s father, Billy staunchly supported women’s registration too’. 

I digested this bit of information. Then I tactlessly asked ‘What about Ada’s mother? Where is she?’

‘She died just after giving birth to Ada’ Denis’s voice was a matter-of-fact one, devoid of emotion. 

Nevertheless, I apologized again. Then I asked a question that had been weighing on my mind for a long time ‘Denise’ I said ‘You told me that the women had to be in charge of a male relative. Do they have to be blood relatives? Is that mandatory?’

‘Oh, not at all’ said Denise ‘it could be a father, brother or uncle. 

Alternately, it could be a boyfriend or husband’. 

‘Then may I asked you, Denise’ I couldn’t keep the mischievous catch out of my voice ‘how you qualify to own Ada? Or for that matter, why you aren’t leashed and owned?’

‘You’re pretty sharp, young lady’ Denise laughed ‘Most people who are masters of women are males. However, you may have seen a few older women taking them out as well. The rule of Rodriguez applies only to women of childbearing age. After that, we’re free to live like anybody else. If a woman doesn’t have a male relative, we take care of her’. 

‘Who is going to own Ada--’ I paused delicately, fearing that I had begun on an insensitive question ‘--after you?’

‘You mean after I am dead?’ Denis chortled cheerfully before becoming grave ‘I sure hope she finds a boyfriend or a husband. 

Otherwise, she will be euthanized’. 

‘Dear God!’ I burst out. I felt the same fright of the previous night clutch me in its hands and smother me. I suddenly found that I couldn’t breathe. A few smiling faces notwithstanding, Everland was a very sinister place. The viciousness of it became a psychosomatic angina in my chest. I clutched the left side of my heart. I was certain I was dying. 

‘It’s a panic attack’ said Denis empathically ‘it will pass’. 

It did. The much touted wisdom of elders certainly had something going for it. 

‘Jasmine’ said Denise suddenly asked ‘Are you married?’

‘Yes, I am’

‘Then ask your husband to get you registered immediately. The state demands that all women who menstruate be collared, leashed and owned by their masters. Otherwise, the cops will drag you away to the animal detention center. Women without a master are usually killed’. 

‘Okay, Denis’ I said ‘thanks for the warning’. 

At the moment, Denise and I were distracted by Ada coming in gleefully. She was up straight, her dark little head held high and ears perked up. Her eyes were bright and shiny. She ran around Denise in circles and jumped and swayed in excitement. 

‘It’s Ada’s meal time’ observed her grandmother looking at the clock. 

I watched in distaste as she mixed raw meat, kibbles and oats in a bowl and put it on the ground. Ada drooled and ate straight from the bowl like a real canine would. She licked her chops every now and then. 

‘The young woman’s gastrointestinal tracts begin to resemble that of dogs, you see’ Denis said by way of explanation ‘that’s why she  has to be given dog food’

I nodded. All this was suddenly beginning to make sense in a bizarre kind of a way. 

‘Oh, I’m sorry, Jasmine’ apologized Denise all of a sudden ‘I totally forgot about your tea. Why don’t you come to the kitchen as I brew it?’

I followed Denise to the kitchen. As Denise placed the kettle on the stove, a young man came in. He was tall, in his early twenties, and had a round cheerful slightly pimpled face. ‘That’s Ada’s groomer, Jay’ informed Denise. Jay opened the door of the bathroom which was diagonally opposite the kitchen and started scrubbing the bathtub. He rinsed it clean, opened the lid of the drain of the tub and let the water out. He then let out a jaunty high-pitched whistle. Ada responded by sprinting in enthusiastically ‘Ada’s very fond of her baths’ her grandmother explained. 

I was startled by what unfolded. It may have been a common enough sight for Everlanders, for Ada calmly handed me my cup of tea and proceeded to sip her own. Jay stripped Ada naked and started washing her in the tub. As the scent of pine tar, a soap bar used exclusively for dogs rose in the air; I was simultaneously appalled and aroused. Jay’s hands were soaping Ada all over: her face, her ears, bosom, legs and bottom. Then he opened a bottle of a shampoo that smelt considerably different from the one Moira had used and started lathering Ada’s hair with it. As he kept it down facing me, I saw the picture of a dog and a young woman on it. Jay scrubbed Ada dry, then salvaged a dog’s brush from somewhere and started running it through Ada’s semi-dry hair. In an unusual stroke, he ran it over her body too. Mesmerized by the grooming rituals, I stood rooted to the spot. 

I came to my senses only when Denise reminded me to sip my tea. 

Throughout my walk home, I had hypothetical images of Ada being euthanized and her being intimately soaped by the young groomer. 

Her horrific gasps as she was being gassed commingled with the little moans and whimpers that had, inadvertently, been wrenched out of her lips when Jay’s manly hands had run over the private areas of her body, echoed in my ears. Terror and erotica could be a great combination. My panties were soaked by the time I returned home. 

Glenn opened the door, with his dark hair slightly tousled. He had obviously been sleeping. To come to think of it, he seemed to be sleeping a lot since we’d come to Everland. It was probably his way of coping with the gender change. 

‘Attack’ would be the only appropriate word to describe what I did to him subsequently. I threw my entire body weight on him and succeeded in pushing him against a wall. This was nearly supernatural, considering he was a good eight inches taller and many a pound heavier than me. Glenn’s coal black eyes opened wide in surprise. I was soon marking my territory, by breathing and panting all over him. Glenn was taken aback, but didn’t seem to mind. Before I knew what I was doing, I was running my smooth pink tongue over his grizzled chin, cheek bones and ear. Suddenly, without forethought, I bit the nub of his ear. ‘Jesus, woman, what has gotten into you?!’ he said, not unhappily. 

And then he took me and inserted a massive coarse tongue into my slightly open mouth. His large hands travelled over my shoulders and slid the blue strappy dress off me. Soon, it lay in a puddle around my legs, along with my underwear. Then Glenn slid himself in his entire massiveness into my slit and started pounding in real earnestness. As an all-consuming orgasm ripped through me, I screamed out my husband’s name. 





Chapter 4 - When It Rains, It Pours! 

The registrar was seated in a corner. He was a squat elderly man with bushy eyebrows. He handed over the golden-collar to Glenn. 

‘’99” is her registration number’ he said to Glenn, and further went on to add ‘on it is inscribed ‘Jasmine, owned by Glenn’. Then he prompted Glenn to tie the collar around my neck. ‘You’re never supposed to take the collar off’ he told me strictly ‘except perhaps when bathing’. I nodded in acquiescence. I felt the greatest pleasure when Glenn tied the collar around my neck. It, like a wedding ring, was a symbol of my lifetime’s slavery and commitment to him. In no other way could I have expressed so fully that I belonged to him and was willingly enslaved to him. From that day on, I belonged to my master—body, heart, soul and spirit. 

The morning had been an ineffably happy one. However, after my afternoon siesta, I woke up with the same strange mixed feelings of the previous day. Lust, that had never before gripped me with such intensity, still hovered on the surface of my sub-consciousness. 

However, something deeper, darker and more forbidding lurked beneath the surface. I recognized the feeling as fear. 

Fear, amorphous and undefined, had become a near permanent visitor ever since the night I’d first seen a woman on a leash. Yet I found it impossible to pin down what I was really afraid of. The anxiety was baseless and free-floating, without a beginning or an ending point. My heart beat rapidly as if in anticipation of an impending doom. But what that doom was, I knew not. 

I walked to the bleak front room and saw Glenn eating eggs with their sunny side up. He looked quite relaxed and cheerful; it was obvious that the neurosis was purely my cross to bear. I felt a twinge of resentment at having to bear the burden of the malevolent, formless fear that had come with the territory of Everland on my own. 

My partner was blissfully oblivious to it. I briefly wondered if it had anything to do with being a woman. However, not all women in

Everland seemed to be on the verge of nervous breakdown the way I was…

‘Honey’ said Glenn breaking into my brooding ruminations ‘I hear the underground tube system in Everland is great; far better than it used to be in England. Why don’t we take a ride today?’

‘Ride to which place colony exactly?’ I asked, still preoccupied with my shapeless jitters. 

‘Everland is divided into ten boroughs’ he told me ‘and we are on Borough 1. We could just jump into one of those tubes that go right up to Borough 10. After a dekko of Borough 10, we could explore a few other colonies if we have the time, and then return home’. 

‘I don’t see why not’ I said moodily, hoping that the trip would distract my mind from the fear within me that skulked around like some invisible animal. I hunted around for something bright solid and smart in Moira’s wardrobe; a pair of fitted fawn-colored Rexene trousers with a red polo neck top and a matching Rexene jacket, for instance, to feel more vibrant and confident, but was disappointed to find it teeming with only cloyingly feminine dresses. With a sense of resignation, I finally selected a sea-green floral printed skirt with pink flowers and teamed it with a pink t-shirt and matching pink stilettos. I mentally cursed Moira for having a disproportionate profusion of unbearable pinks in her wardrobe. 

I noted, with some envy, that Glenn was turned out in my favorite pair of hunting denims, mustard polo necked top and a rugged leather jacket. In keeping with my ‘dress to look older’ attitude as a man, I’d preferred formal men’s shoes over sneakers. Glenn’s manly feet were encased in a brown pair right now. 

