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Chapter 1 - The Legend of the Stag

Summer was coming to an end. The leaves of the chestnuts, maples and birches were slowly deepening into mysterious hues of red and yellow. A magnificent stag, weakened by age and injury, walked on painfully. He was in the winter of his life, yet had a sort of stateliness around him; in the regal way the antlers stood over his head and the erectness with which he held his back. His left leg, which he assiduously dragged behind him, left a trail of blood along the forests, hills and dales. This is exactly where the wolf had sunken his teeth with the intention of devouring. However, the stag had been miraculously saved by a mountain lion that had attacked his predator. 

The wounded stag walked deeper and deeper into the subtropical pine forests. The firs and weeping cypresses cast an ominous shadow around him, almost as if they were portending his death. ‘If this is the end, so be it’ he stoically uttered and trudged on. Far away, he beheld a beauteous meadow replete with rhododendrons and wide variety of wild flowers. The sight brought out a deep-seated poetic melancholy within him. He reminisced his youth when his antlers had been stronger and upper canines huger. The stag had been handsome, strong and virile; yet had chosen to live a life of celibacy. He hadn’t locked horns with any other stag nor won and impregnated any shy doe. He had, in his youth, been chosen as the Lama of the herd and had guided them both personally and spiritually. Upon beholding spring in a parallel world, he was filled with a sense of regret at never having mated. He felt sorry about not having imprinted his seed on any doe. ‘This is it’ he thought as he

made his way up the tortuous paths ‘I am going to expire without leaving any of my existence….’

He walked on in a daze, without realizing that he had reached the edge of a cliff. He continued to move and came tumbling down the slopes. The descent felt endless until he found himself in a warm, soothing liquid pool of water. ‘I have fallen into a hot spring’ he exclaimed, then added ‘I stand corrected; I have fallen into THE hot spring’. 

The legend of the hot spring was an old one. It was rumored to lie somewhere in between Sikkim and Nepal; heavily guarded by the thick foliage of forests and the towering barriers of hills. Nobody—

man or beast—had ever seen it with their own eyes. There wasn’t a wall or any kind of a physical barrier segregating the fabled spring from the rest of the world; but it had a mysterious, forbidding quality to it that had made birds, animals and humans apprehensive of going near its precincts. However, all the locals—birds, animals and humans—had heard of its existence from their grandmothers and other ancestors who went further back than that. 

The stag realized that he had fallen into the hot spring that no animal, bird, human or reptile had dared to venture close to before. 

Contrary to the dark ominous notions that surrounded it; he found the waters of the spring to be very relaxing. The fact that even trees desisted from shedding their leaves into it made the waters of the spring the cleanest, purest and most crystal clear myrtle the stag had ever seen with his centenarian eyes. The calm ripples of the water were a balm on his wounds. The temperature of the water was just right: a woozy amorphous warm neither too hot nor too cold. He felt like a tiny wee embryo within his mother’s womb; nurtured concealed and protected from the rest of the world. Accordingly, the stag assumed a fetus like position and let himself go. Soon, he felt himself sucked into a deep, soothing quagmire of a slumber. 

His eyelids fluttered open. The early morning dew was damp against his skin and the raucous chirping of birds loud and clear in his ears. 

He felt free of the torpid fatigue that had engulfed his body and spirit

the previous day, making him sure that he would die. He felt fresh young blood coursing his veins. His hide had turned indisputably smoother and more delicate. The stag was taken aback to see that the wound inflicted by his predator had miraculously healed. In one liquid spritely motion, he jumped on a rock that stood beside the isolated stream. Poised expertly on it, he looked at his reflection in the mirror. What he beheld was the most astounding thing that he had ever witnessed in his life. 

Instead of his own ancient reflection, he saw a young doe. His rugged fossilized hide had been replaced by softer, more feminine skin typical of the female of his species. The majestic antlers had fallen off to be replaced by tender, light bay fuzz. The ears were not as huge as they used to be but had turned into a more compact, shell-like shape; the insides of it tinged by a pale pink hue. The stag’s old weather-beaten muscular body had reshaped itself into a singularly youthful, smaller, petite, softer contoured body, typical of the female of the musk deer species. His old gargantuan penis had disappeared into a female musk dear’s internal genitalia. He noticed that he had a single seat of teats. His prominent upper canines had given way to gentle tusks. 

‘Golly, check me ought’ thought the stag in his mind ‘I’ve turned into a young doe’. Suddenly, he was acutely conscious that the mating season was on and he was ovulating. Yes, he found himself as fertile as the earth; ready to be sown with seeds, reaping a bountiful harvest in time. Acting on some mysterious impulse, he went and stood a coy distance away from his herd. The creatures in his heard didn’t recognize him as their philosopher and spiritual mentor. They took him at face value—as a young female deer that had attained puberty and was ripe and ready to receive the seed of life. 

The herd comprised of two candidates in their reproductive prime. 

One of them was a tall muscular stag of the musk deer species whose antlers had just ossified into hard bone beneath the protective sheath of velvet. As soon as he saw the nubile doe, he rubbed the velvet off his antlers: a gesture symbolizing that he was ready to

mate. Just as he was going to approach her; he was accosted by a rival in the form of a huge swarthy Asian black deer. The new contender’s horns were just as impressive. The two withdrew their front limbs inwards, lowered their heads menacingly before locking horns in a dead-lock. The shy young doe watched breathlessly; curious as to which of the two would finally win her. The dead-lock gave way and the stag of the musk species emerged the winner. He approached the fecund doe and embedded his seed deep within her. 

Ten months on, the ploughing resulted in the harvest of two new born fawns. 

The old stag’s dream was fulfilled. He had passed on his genes. 

Chapter 2 - Professor Miller Miles away from the spring of reincarnation lived Professor Brent Miller. He was a professor of psychology at the Boston T. University and as well as the high priest of nature. Inspired by the poets of the romantic era, he wrote poetry inspired by nature and mythology. 

Right now, he was in the Boston Public Library reading the above legend in a book. 

The story was food to his emaciated imagination. ‘I must take a few days off and visit India’ he thought to himself. Yes, the tale of the mystic fountain had run in the family; his grandfather very much wanted to find it, but death had claimed him before he had any such opportunity. Prof. Miller thought of booking the accommodation in advance but the insatiable adventurer in him refrained from doing so. 

‘I’ll go there and choose whatever comes my way’ Professor Miller thought decisively. The legend had stated that the spring lay somewhere in between Sikkim and Nepal. An alternate version made a vague mention of it being situated somewhere in the north east, in one of its states like Manipur, Meghalaya or Assam. 

Professor Miller was approaching 60 and was on the cusp of retirement from his teaching career. He lamented not having the libido and stamina of his younger days. So absorbed had he been in his books that he had not dated much in his younger days. In fact, not having sown his wild oats was a matter of great pity to him. Prof. 

Miller had, eight years back, married a much younger woman than himself. He perpetually worried that he wasn’t appeasing his wife, Madison, sexually. And it was a little too late to give her a baby because his sperm count had dropped in the past ten years. 

Perhaps it was only in his head; but try as he did, Prof. Miller just couldn’t get the racy look his wife had given the brawny young plumber who had come to fix their wash-basin the other day out of his mind. 

He looked at his watch and realized that he was getting late for class. As he walked down the avenue towards the university, no one turned to give Prof. Miller a second glance. This was hardly surprising for he wasn’t in his prime and wasn’t (hadn’t ever been) much to look at. Prof. Miller was skinny and unprepossessingly tall. 

His face had a lot of crinkles around it, giving him the appearance of a wizened tortoise that was way more doddering than its years. The characteristic slouch that he had sported from his teens and the horn-rimmed glasses that framed his creased and crumpled face did nothing to render Prof. Miller more attractive. An excess of bile in the constitution gave his face an unhealthy yellow pallor. He was such an unappealing old bird that he often wondered what tall, tanned, blonde Madison had ever seen in him. 

He walked into the university late and realized that all his students had mutually decided that he was going to be absent and left the campus in pursuit of better thrills. All he could do was go to the staff room and sit down with a sigh. Prof. Miller was none too pleased to find his colleague and rival Dylan Smith there. Prof. Smith and he had never got along famously and the fact that there was a buzz that his, Brent Miller’s name, was doing the rounds for the title of a distinguished Professor had made the latter even venomous. ‘Hard day, eh, Miller?’ he smirked provocatively and say ‘So your Id (basic biological impulses) isn’t helping you today?’ He spoke with a heavy Bostonian accent, pronouncing his ‘O’s like ‘Ahh’,   ‘A’s as ‘Ah’, and adding an ‘R’ where it didn’t belong. 

Smith never lost a chance to rile his colleague about his belief in Freud’s theories. He claimed human beings to be too evolved to fall prey to primeval impulses of the body at the cost of conscience. 

Smith also liked to pull Miller’s leg on the stages of psychosexual development in children and made especial fun of the Phallic state. 

Prof. Miller didn’t take the bait. He remained silent. However, Prof. 

Smith wasn’t one to let go of such a tantalizing chance to harass his archrival. ‘You know, Miller, I find the theory of the libido being at the

unconscious source of everything utterly ridiculous. Surely, there is more to life than just the phallus?’

‘Certainly there is’ replied Prof. Miller a half smile playing on his lips

‘there’s the elixir of youth’. 

‘Ha, Miller! It’s your poetic insanity speaking now’. 

‘Perhaps’ Miller replied dreamily. ‘However, I do believe that in a far away mystic place exists the fountain of life…something that could make this old carapace of a hide fall of and reflect the beauty within’. 

‘Try telling that to someone else’ replied Smith with a sardonic smile

‘and they’ll straightaway give you the address of a mental asylum’. 

Miller didn’t react, but continued smiling abstractedly. It was if he was in quite another world. 

-

The eagerly awaited for Visa arrived. Miller desperately searched for his hearts’ desire in Manipur, Meghalaya and Assam albeit without any luck. ‘Perhaps it was just a figment of the imagination, after all!’

he thought, but wasn’t convinced by his own words. The magical spring did exist and he would locate it, come what may. Some impulse deep within him took him to Sikkim, a state located in the Himalayan Mountains. Miller alighted at the Bagdogra airport in Siliguri, and flew to Gangtok, the capital of Sikkim in a helicopter. 

Over the next few days, he explored three-fourths of the state. 

