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Chapter 1 - The Nightmare Begins

It was a dreamy creamy Sunday morning. Liam Davies woke up and stretched luxuriously. He was in the first flush of youth, 25 or 26 perhaps, and undeniably handsome. At 5’8, he was neither tall nor short and had the sinewy, lightly muscular body of the ace badminton player he was. He had the enviable flat abs of youth, healthy well-toned legs and sturdy arms which had rendered the backhand, backswing and smash with unrivalled panache. Liam’s feet were shapely and rather delicate for those of a man. However, his best features lay above his neck. Liam had the most beautiful face one would have seen on any male of the human species. He had large innocent baby blue eyes, a noble straight nose and lips that were naturally full and pink. The mop of curly hair on his exquisite head was golden and the traces of stubble he had on his otherwise clean-shaven face were of the same hue. 

Liam wriggled his still sleepy toes and felt the left side of the bed to find it empty. 

‘Strange’ he thought ‘Lauren usually sleeps until 8 am on Sundays’. Then he thought she’d gone to the main laboratory to conduct experiments on her rats, snails, guinea pigs or whatever it was that she used in her in vivo experiments. Lauren or Dr. Lauren Wood was Liam’s wife of two years. She was in her early thirties, broodingly beautiful and extremely mysterious. Her introversion, intensity and intelligence were a total contrast to Liam’s openness, light-heartedness and sportiveness. Liam was simple and good-natured and didn’t wrack his brain about intellectual stuff. This was perhaps why he had been attracted to someone who was his complete opposite. 

A little mewling wail brought Liam to his senses. His 6 month old daughter Amelia Jane (AJ, for short) was crying. Liam felt a sudden sense of guilt at not having checked on the baby as soon as he got up. As a dad, he felt the need to be more responsible. 

He went to the crib in the next room and picked up his cute baby girl. She was small and pink and a spitting image of her dad. ‘Coochy coochy coo’ Liam softly murmured in baby language that he presumed AJ would understand ‘why is my naughty imp

bawling?’. AJ shrieked some more in response. 

Assuming hunger was making her cranky, Liam walked to the fridge, balancing AJ

sideways against his waist. ‘Lauren must have left a bottle’ he thought looking around the racks. Finding none, he emptied a packet of milk in a container and started mixing baby formula in it. He was gently cooing to AJ all this time. 

At this time, they barged in. Three hooded men in black jeans and t-shirts. Two of them carried hockey sticks, one a long butcher’s knife and the third a Smith & Wesson 32

revolver. They were tall, six feet or more, and were much heftily built than Liam. ‘Put the baby down’ ordered one of them, his voice a low menacing growl. 

Liam’s first impulse was of disbelief. The second was one of humor. This was surely some kind of a pantomime; one of his friends’ practical jokes carried a little too far. 

‘Come off it, Robbie’ he said jauntily ‘I’ve recognized ya’. 

‘I am not any Robbie, you faggot’ said one with the knife forbiddingly ‘drop that tone or you’ll be dead meat’. He stepped forward and held the knife against Liam’s throat. 

The steel of the 7 inch blade caught a ray of the sun and glinted threateningly. It was now that Liam realized that this was no joke. 

One of the assailants put his hockey stick down and wrested AJ off Liam’s hands roughly. He threw her on the couch carelessly causing her to little face to go red with shock. She broke into another series of wails. Liam froze in shock. 

‘Do what we say, else we’ll kill her’ the one with the Smith & Wesson 32 threatened

‘bash her against a boulder and her wee head will soon smash into pulp. The horrific image the words evoked made Liam feel faint. He breathed deeply to keep himself conscious. 

‘I’ll cooperate’ he said faintly ‘please don’t harm the child’. 

One of the guys with the hockey sticks ambled up and pinned Liam’s hands behind him. 

He retrieved a pair of professional looking handcuffs and locked Liam’s wrists with them. 

The men roughly yanked him out of his huge Mayfair house. AJ was still hollering her lungs out. Her screams could be heard right up to the front door. One of the thugs salvaged a key from his jeans pocket and locked the door securely. When he was returning it to his pocket, Liam caught the initials LW on the key. LW stood for ‘Lauren Wood’. ‘Hey wait!’ Liam screamed ‘that’s my wife’s key! Where is she, you bastards? 

What have you done to her?’ This was turning out to be a nightmare. Liam was being yanked out of his house, forced to leave behind a hungry baby all alone. Apart from this, there was a possibility that his wife could be dead. ‘What have you done to Lauren, you sons-of-a-bitch?’

In response, the men tore a piece of adhesive tape from its roll and plastered it tightly against Liam’s pink mouth. ‘That will keep ya from rousing the neighborhood, you wee scunner’ they said bestially ‘Not a sound from ya now, aye?’

All Liam could do now was conjure and suffer limitless petrifying possibilities in silence. The experience was hellish. 

The goons dragged Liam through the entire cemented path adjacent to the lawn. When they reached the gate, the one with the knife opened it with a loud clang. A huge dilapidated bluish-grey milk van stood in the corner of the road. They opened the back door, tossed Liam on the cold metal floor and clamorously slid the door close. The thugs with the hockey sticks got into the front seat and shut the door after them with a bang. The armed man and the knife-wielder got into the padded leather seats at the back. The one with the gun pressed the steely metal on the base of Liam’s neck. Liam felt his neck grow soft with sweat. One of the goons inserted the key in the ignition. 