I felt momentarily secure and soothed when Glenn attached a leash on the D-ring of my golden-colored registration collar he had tied around my neck earlier in the day. He marched ahead confidently with me demurely following two strides abaft. 

We walked the streets just the way we had two nights before. 

Except, there was a long way to go before the night could yet dawn. 

It wasn’t 4 pm yet, but purple thunderous clouds threatening torrential downpour had obfuscated the sun. The invisible fear did a jig inside my heart. I could feel goose bumps on my arms again. 

The city was cold, spotlessly clean and clinically sterile as before. It gave the impression of having been mopped, scrubbed and washed with an obsessive energy. The strong smell of Ada’s glycerin and pine tar soap brutally assaulted my nostrils. It seemed like the whole enchilada of Everland had a different pH balance than that of other lands, and hence, had been scrubbed and rinsed clean with canine soap bars and shampoos. But that was a ludicrous thought! I was being fanciful, yet…. 

There was not a tree in sight; I’d learnt that they grew in the countryside on the outskirts of Everland. Yet the air had a pure, petrifying chastity to it, as if it had also been subjected to intensive cleaning by dog care products. I knew this wouldn’t last, that soon the air would be befouled by the reek of cheap sex emanating either from the high rise towers or the starkly painted white houses with ill-maintained lawns. The image of Jay rhythmically going in and out of Ada as she stood on all fours, assaulted my vision. This sexual position which had been nicknamed ‘Doggie’ by someone in an obvious moment of levity, struck me as especially distasteful. At the time I was on the self-torture trip, a few children had come out of one of the houses. They were neatly dressed and looked rather like British children. However, to me they were poor little unfortunates born out of a depraved union between over-sexed males and their women. I pondered on what sort of adults children brought up under such circumstances would grow up to be. Would the boys grow up to be domineering, sexist perverts? Did the little girls look forward to the day they attained puberty and have the registration collar and leash fastened around their necks? Or did they dread it? The above musings made the bile rise in my throat. As I discreetly threw up in a near-by gutter, I wondered what was happening to me. Was I become neurotic, a prude and a sex-addict all at the same time? 

‘Are you okay?’ asked Glenn kindly. 

‘Yes’ I murmured weakly. 

I looked around. The red lamps hadn’t still been switched on, throwing Everland to the mercy of shadows. Perhaps mere shadows were better than seeing the grotesque intercourse between the dark and bleeding red lights. The silence was unwavering and louder than it had been two nights ago. Yet, sneaking through the folds of it, were surreptitious unaccounted for whispers. Footsteps, heavy with menace and malintent, boomed loudly in my ears. ‘Glenn’, I whispered as we traipsed through the streets, with me trailing behind him on a leash ‘Someone is following us’. 

‘Don’t be paranoid, Jas’ Glenn laughed. So, it was my own paranoia playing up. I tried to quell its onslaught, and my husband and I continued walking down the streets. 

However, as we proceeded, the whispers turned louder. It was obvious that Glenn had heard them too. I turned around to see three powerfully-built men in slacks and tight t-shirts walking towards us. 

Though they were quite young, certain cruelness, a vile sadistic kind of an expression disfigured their features, making them look prematurely old. They were carrying colossal golf club in their hands. 

The patches of sweat on their t-shirts, especially under the arms told us that they had returned after a particularly vigorous session of golf. 

‘That’s a pretty little chick, eh?’ I heard one say to another. I sensed Glenn’s neck tense up; it was evident that he had heard them too. 

His walking pace became brisker and I had to hurry to keep up with him. 

‘Yes, all pink and comely’ said another. 

‘Wonder if her hole’s as comely’ laughed the first one ‘I’d sure love to see’. He had crossed the limit of decency, yet my lord and master hadn’t reacted. Obviously, he wanted me to keep my temper as well. 

Both of us walked on as if we hadn’t heard the perverts. 

‘We shot the ball in 18 holes at the golf course today’ said the first pervert ‘I’d now like to put my thing in  her hole 18 times’. Before I had a chance to absorb the humiliating remark, Glenn had reacted. 

He let go of my leash and proceeded to walk towards the perverts, his manly jaw clenched. Angry blood was throbbing through every exposed portion of his skin. ‘Mind your tongue!’ he snapped, punching the first man on the jaw ‘that’s my missus you’re talking about!’. 

‘Some gut the little ninny has, eh!’ said the first man banefully, nursing his punched jaw ‘but it was as gentle as a pat. Let’s give him a real fight, boys!’. They turned the full force of their libido and wrath on Glenn. It was one against three. Cruelty against kindness. 

Besides, the perverts had golf clubs. 

I winced as they brought down the clubs on Glenn. Glenn endured the blows rained on him with a stoic silence. He screamed out only when the agony became impossible to bear. As they targeted his upper body, Glenn’s humerus cracked. Then the forearm developed a chink. As they brought the brutal clubs on his legs, Glenn’s thigh bone shattered, followed by the tibia and fibula in the lower part of the legs. 

The window of one of the high-rise buildings opened. A man stuck his head out and yelled ‘Leave him alone, else I’ll call the police!’. 

The perverts left their golf clubs on the spot and fled. Glenn lay, writhing and wriggling, in a pool of his own blood. I stood around and watched helplessly. An ambulance, obviously summoned by the man who had shouted out the warning, swept into the street like a gigantic bird. The flickering red light on it screeched urgently. 

Two men, with a brisk business-like stride, got out carrying a stretcher. They carefully lifted my injured husband and put him inside. Naturally, I wanted to go along. But before I could move an inch, the men had slid the ambulance door shut and had driven away. Soon, the red flickering ambulance light became a mere speck in a distance. The screeching sound of the siren eventually faded too. 

Since I had no other choice, I started walking homewards. My intention was to take a shower, whip up a meal and take it to Glenn at the hospital. I was sure that the perverts had missed his head, so there was no chance of his having a hemorrhage. I was shaken, yet determined to see that Glenn got alright soon. 

I started walking home resolutely with my head bent down. My neck was stiff because of the collar and the leash trailed behind faithfully. I had barely walked a few miles when I was accosted by men in beige trousers, deep blue shirts and beige caps. ‘Everland Police’ they said showing their cards ‘May we ask where your master is?’

‘He has been brutally beaten up and just taken to the hospital’ I said. 

‘Well it’s illegal for a woman to walk around on her own without an escort’ they said ‘I am afraid you’ll have to come with us’. Each of them held me roughly by the arm and dragged me towards the police car. After we embarked and had travelled a kilometer, the police car drew to a stop in front of a building that said ‘Everland Animal Detention Center’. The building was the same petrifying immaculate white of the houses. The letterings in blue stood in chilling contrast. 

Since I was reluctant to go in, I was yanked inside by the policemen. 

As we walked through the eerie echoing corridors, I passed a cell bearing huge dogs. ‘Joe, take the dogs for spaying and neutering’ I heard a heftily built man tell a lanky one ‘we can’t have them breeding all over the place’. 

As we ambled on, I noticed a desolate looking group of human males sitting in a forlorn cage. My heart was palpitating wildly, yet I found my voice. ‘Who are they?’ I asked the policemen ‘what are they doing here?’

I had expected a reprimand. Much to my surprise, one of the policemen answered. ‘They’re castrated males’ he said in a gelid voice ‘Rules of Everland demand that they too be registered like you women. They are expected to wear a silver registration collar attached to a leash and are supposed to have a master. In the

absence of the above, they are put into the animal detention centre. 

If their master doesn’t claim them in three days, they are euthanized’. 

‘Is that what’s going to happen to me too?’ I swallowed uneasily. 

‘Yes’ the policeman’s voice was terse. 

I was lead to an area where I was strip-searched by two female guards above 50 to ensure that I wasn’t carrying any contraband goods. They took away my floral printed clothes and threw them into the trash bin. I expected the guards to give me a uniform just like they do in prisons, but animal detention center rules were obviously different. I was instructed to walk farther below the corridor and enter a cage as I was: naked. 

The animal cage was the most inhuman place I had ever seen. It was a pretty cramped place with a small strictly barred metallic door which was tightly latched as soon as I entered. Two hard-looking benches were poised in the front, followed by metallic bunker beds with a worn-out mattress and thin splotchy bed-sheets spread on it. 

The wall at the back was the same ghastly blinding white which seemed to be the trademark of Everland. 

I followed the direction of an unbearable stench, and saw a poorly maintained toilet bowl in a corner. I was appalled to note that it was bereft of walls and a door, or for that matter, even a make-shift curtained partition. Like in prisons, I suppose it was unimaginable for the animal detention center guards to even think of allowing inmates to go out of sight for a few minutes lest they escaped. Privacy was non-existent here; therefore, I tried to get my head around going about my ablutions in the open. 

I noticed that bunker beds were numbered. It was now that I noticed the other inmates: fearful wide eyed women who were as naked and vulnerable as I was. Our gazes met in a piteous acknowledgement of shared humiliation. They moved a little in their bunkers, as if making space for me. 

‘You’re No. 4!’ one of the detention center guards barked at me as I made my way towards the bunker beds. I climbed on top of my bunker bed and stole a peek at one of the other inmates. She was cradling a framed photo of a smiling man in her lap. ‘My master’ she told me by way of explanation ‘I was sent here after he died’. 

Dinner was soon announced. The other woman and I made a beeline towards the grim, unadorned dining area. We had to eat our thin onion soup and stale piece of bread sitting on the impersonal benches and tables, while matronly guards over-watched us like hawks. I got the queasy feeling that I would be causing greater trouble for myself if I tried to flee. Perhaps I’d be shot down on the spot. 