Sikkim, with its pristine beauty, touched his soul. He cherished everything about it: the course soil from with sprung forth evergreen and deciduous forests, the glorious Buddhist temples and monasteries and the even velvety green of rice and tea fields. 

However, he still had no success in finding the spring. 

One day, Miller walked on in the wilderness, not caring where his feet led him. And led him they did to a remote secluded village in the

depths of foliage. Prof. Miller could swear that the air around here was the freshest that existed, the water that he partook the sweetest and the greenery that he witnessed the most plush and verdant. As he entered the place, another spectacle that he never expected to witness in a conservative set-up like India caught him by surprise. In a peridot pool of crystal clear water swum young men and women. 

They had not a stitch on their bodies and the crystal water enabled Miller to see every detail of their bodies as clearly as it enabled him to see the pebbles at its base. With their tall muscular bodies and beautiful Grecian features, the men resembled young Greek Gods. 

The women were proud proprietors of whatever bounty nature has to offer those of their sex. Miller noticed that their hair dripping droplets of the stream was dense and thick; their young bodies had the firmest, most finely shaped breasts and buttocks he had ever seen on women. Their skins had the clear, transparent quality of the spring to them and Miller could almost see the blood that coursed the veins within. ‘I’ve never seen any other people so ethereally beautiful and youthful!’ thought he in his mind ‘These magnificent creatures are not humans, but sprites….no demi-Gods!’ Being near the pool was a transcendental experience for Miller—the whole experience had a dream-like, hallucinogenic quality to it. He instinctively felt that people this glorious ought to have been touched by the benediction of something much more powerful than mere mundane nature. ‘The spring of reincarnation may not be too far off!’

the realization made his heart leap with joy. 

He approached the young seemingly celestial beings to enquire about the whereabouts of the spring. However, he was to discover a very peculiar thing. None of the lovely young men and women made eye contact nor did they give any indication that they had heard him. 

They continued with their revelry and raillery; splashing water on one another, chasing or kissing the one closest to them. Miller was taken aback to find that there seemed to be no sexual exclusivity among the group—they gave the impression of loving, living and entering each other’s bodies freely and with abandon; throwing, it seems, the rules of monogamy to the winds. And the divine creatures’ activities were the least inhibited by his presence. 

He walked a little distance from the wilderness to discover a clearing. 

The clearing housed an ordinary looking off-white varnished motel. 

Prof. Miller checked in to find that the staff there was earthy enough; they resembled any standard human being from North-East India or close-by Nepal. They were nice-looking enough, but possessed none of the extraterrestrial luminance of the elfin creatures he had witnessed at the pool. 

‘Good morning, Sir’ greeted the elderly, weather-beaten man at the counter. ‘I am Bhimsingh. How may I help you?’

It was at the tip of Prof. Miller’s tongue to mention the spring. 

However, he controlled himself in the nick of time. ‘it is better I ask him after a while, and very casually’ he decided ‘I can’t risk this man’s antenna going up’. 

‘Hello, Bhim’ he said pleasantly ‘I am Prof. Miller from Boston. Could you give me a single room please…preferably one with a view’. 

‘Certainly, Professor’ replied Bhimsingh affably and showed Miller into a charming, albeit Spartan room. ‘We switch on the common heater in the mornings; so you can have a nice, hot, relaxing bath if you like. We don’t have a telephone (excuse me, but ours is a very old-fashioned motel), so you’ll need to ring the bell on the top left in case you need something. I will be at your service instantly’. He lingered on in a congenial manner; checking the switches, opening the windows and winding the clock. ‘Would you like anything to eat or drink now?’ he asked presently. 

‘I’d like some toast and a good hot cup of tea’ Prof. Miller replied

‘would they be available?’

‘Coming up in a minute’, Bhimsingh said and withdrew. A few minutes later he emerged with a flask and a covered tray. 

‘I was wondering, Bhim’ Prof. Miller asked innocuously ‘if I could trek from this point to the zenith of the mountains?’

‘I am not so sure, Sir’ Bhim looked uncertain ‘Trekking is a relatively unexplored sport in this area’. 

‘But why?’ Miller urged. 

The man hesitated a little. ‘Well, first of all, there is no charted path for the trekkers to follow—they’ll have to make their own road and two….’ He stopped, uncertain of whether or not to continue. 

‘Yes?’ Miller gently prompted. 

‘Well Sir, I wouldn’t want to frighten you, but ancient rumors about some sort of evil that lurks there is rampant among the locals. None of us have dared to venture that way. So, we don’t know for sure what’s there up in the mountains’ Bhim paused for breath. Prof. 

Miller was all ears. 

‘However, foreigners like you often express a keen desire to trek upwards’ he continued ‘Many years ago, a couple of university students went up there never to return. A couple of years back, a male Canadian tourist who ventured up there was reported to have gone missing. As recently as last year, a lady in her 40s (incidentally, an American like yourself) exuberantly set out at dawn, saying she’d return by evening. The day continued in its usual fashion. Twilight merged into dark and there was still no sign of her. The deadly hush of night fell, but our guest was yet to return. Frantic with worry, I called the police. Since the nearest police station is situated in Gangtok, the cops took their time getting here. Finally, at 4 am the next morning, they set out up the mountains with searchlights and sniffer dogs. There was no trace of our missing guest. It was as if she hadn’t come here at all….’

‘You said the locals never went up to the pinnacle’ Miller caught a loop-hole in the story ‘do you think the police went right up to the top?’

Bhim’s voice dropped to a confidential whisper. ‘If you ask me, Sir, the cops never went right up to where the lady had intended to go. 

They just conducted a slipshod search around the lower, hillock area and came back. Of course, they reported to their superiors that the entire area, right up to the top of the mountains, had been thoroughly combed. However, I know that the fear inspired by the lore is even stronger than a sense of duty’. 

It all sounded very ominous. This had the effect of piquing Prof. 

Miller’s curiosity much more. He packed some food, water, clothing, a tent and some cooking equipment and set out early next morning. 

He found the terrain long-winding and torturous; full of obstacles such as intrusive shrubs, frustrating dead-ends and dicey water crossings. Yet he trudged on, which was commendable considering his age. However difficult the exercise was, something within—like a glimmer of a promise—kept him going in spite of the hurdles. 

The clouds were beginning to turn a pinkish orange, signaling impending night. Yet, Prof. Miller hadn’t found a clearing where he could pitch his tent. He used his somewhat inadequate penknife to clear an area burgeoning with weeds, and finally set up his tent. The sandwiches Bhimsingh had packed for him in the morning sufficed for the night; hence Miller didn’t switch on the stove. However, he lit a big fire to keep wild animals at bay. Bhim had warned him about snow leopards that apparently prowled around the area. Then Miller spread his sleeping bag and fell asleep. 

He was roused by early morning frost biting into his skin. Prof. Miller freshened up and started on his mission with renewed zest. The sun, intense in spite of the cold, scorched his skin. Yet he soldiered on. 

Lowered oxygen levels due to high altitude was making breathing difficult, yet Prof. Miller climbed on. The gradient was too high for his ageing muscles to navigate, yet he found it almost impossible to give up. It was as if some mysterious alien force outside his body had taken possession of him, goading him to plod on against his will. The water in his backpack had trickled down to a single drop, and he could find no immediate source to refill it. The succulent fruits that he had packed kept him going for some time, but he was soon left dehydrated. Thorns of thickening wild shrubs clawed at his face and

left furious bruises. Miller’s body temperature was also beginning to drop. The smiling day had metamorphosed into a baneful dark night. 

Far in a distance, a wolf or something caterwauled. Overcome with fear, fatigue and exhaustion; Miller fervently prayed for a clearing where he could set-up his tent. He finally came across an empty space at the edge of a cliff, and pitched his tent. 

As he lay in a near unconscious stupor, disillusionment gripped him. 

He even started doubting if he had indeed read about such a spring. 

There was a chance that age-induced senility had played tricks on his mind. ‘Perhaps there was some truth in what Smith said’ Miller thought despondently ‘My psychological theories are bullshit; my poetic fancies are nothing but a madman’s delusion’. How could one possibly depend on hearsay and some insane legend found in the dog-eared, yellowing pages of an ancient book; and come all the way to an isolated nook of the world in pursuit of something that was very likely to be nothing but the figment of a very fecund imagination? ‘You’re an old fool’ Prof. Miller castigated himself bitterly ‘And this whole exercise has been nothing but a wild goose chase’. 

As if to refute the above statement, he heard a sound. It was such a gentle whisper that the Professor, already in throes of self-doubt, wondered if he had heard it at all. As if to ascertain its presence, the sound raised its decibel level by a pitch. Miller cocked ears like a canine. The sound was now higher, like the babbling of a brook. The semi-conscious professor was driven to action by a release of a near supernatural level of adrenaline in his body. He found that some inexplicable magnetic force outside propelled him out of the tent. As he stepped outside, the full-moon cast its rays northwards like a focused flashlight. ‘Strange!’ exclaimed Prof. Miller ‘I could have sworn it’s a new moon night!’. The beams of the moon guided him North-wards. Miller obediently followed the rugged, undulating terrain. He was expecting to see find stark, barren beauty at such a high altitude but was pleasantly surprised to find primulas, irises, and blue and yellow poppies sprouting by the side of the track. The plenteous mushrooms that grew from in between the mosses looked

like an array of stools for elves. A golden eagle that flew over his head was liquid gold splurged in the canvas of an inky night. The ascent was so surreal that Prof. Miller had to pinch himself to convince himself that he wasn’t dreaming. 

A few yards up north, and his full-moon guide abandoned him. It was new moon night again. The malefic junipers cast ominous shadows and cypresses wept tears of beauteous melancholy. Professor Miller plodded on; guided now only by touch, grappling his way through what seemed like an infinite dense black hole of the night. He tripped on an ancient rock and broke his glasses. ‘Damn!’ he cursed ‘Now I am as blind as a bat!’. Yet he followed the source of what now seemed to be very definite gurgling. His pulse quickened and he increased his pace, abandoning even the sense of touch to guide him. He just made a swift headway towards the place the intoxicating sound seemed to be emanating from. 