The engine roared to life after a shudder. As the old milk van pottered along the street, the gunman increased the pressure of his weapon on Liam’s neck. The one with the knife softly ran his lethal metal along the length of Liam’s spine, as if in icy reminder. 

They journeyed for about an hour. Liam could hear the men talking among themselves. 

They used ‘Auld’ to mean ‘Old’, ‘Clatty’ for ‘dirty’ and ‘Glaekit’ to mean ‘Stupid’. 

They had earlier called Liam a ‘you wee scunner’ to imply ‘you little nuisance’. ‘These blokes aren’t British’ guessed Liam shrewdly ‘the hail from up North: Scotland’. He vaguely wondered what Scottish thugs were doing with him. But then he thought that he perhaps ought not to wonder. He had won the All Indian English Championship at 20. 

He had 2 gold medals won at the commonwealth games in his kitty. Liam Davies had the world record for the fastest smash at 166mp/h. His current world ranking was No. 

2. Modest as he was, Liam couldn’t deny the fact that he was a celebrity. A guy who had made it big and made a lot of money. His photos, Liam was sure, was splashed in all the newspapers in the UK. Therefore, the fact that these thugs were Scottish was really not very surprising

Liam wondered what the motive of the crime could be. ‘Why, the money angle of course’ he answered his own question. For what other reason other than ransom would a man like him be abducted for? Liam was sure Lauren had got a call by now. That is, if she was alive. But then Lauren had to be alive for this abduction to make sense. Else, 

who would shell out the demanded ransom money? Liam’s father had died two years ago; his mother had followed suit a year later. He had seven or eight siblings, but Liam was barely in touch with them. 

‘Long drive ahead. Make him sit up’ commanded one of the hockey-stick wielders to his underlings ‘We were asked to bring him alive’. The lackeys responded by gripping Liam’s sinewy shoulders and roughly hoisting him on to one of the seats. From where he was seated, Liam now had a chance to look out of the window. The party had, by now, travelled a significant distance from Liam’s west end home at Mayfair in London. 

The temperature had risen marginally. As Liam breathed, he felt salt on his tongue. 

‘We’re in the vicinage of the sea’ he speculated. The geography of the land had also changed, giving way to a certain kind of wildness. The scenery had lost its previous picturesque quality and had become rugged: with one mountain rising steeply behind the other, until all of them vied to make the highest peak. The coast of the anonymous sea came into view. It seemed to have a number of inlets, bays and peninsulas, separated from the main bulk of the land by umpteen little rivers. The area was fairly lush and wooded. 

As they progressed, it became grimmer. All traces of the sun seemed to have disappeared, leaving in its place angry, thunderous black clouds. For a minute, Liam wondered if it might rain, but soon his speculations were laid to rest. Hurricane like winds travelling at the speed of over 40 km/hr washed over the coast, sweeping the clouds off and with them, all possibility of rain. All that was left behind was a gloomy, dark stillness. The skies were quite grey, as if night had descended. Yet it wasn’t late. 

Liam conjectured the time to be barely after noon. 

They reached the edge of what appeared to be an island. Massive rocks, metamorphosed from igneous rocks heated above a temperature, stood on it. One peculiar one, shaped like a twisted venomous snake standing erect, caught Liam’s eye. 

He had never seen a metamorphic rock shaped quite like that. 

‘Get off’ the men barked. They were still wearing their black masks. Liam obliged like a man in a dark, terrifying dream. They asked him to go and lie down on one of the rocks. The fear of the unknown made Liam’s heart palpitate with fear. 

One of the blokes with a hockey stick went to the van and fetched something that resembled a first aid kit. He also got a crate of Scottish whisky with him. All four of them came and stood in front of him like towering giants. Liam was half-sitting, half-recumbent. He’d never felt as vulnerable in his life. He wanted to talk to the thugs, demand what was going on, but the strong adhesive tape on his mouth stifled his words in his throat. 

‘Shall we start?’ asked one thug of the other in between puffs of smoke. 

‘We could’ said another in a wistful tone ‘but it would be a bit of a shame’

‘What would?’ the first one asked sharply. 

‘A comely boy like that. It’s a bit of a waste’ said thug two in a cryptic manner. 

‘Cut the Crap, Eddie and come straight to the point’ the first one snapped. 

‘Why not do him first?’ said Eddie nearly drooling ‘He seems as smooth as a girl’. 

So, the thugs set out with the tasking of ‘doing’ Liam. They made him turn over to lie on his stomach. Then they proceeded to tug at his shorts and underwear. Liam made futile sounds of protest from behind the adhesive tape. Soon, his rear was exposed. Liam could feel the nippiness of the dank sea air on his skin. 

The thugs took turns. Four pistons of erect flesh penetrated him and retracted. The searing pain could have made the toughest man cry. However, what affected Liam more was the mortification. ‘Man, I’ve been gang-banged’ he thought in humiliation ‘No one should ever know: not my friends, fans, Lauren, AJ….especially not AJ’. For every child, the parent was the protector and the nurturer. If AJ came to know that her ‘strong daddy’ had been fucked, she would grow up to be a very insecure young woman. 

Liam vowed to take the secret of this incident to the grave. After all, the horror had lasted for no more than 40 minutes—a mere speck in the history of time. After the thugs got what they wanted (from a previous overheard conversation, Liam knew it wasn’t his life), they’d leave him alone to return to his wife and child. And they could continue as if nothing had occurred in between to mar their bliss. 