We queued up and numbly walked backed into our cells. The matronly guard ordered me to lie down and try to sleep. However, the mattress was too hard and full of bed bugs to facilitate restful sleep. I tossed and turned the whole night long. A well-built male guard and two tough looking elderly female guards were stationed right outside our cells. I guessed that the job attributed to them was monitoring and surveillance of the area, lest any of us tried anything

‘funny’. 

The next few days were a repetition of the same cold, monotonous routine. Never in my life had I felt as deprived of love, comfort and emotional warmth as I was now. A fear had gnawed at me since the night I had seen a woman on a leash for the first time, but, at least, Glenn had been there with me. Presently, I craved for the warmth of his body beside me and the soothing murmur of his sweet nothings in my ear. For the first time in my life, I realized how much loved him. 

My love for him was so intense that I would rather enjoy being held on a leash by him, hailing him as my master and the prospect of doing his every bidding. I sincerely wished we were together once more, but it was obviously not meant to be. 

Three days had passed and Glenn still hadn’t come to fetch me. No one had volunteered to buy me either. My fate was sealed. I was to be euthanized the next morning. 

 



Chapter 5 - Love: Breaking the Barricade of Species When I had returned to the cage after the customary thin onion soup-stale bread dinner, a Mr. Thompson, manager of the detention center, came into the cell. He was a gangling man of about 40, with a long face and a chin that was virtually non-existent. The mellowness of his balding pate was offset by lecherous piercing blue eyes which surveyed the unclad bodies of me and the other female inmates with great interest. Almost instinctively, I tried to cover myself with the thin detention cell bed sheet. 

‘Give up all the coquetry and come with me’, Thompson’s raspy voice was mocking and condescending. 

The familiar fear gripped me. Except this time, it was focused and very real. ‘I thought the execution wasn’t until tomorrow’ much to my annoyance, I had said the above in a whimpering tone. 

‘It’s not your business to ask questions’ this time his voice was curt

‘Just come along’. 

I alighted from the bunker bed and let myself be dragged deeper into the detention center. My palms were clammy and I was sweating in torrents. The perspiration made vision blurry. Something like a huge blue painted cage came into view. Before I knew it, I was pushed into it. I fell on the ground with force. As I tried to wipe the sweat off my eyes, the sharp click of the lock reached my ears. Receding footsteps told me that Thompson had gone. 

As my vision became clearer, I was surprised to note that I wasn’t alone. A number of dogs were being held prisoners in the cage too. 

Some of them were sans a collar. Others wore registered ones, but were bereft a leash: probably unregistered dogs and those without masters were brought to the detention centre and gassed just like castrated human males and women without owners. The ‘Be claimed within three days or be killed’ rule, in all probability, applied to the dogs too. Little pomeranians with fluffy fur and dainty mannerisms, 

dwarfish beagles with their generally wagging tails tucked between their legs, large German shepherds with a color alternating between rusty brown and coal black, labradors with brown nearly golden fur, miniscule daschunds with elongated sausage like bodies and wee little legs and wooly lhasa apsos with their large melting eyes and the long hay-like foppish fur scampered around the place. In keeping with the situation, the dog’s cropped or buttoned years were droopy, tails tucked between their legs and eyes full of panic. Some of them even whimpered. 

My fearful eyes surveyed and settled on one particular specimen. He was a large Great Dane with a shiny black coat and an amazingly athletic streamlined body balanced on long strong legs. I took in and savored every little detail of him: the way his braincase gave way to regally pricked ears, the panache with which his brows and whiskers grew, his short muzzle that ended in sweet-tempered lipss, the handsome way in which the magnificent body dipped and arched into withers. The Great Dane’s crest was a proud shapely one, maintaining its tension all the way up to the loin. I knew such dogs were traditional hunters: they accompanied large hunting parties to the forest and held down the game until the humans shot them. The Great Dane carried with him the same strength and loyalty of days of yore. His inscrutable coal black eyes met my own chocolate brown ones; the contact made a delightful shiver go down my spine. I felt warmth and excitement stir in my belly. 

Presently, all the dogs surrounded me, alternately whimpering and wagging their tails. I reached an arm out and patted each furry head, one by one, in a placating manner. Some stupendous sixth sense—

perhaps what they call the animal instinct--had made the dogs sentient of what was going to transpire the following day. They clearly knew that we had just that one night to live. About 12 hours later, the guards would yank us out. Subsequently, all of us would be put into the gas chamber and instructed to take deep long breaths of the poisonous gas. The deathly substance would soon permeate our bodies, making us choke and gasp for the elusive oxygen. Our eyes would pop out in a grotesque fashion and our skins would start

turning purple. And after the tremendous pain and horror, there would be the finality of death. 

We lay huddled against one another, empathy enhanced by a shared knowledge of impending catastrophe. It was horrifying, the slow menacing countdown towards stifling death, but we all had each other. Company didn’t make the imminent prospect any less grim, but softened it to a degree. 

The Great Dane came towards me, his stride regal and majestic. His inscrutable look had softened to one of gentle affability. He bent his large head down and gave my knee a lick. In the warmth of his tongue, I could feel empathy and love that knew no depths. I placed a hand on his braincase and stroked his head gently. The Great Dane whimpered. I felt an intense warmth permeating every pore of my being, making me radiant, almost resplendent. I recognized the feeling as love. A love that had transcended the barrier of kind and species. The Great Dane’s mollifying lick had had such a profound effect on me, that I felt he was my soul mate. The fact that he was trying to mollify me even when he faced the same dreary future touched the depths of my soul. I was moved enough to have tears in my eyes. ‘I know it’s bad’ I whispered in a pacifying tone, ‘but we still have each other. Going in a group is a far better prospect than dying all alone’. 

The Great Dane gave me a meaningful look. I had no idea what was going on in his mind. He licked my ear with a tenderness I had not known before. He sniffed my armpit and licked it in one sweeping movement of his long tongue. The strokes grew in strength and intensity. The Great Dane expanded his licking range to encompass my entire body. His tongue moved adjacent to my armpits and licked the undersides of my fecund breasts. I felt immensely tickled. 

Resisting the impulse to giggle, lest the detention center guards came rushing in, I pressed his large head to my bosom. We passed the long dreary night, huddled cozily and comfortingly together. 

Tomorrow was going to be sad, but for the moment I savored the sweetness of today. 

 



Chapter 6 - The Great Escape I woke up at 6 am the next day, still huddled against the Great Dane. 

The detention center guards who had been keeping close vigil and monitoring us unbeknownst to me, came in. It was the same square-jawed, heftily built male guard who had been deployed outside the women’s cell I had previously been incarcerated in. He had changed into the official uniform which consisted of khaki trousers coupled with an orange shirt, a khaki jacket and a crisp orange cap. The elderly female guards, dressed pretty much in the same sort of uniform as their colleague, followed in tow. 

‘No.4!’ the male guard yelled ‘It’s time to start preparing for your execution!’

I gave the Great Dane one parting hug and pulled myself to my feet. 

I stoically came out and let them take my arm coarsely. Then the male guard looked at me suggestively and said something that made my stomach turn with nausea. ‘So, had a good time, eh?’

‘What do you mean?’ I asked sharply. 

‘Well, all the dogs you were quarantined with were male’ he sniggered ‘so I guess you serviced them with your pussy—one night’s pleasure before the execution?’

‘You’re sick’ I spat in disgust ‘they gave me the kind of comfort you so-called humans at the detention center are incapable of. I am now confused about the definition of ‘animal’ and ‘human’. I guess the two can be used interchangeably’. 

‘So, the love between you and the huge fella there--’ he indicated the Great Dane ‘was platonic, eh?’

‘Yes, it is a soul-to-soul connection’ I said calmly ‘a beautiful thing that an animal like you is incapable of understanding’. 

‘Madam No. 4 is getting very philosophical!’ the guard rolled his eyes. Thankfully, he desisted from saying anything objectionable after that. 

I was given a ritual bath before execution. From the corner of my eye, I saw the dogs being led to another washroom. As the Great Dane passed the room I was being scrubbed in, he stopped for a moment. Our eyes met for one indescribably beautiful moment. Then he moved on with deft movements of his sleek body. The sweet feelings he had infused me with courage to embrace death in all its sadness. 

I was given a uniform consisting of a simple white shirt and trousers to cover my nakedness. Nudity was a susceptible state: the attire restored some of my original spirit. Subsequently, I was led to the breakfast hall and instructed to sit on one of the benches. I anticipated the same staple of weak soup and stale bread. Much to my surprise, one of the matronly guards came up to me and asked me what I desired for the customary last meal. ‘A goblet of wine and a cigarette’, I replied looking towards the area the dogs had been taken towards distractedly. ‘Sorry, no intoxicants’ said the woman

‘Please ask for something edible’. ‘A steak then’ I said not caring what I ate. 

I heard the sound of raw meat being thrown into the oven of the detention kitchen. As it cooked, the meat sizzled and emanated a delectable appetizing aroma. Soon, the ordered dish was kept on my table with a knife and a fork. As I dug into my steak, I thought what a pleasure it would be to share it with the Great Dane. Subsequently, the matron put a cube of sugar in my mouth, smiled wolfishly and said ‘to make death sweeter’. Chills went down my spine as I heard Thompson voice. He was instructing his underlings to replace the chair in the gas-chamber with a couch, so that the dogs and I could be gassed all at once. 