The next thing the professor was senescent of was a free fall. He had fallen off a cliff and was tumbling down the hills. ‘So, the end is near’ he reflected ‘and I am going to die without having imprinted my seed on any woman’. The thought brought on such melancholy that the Professor felt hot tears stinging his eyes. He closed them after a minute and braced himself for what he expected to be an excruciatingly painful death; with the horror of his smashed bloody entrails tainting the beauty of the place. 

He didn’t hit hard ground as anticipated. Prof. Miller seemed to fall lightly on what felt like a cushiony mattress. The full-moon that had made its appearance again, cast its beams to show him that he had fallen on a layer of thick velvety moss. There was a queer sort of stillness about the place—the trees didn’t shake a leaf. The birds that reveled at this hour were silent. It seemed like the entire earth was hushed in reverence of a more powerful natural entity. 

Miller straightened himself after the fall and focused his myopic eyes around the place. It stood there in front of him—still, emerald-hued and welcoming. Prof. Miller had no doubt that this was it. The reason for his journey. The subject of his arduous search. His very reason

for staying alive long after his appetite for life had depleted. He had found the spring. The spring of hearsay and legends. The spring of reincarnation. 

His eyes were feverish with excitement. Blood shot right to his face. 

His heart was galloping away like an unharnessed horse. The professor reached for the front of his shirt and started undoing the buttons with trembling hands. He undid his belt and slipped out of his trousers. And impatiently kicked off his shoes. Soon, he was standing in the briefest of undergarments. Deciding that even the flimsiest bit of cloth was going to prove a barrier between himself and his liquid paramour, Prof. Miller slipped off his briefs. The moon-light illuminated the swirls of gray hair on his chest and those framing his shrunken penis. ‘All this is going to be a thing of the past now’ he proclaimed looking down at his body ‘A matter of time, before I’ll be a spring-chicken again’. He visualized himself with a youthful virile body rippling with muscles and a penis that would give an adult stag a run for its money. Finally, the professor made contact with the waters of the spring that engulfed him lovingly in her arms. 

Being in the spring was like entering a woman’s womb either as a man or a baby. The spring was warm and damp; it’s temperature just a notch above his body temperatures. The waters were the perfect refuge from the outside’s cold and professor soon found that the symptoms of his hypothermia were under control. A feeling of indescribable contentment came over him as he languidly waded through the warm waters. Nothing mattered now--Boston, his students, his wife, or his archrival Dylan Smith. Prof. Miller no longer fretted about not having dated enough in his prime or the fact that he had not been able to get his wife pregnant. Bouquets and brickbats were inconsequential now. All that mattered was the moment. The rays of ‘now’ converged into one focal point of peace. 

In spite of the delicious wooziness that had overcome Miller’s soul; his mind was alert. With mechanical precision it noted that his skin was still wizened and yellow, the hair on his chest and groin still salt laced with pepper and his external genitalia a pathetic caricature of

that which used to be his pride in his prime. Yet, the maternal benediction of the moon and the sensual embrace of the emerald waters kept him afloat . Two hours passed, and much to his surprise, Prof. Miller started feeling a kind of tickling sensation in his nipples—

the way he felt when his wife licked his nipple area raw before rubbing it with salt (Yes, Madison had her own ideas on erotic torture). May be it was just his imagination, but Prof. Miller felt his breasts getting increasingly heavy, as if some mysterious fluid was filling up within. The web of blue-green veins that he noted in the area, took him numerous decades back, reminding him of his mother’s milk engorged breasts that he had often sneaked a peak at when she was feeding his baby sister. He was a little surprised to feel a weird torpidity in his scrotum. It wasn’t like anything he had experienced before; but guessed it came closest to the indolent water-retention induced heaviness in the upper and nether regions of the body that his wife complained of experiencing just before her periods. A minute later, Prof. Miller experienced cramps in the lower abdomen, and was convinced that he was experiencing premenstrual syndrome just like women in their reproductive prime did. It was sweet, yet it was torture. 

The above changes took a further toll on his already fatigued body. 

Lulled into sophoroficity, he soon fell into a profound dreamless slumber. 

-

A ray of sunlight that fell right over Miller’s lids woke him up. He yawned and stretched luxuriously, before springing up. ‘Ha! Funny’

he exclaimed ‘My body hasn’t felt as lithe in years’. ‘Nor as light’ he added the footnote in his mind. He felt energetic and rejuvenated, that was true enough, but not in the potent, masculine way he used to when in his prime. His agility had a gamine, unmistakably girlish quality to it. Miller looked down at his body. And nearly jumped out of his skin. He was looking down his body; yet not looking down  his body. No amount of therapy could have prepared him for the sight that met his eyes. His bony old man’s upper limbs had branched into

two beautiful creepers-like arms of a woman. His upper body that was decked by two firm golden urns like breasts tapered down into a slender feminine waist before broadening again in the hip area. He parted the thatch of copper public hair between his shapely legs to witness the most beauteously formed vagina in the world. He explored further and found that the bud of his clit was as exquisite. 

He sprinted towards the spring and beheld himself in the waters. The face that looked back at him was that of a young girl’s of about nineteen. She had the delicate rose petal-like skin of youth, long straight red hair and eyes as deeply and mysteriously green as the spring itself. It was as if the spring of reincarnation had chosen to express its soul through her eyes. 

The professor wondered how he had transmuted into a girl. The entire memory of bathing in the spring and the subsequent sweet torture in his reproductive organs were totally obliterated from his memory. However, he remembered that he had come here in search of the legendary ‘Spring of Reincarnation’ and thus drew the conclusion that this must be the after effects of having bathed in it. 

On beholding the vision that was him; the professor’s first impulse was to pen plush ornate poetry describing the celestial beauty of the young woman he had seen. As an afterthought, he ruled the idea out. But which raving lunatic would write poetry in admiration of himself? However much he had changed, narcissistic Miller would never be. He urged himself to be practical and cover himself up. The clothes that he had peeled off the previous day were lying in a heap on the moss next to his backpack. He tried the undergarments first and found them slipping down his petite body. He rummaged in his backpack, fished some safety pins out which he secured tightly at the sides of his briefs and banyan. He buttoned up his shirt to find that they were more suited to be a mini-dress on his shrunken frame. 

Trousers were tried and abandoned as he found he was drowning in them. Shoes had to be ruled out for similar reasons. He procured the belt and fastened around his waist, giving one impression that he was wearing a shirt dress. 

He didn’t forget to retrieve his wallet from one of the trouser pockets

—he opened it to find that it still had a hundred dollars in it. 

Then he climbed up the series of hills he had come tumbling down under and searched for the clearing at the edge of the cliff where he had pitched his tent. He went through a rigmarole of pines and firs, yet the area he had set the tent up evaded him. He wished it was night, so that he could navigate himself by looking at constellation, but he remembered the feisty behavior of the moon the previous night. Prof Miller decided that waiting for nightfall wouldn’t be of much use either. 

Lost and wayward, he walked on and on. He came across a cave, a landmark that he hadn’t come across the previous day and decided that he was on a new route. Just behind the cave, he saw a narrow path flanked by trees and ambled down it with his backpack. He walked down the path for a kilometer or two before he heard the sound of motorized vehicles. ‘The town is nearby, thank Goodness for that’ he burst out in relief. 

He reached town. The realization that he was famished dawned. He bought a plate of beef  momos (Nepali style dumplings) and ate with appetite. Then he went to a local boutique and bought a few clothes that were the size he had changed into overnight. He chose a simple green dress with chintz and slip-ons to wear for the day. Incidentally, the attire suited his frame and figure perfectly and also matched with his eyes. He found himself drawing interested glances from the young men across town. One or two were even as bold as to whistle in admiration. Under the onslaught of the new attention, the professor fumed. ‘Libidinous young animals!’ he cursed the young men in his mind ‘Don’t they have anything but girls on their minds?’

but he placated himself thinking that probably Dr. Sigmund Freud would have called it the most natural thing in the world, the basis of all impulses. 

He asked for directions and made his way back to the motel from a different route. The silence of the afternoon had apparently lulled Bhimsingh to sleep. ‘Bhim…Bhimsingh’ Prof. Miller gently whispered

in his ear, jerking the latter out of his siesta violently. Bhimsingh soon recovered, adjusted his muffler around his head neatly and asked

‘Yes Miss, how may I help you?’. 

‘Bhim, it’s me Prof. Miller’ Miller proclaimed ‘I have been at the receiving end of, as you can see, a rather spectacular metamorphosis. Would you please give me the key to my room so that I could collect my passport and other things and make arrangements to fly back to Boston?’

It appeared to Prof. Miller that Bhimsingh was having a series of convulsions. It took him a minute to realize that the man was in throes of uncontrollable laugher. 

‘You are a real scream, Miss!’ Bhimsingh continued laughing ‘You expect me to believe you are the venerable professor? Really—what a joke!’

‘Please, believe me, Bhim’ poor Prof. Miller pleaded ‘Look at my backpack—isn’t it the same I took with me day before yesterday?’

This revelation, unfortunately, had an effect opposite to what Prof. 

Miller had intended. ‘Oh my God!’ Bhimsingh burst out ‘This is the very backpack the professor carried with him two days ago!’. His eyes narrowed down to slits and he looked at the altered version Prof. Miller suspiciously. ‘How did you get this, Miss?’ he demanded

‘Did you murder the professor and rob him? He hasn’t returned from his trek for two days. Do you have a male accomplice hidden away somewhere too? Please tell me what you guys have done with the noble professor; else I’ll phone the police’. 

‘Think about it, Bhim’ I tried to convince him ‘How would I know your name if I am not Prof. Miller?’

‘All the townsmen know my name’ said Bhimsingh dismissively ‘you could have asked just about anyone’. 

‘Oh, Bhim’ said the Prof. Miller heaving a sigh of defeat ‘you won’t let me collect my passport, will you?’

‘Look, Miss’ Bhimsingh said in stern, authoritarian tones ‘Please put an end to this balderdash right now and leave. I am being patient with you because you are a girl. Had you been a guy, I would have seen that you were behind bars this very moment!’. 

Prof. Miller had no choice but to turn his very girlish back and leave. 

As he was standing outside wondering what to do, Bhimsingh approached him. ‘Look, child’ he said in very indulgent tones ‘My youngest daughter is about your age and well, things go wrong sometimes….in the upper department, you know’ he indicated the head ‘I’d urge you to seek psychiatric help as soon as possible. 