Liam’s rapists pulled his underwear and shorts up, restoring his dignity. They retrieved a black scarf from the ramshackle van and blindfolded him. They walked a stretch, but Liam was limping. He left a trail of blood on the sinister black soil. One of the thugs put him on his shoulders as easily as he was a child and carried Liam the rest of the distance. Liam’s astute mind gauged that they had walked about three kilometers. 

When they finally removed the scarf veiling his eyes, Liam could see that they were in a sterile white corridor, strongly reeking of a disinfectant. The walls were stark white and the tiles a very chilly kind of a blue. The air was sultry, yet Liam felt an icy chill pass down his spine. The whole aura about the place was that of a hospital, or, to be

more precise, a laboratory—cold, impersonal, cruel. 

Suddenly, he had a vision of Lauren. She was looking straight into his eyes and quoting one of the supporters of vivisection: “The science of life is a superb and dazzling hall which may be reached only by passing through a dark and ghastly kitchen”. Lauren’s voice had suddenly become unlike hers: raspy, obsessive, insane. The way she had uttered the words had made Liam shiver. Then on impulse she’d asked in a normal, everyday kind of a voice ‘You’ve never seen a lab, have you Liam. Why don’t you come with me today?’. ‘No thank you’ he had laughed light-heartedly ‘You’ve spooked me off them for good’. ‘Besides’ he continued picking his badminton racket up ‘I can’t afford to miss practice—not even to be with my ultra-gorgeous wife’. ‘You little flatterer!’ Lauren had burst out, and then laughed. 

Chapter 2 - Human Guinea Pigs

The masked hoodlums stopped in front of a huge metal enclosure. With its rectangular shape and closely-woven meshes, it reminded Liam of animals’ cages. From where he was positioned: one of the hoodlum’s backs, Liam noticed that it seemed to be populated. He assumed that it was crammed with animals. When the thug drew closer, Liam realized with something of a shock that the cage was teeming with humans. 

Human males. Six heads, six blokes. All of them were of different countries, races and age groups. The chap clutching the closest part of the mesh and regarding in a forlorn manner was a fortyish man who seemed to belong to the Indian subcontinent. The guy beside him seemed to be in his thirties and from the Far East. The third bloke, squatting on the floor and looking up through a steeple he’d made with his hands, seemed to be a Caucasian like Liam. Liam found it difficult to place the country the guy was from; he seemed, either to be a local—from England, Scotland, Ireland or Wales or an American. He looked about fifty years old. The 20 something guy sitting next to him was of African descent. Since none of them were locals or particularly sport-oriented, they hadn’t recognized Liam as a celebrity. 

The hoodlum put Liam on the ground and he stood up somewhat feebly. His knees felt like jelly, and Liam feared he’d collapse any minute. As he clutched the closely-woven mesh, Liam noticed another man standing at the farthest end of the cage. He seemed to be from Eastern Europe: either a Bulgarian or Hungarian and was in his late teens. A man, or rather a boy, in his late teens who stood next to the East European. He seemed to be of Hispanic descent and was about 15. The men were as different from one another as chalk from cheese. Yet there was a common thread running through all of them. They all looked like (and were) trapped creatures at bay. 

The thugs flung Liam into the cage and latched the door close. Presently, they left. The prisoners turned their hollow, bloodless faces at Liam and said ‘Welcome to Medusa’s Lock’. 



‘Medusa’s Lock?’ Liam raised a quizzical blow. 

‘Yep’ they said in unison and like zombies ‘Didn’t you see a stone in the shape of a snake when you just came in?’. Liam remembered the swirly viper-like rock formation only too well. It had been a still, silent witness to his sodomy. 

‘Why is it called Medusa’s Lock?’ Liam persisted. 

‘Your general knowledge is pretty pathetic, man’ the East European teen turned and spoke to Liam ‘Don’t you know who Medusa was?’

Liam shook his head. 

‘Medusa was a monster in Greek Mythology’ the African man answered ‘whoever looked directly into her eyes turned into stone. They say poisonous snakes grew from her scalp instead of hair’. 

‘So that’s why the island’s called Medusa’s Lock’ said Liam finally understanding

‘because it resembles one of the viperous strands on the demon’s head?’

The guys nodded listlessly. It seemed they were just dry husks; deprived of flesh, blood, will and vigor. 

‘But what are you blokes doing here?’ Liam asked confused ‘And why have I been brought here?’ I wonder ‘I initially thought it was for ransom, but that doesn’t seem to be the case’. 

‘She brought us here on different pretexts’ said the Sri Lankan man dully focusing his glare into a distance. 

‘That’s right’ the Filipino said. 

‘Different traps, one purpose’ the young Spaniard said. 

‘To repeatedly use us for her inane experiments’ the American said. 

‘What kind of experiments?’ Liam wanted to know. 

‘Don’t know’ the African man shrugged ‘She keeps us awake for days at a stretch, fixes electrodes on our heads and gives us the worst electric shocks, makes us swallow something some queer-tasting tablets…. And worst of all, she comes here four times a day to inject some horrendous things intravenously. Slaps us mercilessly until she finds a vein--it could be on the arm, the calf, even the neck. She doesn’t care about anything, but locating a vein and pouring forth her stuff. We have multiple puncture marks from being injected again and again’ he pathetically held up hands for Liam to see the multiple injection marks on them. The young Spaniard showed the injection impressions on his neck and legs. 