Thompson then came to fetch me. His gangling body was dressed in a worn two-piece brown suit. It smelt musty and of mothballs. 

Thompson’s chin seemed to have disappeared further into his neck. 

His hair seemed sparser than ever. Beads of perspiration glittered on his bald pate. ‘It’s a pity they had to cover you up’ he said yanking me out of the dining hall and further down the dark dingy corridor ‘I enjoyed the sight of your ripe brown-tipped tits and honey-wheat public hair’. I let out an inward sigh of disgust. This man was depraved. 

Thompson led me into a room and closed the door. It had two other exits though, one on our diagonal left and the other right opposite, so it wasn’t as if I was completely cut off from the world. The inside of the room housed another airtight chamber. It had the apocalyptic couch on it. Below the couch rested a pail of sulfuric acid. There was a lever at one side of the execution chamber. Through bookish knowledge, I knew that flicking the lever would release crystals of sodium cyanide into the pail. The sodium cyanide would react with the sulfuric acid; the chemical reaction would release hydrogen cyanide gas. The Great Dane, other dogs and I would be forced to inhale the lethal gas and come to a pathetic painful end. 

‘Don’t be scared’ said Thompson in a menacingly soft voice ‘you’ll drift away easily as into a sweet, soothing sleep. …Meanwhile, we have one hour to ourselves, before the execution. How about having a little fun before: a tete-a-tete--just me and you?’ He put his bony palm on my shoulders and caressed it in a circular motion. So, this man had sexual assault on his mind. This, I hadn’t anticipated. I speculated if I should scream for help or keep quiet. Then my peripheral vision revealed that the Great Dane and the other dogs were standing outside the second exit. The collars that had encased a few of their necks had been removed, probably when they were given a bath. 

I resisted my urge to scream or strike Thompson across the face. 

Instead, I stretched my lips into a sickly sweet smile. Thompson took this as an invitation to press his leathery lips on my rose bud mouth. 

He forced his long forked tongue into it. It was like having a slimy snake in one’s oral interiors. Thompson tasted of vinegar and garlic, yet I pretended to enjoy the kiss. His fingers had slid into my trousers

and had reached for my slit through the throng. Thompson massaged my vulva lips, walls and clit vigorously as his tongue continued assaulting my delicate mouth. He let go of my mouth and slid his rubbery mouth against the side of my neck. He bit it hard leaving a prominent teeth mark. I bit my lip hard and resisted the urge to cry out. The longer Thompson was kept occupied, the better. 

I heard the sound of his pants unzipping. Before long he brought a gargantuan penis out and slid it into me. He thrust in and out with such speed that every bone in my bone rattled. Thankfully, he ejaculated outside of me. I couldn’t bear the prospect of being pregnant with this scoundrel‘s child. 

Then he looked at me and his penis meaningfully. I deliberately refused to take the hint. Thompson reluctantly articulated his thoughts ‘I know I am big’ he said ‘but I didn’t let it out for air you know’. 

I enclosed my mouth around his penis. At first, I sucked it gently, and then increased the strength of my sucking. Thompson started jerking his hips back and forth at such top speed, it was as if he was fucking my mouth just like my vagina. I withheld the urge to gag and choke, and bore the ordeal with a brave face. I clandestinely stole a look at a clock on the mantel piece. There were ten more minutes to go for the execution. 

The Great Dane sprung to action. He made a dashing entry, barking and growling banefully. He had curled his lips up and was baring his incisors at Thompson for all they were worth. His streamlined body was stiff, tense, and ready to attack. Thompson, who was overconfident with the dogs while they were locked and bared, now cowered in fear. He opened his mouth to yell, but just a gruff little sound emerged. 

I took the chance to spit his hideous penis out and straighten my clothes. Meanwhile, my canine friend had plunged himself headlong on Thompson. Owing the speed at which the Great Dane had sprinted before throwing himself on Thompson, the manager fell

backwards. The Great Dane was all vengeance now, mauling, scratching and biting Thompson on every inch of his exposed skin. 

He saw the hideous, now drooping semen encased organ sticking out outside the manager’s trousers. The Great Dane’s jaws closed on it in sharply. In one rapacious snap, he had bitten the manager’s genitals off. 

Thompson howled loud enough to rouse the entire country of Everland. The guards hadn’t yet come; I figured they must still be on their lunch break. However, we hadn’t a moment to lose. ‘Let’s go’ I gesticulated to my soul-mate, sprinting towards the door. He seemed to understand and followed at my heels. However, the other dogs needed more prompting. I let out a shrill whistle to mobilize them into the room. Once they were inside, I dashed out through the third exit. 

The Great Dane and the other dogs followed. 

My piercing whistle had alerted the guards. I could hear the sound of footsteps behind me. If we decided to go through the main entrance, it would be a matter of time before the guards caught up with us. As I was wondering what to do, the Great Dane stood in front of what appeared to be a wall and wagged his tail excitedly. ‘It’s a cul de sac, dear’ I said indulgently ‘we are barking up the wrong tree or rather, wall’. However, the Great Dane didn’t budge. I went and inspected the wall. Lo! It had a door painted in the same color on it. A secret exit! I should have guessed animal instinct never goes wrong! 

The dogs and I traversed through the cool length of the tunnel, while the doltish guards looked for us in the scorching heat above. The tunnel wasn’t the best lit place, but the light was adequate for me to see. The dogs made their way principally on the basis of smell and sound. After sauntering inside for about two kilometers we finally saw daylight at the end of the dark tunnel! 

We emerged to find ourselves on the main road. The day was clear and the sun was beaming in all its glory. Long-grasses that grew at the side of the road caressed my leg from above the thin trousers. 

Light breeze wafted. A brand new evening had been presented to us. 

The Great Dane and I walked in companionable silence, while the other dogs followed. The light breeze that blew pushed his long ears backwards giving him an adorable relaxed look. The lip that I had hitherto seen only in fear, tension and aggression, had relaxed into a serene, affable expression. In a gesture that made my heart leap with delight, the Great Dane turned his magnificent face towards me. 

The coal black eyes that met mine were melting. His entire untainted soul and tender sentiments for me were reflected through those enormous dark pools. No words were exchanged, but much was said. 

Apart from love, my heart swelled with pride and gratitude. Pride at the way the hunting dog had jumped to my defense. Gratitude, because the Great Dane had saved me and all the other dogs from a horrifying death. 

The road led on, but the countryside appeared to its right. It was an expanse of meadow which was followed by a forest area after 100

meters or so. The dense brambles and other shrubs that grew at its entrance prevented me from seeing far, but I could tell that banyan, eucalyptus and thick mahogany trees grew inside. From the sight of the varied species of birds that flew on top, I could tell that there was a stream or a lake inside. The skies above the meadows were blue, tinged with pink and orange evening clouds. 

I saw the dogs cross the rocky downhill path, dash across the meadows and disappear into the forested area. But the Great Dane didn’t budge from my side. It was clear that he wished to accompany me. My love for him and desire to take him with me wrestled with the unselfish thought of wishing that he lived in an idyllic habitat, one he was most comfortable in. In one sweeping generous gesture, I decided that he should go. I bend down and enclosed him in a fierce hug. His furry muzzle grazed the side of my soft cheek. Then in one fluid movement, he ran into the meadows and disappeared into the deep mysterious forests. 



 

Chapter 7 - Surrendered to the Lord and Master The last rays of the sun pierced my eyes before merging into twilight. 

My delicate feet ached from too much walking without footwear. I wondered how Glenn was doing. The thugs had beaten him quite badly, so I guessed he was still in the hospital. However, I didn’t know which hospital in Everland Glenn had been admitted to. 

Wandering throughout Everland brought within its territory its own dangers; I was apprehensive of being caught again for walking about on my own without a master. 

Just when I was contemplating my next step, I had a brainwave! The Everland Broadcasting Station at Borough 5! Once there, I could kill two birds with one stone: broadcast my story of sexual harassment at the hands of Thompson as well as let Glenn know where I was so that he could come and fetch me. There was no way I could go to the police station because, in the absence of a master, the cops would arrest me again and send me back to the detention center. 

I climbed the tube, fervently hoping that no cops would get on it. 

However, I wasn’t so lucky. Just when the tube had halted two stops before Borough 5, I saw the flash of a navy blue trouser leg. A cop! I had to think on my feet and fast! I saw a tall, stoutly built guy beside me, standing and clutching one of the overhead bars for support. I moved close to him, probably smelling of my desperation! The guy took his cue. He caught hold of the leash around my neck and made light-hearted conversation with me. The cop who’d come in, gazed at us for a split second before moving on. I heaved a sigh of relief when he got off at the next station. I had managed to hoodwink him. 

‘Thank you’ I said to the guy who’d come to my rescue and he gave me that ‘Sure, anytime’ look. When Borough 5 arrived, I smiled and said ‘So, this is where I get off’, and he let go of my leash and wished me luck. The Everland broadcasting station wasn’t a great distance from the tube station; I walked stealthily, camouflaging myself in the shadows and the red light. Once again, the smell of

impeccable superbly-sanctimonious cleanliness of the city engulfed me. 

The tall intricate telecommunications antennae soon came into view. 