Maybe there is an easy solution to your problem, you never know’. 

Prof. Miller absorbed what Bhimsingh was saying. He was suggesting that he; or rather ‘she’ as she appeared to him, was mad. 

No doubt other people he’d narrate the incredible story to would come to the same conclusion. The task ahead was an uphill one. 

The professor heaved a gravid sigh and wandered down the lane aimlessly. 

Chapter 3 - Eve, Madison and Sharon With the few dollars he had on him, Professor Miller managed to travel to Delhi. He lost no time in getting in touch with the American embassy wherein he recounted the rather incredible tale and beseeched to be sent back to America. The Consulate General, one Mr. Johnson, looked at him in a rather peculiar manner. It was obvious that he, like Bhimsingh, was drawing his own conclusions on the mental state of the poor transmogrified Prof. Miller. Sure enough, his request to be sent as Prof. Brent Miller, aged 59 years and few months was rejected. 

The dollars that Miller had were fast depleting to the last ten, so he had no option but to start looking for a job. He wrote down his qualifications and credentials in his resume; but the obvious difference in the claimed age and gender and absence of appropriate certificates to corroborate his distinctions made it difficult for him to land a job as a professor of psychology in any university. 

Finally, he saw an ad for a receptionist at a mid-range hotel situated close to the Delhi airport. Prof. Miller applied for it on impulse. As he waited for his turn to be interviewed; he appraised the other candidates from the corner of his eye. The first in the row was dowdy, in a drab Salwaar Kameez; the other overly made-up one had the Saree draped around her in a provocative fashion. Prof. 

Miller adjudged his own simple yet elegant Salwaar Kameez apt for the occasion. In addition, he had better language and mathematical skills than his other two contenders. The hotel also felt that hiring a foreigner would serve to boost the international image of the hotel and attract more guests. Therefore, he was hired. 

Of course, Prof. Miller no longer called himself Brent Miller. The reaction of the people around him had taught him a lesson or two. 

Thus, he called himself Eve and totally omitted the use of a surname. He or rather; she was sweet, young Eve. Without a progenitor or ancestor. Dropped out of nowhere. Deposited by the skies. Spewed forth by the cracking earth. A woman put on earth by

the magic. Or created by Adam’s rib. Yet to be lured by the forbidden fruit….. 

Eve was a bit hit in the mid-range hotel; which was, incidentally, called ‘Be my guest’. As per the dictates of puritanical Delhi, she was conservatively dressed in Salwaar Kameezes that covered her legs, the upper body and even her lovely white neck in the most modest way possible. Eve was aware that she was in the ripe of youth and did not want to draw any unnecessary attention towards herself as a woman and as an expat. The rate of crime in the city was already high, and she had heard all about what what depraved wild bastards did to girls who didn’t ‘dress properly’ or went out with men who seemed to be neither their brothers, fathers nor husbands. Even though Eve did everything she could to deflect attention, she couldn’t help attracting a bit of it owing to her delicate youth and extraordinary good looks. However, the overtures were seldom negative and all men wanted to do, she realized, was to be courteous to her: hold doors open, pull out the chair for her or hold an umbrella over her head when it was raining. 

In between flashing a smile at customers and receiving them, answering the phone and generally managing the front desk, Eve applied for a new passport. She contacted the American embassy once again and applied for a visa as a prospective immigrant. After a few weeks, she was called in for an interview and was subjected to a rigorous grilling process by the consular officers. It seemed like they guessed something was askew for they didn’t grant her the visa immediately. Several additional documents were asked for and Eve had to make several rounds of the American embassy before she was found qualified by visa rules to visit the US. 

As soon as she alighted at the Boston Logan international airport, Eve took a cab to the lovely neighborhood in which she lived. Oh! 

How she’d missed it all--the low Boston Skyline, the Brownstone houses and the perpetually walking student population! It was such a blessing to have returned! She rang the door bell and waited with bated breath for Madison to open it. Eve’s pulse quickened. How

glorious it would be to see Madison again! She admitted to herself that she had missed her wife physically—yearned for the touch of Madison’s candy-scented skin, the teasing tassels of her blond hair upon her, Eve’s, face and her full sensual lips closing steamily over her own (Oh damn! Over the Brent Miller version of her, anyway!)

‘Yes?’ Madison opened the door and demanded, shaking Eve out of her reverie. Madison was as gorgeous as she had been when Eve had left her; her skin a healthy brown, hair a lovely blonde and body voluptuous. Madison had evidently decided to dress down today for Eve found her in a washed-out pair of denim overalls. Her sun-streaked brown-blonde hair was piled carelessly on top of her head. 

It seemed like Madison had been painting the house for she had a dripping brush in one hand. The other was poised threateningly over the hip, giving Madison a singularly belligerent appearance. Eve recalled that she used to be insanely jealous of any other female in the vicinity. Any female student who cared to visit Prof. Miller became the subject of a heated, long-drawn out quarrel between the revered Prof. and his beautiful-narcissistic-paranoid wife. 

Eve was so excited to be back home that she had forgotten she had metamorphosed into Eve. ‘Hey, honey’ she said taking a much bigger-built Madison in her slender arms ‘you look good enough to eat!’

Madison wasn’t too pleased with this display of affection ‘Hands off me, you red-headed, hussy!’ she hissed, shaking Eve off ‘What on earth do you think you are doing?’

Eve realized that the action had not been in keeping with her reincarnated appearance. ‘I clearly owe you an explanation’ she laughed before saying ‘You see, I am none other than your husband Prof. Miller….’

She looked up to appraise Madison’s face. Madison was looking at her as if she was some kind of a freak. ‘Really girl’ she said presently

‘Some impertinence you have, playing practical jokes on a revered professor’s wife!’

‘Trust me, Madison’ Eve said in her most earnest voice ‘I am Prof. 

Brent Miller. You see, I have been at the receiving end of one of nature’s queerest miracles….’. 

Madison blew a lock of hair off her face, a gesture Eve knew she employed when growing increasingly impatient. ‘Look, girl’ she presently said in indulgent maternal tones ‘you are young and probably have no responsibilities as yet. However, I have a lot of work to do—a house to paint, the laundry….besides there are a heap of dishes piled in the washbasin. So, cut the crap and get the hell out of my house!’

She’d banged the door shut on Eve’s young face. Clueless as to what her next step would be, Eve wandered the streets of Boston. 

She vaguely toyed with the idea of going over to her high-school buddy Jim’s house, but decided against it. Madison hadn’t bought her story; there was no guarantee Jim would. Eve bought herself a hot dog and settled down in one of the public parks to eat it. At nightfall, she snuggled in one of the park benches and tried to lull herself to sleep. However, the fear that she would either be harassed by the police or molested by some riffraff kept her awake for a long time. At last, sleep claimed her. She was grateful to note that she had got through the night without being assaulted or fined. She once again made a beeline to her house. 

She saw that the window was open and Madison sewing a button on one of her shirts. She tried a different ruse now. ‘Hey, Miss!’ she yelled through the window ‘I am a protégée of Prof. Miller’s and may have a nugget or two of information regarding his disappearance!’. 

The ploy worked. The door swung open in a flash. Madison stood at the entrance. Eve noticed that she was wearing a dress today. 

Presently, Madison demanded ‘So, you’re a student of Brent’s. Why in the world did you claim to be him last night?’

Eve feigned an embarrassed laugh. ‘You see, Miss’ she said ‘The professor and I were very close. He was my father, friend, guide and philosopher—‘a mentor’ to sum up in a single word. I came here last

night with the intention of offering what I thought would be an insight into his disappearance. However, I had had a little too much tequila; hence, I guess, the identity between me and Prof. Miller got a bit blurred in my mind. Hence, the silly claim’. 

Eve could see Madison’s ear perk up. ‘Do you know where Brent is?’

she asked her entire body on high-alert. 

‘Not exactly’ Eve said ‘but, I suppose, I know where he could be’. 

Madison stepped aside and let her young visitor come in. She led Eve by the hand and made her sit on the couch ‘Now, look into my eyes and tell me your story from beginning to end’. 

Eve told. Exactly what had occurred. Without any omissions or commissions. About the magical transformation the spring of reincarnation had brought about in her. 

‘Do you take me for a fool?’ Madison said when she was finished

‘Who’d ever believe that you, with your rotund rear and rock-hard tits, are Brent?’

‘I know it’s all a little too much to take, Madison’ Eve said drawing in a deep breath ‘but I have no objections to your putting me through a battery of tests. Ask me the most personal things that no one apart from the two of us knew, and check for yourself if my answers satisfy you’. 

Madison didn’t trust the young girl, but decided to play along. ‘Okay, where did you ask me to marry you?’

‘Actually, I never asked’ replied Eve calmly ‘We were role-playing during sex in a North Carolina hotel room and you were playing a female Italian mafia lord. You threatened to slit my throat if I didn’t marry you. I agreed to marry you and we sealed the deal with a passionate kiss’. 

Madison was zapped. This was how she and Brent had come to be married. There was absolutely no flaw in the teenage girl’s version of her, Madison’s, ‘proposal’. ‘Perhaps Brent had discussed the episode with his students in a light vein’ she decided. This wasn’t conclusive evidence that the girl was Brent. 

‘Okay, next question’ Madison quickly said ‘How much cash do we keep in the house?’

‘We don’t really keep much cash in the house’ Eve answered evenly

‘however, it’s been our long-standing ritual to keep a hundred dollars on the dining table, so that if there ever is a break-in, the burglars just take the hundred dollars and push-off. That way’ she smiled meaningfully at Madison ‘my most precious treasure in the house remains safe’. 

Eve’s words made Madison melt. However, she reasoned that this was just the sort of thing an elderly professor would tell a young student when drunk. ‘Brent might have blabbed this to the girl over a scotch or something’ she rationalized and quickly regained her composure. 

‘Okay, here comes the third one’ Madison continued crisply ‘could you log into your PC and show me the pictures of our trip to Italy?’. 

‘Now here’s a real bender’ she was thinking inwardly. ‘The chick will never be able to tackle this’. The pictures to the Miller couple’s trip to Italy were located somewhere deep within the data disk and could only be accessed by a lengthy 14 character password comprising a muesli of upper and lowercase alphabets, numbers and symbols. 