Liam was deeply perturbed by the sight. ‘What is the purpose of this experiment?’ it was more of wondering out aloud, rather than a question ‘what does this person wish to achieve by her evil executions?’

‘Can’t be 100% certain’ the Filipino said ‘I think she’s trying to create some kind of a synthetic hormone’. 

‘A synthetic hormone which is estimated to lead to miraculous results when taken in combination with a pharmaceutical drug’ the Sri Lankan said. Since my Filipino colleague Yuzon here and I are both medical representatives, we have been able to guess this much. However, it’s impossible to pin down her true purpose. She’s a crafty piece of goods’. 

‘How long have you guys been here?’ Liam asked. 

Each of them gave a varying time period ranging between a year and three months. 

‘Do you notice any changes in your body from that point onwards?’ Liam asked. 

‘I used to be very hirsute’ reported the American ‘Used to have a lot of hair on my arms and chests. It has grown scantier ever since she started the experiments’. 

‘I used to have a baritone’ said the Bulgarian ‘much like Elvis Presley’s. My voice has become less masculine after this whole affair started’. 

‘I could swear my Adam’s apple has grown smaller’ the African said. 

‘My jaw line has grown less sharp’ said the Filipino ponderingly. 

‘The skin on my face and body seem smoother than before’ said the Sri Lankan. 

The young Spaniard broke into wild sobs, racking his frail body. The others extended a half-hearted hand to console him, but stopped mid-way. It seemed they suffered equal levels of demoralization. Only, being grown-men, they couldn’t break into tears as easily. 

Liam felt uneasiness stir in the pit of his stomach ‘Wait’ he said ‘there’s more to all this, isn’t it?’

‘No!’ the men protested weakly. Unconvincingly. 

‘You’re hiding something from me’ Liam’s voice held a ring of certainty. 

The men broke down. They didn’t cry quite so openly as the young boy, but their distress was no less. ‘Our testicles have been removed’ the American said ‘And she did it without any anesthesia’. 

‘Wait…you’re joking, right?’ said Liam haltingly. Even as he said this, he knew they were not. 

‘She’s a real demon, she is!’ the young boy exclaimed

‘Whom do you blokes mean by “She”?’ an appalled and outraged Liam demanded ‘You act as if you were talking of some supreme, omnipotent God. Or devil, as seems to be the case here’. 

The guys flinched as if shirking from a terrible blow. It seemed like they were terrified of even taking her name. They started trembling convulsively. “She”, the personification of Medusa it seems, seemed to have instilled in all of them, a morbid neurotic possessing kind of a fear. Liam was disturbed by the rape the mastermind’s goons had committed on him, but he wasn’t rendered mute. He wondered what manner of atrocities his mates, five of whom were fully-grown men, had endured to cower like little hamsters. 

Each had a different story. The Sri Lankan and the Filipino, both medical representatives of a company known as Walker Pharmaceuticals Ltd., had arrived from their respective countries to report at the main branch in London, on the behest of the company’s CEO, Ellis Walker. Once they were in the UK, at Walker Pharmaceuticals Ltd. head office, “She” had come in with Mr. Walker to get their signatures on a printed sheet. Just when the two had started reading it, she had given them both a disarming smile and said ‘it is just an opinion poll sheet: to find out if workers are content with their pay. A ‘yes’ or ‘no’ answer is expected. I’d just fill in a syllable and sign if I were you, boys’. 

The woman had been attractive. Besides, the men hadn’t anticipated any remote harm coming from her. They had signed ‘Yes’ and put their signatures under the printed sheet. 

‘I met her in a café in Sofia last year’ said the Bulgarian youth ‘She came up to me and said that she was an environmental rights activist who was seeking signatures to preserve flora and fauna across the globe. Like anyone my age, I was impressed by the phrase ‘good cause’. Besides, I somewhat liked her smile. So, I signed without really reading the printed sheet’. 

‘It was similar in my case too’ said the 15 year old Spaniard ‘when I came out of

school, she rushed to me with a printed sheet and a pen. “Darling” she said to me sweetly “your signature could help save seals”. I am very fond of animals, so I signed without reading’. 

‘Six months ago, I met her in Nigeria’ the African man said ‘She said she was helping raise funds to help AIDS victims in my country. She was a woman, and obviously working for a good cause. I signed without reading the sheet’. 

The American’s account scandalized Liam the most. ‘She and I met at London Eye three months ago. We chatted about innocuous things like the weather, sites to see in London etc. when on the Ferris Wheel. However, the subtext was different. There was much sexual tension between her and me. As soon as we descended, we checked into the nearest hotel and made passionate love. Things moved real fast. We planned on getting married. She went to the British consulate and got a printed sheet. “Just formalities….will help us with the civil marriage ceremony” she said. She was my fiancée even if I had known her for just three or four days. Naturally, I signed without reading’. 

‘Little did we know we’d signed our doom warrant’ the African man laughed sardonically. Then he let out a protracted long sigh. 

‘What was in the form?’ asked Liam, his apprehension increasing with every word he formulated. 

‘It said that “I so-and-so, willingly and voluntarily, agree to be a human guinea pig”’

reported the Filipino “And that I shall cooperate and participate in all manners of experiments conducted by…..’ he paused not daring to utter the dreaded name .‘..By her’, he finally managed to complete the sentence. 