I walked a few yards to come across a huge building in unadorned white, with the letters ‘Everland Broadcasting Radio and Television Station’ written on it in dark golden letters. The security guard at the gate asked me who I wanted to see and what the purpose of my visit was. ‘I’d like to see the director please’ I told him earnestly ‘and what I want to convey is...er… a bit delicate. I hope you understand’. 

‘Follow me’ said the guard not asking any more questions. 

I was lead across the front hall and asked to take a seat. I sat down on one of the yellow chairs and waited for the director. Before long, a woman came to greet me. She was about 55, dressed in a bright red two-piece suit with a cream colored shirt. She had a bright cheerful square face, with high cheek bones. The eyes that glittered from underneath those trimmed brows were grey and kind. Her ash-blonde hair was cropped into a practical bob. Her feet were encased in practical nude pumps. She wore studs on her ears and a platinum collar around her neck. 

‘Hey there, I am Betty Moore’ she extended a congenial hand ‘what can I do for you?’

‘I had a complaint to make on air’ I said ‘a revelation of sorts’. 

Going by my grim tone, Betty Moore guessed it was a grave charge. 

‘What happened?’ he voice was quiet and empathetic. I narrated my tale from beginning to end. ‘Well, that’s too bad’ Betty remarked

‘sexual assault is unacceptable under any circumstances’. Then she went on to say that they were shooting a live episode of a talk show called ‘Crossing a Line’ in about an hour. The programme, Betty said, discussed and broadcast incidents involving human rights violations. She asked her assistant to take me inside and make me presentable enough to be on television. 

The assistant took me to the broadcasting station shower cubicle. As I witnessed Thompson’s thick jelly-like muck get off my body, linger on the surface of the water before being sucked in by the all-consuming drain, I felt purified. The Great Dane had already taught him a lesson by biting his vitals off, now I was going to teach him a second. 

Betty Moore’s assistant had me dressed in a crisp white shirt, a figure-hugging beige skirt and white high heels. The golden collar with my registration number and the matching leash, my perennial accessories, were asked to remain where they were. The assistant combed my honey-wheat hair and let it frame by heart-shaped face in tender ringlets. She added a bit of powder and soft natural colored lipstick and said ‘I am going to touch your face up a little bit, but not much. You’ve got to look innocent and vulnerable to gain maximum public sympathy’. I understood. Looking into the camera like a naïve frightened gazelle would wrench people’s hearts and make Thompson’s crime appear especially heinous. If I went in front of the camera dolled up in say bright-blue eye shadow, my cheeks suspiciously rosy with blush and artificially- reddened lips, the public would roll its eyes and say ‘But she looks like a cheap little hooker! 

Must have seduced the manager, not assaulted!’

Betty More peeked into the makeup room and asked ‘Ready?’ in amiable tones. I nodded in affirmation. I was taken into the television studio: a bright room with glaring artificial overhead lights and several cameras zooming in and out. Betty asked me not to be nervous, all I had to do was be myself and tell my story ‘I am your talk show host, so you don’t have to worry’ she said reassuringly

‘apart from you, I am going to have Greg Bentley, a famous human rights lawyer and Rob Turner, the minister in charge of women and children’s welfare in Everland. The show will open with my asking you questions; all you have to do is answer honesty and to the point. 

After that, you can leave the coach and go back stage and I’ll continue discussing the issue of sexual harassment/assault with my other guests’. 

‘Yes’ I said and took my place on the couch. The cameras zoomed in on me for a close up. Then the other two guests, fortyish gentlemen in formal pinstriped suits, emerged from backstage and took their seats beside me. They gave me a congenial grin and I reciprocated. 

The director yelled ‘Start!’. The cameras started rolling. ‘Tell me, Jasmine, what happened to you at Everland Animal Detention Center today?’ Betty had decided to open directly with a question. 

I looked straight at the camera and told, with a most susceptible expression on the face and earnest tone of voice, everything: Thompson’s salacious ogling, his sexually colored remarks and the final, unforgivable act: sexual assault and forced oral sex starting from about 45 minutes before the time the execution was scheduled at. I told the television camera how Thompson had grabbed, forced himself on me and even coerced me into giving him a blow job. The vicious teeth marks on my neck, a testimony to Thompson’s raw primeval lust, drew a shocked gasp from Betty and the two guests. 

Betty asked me a few more questions in her most empathetic tone and asked me to go backstage. 

Once there, I was in for the greatest surprise of my life. Glenn waited for me backstage. His right arm and left leg were in a cast, there was a long bandage running across one side of his cheek and he was in a wheel-chair. Yet he hadn’t lost the impish look in his eye and that sexy predatory devilish smile. So, his spirit was intact! I was pacified; Glenn was going to recover soon. 

‘I was admitted to a hospital here in Borough 5, baby’ he said softly

‘saw you on television and came to fetch you’. 

‘Ain’t I glad to see my master’ I said throwing my arms around him. 

‘Easy easy, my puppy dog!’ said Glenn affectionately ‘I am a wounded soldier!’

‘You won’t be one for long’ I said meaning every word ‘I’ll nurse you back to heath’. 

For the next few months, I served Glenn 24x7. Since the plaster had to be on all the time to maintain the alignment of the fused bones, he wasn’t allowed much movement. I saw to it that a cold compress was applied to the injured area every fifteen minutes to see to it that the swelling subsided. But I took care to do it without getting the concerned area wet. While he was due to bathe, I covered Glenn’s cast-covered arm and leg in polythene with a Velcro strap, so that water wouldn’t seep into the cast. Leaving the area susceptible to mould and fungi would only prolong the recovery. 

When I wasn’t attending to Glenn’s immediate needs, I was in the kitchen preparing whatever he ordered me to make. At other times, I happily washed dishes, did the laundry and ironed clothes with the registration collar around my neck. The registration collar was my greatest aphrodisiac in recent times. It felt good to know that I belonged to Glenn totally and completely, that he was my lord, master and future provider in every sense of the term. He would provide for me and I would serve him in return. It was the most beautiful system of mutual interdependence. He’d bring in the money and I’d give him food, love and babies whenever he decided to plant one in me. 

Our sex lives flourished in spite of Glenn’s being in a cast. He’d take me at anytime of the day, anywhere and anyhow and I didn’t mind one little bit. Being taken and used to my master’s satisfaction was the most pleasurable thing I experienced ever since I came to Everland. On some nights, when he was too exhausted to make love, Glenn would place a huge manly hand on my breasts or in between my legs, give his trademark devilish grin and say ‘I, my lady, have full and complete owner ship of these!’. 

‘Indisputably, my lord’ I would say in my most tantalizing tone. The huskiness of it would make Glenn grow hard and increase his libido levels to such an extent that he’d grab me and have torrid sex. All I could do during such times was moan and thank my lucky stars. 

Since I couldn’t go out all by myself without getting caught and being sent to the detention center, Glenn accompanied me wherever I

went. It became a regular feature for us to go to the pubs, discos, eateries or just shopping in Everland with Glenn on the wheel chair with me pushing him from behind. I’d still have the mandatory collar around my neck that Glenn would tightly grasp in his good arm, to show his proprietorship over me. And I was more than happy to be his property. 

A few months later, Glenn recovered completely. He could walk well and independently, without even having to depend on crutches for more than two weeks. He had lost some of the weight he’d put on during the convalescence period and was, once more, his trim, taut self. The way his 6’3 body poised itself made me go weak in the knees. My nubile drooping femininity offset his virility to perfection. 

Whenever we went out, with him smartly marching on ahead leading me on the leash, people turned to stare admiringly. Glenn and I made a great-looking couple and everyone thought so. I felt great warmth flooding my heart. 

Just when we were coming out of a park after a particularly memorable evening, I noticed a man. He was vaguely familiar, yet so changed that I couldn’t place him. His crimson face was contorted in an all-consuming anger. His weak jaw was tense and a blue-green vein throbbed at its edge. The eyes alternately flashed and screwed into mean little slits. He clenched his hands into fists and crouched forward towards me threateningly. Something about the gangling body and long chinless face rang a bell. It aroused sleeping memories of the baneful dark precincts of the animal detention center where a monster had made me kiss his garlicky mouth and suck his cock just minutes before my scheduled execution….Thompson. 

I realized I had said the name out aloud, when the enraged monster advanced further, his weak mouth quivering and given to unintelligible slurring. As my ears adjusted to the seemingly nonsensical syllables, I made sense of what he was saying. 

‘Some pluck you had, you bitch!’ Thompson spat ‘hoodwinking me and absconding with the dogs!’

I merely rolled my eyes in response. ‘Let’s go, Glenn’ I told my husband who’d stopped in confusion ‘we seem to have an imbecile here’. 

‘Great gall you have, succubus, to call me an imbecile…’

Thompson’s face was so red that I thought he was going to have a heart attack. Then, picking up the thread of thought he had originally wished to confront me with, he said ‘I saw you on air. What did you mean by the sexual assault allegation? You liked the sex as much as I did and that’s the gospel truth!’

‘You can’t push a woman to a desperate end and claim it’s the gospel truth’ I said getting angry in my turn. My eyes started tearing at the memory of Thompson violating me just a few minutes before I was due to be gassed. Spurred on by my anguish, I asked ‘which woman in her right mind would enjoy sex just a few minutes before she is due to be killed?’ A small crowd had gathered around us by this time. I appealed to them and repeated ‘tell me, ladies and gentlemen, which woman?’