Madison’s eyes nearly popped out of their sockets when Eve logged-in, typing the convoluted password with ease. ‘There!’ Eve burst out showing her pictures of the two, arm in arm, in front of the Colosseum, the leaning tower of Pisa and in a gondola in Venice. 

Madison had one last question for Eve. Coloring up a little, she asked ‘Where is my erogenous zone?’

Eve got down on her knees. She pushed her lush burgundy hair backwards and fastened it with a clip. Slowly and tantalizingly, she inched her way up Madison’s thighs. In an abrupt jerky movement, she stripped the panty and panty-hose off the older woman. She boldly put her head between Madison’s thighs and stimulated the latter’s clitoris with the tip of her rather long sensuous tongue. 

This brought-forth the most unexpected reaction from Madison. 

Seemingly riding on the waves of ecstasy, she moaned and hugged Eve’s head closer to her body. ‘It’s you, Brent!’ she burst out, planting a plethora of kisses on Eve’s head, forehead and cheeks. 

This reaction, though welcome, corroborated Eve’s belief that her wife Madison was not a particularly clever woman. She was mostly body, and no brain. It was a taken thing that most men resorted to this technique to pleasure their ladies… Did her stimulating Madison’s clit serve as irrefutable evidence that she was indeed Brent Miller?. That was rather stupid. Also, Madison’s arousals made Eve, a follower of the psychoanalytic school of thought, believe that her wife’s sexuality was either in its infancy or totally masculine in nature. ‘Real Feminine Women’, Freud had propagated, achieved vaginal orgasms. Eve loved her wife’s luscious curves and took immense pleasure in her form and figure; yet deep within, she lacked respect for Madison which she guessed was due to the latter’s juvenile sexuality and the lack of a cerebral personality. 

After a few days, the intellectual part of Eve’s personality took over and she wanted to go to the university to reclaim her post. Madison discouraged her, saying that it would be of no use as no one would ever believe that she, a twenty year old girl, was the reincarnated version of Prof. Miller. ‘A single seminar on the psychoanalytic school of thought and I’ll be able to convince them’ said Eve confidently ‘Boston .T. university has no other expert on Freud but me’. When she found that she was unable to stall her husband, Madison made a clean breast of her ideas and plans. ‘Well, Brent’

she said ‘since you are supposed to be on paid leave, the salary has been coming in. Once you are officially declared missing, we could

legitimately draw a pension. So why go through the entire rigmarole of trying to convince them that you are indeed Prof. Miller?’

‘Then what do you propose I do?’ asked Eve dumbfounded. 

‘Stay with me’ said Madison, lovingly rubbing her shoulders ‘We’ll hang around—watch TV, cook together, drink some warm wine and make love’. 

Eve was appalled by the idea. She had previously built three-fourths of her identity around her profession and the prospect of discontinuing that filled her with apprehension. What sort of an individual would she be if she didn’t go out to work? That would make her like a creature without a brain and a purpose. 

‘I wouldn’t respect myself, Madison’ she said out aloud ‘You know how crucial work is to my self-esteem’. 

‘Is work everything?’ Madison pouted in an irresistibly sensual manner ‘does a sexy wife amount to nothing?’ No one on earth could resist that look, leave alone Eve at the moment. ‘As you wish, honey’

she gave in, kissing her wife fully on the lips. Eve was plunged in amorphous libidinous depths, yet in touch with the solid core of reason. ‘I’ll broach the topic of returning to the university some other time’ she thought, peeling Madison’s clothes off her ripe body. She let herself be immersed in the pool of her desire for now. 

-

Their yearnings were on in full bloom. Eve was the haughty, imperial queen in her full and complete regalia. Her robe was made of a rich royal purple. A jeweled crown (incidentally, comprising imitation gems) sat solid and majestic on her plush red hair. Her fingers, encased in royal rings, held the mighty specter. The armillis which clasped her left arm flashed into the slave girl’s eye. 

Temporarily blinded by the intense onslaught of light, Madison fell on to the floor. She had a simple slave’s white garb on her. ‘Unadorned

you are, yet so beautiful’ declared Eve in deep, measured tones’. 

‘Her Majesty’s very kind’ answered Madison in subdued tones. Her full lower lip quivered invitingly. 

The queen seized it savagely. She ravished the slave-girl’s mouth; kissing, sucking and biting her lips until they bled a deep rich red. A low moan of pleasure and pain was wrenched out of Madison’s wounded lips. The queen retrieved salt from somewhere within the layers of her royal robes and rubbed it savagely on the slave-girl’s bleeding mouth. ‘You’re beautiful’ she whispered and kissed her again. The taste of salt commingled with blood, acted as an aphrodisiac. The queen stripped the slave-girl of her flimsy garment and started lustily tasting her breasts, lingering over the erect nipples. The slave girl withered under her weight like a trapped animal. 

However, Her Royal Majesty wasn’t yet letting her go. She got a rope and tied the slave girl’s arms firmly to one of pillars in the house. She parted her legs and tasted her musk. The sharp-girl inhaled sharply. 

It was as if she was beginning to get aroused, in spite of her ostensible reluctance to be fucked. Her Royal Majesty thrust an authoritative finger inside her core and found that the slave-girl was moist. ‘Excellent’ she said ‘Now, you are ready for me’. 

Her Royal Majesty stripped herself off the robes, crown and jewels. 

She cast the specter aside, and strapped a double-dildo around her groin region. She entered both the orifices of the slave-girl simultaneously. The speed, which had started as a gentle hum, built-up to a crescendo. ‘Stop!’ she dimly heard the slave-girl cry out

‘Pray, slow-down, Your Majesty!’. Her agonized screams only drove the queen to go faster and thrust deeper. As she climaxed, the world around her grew hazy. She dropped and sought shelter in the slave-girls’ arms. 

‘That was one nice fuck, Your Majesty’ Madison murmured in Eve’s ear. 

‘Did you come?’ asked Eve, peering earnestly into her face. 

‘Twice’ winked Madison ‘Didn’t you notice?’. 

-

During the subsequent days, Eve's proposal to go and teach at the university was met with increasing resistance from Madison. It was clear that she wanted her ex-husband and now lesbian partner to spend all her time with her. Madison began telling the neighbors and all her acquaintances that Eve was ‘a homeless girl that she, in the spirit of Christian charity, had given shelter to’. At first, Eve found it fun—the boozing, horsing around and long-sessions of innovative love-making with Madison. But after a while, she started missing work. That was what she had based her identity on; both as the elderly Prof. Miller and as the young reincarnated Eve who had started working as a receptionist in New Delhi as soon as she was born. 

Over a period of months, Eve noticed a change in Madison’s behavior. She didn’t accord Eve with due respect as the symbolic breadwinner, treating her instead as a homeless orphan she might have picked off the streets. This was in sharp contrast with the way Eve was used to being treated when she was Prof. Miller. She was bitterly disappointed to discover that try as she might, she could never inspire the same reverence in Madison that Prof. Miller’s age and position had effortlessly evoked. Prof. Miller had been egoistic as a man; he continued being so when sheathed in the body of a young woman. Mental acrimony translated itself into revulsion and Eve founded herself despising Madison’s over-ripe body. 

In a bid to stay away from her, Eve took up a job as a receptionist in a restaurant nearby. At first it was fun, dressing up in skirts and high-heels and talking cheerfully into the phone; but the job of a receptionist demands much more than that and Eve found herself exhausted at the end of each day’s shift. One night, when Eve was nearly nodding off to sleep at work; the hotel manager, Sharon, offered to drive her home. Sharon was a skinny, dark-haired woman

in her late 20s. On the way, she asked if Eve would stop over at her house for a night cap. Now, Sharon was supposed to be a bisexual and we all know that a ‘nightcap’ is a euphemism for something else. 

The new relationship between Eve and Sharon gave the former concrete reasons to stay away from home. Sometimes, she’d pack her clothes, toothbrush and other belongings and stay in Sharon’s house for days at a stretch. Eve found great pleasure in staying over, having a leisurely breakfast and setting out to work with Sharon. It was also very convenient to return together. 

However, in a few months, the pleasant arrangement was disrupted by the arrival of Sharon’s husband. Sharon chose him over Eve and summarily dismissed the latter. There was also an accusation of sorts on Sharon’s part about Eve making an excessive use of the dildo. ‘I’d rather have the real stuff than your make-believe penis!’

she said as a parting shot, proving to Eve and to herself that she was more of a heterosexual than a ‘bisexual’. 

As a consequence of her having slept with another woman, Eve had incurred Madison’s wrath. The latter hardly talked to Eve and the question of the two having sex didn’t remotely arise. 

Eve found that she was now left with a female body, two damaged relationships, a lot of leisure, but no real purpose in life. She hypnotized herself to go to Prof. Miller’s last thoughts as he had come tumbling down the hills, to remind herself of her purpose in life. 

Chapter 4 - Sperm and Vendetta Eve’s was in the REM state of sleep. Her eyelids flitted between dream and wakefulness. She had gone farther back in time, to the legend of the stag. The old stag gazed at his reflection in the clear myrtle waters of the spring. He was astounded by what he saw. His ancient rugged male body had transmuted into a young fecund doe’s. The doe was approached by a virile stag in his prime. He embedded in her the seed of a new life.  

 The last two acts repeated themselves in the dream sequence. 

 However, the aged stag had been replaced by Prof. Miller. After a night in the fountain, he’d metamorphosed to Eve. The Eve of dreams didn’t work as a receptionist or indulge in lesbianism. She plopped down on the moss, and waited for Adam to manifest. A shadowy figure of a man appeared. Eve strained to see his face, but in vain. The blurred male entered Eve’s young body. And harvested in her the seed of a new life. 

Two different times. Two different species. Yet the dream had ended in the same way. So was Eve’s purpose in life bringing the seed of Adam to fruition? Just when Eve’s unconsciousness was speculating the pros and cons of the above, she was awakened. By the sound of Madison’s excited voice. 

‘Honey, honey, I have news!’

‘Yes, Madison?’ mumbled Eve, frustrated by interruption at such a crucial stage of decision. 

‘You—and I—have an invitation to a frat party!’

‘A frat party?’ Eve said, somewhat skeptical ‘Whoever would invite an old professor to a frat party?’

“A ‘Mark Stiller’, apparently”. 