Liam’s hands had begun to grow clammy. His tongue became dry and stuck to the roof of his mouth. Something rang a bell. The description of the woman, her interests and the countries she had recently toured. With irrefutable certainty, he knew who “She” 

was. Yet the thought was insane, almost blasphemous. 

All Liam needed was a confirmation without leading on the men. 

‘Gentlemen’ he said ‘Gather some pluck and tell me her name’. 

There was some fear-induced hyperventilating. ‘Dr. Lauren Wood Davies’ they finally chorused. 

Chapter 3 - Medusa Personified

Lauren Wood. Dr. Lauren Wood. Dr. Lauren Wood Davies. Wife of Liam Davies. His Lauren… Really, it was the most incredible piece of information. Yet, it was true. All the pieces fit in perfectly. 

He had first met her three and a half years ago after he had just won his second gold medal at the Commonwealth Games. The sports association had thrown a big bash in his honor. After all, he had risen to these heights after great hardships. Liam Davies had endured the poverty, overcrowding, disease and the criminality of Hackney to persevere and become the World Number Three in badminton. An East London boy had succeeded in joining the ranks of who-who of west London. The media was falling over itself with frenzy. Everyone loved an inspirational story. 

However, all the attention was suffocating Liam. At heart, he was still the same simple good-natured boy who’d started off playing county badminton. He wasn’t used to being made a demi-God of and worshipped. Excusing himself from his adulators, he escaped to the terrace. He’d found a woman standing there in practical tweed brown skirt and a forest green cardigan. Her feet were encased in simple flat pumps. Liam had stood in the terrace doorway and then hesitatingly said ‘I hope I am not intruding’. 

The woman turned. She was tall, taller than the average woman. Her body was reed thin and comprised sharp angles. Liam noticed that she had practically no breasts. Her derrière wasn’t as curvaceous as he usually liked in a woman as Liam had noted when he’d just come in. But she had nice dark eyes. And a charming smile. Her dark curly hair stood in a halo around her head in a way Liam found extremely attractive. Now, to come to think of it, it bore uncanny resemblance to the venomous locks of the demon Medusa the men had described to him so vividly….. 

‘Not at all’ said the woman answering his question. She smiled that melting smile again

‘I’d be honored to have the star of the party with me’. They’d both got talking. She was Dr. Lauren Wood, working as a gynecologist cum obstetrician in the Imperial Ivy Hospital of London. Lauren told Liam she was a biomedical researcher apart from being a doctor. In fact, she liked spending a substantial portion of her time at the hospital laboratory, conducting preclinical research…. 

‘That’s cool’ said Liam ‘what’s your area of research?’

‘Oh, it is pharmaceuticals, I guess’ she said, clearly wanting to change the topic. Liam

dubbed Lauren as a modest person who didn’t like talking much about herself and her affairs. This kind of person was perfect to talk to. He decided to coax Lauren into a conversation with him, and deflect attention off himself. 

‘What are you working on?’

‘Uh…Preventive medicine’ she said, and then hesitatingly said ‘developing a cure for dysmenorrhea and premenstrual syndrome. Sorry if I’ve embarrassed you’. 

‘Oh, that’s quite alright. I am no adolescent’ said Liam openly ‘So who is funding your research?’

‘Good question’ Lauren replied evasively ‘it’s being funded by a private pharmaceutical company’. She desisted from mentioning the name. 

‘I’d have explored to go with NIH for such a meaningful project.’

‘Maybe my cause isn’t good enough for NIH’ Lauren said self-depreciatingly ‘after all, I am sure there are diseases more deserving of cure than women’s menstrual troubles’. 

‘Oh, I didn’t mean that at all’ said Liam, sorry to have sounded too inquisitive

‘menstrual troubles are definitely worth addressing. The nation’s productivity depends on the health of half its population’. 

The picture was now clear to Liam. It all fit in: the evasiveness, the reluctance to talk about her work and unmistakable startle reactions when Liam was just making what he thought was polite conversation. To a woman with Lauren’s machinations, his innocent questions had come as interrogation. Lauren had been attracted to Liam—his youth and beauty—that was true enough, but hadn’t particularly wanted to give away her mission. 

The reason Lauren couldn’t even think of approaching NIH was because her research

—using human beings as guinea pigs—is damn illegal. And all the talk about working on developing preventive and curative medicines for menstrual problems had been balderdash. Lauren had, all the time, been working on something else—a medicine or a hormone which she intended to use for purposes clearly considered unethical in the eyes of law. 

A few dates after their meeting, Lauren Wood had tied the knot with Liam Davies. The youthful desire in her had, temporarily, subdued the ruthlessly ambitious professional in her. How very beautiful Liam Davies had looked in the neatly tailored brown two-piece suit at the bash thrown in his honor! Lauren had been most drawn to the beacon that was his golden hair. It was too much to assume that it would illuminate her life, but

perhaps it could light up a few nights of her life, at least? 

Of course, their wedding had promptly been lapped up by the print and electronic media. All news headlines said ‘National Heartthrob Marries Low-key doctor’ or

‘Love all: Badminton God and Imperial Ivy doctor get hitched’. A few had, actually, focused on Lauren and written ‘Dr. Wood’s Wood Shot: Clinches Badminton Ace, Davies’. Lauren had been a bit distressed when the wedding between her and Liam had received lavish publicity. Thankfully, however, no daily or news channel had unduly emphasized on fact the she, Lauren, was a biomedical researcher too. One had to be grateful for small mercies. 