‘It is too bad’ the people clucked their tongues. I raised an inward arm in victory. Public sympathy was, clearly, on my side. 

‘Ha!’ snorted Thompson sardonically ‘I am sure you don’t want to admit that you enjoyed fucking another man in front of--’ he indicated the dazed Glenn and said ‘in front of your master’. 

Thompson’s observation gave me a brilliant idea. ‘Yes, I have a master’ I said defensively ‘a master I am registered under….where is your owner? For that matter, where is your registration collar? I can’t see it. Nor do I see a leash’. 

There was a stark silence. I could see fear replace Thompson’s anger. ‘What do you mean, woman?!’ he put on a show of demanding. His weak chin, though, was cowering in fright. 

‘You know very well what I mean’ I said, my eyes glinting dangerously. 

The public antennae had gone up. They knew that Thompson had done something that defied the rules of Everland. They patiently waited for me to elaborate. 

‘Brothers and sisters’ I said addressing them ‘this man is castrated. 

Yet he’s roaming about bereft of a collar, leash or master. Tell me, is that ethical?’

There was an active buzz in the crowd. People exchanged outraged glances. A policeman who was passing by came to check out what the hullaballoo was about. Someone told him that I had insinuated that Thompson was a castrated male. 

‘Well, there’s only one way to check out’ the officer shrugged and yanked down Thompson’s pants and underwear in one neat movement. The healed stub on the crotch where his penis should have been revealed I had been speaking the truth. 

‘Bastard’ the officer said in an icy voice ‘the audacity you have to break state laws!’. 

Thompson just whimpered in response. The officer ordered him to pull his pants up. Thompson obliged like an indentured slave. Seeing him so shamed and submissive gave me great kicks. Subsequently, the officer handcuffed Thompson and drove him off to be imprisoned in the same animal detention center he was the manager of. I couldn’t imagine a greater ignominy for a man. 

Glenn and I passed a blissful year together. I was more than delighted with the consensual shift of power between us. I relived the moment at the registrar’s office when Glenn had tied the collar around my neck, marking me as his slave for life. Being Glenn’s property or chattel gave me an unrivalled satisfaction. I fervently wished the state had conducted an elaborate ceremony following my being collared, celebrating my perpetual devotion to my master. I wish, that in addition to the mandatory registration details, the collar was inscribed with my vows to Glenn. 

Glenn controlled every aspect of life. He wanted me to develop a sweet, peaceful, docile, ultra-feminine temperament, therefore allowed me to eat only simple vegetarian food. Therefore, over the next few months, I chewed on greens, veggies and fruits and became as calm and bovine as an herbivore. The vegetarian diet had slimmed my waist down too; Glenn ordered that I wear transparent see-through clothes so that he could see that cute oblong little navel on my flat stomach. I was more than happy to oblige and we went shopping for suitable tops, skirts and dresses. 

Glenn revealed to me that he never liked my hair braided or piled on top of my head like it often was, and directed me to let my honey-wheat curls free to fall up to the waist in loose waves. I was more than ecstatic to oblige. Glenn finally made use of his accounts degree he had studied for as Moira and got a job in a firm. I stayed at home and did all the chores my master instructed me to do: cooking, cleaning, scrubbing, ironing clothes to name a few. Glenn usually charted out my schedule for the day, which I was supposed to follow only in a particular order that it was meant to be executed. 

Glenn wanted me to think only of him, and I did that. He wanted me to speak mostly to him; I was more than happy to. He wanted me to sleep only with him; that went without saying. Living like this brought a wholesome peace into the house and eliminated chances of even an occasional quarrel that we used to have. Life became a haven of everything beautiful and glorious. 

If I inadvertently erred in any way, Glenn had the right to reprimand or forbid me from having a meal that day. In case the transgression was an especially severe one, he had the right to spank me. It was so euphoric, submitting to the original order of nature where the man, the natural dominant, was the indisputable master and the wife, the passive sexual partner, was a slave. 

Sadly, bliss is not permanent. There came a point when I’d developed an unhealthy addiction to violence and deliberately committed transgressions in order to be punished. I found Glenn’s gentle admonitions and pat-on-the-cheek spankings grossly

inadequate to quench my thirst to be insulted and injured. I wished to be chained even when in the house. I hungered to be called ‘a bitch, slut and a whore’. I ached to be flogged, branded and ravished by my master. 

My acute masochistic tendencies became the reason for Glenn’s distress. ‘Honey’ he said, his wide generous mouth set in a disapproving line ‘this insanity is overtaking our lives. It isn’t healthy’. 

‘These are the rules of Everland, master’ I gently reminded him. 

‘They are, but I think we’re crossing limits’ he said. 

‘The state will be happier’ I said ‘in fact, Everlanders would want to take a leaf out of our notebook if they came to know about our personal lifestyle’. 

‘I don’t know, honey’ said Glenn still unconvinced. He sat smoking in a pensive, almost brooding manner. Puffs of smoke escaped his abstracted lips periodically. I sat silently, without interrupting, waiting for him to speak again. 

‘You know I was a feminist as Moira’ he finally spoke ‘an upholder of women’s rights. That was why I suggested we come to Everland in the first place, because I wanted to live as a man. I wanted both of us to be equal. However, inflicting the torture I was against on a woman makes me feel like a hypocrite’. 

‘The torture is sweet’ I humbly pointed out ‘I love it. My body is no longer mine, but yours to do as you please’. 

‘Then I don’t wish to harm it’. 

‘Glenn!’

‘Sorry, Jasmine’ he said ‘but this isn’t working out’. 

‘Then what do you suggest?’ I asked quietly. 

‘That we go back to England’

It was not my place to argue with him. ‘Yes, master’ I said as a feeling of melancholy flooded my heart. 





Chapter 8 - A Second Chance to Love There was not a tree in sight, yet the air had a cold, almost frightening chastity to it. The city was a concrete jungle with one skyscraper vying to tower over another. In spite of the plentitude of red bulbs and similar-hued streetlamps all around the city, it was dark and encased in grim shadows. In many a place, the shadows merged with the eerie blood-like light in a ghastly intercourse. The silence, clamorous in its conspicuousness, was the most disturbing thing about the Everland. Or perhaps, it was overtaken by the dank musty smell of sex that abruptly penetrated and pounded the chastity of the air. 

In spite of the above peculiarities, I had come to love Everland. It was a city after my dreams, where I got transformed into a female and explore my womanhood to the utmost by servicing my man. 

Therefore, it was with a feeling of great sorrow that I went to one of the umpteen railway stations leaving for our picturesque village in England. Glenn and my belongings were packed; he carried my bag as well. As I handed him my little suitcase I felt a lugubrious feeling in my heart. I’d never wear those soft feminine clothes again. My feet would never be sexily arched up in ultra-feminine high heels or be caressed by velvety pumps. I’d have to go through the daily ordeal of living with a grotesque penis between my legs. My well-endowed bosom, which was my most cherished feature as a woman, would be as flat as my belly again. The long honey-wheat tresses that kissed my waist would mercilessly have to be chopped off unless I wanted to risk being called ‘a pansy’ by my guy pals. And the coppery rust of menstrual blood would never ever again stain my thighs again. 

Against 31 years of being a man, I had just two years experience being a woman, yet my acclimatization to my new gender was so total and complete that I dreaded the prospect of being male again. 

Yet, for as long as we were on the soils of Everland, Glenn was the master, and I, his indentured slave had no choice but to obey him. 

The train arrived and I got in, ready to bid goodbye to the splendorous country which had given me so much by ostensibly depriving me of my freedom. I turned to give Glenn one large beseeching glance, but his jaw was set. He had made his mind up. 

There was no changing it. I was in agony. 

I sat in a wakeful stupor through our train journey back to our village. 

In a déjà vu experience of what I’d gone through, we passed the coasts of Brighton and Bournemouth and the cobblestones of Oxford. We reached the confidential little station that had a prominent white board with ‘Station to Everland’ inscribed on it in dark blue letters. I alighted with a feeling of melancholy. We had reached at 3 am, the time we had set out for Everland at. Like the day on our journey to Everland, the station had not a single passenger. As we passed the ticket counter, the old lady gave us a sad woebegone look. Glenn ignored her, but I met her look with my own sad gaze. 

As we walked uphill, Glenn turned to me, gesticulated towards my neck and said ‘You might want to take that off. It’s unusual for anyone to be awake yet, but in case someone happens to be and they notice, it’ll draw unnecessary attention’. It was now that I realized that I was still wearing my No.99 registration collar affixed to a leash. I had got so used to it, that I hadn’t felt its weight at all. As I unclasped it, I felt a sharp woe pierce my heart. It felt as if I was breaking my loyalty, commitment and sacred marriage woes to Glenn, indeed, it felt as bad as being adulterous. I desisted from mentioning my feelings to Glenn lest he accused me of over-reacting and walked the rest of the way home with a heavy heart. 

The picturesque countryside with its verdant meadows, archaic monuments, old castles, memorials, fairy tale villages and even the lush roses growing by the side of the street no longer held any beauty for me. What was the use of natural beauty, I reasoned, when one would be forced to give up one’s gorgeous female body in a few hours? If given a choice, I would have chosen the stark, sterile setting of Everland to England because it was a setting that had

rendered itself insipid so that  my beauty and femininity could blossom. But in a few hours….alas! 