Oh yes, Eve remembered Mark Stiller. He was the ‘stud’ of the college in whose company she (as Prof. Miller) had been thrown into on a rainy day. Unable to go out in torrential downpour the two, cooped in the class-room, had been obliged to make some sort of a conversation. Professor Miller had during the exchange, spoken about his own youth during which time he had kept himself aloof from fun and dating. Young Stiller had lent a very sympathetic ear. 

He had promised to invite Prof. Miller the next time he and the guys were ‘getting some action’. 

Much as Eve appreciated the gesture, she wished Stiller hadn’t invited Madison. But knowing that Prof. Miller was married, Mark Stiller had followed the basic courtesy of inviting his, Miller’s, spouse. 

Since the frat party expected guests to turn up in some kind of a costume, Eve dressed as an elf, complete with a gauzy dress and wings. Madison just went with body con. On being questioned if it was technically a ‘costume’, she shrugged and said ‘that’s what girls are supposed to wear to frat parties, are’t they?’. The above remark substantiated Eve’s theory that, apart from brains, Madison was lacking in imagination as well. Not that fairy apparel was the most inspired of costumes but, hey, at least it wasn’t as predictable as body con! 

Predictably, Mark Stiller didn’t recognize Eve but was happy to have a pretty, young girl in his house. He wasn’t overly pleased with Madison; she was a bit too old for his tastes; still, he let her in free of cost without asking if she was a part of some sort of a sorority. The party scene with its boozing, throwing-up and hooking-up drama didn’t stimulate Eve in the least. A few young guys tried to chat her up, but she was barely interested in talking to males of her (apparent) age. She yawned and picked up some reading material. 

From the corner of her eye, she noticed Madison having a beer with a gangling, pimply young boy. 

‘Enjoying yourself?’ Eve was surprised to hear a mature, masculine voice ask her. The tone and timber sounded familiar, but Eve found herself unable to connect the voice with a face. The visuals didn’t

help either, for the speaker had turned up as Dracula; undocked, with the black cape, chalk-white foundation and predatory teeth. 

Blood (tomato ketchup?) dribbled from the sides of his frosty mouth. 

‘Not really’ Eve shrugged in a non-committal manner. 

‘Me neither’ the gentleman replied ‘But this kid Mark Stiller insisted on having me over—probably to help me get over the recent death of my wife’. 

The man’s voice matched the database in Eve’s memory. It was Prof. Dylan Smith, her alter-ego, archrival and sworn enemy! It was uncanny; two revered professors meeting up at a youngsters’ frat party. Eve had to suppress the urge to giggle. 

‘Sorry to hear about your loss’ she said in keeping with the solemnity of his last comment. 

‘Thank you’ he said, politely. She was beginning to warm up to old Smith, Eve had to admit. 

‘By the way, I am Eve’ she said extending a hand ‘One of Prof. 

Miller’s protégées’. 

‘Ah old Miller!’ Smith blurt out carelessly ‘where the hell did he disappear with his wizened face and nutty theories?’. 

The old animosity came gushing back. Eve swallowed in the urge to retort; instead asked ‘You didn’t like him?’

‘Not at all’ old Smith said point-blank ‘The man was a scourge on the surface of the earth. Let’s hope he has fallen off it’ he heartlessly cackled at his own joke. 

‘You nasty old bird!’ Eve was thinking ‘I swear I could gouge your eyes out!’. She forced her lips into a pretty smile. This had a singularly mesmerizing effect on old Dylan. He inched closer to her, and put a seemingly casual hand on her thigh. 

‘So, dressed as an elf, are you?’ he said, looking at her face, then bosom, and then face again ‘Must say it suits you well’

‘Why?’ asked Eve innocently. 

Dylan struggled to find the right words. He was desperately trying to woo her, the doddering old bastard. Eve felt flames of fury sear her bosom. 

‘You have this…light sprightly quality about you’ he said ‘something ethereal—that I can’t quite summarize in words’. The man who had scoffed Prof. Miller’s poetic tendencies was himself waxing eloquent to impress a young girl. The two-faced snake. 

‘Sprightly?’ Eve echoed. Her mind, by some vague association, asked ‘Do you believe in the spring of reincarnation?’

‘Pooh!’ Dylan spat disrespectfully ‘You got that from Miller, didn’t you?’

‘Perhaps’ replied Eve with put-on nonchalance and started discussing other things. 

-

Eve logged-in to her PC the next day to find an e-mail from Prof. 

Dylan, inviting her to dine at his house that night. They had exchanged e-mail addresses the previous day. Eve gave herself a metal high-five—her little ploy was working. Nasty old Dylan Smith was falling in love with her. 

She chose an emerald green taffeta gown for the occasion. It matched with her eyes and offset her rich red hair perfectly. The crimson stilettos she selected made her legs look long and sexy. A red hand bag slung over one shoulder and Eve was ready for the evening. Smith received her warmly. He was dressed to the nines, in sleek black trousers coupled with an off-white white silk shirt and a cravat. Eve appraised him for the first time as a woman would—

Dylan Smith, in his early fifties, was definitely a very attractive man. 

He was tall, long-limbed, sinewy and straight of back. There was a hungry look about his long lean face. His muscular body, as it moved, had a lithe animal-like grace about it. His hair, tinged with grey at the temples, was still very thick. ‘The goddamn bastard is one looker!’ Eve ejaculated in her mind. Much to her annoyance, her body started responding to him without her consent. She found her nipples and clitoris super hard and erect. 

Seems like this phenomenon didn’t go unnoticed by Smith’s hawkish gaze. ‘Cold, are you, dear Eve?’; he asked meaningfully looking at her nipples that were prominent against the front of her dress ‘May I offer you a jacket?’

Eve kicked her body for the betrayal. ‘Damn!’ she thought, ‘I hate the man like hell. Yet my anatomy seems to awaken at his mere sight’. 

‘That would be perfect’ she said out aloud. 

Smith wrapped a jacket around Eve’s shoulders. He took her inside and invited her to sit on the couch. Champagne and conversation flowed, during the course of which Eve discovered that Smith was into metaphysical poetry. ‘So he is interested in poetry’ she reflected

‘only the romantics irked him’. This lack of deference of another style and era of poetry didn’t elevate him any in Eve’s eyes. Her contempt of him only increased. 

However, Eve never voiced any of her personal opinions out aloud. 

She pretended to go along with the metaphysics and whatever else Smith said. She complemented his good-looks, his devotion to the behavioral school of thought, his understanding and interpretation of poetry, taste in art, his house, his bathroom, his cat. She perceived that he must be exhausted after a hard day’s work and offered to massage his shoulder. In short, she did everything that would make any man happy. 

Soon, Smith was all over her; her face, hair, body, legs. He lowered the straps of her green dress, and kissed her tender twenty year old shoulders ravenously. ‘Ah! Sweet’ he murmured, breathing

sporadically ‘haven’t tasted such achingly young flesh in a long time!’. His mouth closed over her gossamer lips, kissing her slowly; then kissing her brutally. At first, Eve was at a loss as to what to do; she had hitherto kissed only women and was taken by surprise by the force and urgency of a man’s mouth crushing against hers. 

Soon, she acclimatized to the difference in her lover’s gender and fought his tongue with a force that nearly matched his own. 

All along, Smith’s hands had been caressing Eve’s nubile young body; grabbing her breasts, buttocks and thighs avariciously. Eve moaned, and then regretted having made her rapture conspicuous so soon. Before another thought could flit past her mind, she became cognizant of Smith peeling off the green taffeta off her sinuous curves. Her lingerie came off next. There she stood: young, naked and vulnerable in front of a fully dressed older man. Never had Eve felt so powerless in her life. It was as if he was taking fully possession of her young body; the domineering male who had taken the young female into his hands and made all the decisions for her. 

Smith cupped Eve’s breasts and was astounded to discover that it fit the entire expanse of his large hands ‘Look at you’ he burst out, incredulous ‘So lovely and well-endowed. A rarity in those your generation. Girls are getting increasingly emaciated nowadays. 

Anorexia or whatever, they have no breasts to speak of!’

He bent his head. And sucked at her nipples like an infant. Eve was surprised to feel a strong tug in her uterus that was both maternal and sexual. Smith’s hands moved south of Eve’s body. He parted her lips and commented that the insides of a young girl’s pussy reminded him of a ‘pale apple bud in bloom’. He bent his head between her legs and partook all the delights the area had to offer. 

He inserted one cautious finger inside and exclaimed ‘God, you’re so tight…Don’t tell me you’re still a…? 

Eve nodded demurely. Even though she had entered her two female lovers with the dildo, she herself had never been penetrated by it. 

This technically made her a virgin. 

‘God be praised!’ Smith exclaimed stupefied ‘In this day and age!....well, I am one lucky man!’. Eve’s virginity acted as his aphrodisiac. Smith slipped on a condom and entered her fast, and rather savagely, rupturing her hymen. A sharp pain shot through Eve and her closed eye-lids fluttered open in shock. Three drops of rich red blood—the relics of her ravished virginity—stained his white couch. His hunger satiated, Smith rolled off her and went to sleep. 

Eve lay still beside him, but her mind was ticking. This time around, Smith had used protection. Sometime in the future, she envisioned his seed embedded deep inside her. That future is what she lived for. 

-

A week before Christmas, Dylan Smith got down on his knees and proposed to Eve. She accepted. He slid a full carat diamond ring into her finger as an insignia of his promise. 

Madison noticed the ring the day. Eve had no choice but to tell her the truth. Madison raved and ranted, but Eve remained placid. ‘I’ll tell him, Brent’ she finally threatened ‘I’ll tell Smith; I’ll tell them all—who you really are!’

‘Consider it, Madison’ Eve smiled at her serenely ‘who would ever believe Prof. Miller actually transmuted into—‘ she indicated her face and body ‘—this?’ ‘They’d think sorrow of losing your husband has fucked your head up’. 

Madison stared. She knew she had lost her case. Eve left her sobbing; a crumpled big heap on the floor. She felt a bit sorry for Madison, but this had to happen sooner or later. And after all, Madison wasn’t getting too bad a deal. She would be getting the house and her pension, along with the freedom to marry whoever else she fancied. 

She was a bit disappointed when Madison didn’t turn up for her wedding. Eve had pegged her ex-wife to be a better sport than that. 