However, after she had returned from honeymooning with her new husband in Paris, Lauren wasn’t spared the music. As she crossed the long sterile corridors with whitewashed walls and cold blue tiles, she saw Ellis Walker waiting for her at the end of it. As much as she loved him, Lauren couldn’t help making a mental contrast between him and her husband. At 52, Ellis could no longer be considered a spring chicken. With his balding pate, a slight paunch and a tendency to sweat profusely, he couldn’t, by the wildest stretch of imagination, be called beautiful. But Ellis had his redeeming factors: an enviable length of bone, a low deep commanding voice and above all, an unconditional devotion to her, Lauren. Ellis had been a lover, mentor, philosopher and guide ever since she was a young medical student of 18. Now, she was thirty, but nothing much had changed. 

It was obvious Ellis didn’t see it that way. With his forehead furrowed in a deep frown, lips set in a tight grim line and arms sternly crossed across his chest, he made a forbidding picture. He had obviously heard detailed descriptions of her wedding and honeymoon, and was clearly displeased by it. 

‘Nothing has changed, darling’ she hastened to assure him ‘I still love you’. 

‘Love me and marry another, but that’s quite queer!’ the derision in Ellis’s tone was hard to miss. 

‘I admit that’ said Lauren in a level voice ‘but it was just his body that I wanted. I couldn’t resist it—its beauty. A one night stand would have been inadequate….I desired a full and complete ownership’

‘So, are you trying to say’ said Ellis Walker softening a little ‘that you consider Davies as some kind of a trophy husband?’

‘Absolutely’ said Lauren. Then in a voice choking with emotion, she repeated ‘I love

you, Ellis’. 

‘Prove it, Lauren’. 

Lauren slid down the length of Ellis’s towering body. She stopped when she felt a soft bulge underneath his trousers and settled down comfortably on her knees. As she gently kissed the bulge from above the thick fabric, Ellis started growing hard. Lauren undid Ellis’s belt buckle, unzipped his trousers and took his taut manhood in his mouth. She expertly stimulated it, alternating between short teasing licks and prolonged greedy sucks. A gruff moan was wrenched out of the depths of Ellis’s deep throat. The feelings that he had tried to subdue during the previous few indignant minutes came on to the surface. ‘Goddamn you, Lauren’ he lovingly cursed ‘you’re a succubus, but I love you….’. 

‘I reckon you’ll continue funding Femme1?’ she asked, cocking her head upwards. 

‘Of course’ Ellis replied ‘After all, Walker Pharmaceutical Ltd. has the exclusive patent to Esproges… ’. Both of them were momentarily distracted by a chattering sound emanating from the finely-meshed cages behind them. Two huge gorillas were engaged in a wrestling match of sorts. They became conscious of the humans staring at them and stopped abruptly. Behind their gargantuan cages lay relatively small enclosures that accommodated rats, mice, frogs and birds. An aquarium consisting of fish was poised adjacent to the animal cages. 

‘They are not helping’ said Lauren indicating the creatures. 

‘In vivo is pretty much the only option’ Ellis shrugged. 

‘Is it?’ said Lauren flustered ‘Only animals are so inferior to humans….they produce such different results that it’s difficult to apply to humans’. 

Ellis waited for her to elaborate. 

‘I injected Femme1 into a chimp the other day, but it was useless….of course, there are hormones like estrogen, progesterone etc. that help in feminization. But they take time to show results….Besides, the patients have to undergo separate surgeries for construction of the vagina, for softening broad heavy jaws, smoothening protruding brow ridges et al. Estrogen, progesterone etc are not comprehensive. They need aid. I want Femme1 to be a self-sufficient hormone—to achieve feminization in one go and in a flash. I expect transformation soon after it is injected’. 

‘And Esproges simultaneously administered orally’ Ellis chipped in. 

‘That’s right’ confirmed Lauren ‘The combination of Femme1 and Esproges is what I am banking on for wondrous results’. 

‘Amen’ said Ellis. 

Chapter 4 - Turncoat Wife

The first few months of marriage were blissful for Liam. Lauren made a satisfactory wife. She was beautiful in a secret, understated way that really titillated his imagination. Often, during their love-making sessions, Liam would envisage her as a secret agent or spy a la Mata Hari. These unrestrained flights of imagination on his part made their intercourse very hot and steamy. Thinking of Femme1 and the revolutionizing effect it would have over the world made Lauren arrive instantly. Liam flattered himself by attributing her arousal to his charming personality and prowess as a lover. 

Spiritually too, Liam had no complaints. Lauren was patient, even if a little preoccupied with her own thoughts. She listened to every little detail of his day: the way his coach had made him lift weights and run miles before he started practicing his smashes, how the coach had remarked on Liam’s back hand becoming his biggest asset and the innocent way in which a teenaged shop assistant at the mart had tried to flirt with him when Liam had walked in to pick up a new shaving kit. ‘I am popular among the boys as well, honey’ he told Lauren jovially ‘you better watch out’. 

‘I am sure you are’ said Lauren abstractedly, her mind still on the Femme1 and its intended effects ‘you have feminine features that are attractive to both sexes’. Her own comment, made in an absent-minded haze, gave Lauren a brainwave. The idea had been a fantasy ever since she’d started working on creating her synthetic hormone; Lauren was a hundred percent sure that it could now become a reality. ‘Yes!’ she thought giving herself a mental high-five ‘what made me dilly-dally for so long?’