Our Brick and stone cottage with the white thatched roof came into view. In the absence of people to trim it, the rushes, creepers and the rose shrub had grown wildly. The roses were unnaturally bright under the artificial yellow light. This was supposed to be ‘home’, but I was no longer filled with joy at the prospect of coming back to it. The word ‘home’ evoked a wholly different set of images now: stark white walls, bleak white window panes and the ghostly white curtains that fluttered as the disinfectant-reeking breeze blew…. 

Glenn unlocked our house and let us in. Everything remained as it was: the fireplace, ebony furniture and the wash basin where I remembered Moira standing, with her back to me, itching in, all earnestness, for a fight…. 

I stripped and flung myself on the bed. Tears of desolation ran down my face. I cried myself to sleep. When I woke up, a good 24 hours later, I found myself naked in Juan’s ugly body. The flaccid penis in between my legs looked especially hideous today; I unpacked Glenn’s belongings and helped myself to an under wear. I felt my face and found my beard much grizzled and in desperate need of a shave. I salvaged the shaving kit from Glenn’s belongings and dragged myself to the bathroom. In one savage stroke, I tried to shave off all traces of the distressing beard, an unsavory reminder of the gender I didn’t want to belong to. I cut myself. The nip on my cheek bled and a droplet of blood fell on the ground. 

‘You’ve made a goddamn mess again’ a familiar nagging tone, the memory of which was stored in the deepest abyss of my brain, sounded at the door. I turned to take in my petite wife, dressed in her usual pastel shades, giving me the usual discontented look ‘You’ve slept for one whole fucking day’ she said accusingly ‘and I haven’t had a wink of sleep since we’ve arrived. Besides, it’s been raining incessantly from the moment we came in. It’s really terrible to be cooped inside’. 

I looked outside. Sure enough, the rain was coming down in torrents, giving no indications of letting up. I had banked on going out and working myself to death on the farm, the ranch and the garden to forget my dysphoria, but the weather had wrecked all my plans. I just sat in the front room and cried for two whole days, listening to the monotonous pit-pat of the interminable rain. ‘Don’t yowl, Juan’ said Moira peevishly ‘It’s so sissy in a man!’ She sat on the couch in brooding silence, smoking one cigarette after another. The old sulky look had returned. 

‘Well, I am sure we’ll both feel better when the sun comes out’ I said trying to sound cheerful. 

‘Maybe’ she said in between letting out sulky swirls of smoke. 

The sun came out the next day. I worked one whole day at the ranch, tended to cows, horses and the overgrown garden. Moira busied herself making steak and clattering around with pots and pans. When I returned home in the night, she was as sulky as ever. 

‘Juan’ she looked at meaningfully ‘are you thinking what I am thinking?’. 

‘Yes, Master Glenn’ I said ‘I very much am’. 

Returning to Everland and my female body was inexplicable bliss. 

Merely recalling it makes me go wet between the legs. Soon, my golden collar was retrieved and fastened around my neck. The leash was clasped where it belonged. And I experienced the incomparable bliss of serving, being owned, ordered and controlled for the next five years until Glenn died of a sudden heart attack. 

He was thirty-five. But a heart-attack can kill very young people nowadays. The feeling of desolation I experienced at his loss couldn’t ever be expressed. I was so accustomed to being owned, at having a master, that I couldn’t envisage an independent existence. 

It wouldn’t be wrong to say that I felt anchorless. 

The neighbors organized Glenn’s funeral. They contacted the pastor and booked a church. All eyes in Everland turned to stare at me as I walked into the church wearing black widow’s weeds and the golden registration collar around my neck. ‘Poor Jasmine’ they whispered among themselves ‘in the absence of a master, she’ll be euthanized in three days’. The stark truth of the statement hit me in full force. In three days I’d be dead—murdered, rather. I vaguely wondered what death would feel like. 

Everyone who knew Glenn read short poems and speeches in his honor. I was asked to give a eulogy in which I spoke of where Glenn had grown up, what his hobbies and interests had been, how honest his nature was and what an asset to society he had been. However, I dedicated a principal part of my eulogy to what Glenn had meant to me and the unusual, unconventional and the supremely loving nature of relationship we’d shared after having come to Everland. I spoke about how by being collared and chained by him, submitting and surrendering to his every desire, by dressing and behaving the way he had wanted me to, I’d renounced my ego, pride and ultimately, the burden of an identity. As the Lord above had preached, my husband had been my master on earth, my philosopher and spiritual guide. In subjugating myself to him, I had divested myself of all identity and become one with him. 

By the time I had finished my eulogy, all the women at the service were dabbing their eyes, marveling at the sublime love that had existed between me and Glenn and vowing to be as devoted to their masters as I had been to mine. As Glenn’s body was taken away, I came home in my black widow’s weeds and sunk down on the couch. With the passing away of Glenn, I almost felt deprived of a physical existence. I sat for an eternity, fondling the registration collar and the adjoined leash that aptly defined my existence and relations with the departed one. ‘From ashes to ashes, dust to dust….’ the lines the pastor had read out at the service reverberated in my ears. 

In three days time, I would be a part of the earth too. Perhaps, it was for the best. I couldn’t envisage an existence independent of a master, a soul mate…... 

Just then, I heard a sound at the door. It sounded like a gentle bark…but was I imagining it? Perhaps grief had made me fanciful. 

Just when I was about to dismiss my thoughts as delusional, I heard it again. The bark was stronger and more insistent this time. 

I opened the door and was greeted by a sight that I had to pinch myself to believe. I was met with the sight of a black shiny streamlined body with regal upright ears, dignified whiskers and an adorable short muzzle that ended in a sweetly curved lip. The pools of his dark melting eyes that met my teary chocolate-brown ones were full of love and empathy. ‘Darling!’, I bent down and enclosed the Great Dane in a tight embrace ‘I never thought I’d see you again!’ In response, the Great Dane turned his large head sideways and licked my cheek. The soft, mollifying lick had a profoundly soothing effect on me. I felt intense warmth permeating every pore of my being, making me resplendent even in my sorrow. I recognized this feeling as love—love that had transcended the surface barrier of kind and species. I had loved Glenn and had grown spiritually through our physical intercourse, but this was a different kind of a love. A soul-to-soul one. And both kinds of love could harmoniously co-exist in one person. 

I stood up and wiped my tears. The Great Dane tugged at my weeds, urging me outside the gate. I knew what my destiny was: to go wherever he took me. I followed him through tarred roads until we reached a familiar meadow. 

I stood still for a moment regarding the beauty of the clouds over the banyan and the eucalyptus trees. Then I followed y soul-mate through the meadows and disappeared with him into the deep, mysterious forests. 



 The End

Introduction and Character Profile Introduction: 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? 



Characters

Juan/Jasmine: is the protagonist of the story. At the beginning, he is a robust 31 year old man of 5’11, with honey-wheat hair and chocolate brown eyes. He owns a farm and a ranch and enjoys deer-hunting, shooting, raising thoroughbreds etc. He loves his wife to distraction, but finds that she is unhappy in England. 

After going to Everland, Juan transforms into a beautiful big-breasted, long-legged woman called Jasmine. Jasmine is happy being collared and held on a leash by her master. Her destiny

changes when she is put in an animal detention center with a male Great Dane. The two of them fall in love. However, Jasmine’s love for the canine coexists with her love for her master. 

Moira/Glenn: is the petite wife of Juan. With her small oval face, petite 5’4 frame and dark hair, she is extremely feminine-looking. 

However, it is clear that she is unhappy with her gender. Moira suggests to Juan that both of them go to a country called Everland, where people are changed into members of the opposite sex. Juan accedes. Once there, Moira finds herself transformed into a tall (6’3), strong, handsome young man with a deep voice. Comfortable with his gender identity, Glenn is now able to love his partner more fully. 

Glenn gets brutally beaten up when trying to protect his wife. He is admitted to hospital with broken bones. Meanwhile, Jasmine is taken to an animal detention center from which she escapes. Glenn recognizes Jasmine when she is on a TV programme called

‘Crossing a Line’ and comes to fetch her from the broadcasting station. Glenn eventually starts getting uncomfortable with Jasmine’s increasing masochistic tendencies and suggests that they return to England. They do so only to come back to Everland after a few days where they live until Glenn dies of a heart attack five years later. 

The Great Dane: is Jasmine’s soul-mate. He is handsome, with a beautiful black streamlined body and loving liquid black eyes. When Jasmine is put in a cage with him at the animal detention center, the Great Dane licks to comfort her. The detention center intends to gas them to death the next day; the two find solace in lying huddled against each other the entire night. A beautiful soul-to-soul love, transcending superficial barriers of kind and species, develops between the two. After saving Jasmine’s life (and his own), the Great Dane disappears into a forest. After Glenn’s death six years later, he is at Jasmine’s door. He leads her to the forest where the two spend the rest of their lives blissfully. 

Thompson: is the cruel, lecherous manager of Everland Animal Detention Center. He is about 40, is gangling, has a long chinless face, a balding head and piercing blue eyes. He is so cold that he

coaxes Jasmine into having sex with him just minutes before her scheduled execution. The Great Dane subsequently bites his genitals off and Jasmine escapes with the dogs. She subsequently accuses Thompson of sexual assault on a TV programme called

‘Crossing a Line’. When Thompson comes across Jasmine at a public park a few months later, he advances towards her to retaliate against the allegation she made against him on TV. The two are caught in a heated exchange of words. The hullaballoo attracts a sizeable crowd. Jasmine loudly tells everyone that Thompson is a castrated male. A policeman who is passing by hears her, yanks Thompson’s pants down to discover that Jasmine is telling the truth. 