-

It wasn’t a bad life, being a professor’s wife. In fact, it was an inch closer to being a professor yourself. However, if you were intent on realizing your target as Eve was, you had to agree with all your husband’s theories and squelch ‘Your mentor’s’. And socialize with other faculty wives, who were boring as hell. However, Eve put up with it for her purpose. Or rather, her purposes. 

Once, only once, she had not been able to resist locking horns with him. She did curse herself for letting her guard drop and vowed never to repeat the faux pas. 

‘Ha, the old fool bought Freud’s Oedipus complex, can you imagine?’

Smith objured Professor Miller ‘Sons being attracted to their mothers

—the acme of balderdash!’

‘Who knows, it may be true’ Eve spoke with passion ‘And Prof. Miller wasn’t the only one who bought in it. Several people have depicted it in their works: artists and writers, you know. Take Shakespeare, for instance’

She had regretted her pugnacity almost instantly. ‘Never again’ she said biting her tongue. ‘Smith should never ever get an inkling of the truth’. She treaded carefully from that time onwards. 

-

It struck after a year. Rheumatoid arthritis. Prof. Smith was always fatigued and had trouble falling asleep. His tennis sessions were now restricted to once a week. He went to the university only a few times a week; and did his research on behaviorism at home (Smith’s research, Eve could see, was conducting experiments on hapless rats and dogs Skinner/ Pavlov style). Worn and shrunk by the disease, Smith was a far cry from the stately attractive man who had made arduous love to Eve on the first night they’d dined together. 

Young and fertile Eve saw this as the perfect time to get impregnated by Smith’s seed. Sex exhausted him, yet he found it difficult to say

‘No’ to his lovely young wife. Eve kept the ‘good news’ to herself. 

Blood tests showed that Smith’s arthritis was only getting worse. 

This was the time—for revelation. ‘Come with me--to the spring of reincarnation’ she said. 

‘You know the location?’ he asked, skeptical. Smith was ill, but skeptical. Dying, still cynical. The hard edge never leaves some people. 

‘I know’ said Eve succinctly. 

‘How? The old bastard Miller told you’

“I am the ‘Old bastard Miller’” 

‘Good one, honey’ Smith laughed .It was evident that he didn’t believe her. However, he was becoming so weak and debilitated that he decided to give it a shot. Perhaps Miller had given Eve the map to the spring. 

‘However, I wouldn’t want to be reborn as female’ he said banteringly. 

‘That’s the catch’ Eve shrugged ‘The spring returns your youth, but reverses your gender’. 

‘So you intend becoming a male-infant?’ Smith teased. 

‘No, thank you—I am happy with my age and sex’ Eve smiled

‘therefore, only you’ll bathe in the spring. I’ll just stand aside and watch the transformation’. 

-

The tourist Visas arrived in no time. Eve, along with her ailing husband, checked into the same little motel as last time. In lieu of

Bhimsingh, a young man was seated at the reception counter. ‘Hello’

he greeted pleasantly ‘How may I help you?’

‘Hi’ Eve said affably ‘Could you give us a room with a double bed please?’

‘Sure, Ma’am’. The boy took carried the couple’s luggage into the room. ‘Make yourselves comfortable’. He made a move to depart. 

‘This place used to be run by a man called Bhimsingh….’ Eve’s voice trailed off. 

‘Oh, yes’ the young man replied ‘He passed away a few months ago. 

And left me: his youngest son-in-law, Prem, to run it’. 

Eve looked out of the motel window nostalgically. This time, two years ago, her new life had begun…. 

-

Eve woke up excitedly at the crack of dawn. She roused her sleeping husband and suggested that he bathe in hot water. ‘The water will soothe your joints; hopefully you won’t suffer too much pain on the way’. Dylan showered and reported that he was feeling ‘almost normal’. Nevertheless, he had to use a walking stick to navigate the difficult mountainous terrain. 

He, slowly and painfully, followed his wife who carried both their backpacks. Since Eve now knew where the spring was, she had packed supplies for only a day. Apart from food, water and a tent; she carried a brassiere-lingerie set, a pair of women’s jeans and a white lacy top for her husband to wear after his reincarnation. They walked on braving the heights, water-crossings and rugged terrain. 

The twittering day gave way to the hush of night. When she saw priumlas, irises and magnolias around a bend; Eve knew the spring of reincarnation was near. She took her ageing husband by the hand and led him down the hills, tucking his walking stick under her left armpit. They got down, slowly and fastidiously. 

The spring came into sight, as stupefying as she remembered it. 

There was the same stillness about the place—the trees didn’t shake a leaf. The birds that reveled at this hour were silent. It seemed like the entire earth was hushed in reverence of a more powerful natural entity. 

Such was the magic of the spring that even the cynical Prof. Smith was moved. ‘It’s beautiful—the color of your eyes!’ he pronounced to his wife. 

Eve nodded. She gently helped him out of his clothes and guided him into the warm soothing waters. He reveled in it, relaxing his arthritis-afflicted joints. Eve set up the tent for herself. ‘This is going to take a while, honey’ she told her husband ‘See you tomorrow morning’. Then she dozed off to let the spring work its miracle. 

She woke up the next morning to find a tall young dark-haired woman in the spring. ‘That’ll do, honey’ Eve said, guiding her husband out of the spring ‘I think the reincarnation is complete’. The young woman in the spring looked confused. ‘Excuse me, Miss,…’

she asked Eve ‘but could you tell me where I am? I don’t seem to remember anything’. 

This was the biggest bender. Prof. Smith, the most vituperative of critics of psychoanalysis, had fallen prey to its most lethal of defense mechanisms--repression. Perhaps unable to cope with the fact that he was transmogrifying into a female, the mind had obliterated the entire history of his memory. 

Eve didn’t think it necessary to remind him (or rather, her). She helped the young girl slip into the clothes she’d brought along and took her to the motel. 

Once there, Eve worked herself into an agitated state and approached Prem. ‘Please, help me!’ she cried hysterically ‘My husband was dragged away by a snow leopard a while ago!’

Prem lost no time in ringing up the police from the motel. ‘They’ll be here, Ma’am’ he said, his manner placating. ‘Since they’re in Gangtok, they may take a while to come. Meanwhile, let me make you a good hot cup of tea’. 

‘You’re so very kind’, Eve sniffled chastely. She looked so young and vulnerable at the moment that it would have melted anybody’s heart. 

All through this, newly born female Dylan was wondering what was going on. It was a queer scenario; waking up to recollect nothing, finding in the vicinity a strange young lady who was quite composed up to a certain point after which she had decided to break into some kind of a drama. However, some sort of chaos evidently reigned and female Dylan thought it best to remain silent for a while. 

The police arrived an hour later and traipsed up the slopes with their sniffer dogs. They scoured the place (though, thanks to Bhimsingh, Eve knew they’d never go right up to the summit; nowhere near where the reincarnation spring was situated), and came back looking dejected. ‘There’re no blood-trails even’ one remarked to the other. 

They came down to the motel and looked sympathetically at young Eve. ‘We’re sorry, Madam’, said one of them gently ‘but we think the worst has happened’. 

The sight of young Eve crying would have broken the hardest of hearts. She flew to New Delhi with female Dylan, leaving behind a bunch of locals, including young Prem, empathizing with her. ‘The Prof-Saab was old and weak’ he told the townspeople ‘yet his young wife was so very devoted to him—it nearly killed her when they told…...’. 

The ‘devoted’ young wife managed to get in touch with the American Embassy. She explained the case of coming across an anonymous American girl who appeared to have lost her memory to the consulate general. The empathy Eve seemingly felt for the other young woman moved the embassy officials. 

‘Could you, for sure, say she’s American?’ they wanted to know. 

‘Well, she uses typical Boston neologisms’ Eve replied ‘So, I guess she must be’

The consulate-general heard female Dylan speak and understood what Eve was talking about. ‘We’ll see what we can do’, he told Eve. 

The embassy got in touch with the Indian police department and found that no ‘missing American girl’ complaint had been filed by anyone. The mystery girl didn’t have a passport on her or papers to illustrate when she had entered the country. And what’s worse, she didn’t remember anything, not even her own name. Therefore, they decided that the girl was indeed anonymous. 

They were in a fix as to what to do with her. Ms. Anonymous (they called her “Ana” among themselves) was indeed becoming an albatross around their necks. Wanting to wash their hands off her as soon as possible, they gave her an immigration visa, allowing her to travel to the US as Eve’s adoptive sister. 

Once in the plane, Eve relaxed. The glow of pregnancy was beginning to show on her face. She stroked her belly and wondered how the child, the product of two conflicting minds, would turn out to be. There was plenty of time yet to find out. Six months to go for the due date; umpteen years to spend with the child and bring it up. She glanced at Ana and wickedly thought ‘And a nanny to rear it for free’. 

Yes, Ana would indeed come handy, to change the baby’s diapers and clean its poop. 

Yes, Eve aka Prof. Miller had ultimately got the better of Dylan Smith; her detractor, archrival and prime tormentor. Since he had invested his money wisely, she’d have a humungous amount of money to lead a comfortable lifestyle. Apart from that, she had also managed to amass his seed. She had his money, his baby and her own psychoanalytic theories. ‘Whereas’ she thought smiling at the unsuspecting Ana ‘He is left with only a female body and not a shred of memory. A heavy price to pay for having deprecated my theories; but, hey, whoever said life was always fair?’

The End

Character Profile 

Prof. Brent Miller/Eve is the protagonist of the story. He is a tall, skinny, singularly unattractive sixty-approaching psychology professor cum poet. Miller is a staunch believer in the Freudian School of Thought: Psychoanalysis. Bathing in the reincarnation spring metamorphoses Miller into the beautiful, curvaceous 19 year old redhead, Eve. Eve forges a new relationship with her wife, Madison, and gets into a brief fling with another woman. Her relationships with both the abovementioned women end. Following this, Eve goes through a humungous identity crisis during which she questions the purpose of her youth and femininity. Regression through hypnosis helps her become aware of her true missions in life post-reincarnation. 

Prof Dylan Smith/Ana is Prof. Miller’s biggest critic, opponent and detractor. Smith is in his mid 50s and is attractive to women. He is tall, sinewy, sensual and has a head full of thick hair tinged with grey. 