‘I have thought about this long and strong’ she told Ellis the next morning ‘in fact, it was the possibility of putting this idea into practice that made me back away from seeking commercial funding. There was no way the law would have approved of it’. 

‘So, you don’t want the males to be the same age and race?’ Ellis furrowed his thick brow. 

‘No, the results will not be conclusive enough’ said Lauren ‘I’d like to see how Femme1, taken in association with Esproges, reacts on men of diverse ages. It would also be interesting to record the effect it has on people of diverse ages and to observe if the rate of feminization is the same in the black, whites, browns and others’. 

‘But how will you get “volunteers?”’ asked a skeptical Ellis ‘men wouldn’t exactly jump at the prospect of being used like guinea pigs’. 

‘Do you have to be a kill joy, Ellis?’ said Lauren annoyed. 

‘It’s a practical concern’ pointed out Ellis. 

‘Leave that to me’ said Lauren energetically ‘By Hook or by crook, I’ll get them here. 

Or rather, to Medusa’s Lock. Bribery, trickery, abduction….oh! it’s a piece of cake!’

‘A word of caution, Lauren’ said Ellis ‘Contract is a contract. It could keep volunteers obligated if the content of the contract is within legal and morale limits. Once the clinical experiments go beyond the public guidelines, you will get caught. The society is unforgiving and even a big pharmaceutical company will be finished once you get caught for such violation. ‘Ellis’ Lauren’s voice rose in irritation ‘We’ll cross the mountain once we come to them. Besides, I don’t think we’ll ever get caught!’‘You certainly seem confident’

‘I am said Lauren empathically. 

Six months into the marriage and Lauren started tiring of her sweet, good-natured trophy husband. The million dollar smile that had aroused her lust now appeared cloyingly annoying. The boyish easy-going nature which had once seemed Liam’s unique selling point now irked Lauren beyond description. She had been sexually abused as a child; a fact that had had the effect of warping her world view. Love, trust, faith and understanding—qualities that Liam Davies represented—had the effect of arousing a strange kind of irritation in her. They were redundant and served no purpose. Ambition, however cold and ruthless it might be, was the only ideal Lauren recognized. The world was a brutal place. To paraphrase local band ‘Eurthymics’: In the big bad world, either you used people or got used in return. This is what sweet dreams were made of. 

She was not going to play games around this issue. One chilly evening, a year after their marriage, she had matched straight to Liam and said ‘This is not working. I want a divorce’. Liam, who was sitting by the hearth warming his hands, blinked his baby blue eyes a couple of times. Then his face had crinkled, his body had doubled up and he had laughed until tears rolled down his eyes. ‘You don’t have a sense of humor, honey’ he’d said clutching his stomach ‘don’t force it’. Liam had refused to take her seriously. 

Lauren was frustrated. In any case, she couldn’t envisage getting a divorce from him as an easy task. When he came around to taking her soberly, there was a chance that he’d put up a resistance. 

‘Extricating myself will not be an easy task’ Lauren’s voice was grim ‘He won’t give me a divorce’. Ellis Walker, who was sitting across Lauren in the Medusa Lock laboratory, gripped his balding head with both his hands. ‘Yet, we can’t go on like this’

the remark was reflective of some deep dark idea brewing in his mind. 

‘No’ Lauren agreed. 

‘Shall I get him killed?’ asked Ellis ‘A bullet through his head when he’s coming out of the stadium and that’ll take care of our woes’. 

‘You couldn’t do that’ said Lauren ‘it’ll ruin your Westminster ambitions….’

‘Oh Westminster be damned!’ said Ellis passionately ‘what matters to me is you….and our project. Besides, if I intend joining politics at all, I’ll be an independent. No group affiliations for me’. 

‘Still, murder is not easy’ said Lauren calmly, and then with a sharp intake of breath said ‘I have a better idea’. 

‘Yes?’

‘Why not make Liam one of our experiment “Volunteers?”’

‘You’re a genius Lauren’ said Ellis excitedly ‘but that’ll only fall into place only after a year or two. Meanwhile, you should go back to him. Pretend as if you were joking about the divorce. Play the perfect wife. Make him happy. Have his baby’. 

Lauren had gone home and done just that. Ten months later she’d given birth to Amelia Jane. 


***

Twenty-four hours had passed since Liam had been brought to Medusa’s Lock. He had gone into a deep, long slumber after his animated conversations with the other prisoners. In between, some jail guards had come in with food, which had been disinterestedly consumed by the other men. They were frustrated and disillusioned, but still hadn’t given up remnants of hope. If sweet release came one day, they wanted to be fit enough to meet it head on. 

Liam finally got up. After a minute’s confusion, he remembered where he was and the frightening journey that had got him there. The prison guards had left some food that he

was expected to consume. Liam didn’t feel up to it. His friends coaxed him to have a morsel ‘to keep his energies up’. Liam’s hands were bound. The Filipino held up a stale-looking sandwich to his mouth. Just when Liam was going to take a bite of it, the prisoners heard voices coming from the corridors. Liam’s friends, who had behaved like mature sensible men until that point, scurried and huddled together in a corner of a cage like frightened little monkeys. Disembodied and reverberating as they were, Liam recognized one of the voices to be Lauren’s. She sounded frustrated. 

‘There is stagnation. A real stagnation’ she was saying ‘there hasn’t been any breakthrough up to this point’. 