Since it is mandatory for castrated males of Everland to be registered and wear a registration collar around their necks and Thompson is bereft of one, the cop arrests him. Thompson is taken to the same animal detention center he is the manager of and is imprisoned there. He now faces the same grim future Jasmine and the dogs once did. 

Denise: is a 70 year old benign-looking woman with thick salt and pepper hair. Since she is above 50, Denise wears a platinum collar, but doesn’t have to be leashed and owned by a master anymore. 

She is the guardian of her 22 year old granddaughter, Ada. Denis invites Jasmine home and explains the rules of Everland to her over tea. 

Ada: is the 22 year old granddaughter of Denise. She is dark-haired and pretty. Ada is collared, leashed and owned by Denise. After Denise’s death, Ada faces the grim future of being euthanized. 

Jay: is the man employed to groom Ada. He is in his early 20s, is cheerful and has a slightly pimpled face. The sight of him bathing Ada and brushing her hair simultaneously appalls and arouses Jasmine. 

Betty Moore: is the 55 year old director of Everland Broadcasting Station and host of the talk show ‘Crossing a Line’. Betty has a cheerful bright square face with high cheekbones, short ash blonde hair and kind grey eyes. Like all women over 50, Betty wears a

platinum collar around her neck. When Jasmine approaches her after escaping from the animal detention center, Betty puts her on a show called ‘Crossing a Line’ and urges Jasmine to narrate her story of sexual assault without any fear. Putting Jasmine on television enables Glenn to locate his wife and come and fetch her from the broadcasting station. 

Greg Bentley: A famous human rights lawyer invited to speak in Betty Moore’s talk show, ‘Crossing a line’. 

Rob Turner: The minister in charge of Woman & Child Welfare in Everland. Also a guest on Betty Moore’s talk show. 

--------------

Books by Yu Sakurazawa

Visit Yu's website at http://tg-books.com/  for trial reading. 

Forbidden Hotel: Feminized Perpetually

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

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

Forbidden Asylum: Feminized in Insanity

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

A Slippery Slope in an Amish Community

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

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

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

the “evil” Laila and getting spoilt. He is subsequently excommunicated for non-conformity. 

Obsessed by Noble Resemblance: Destined to be Feminized

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

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

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

A Slippery Slope in an Airline

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

The Murder of a Yoga Guru

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

Adamovich-Chaplanski, a transsexual woman from Ukraine. 

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

Murdered Queen Bee of a High School

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

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

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

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

The Murdered Heiress

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

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

A Slippery Slope in a Hospital

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

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

A Slippery Slope in a School

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series

Simon is the 18 year old protagonist of the story. Simon is of average height, is slim and has a smooth face like a girls’. He is from an ordinary family and is at Somerset High on a scholarship. Simon is bright and has many talents. After accepting Richa’s offer, Simon eventually takes on the identity of “Simona Marino”, who is purportedly an Italian princess sent to Somerset High on a student exchange program. As the feminization process begins, Simon discovers that he is transforming into a beautiful, curvaceous woman. Simona’s charm has the whole school in its thrall, and in a curious irony, even her sworn enemy Sid falls for her. 

Dance Like a Woman

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

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

“Minching Meena”, a female cabaret dancer. 

A Slippery Slope in an Ad Agency

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

Zina? with silky long hair, breasts and a pussy. Though Zina is loyal to Tania, she finds that she is powerfully attracted to her client, Daniel Garfield. 

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

dress improperly

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

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

A Slippery Slope in Military Academy: A Frail Cadet

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

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

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

professional. Diana, however, has lost her heart to Capt. Eric Saldana, her young and dashing Military History teacher. Diana is shocked when she learns that Capt. Saldana is interested in Dr. 

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

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

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

Muse and Vampiress

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

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

A Sloppery Slope in a Call Center

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

Feminized in the Pyrenees

A transgender romance story. 

Fergus Meyers is a handsome 42 year old Irishman. An accident at 19 paralyzes his lower limbs, leaving him wheelchair bound. Fergus comes across beautiful Frenchwoman Delphina Dan Naud on a social networking site and falls in love with her.? They speak over the phone, but Delphina gives the impression that she doesn’t want to be in a relationship with Fergus. Bitterly disappointed, Fergus decides to forget about Delphina. At nearly the same time, he is diagnosed with leukemia in its terminal stages. Fergus is given just a few months to live. Fergus’s loyal manservant, Jock, tells him about

a secret grotto fountain in south western France, the waters of which are rumored to have miraculous healing properties. The paralyzed have been able to walk and the terminally ill have been cured. 

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

A Slippery Slope in a Bank

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series 26 year old effeminate-mannered, pretty faced man, Vicky Pereira wishes to marry his long term girlfriend, Edwina Joseph as soon as possible. However, his current job in a lesser-known bank doesn’t accord him enough financial security to take such a big step in his personal life. Vicky applies for the post of senior manager in a renowned bank known as Trust Bank. A goof-up at the interview leads to an underestimation on the part of the recruiters: Vicky is now employed as a clerk in Trust Bank. To comply with the rules, he must wear a uniform just like the other clerks: a jacket with an in-built bra and a form-fitting skirt. Customers are uneasy interacting with a man dressed in drag, hence Vicky is ordered to undergo laser treatment for removal of facial hair and a tracheal shave to get rid of his Adam’s apple. Vicky is under the impression that his feminization is a superficial one, done only for professional reasons. However, his girlfriend Edwina has other plans and Vicky permanently becomes a girl. 

Everland: Beyond Gender & Species

"Transgender Mystery" series

Juan is a happy-go-lucky young man, but his beloved wife Moira seems to be unhappy with her gender. She suggests that both of them go to Everland, a country bordering south west England, where people change into members of the opposite sex. Once there, Juan transforms into the beauteous Jasmine and Moira into a handsome man, Glenn. Jasmine discovers that the rules of Everland are a bit unconventional: women and castrated men are expected to be registered and to wear a collar bearing details of the registration around their necks. The abovementioned people are also to have a

leash attached to the D-rings of their collars and are chained by their masters. When Glenn is brutally bashed up, Jasmine is roaming the streets all by herself. The cops find her and take her to an animal detention center where she thrown naked into a large cage along with large male dogs. Jasmine and the dogs are to be gassed to death the following day. A magnificent black Great Dane comforts Jasmine and the most beautiful soul-to-soul love blossoms between the two. The next day, both of them escape being executed. Jasmine goes home to her husband and the Great Dane disappears into a forests. Are the two destined to meet again? 

Trapped in Lunatic Femininity

A light horror transgender novella. 

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

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

Feminized in the History: 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. 

A Slippery Slope in a Hotspring

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

Kyle's Feminine Roots

"MTF Autobiography Story" series

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

How I Became a Woman: An MTF Autobiography for Young

Readers

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

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

A Supermodel: Fairer than the Fairer Gender

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

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

The Superior Gender: The Triumphants & The Infradigs

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

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

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

A Secret Brew of Rejuvenation: Dreams Don't Die

Mario Keshav Rodriguez, the grody old curmudgeon of Goa, is the product of a ‘sacrilegious’ union between an upper-class Indian lady and a common Portuguese soldier. The multi-talented Mario happens to be a prolific genius of a writer, yet has the stars

obstinately crossed against him. In a period spanning many decades, Mario hasn’t been able to get a single line published. Upon drinking Feni (a Goan alcoholic drink) concocted from the sap of a magical toddy, Mario is reincarnated as the beautiful young Sophie. 

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

Or will his dreams die a sad, lingering death? 

Queen Lysandra

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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

Good Cop - Sam O'Yeah: FTM Cop Story

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

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

Ghosts Alive: Time Travel Transgender Romance

We are in 2030. Time travel has been made possible and become a luxurious way of tourism. The tickets cost a fortune, but temptation is so strong, that some people are willing to sacrifice all their money and belongings to buy a ticket, even if it’s one way. For those who make the jump anyway, there’s no return to their time. The trick of future travel: it’s not your body that travels to the future, but only your psyche and you wake up in a “clean body”, in a host on the other

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

Feminized in Himalayas: Eve of the Arcane Waters

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

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

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" series

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: Resurgence of Transhumans

In a future society technology and biological engineering reshaped human life. The earth is not divided anymore to nations or races but to subcultural groups. Many people are trans-humans, and are treated as second-class citizens, since they are technologically or genetically modified. The Purity Party has a majority in the current government, led by President Yceberg, who believes in the sacredness of the body. The question is: how far he’d go to prove his point? Theo Ruby is 32 years old, single man, a loyal soldier. He worked as the Head of Security at the Purity Party. Right after elections, he’d got infected with a mysterious virus which was

deteriorating his body fast: within days he became paralyzed, unable to speak and on the very edge of death. It was an experience what would change anyone. After he was captured by the trans-humans and copied into Babel, he lives on in her body as a clear consciousness. After some time to adjust, his personality becomes more unpredictable and revengeful. 

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

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". 
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Greetings from Yu Sakurazawa





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

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

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