Prof. Smith believes in the Behavioral School of Psychology that professes that the explanation for human behavior lies in external factors rather than the unconscious. Unable to tolerate any viewpoint opposed to his own, Smith viciously attacks Miller’s theories and also takes pot-shots at the latter’s personal interests, such as a passion for poetry. The fact that Prof. Miller’s name has been proposed for the ‘Distinguished Prof’ title causes intense jealousy in Smith. 

Conversely, Prof. Smith finds the female version of Miller, Eve, very attractive and is charmed enough to marry her. About a year later, his health deteriorates rapidly and he ages overnight. He allows his wife to lead him to the Spring of Reincarnation. Smith bathes in it to transmute into a tall young woman, Ana, who has completely lost her memory. 

Madison is Prof. Miller’s tall, tanned, blond, voluptuous 39 year old wife. She is extremely proud of her good looks and is insanely jealous of Prof. Miller’s female students. As per Prof. Miller’s observations, Madison lacks a brain, good judgment and

imagination. Madison gets into an ecstatic lesbian relationship with Eve, Prof. Miller’s female reincarnate, but doesn’t accord her with the respect that she used to show Prof. Miller. This drives her young lover away from Madison, leading her to have an affair with another woman. The betrayal infuriates Madison. Madison is also greatly upset to find that Eve is engaged to marry Dylan Smith. However, she’s unable to do anything about it as it is impossible to prove that Eve is the female reincarnate of her husband, Brent Miller. 

Sharon is the manager of the hotel Eve works in and goes on to become her second lover. Sharon is a skinny dark-haired woman in her late 20s. She claims to be bisexual and gets into a lesbian relationship with the beautiful young Eve. However, the moment her husband comes home, Sharon summarily dismisses her lesbian lover. As a parting shot, she also accuses Eve of making excessive use of the double-dildo, proving that she’s a heterosexual who pretends to be bisexual out of curiosity. 

Bhimsingh is the 70 year old Nepali man who runs a small motel in a picturesque little town between Sikkim and Nepal. Bhimsingh tells Prof. Miller that the locals believe that danger lurks after a certain point in the mountains and never dare to venture ahead of that. He gives Miller a comprehensive account of all of foreign tourists who had trekked right up to the top, in the past, and had never returned. 

When Prof. Miller comes back as the reincarnated young Eve, Bhimsingh laughs at his claim. He doesn’t allow her into Prof. Miller’s room to collect his passport and other personal belongings. Noting that Eve is in possession of Prof. Miller’s backpack, Bhimsingh’s antenna goes up. He suspects her of having a male accomplice hidden somewhere and of having murdered and robbed Prof. Miller. 

However, Eve’s innocent face makes him reconsider his own theories. He hypothesizes that the backpack, lying somewhere on his own, was picked up by Eve. He comes to the conclusion that Eve is suffering from a psychological disorder and advices her to seek psychiatric help. 

Prem is Bhimsingh’s youngest son-in-law. After Bhimsingh’s death, the onus of running the motel falls on Prem. When Eve returns to the motel with an ageing Dylan Smith, Prem is courteous to them. When Eve comes back with Ana, the morning after the trek, and claims that her husband has been dragged away by a snow leopard, Prem promptly phones the police. He, along with other townspeople, sympathizes with Eve. Prem later tells the others that Eve was a devoted wife to her elderly husband. 

Transgender Stories by Yu Sakurazawa



A Slippery Slope in Military Academy: A Frail Cadet 

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

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

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

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



Trapped in Circus 

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

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

‘Esplendor Circus’ comes to town. On the night of a show, the circus’s owner and manager realize that the star attraction of their

circus: a talking parrot is missing. Alfred is tricked into wearing girls’

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

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



Unicorn and Hourglass: Subconscious Desire for Feminization 

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



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

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



Muse and Vampiress 

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

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



Unusual Romance at a Call Center 

"Forced to Work in Girls' Dress" series Eighteen year old Ajay Singh is a pretty-faced, effeminate boy living in the town of Patiala. Even though he is born male, Ajay hasn’t attained puberty. His dressing in female clothes and performing a feminine dance on a college stage creates a scandal in the social circles his family moves in. Fearing further stigma, Ajay’s parents ask him to leave Patiala. Ajay travels to Bangalore and joins a BPO/Call center of a San Francisco based telecom company called Ursa Major. He is given the job of a customer service representative. 

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

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



Transposed on the Pyrenees 

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

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

few months to live. Fergus’s loyal manservant, Jock, tells him about a secret grotto fountain in south western France, the waters of which are rumored to have miraculous healing properties. The paralyzed have been able to walk and the terminally ill have been cured. 

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



A Slippery Slope in a Bank 

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



Everland: Beyond Gender & Species 

"Transgender Mystery" series

Juan is a happy-go-lucky young man, but his beloved wife Moira seems to be unhappy with her gender. She suggests that both of them go to Everland, a country bordering south west England, where people change into members of the opposite sex. Once there, Juan transforms into the beauteous Jasmine and Moira into a handsome

man, Glenn. Jasmine discovers that the rules of Everland are a bit unconventional: women and castrated men are expected to be registered and to wear a collar bearing details of the registration around their necks. The abovementioned people are also to have a leash attached to the D-rings of their collars and are chained by their masters. When Glenn is brutally bashed up, Jasmine is roaming the streets all by herself. The cops find her and take her to an animal detention center where she thrown naked into a large cage along with large male dogs. Jasmine and the dogs are to be gassed to death the following day. A magnificent black Great Dane comforts Jasmine and the most beautiful soul-to-soul love blossoms between the two. The next day, both of them escape being executed. Jasmine goes home to her husband and the Great Dane disappears into a forests. Are the two destined to meet again? 



Medusa Locks: Feminized in Misery 

Adrian Davis, a handsome young man, 25 year old badminton champion, husband of Dr.Lauren Wood is abducted and brought to an Island called Medusa’s Locks. He is put into a cage in a big facility where 6 other men were similarly detained. They were all abducted for clinical experiment. 



Trapped in Lunatic Femininity 

A hard suspense MTF transgender story. 

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

Opportunity knocks but once. A mysterious man shows up on his doorstep with a job offer impossible to turn down: to become the personal assistant of the scandalous writer, Dyonne. He moves into the luxurious Venetian Villa in the hopes to learn from the best, and quickly gets mesmerized by the woman’s astonishing beauty. A new world opens up for him: luxury and high life, elegant decadence, never seen perversity. The web of wild promiscuity entangles him for good. But somewhere along the great experience the dream becomes a nightmare. When his novelty fades and a new toy boy comes into picture, Hugo struggles with jealousy. When the mask

falls, Hugo has to face Dyonne’s evil turn. Robbed by his dreams, he is forced into femininity and becomes a captive, a pariah of the Villa, with only one purpose: to fulfill the demonic, bizarre wishes of Dyonne. The boy has to embrace the changes if he wants to get back the control over his own life. The hard fight leads him to unforeseen paths. 



Relived Love & Justice 

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

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

a temple prostitute. 



Transgendered People of India: Forsaken Tributaries 

This is a non-fiction book about Hijla. 

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

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



Lilies for Ms.Tracy 

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

understand her feelings and helps her to become a woman. By accident Tracy know who the father is and decides to make a revenge. 





DIAMOND IN THE ROUGH 

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

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

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

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



Yumori of Kasuga Hotspring 

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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

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

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





Kyle's Feminine Roots 

"MTF Autobiography Story" series

16 year old Scottish lad Kyle Morrison’s world comes crashing down when his boyfriend leaks their sex MMS, making it go viral on mobile phones. Before long, it makes headlines and Kyle is rusticated from school. Taking advantage of the bog of depression his wife has sunk

into, Kyle’s pedophile of a stepdad bandies him into the streets. Kyle is provided shelter by Natasha who instinctively senses Kyle’s desire to be a girl. Natasha spends a whopping amount on Kyle’s sex reassignment and estrogen therapy following which she employs Kyle (now Sheena) in her “massage parlor”. Whist working there, Sheena captures the fancy of LA based adult-movie maker, Jayden King, who converts the young prostitute into ‘Sensuous Sheena’, the porn star. While shooting her porn flicks, Sheena continues her quest to be a top star in Hollywood. During her journey replete with dramatic rise and ebbs, Sheena meets Chase Perez, a top action movie star; Alexander Turner, the fatherly mentor and Brice Meyers, her PRO and best friend. Will Sheena’s dark past catch up with her, endangering her stupendous success in Hollywood? Does Sheena find all answers to life’s questions in LA or does she need to reconnect with her roots? 



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



Supermodel: MTF Autobiography 

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

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

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



The Triumphants and The Infradigs 

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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

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

‘The Infradigs’ back with the same coin. How far will ‘The

Triumphants’ go with their theorem of hate? Are the canons of avengement more imperative than concerns of humanity? 



Dreams Don't Die 

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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

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

Or will his dreams die a sad, lingering death? 



Queen Lysandra 

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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



Sam O'Yeah: FTM Transgender Story 

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

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

 

Ghosts Alive: Transgender Fantasy 

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



Eve of the Arcane Waters 

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

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



A Feminized President: Losing Bet into the3rd Gender 

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

This is the only comedy in the "Hijra, the Third Gender" series. An Indian entrepreneur makes a wrong bet during a drinking occasion

with his friend. He must dress as a woman (hijra) 24x7 for a year. His bet was that his company will grow business even if the president is a hijra. If he should lose the bet, he must get a sex change surgery. 



The Birth of Delilah 

"Gender Swap Fantasy" series

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

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

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



Abducted into the Third Gender: 180 Degrees Turn 

Hijra, the Third Gender

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



Forced into the Third Gender: The Champion's Bride 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

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



The Animal in Me 

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

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

Transhumans are not pure humans, but with genetically or technologically modified people and they are treated as second-class citizens. On the other hand pure human people belong to the Purity Party which has the majority in the current government. The leader of the Purity Party is President Yceberg, who believes in the sacredness of the body. The question is: how far he’d go to prove his point? 



Conspired into the 3rd Gender 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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



Born in the Third Gender: A Truth About Roopini 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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



Dancers of the Third Gender 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

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



Underwater Escape: An Escape to the Other Gender 

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

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, 

[image: Image 2]

India, Thailand, the United States, and again, Japan. The story is really engaging, but his (her) talking style is something like "Forest Gump". 

Greetings from Yu Sakurazawa



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

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

 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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