‘Patience, Lauren, patience’ a deep male voice soothed her ‘you’ll have your very own

“Eureka” moment soon’. 

Lauren came into Liam’s sight. The white laboratory coat she wore every morning looked even more immaculate today. She had scrunched and pinned away her infamous medusa’s locks away from her face. She was carrying what looked like a first aid kit in her hand. Her dark eyes met Liam’s baby blue ones. The smoldering dark pools held no hint of pity or remorse. ‘Good to see you, Liam’ she said in a normal everyday kind of a voice. ‘Hey!’ the man who had accompanied Lauren sent across a very general greeting to all the prisoners. Liam noticed that he was carrying a crateful of Scottish whiskey. 

‘Lauren!’ the one word ejaculation that was ripped out of Liam’s mouth bespoke a saga of pain, shock, sadness and betrayal. He didn’t bother acknowledging the man with her. 

Liam didn’t know who he was, neither did he care. Just as he was about to reason with her, Liam’s naïve eyes filled with a profound fear. Lauren was proceeding towards him with a seven inch long rapacious knife. His friends whimpered and huddled closer together. 

She entered the cage and so did her accomplice. The accomplice ordered Liam to lay supine and thrust his pelvis thrust forward slightly. Liam was too frightened to refute orders. He promptly obliged. In one brisk movement, the man had pulled off Liam’s shorts and the briefs underneath. Liam felt vulnerable lying there, with his genitals turned towards them. The handcuffs that were curbing his hand movement made him feel worse. Lauren asked her partner to grip Liam’s legs tight. She salvaged an adhesive from her first aid kit and strapped it across Liam’s mouth. 

Then with surgical precision, she made a 2 cm scar on both his scrota. Lauren had become so callous towards Liam that she didn’t feel the need to administer any anesthesia. In a flash, she had cut off both his testicles—the organs that had made his

sperm and given them both Amelia Jane. The physical and psychological pain that Liam felt was excruciating. He yelled out so aloud that the curbing adhesive yanked itself free by the sheer impact of his cry. ‘Hush, darling’ said his wife in a saccharine sweet tone before taping Liam’s mouth with a fresh tape ‘be a good boy’. Her accomplice was uncorking the bottles of Scottish whiskey. Both he and Lauren took a swig of whisky and took turns squirting it over Liam’s wound. ‘Is it their idea of healing ?’ wondered a baffled, shook up Liam. As if in answer to his question, Lauren retrieved some sort of an anti-septic ointment from the first aid kit, applied it evenly over Liam’s wound, pressed a wad of cotton on it and taped it up with adhesive from the same roll they she used to tape Liam’s mouth with. ‘There, there, now’ she crooned in the same scary, demented way and proceeded to keep the contents of the contents of the first aid kit in her laboratory fridge opposite the cage. 

In spite of the pain, Liam stole a sneak peek into the fridge. It contained formidable packets and test-tubes containing what he presumed to be blood, sputum, urine and other fluids. An IVF stand stood beside the fridge; equipment that Lauren was certain to use upon them at some time or the other. Next to that, lay a device that Liam recognized as a ‘Laboratory Centrifuge’. Lauren had once brought it home and stored it in their attic. It was motor-driven equipment that spun liquid samples at high speed, much like a mixer, to separate particles of greater density with those of lesser density. 

Presently, Lauren switched on her laptop and updated her electronic laboratory notebook. Liam also noticed she made manual notes on loose sheets and kept them in a hard-bound file. 

He was under the impression that the nightmare had ceased for the day. Lauren would just go home now and attend to AJ. However, he was wrong. Lauren had many more activities lined up for the day. 

She clapped her hands thrice and fourteen guards dressed in elaborate navy blue uniforms came in. She didn’t instruct them; they evidently knew what to do. Two guards caught hold of each of the prisoners and led them out of the corridors into a yard. Still weak from the emasculation, Liam found that he could barely walk. The guards half-carried, half-dragged him to the intended destination. 

They came to an enclosure that accommodated seven 4x3 feet bath-like pools with a depth of about 20 feet. Each of the pools had a slightly raised ribbon-thin platform above them. Liam estimated the length of the platform to be about 6 feet. He observed as each pair of guards set down a makeshift plank of wood on the ground right up to the platform in the middle of the waters. They carried each of the prisoners, walked gingerly on the plank and carefully descended the prisoners on the ribbon-thin

platforms. The guards followed the procedure with a kind of automatic stoic resignation; it was obvious that they had this—whatever it was— many times before. 

After they had marched back to hard ground, they retrieved the wooden planks that linked the immersed platforms to hard ground. Liam’s friends were trapped on the precarious narrow platforms, flanked by water on all four sides. They lay there, inertly, not daring to move an inch. 

Liam’s turn also arrived. The guards dragged him across the plank, deposited him on the platform, walked back to the ground and withdrew the connecting plank. Liam lay there, motionless, like his friends. Moving even an iota would mean drowning. For his entire sportive prowess on the badminton field, Liam did not know how to swim. From the appearance of it, none of his friends did either. Or they were too wasted to even contemplate swimming in a water body which was a barbaric 20 feet deep. 

Fear of death kept them awake that night. And for the next two nights. On the third, all of them were on the verge of stupendous fatigue and enervation. Food was brought to them, once a day, by sadistic guards who temporarily deposited the plank before drawing it away. The prisoners were nearly collapsing from the lack of sleep. After three nights of being hyper-vigilant, Liam’s body system slowly started slipping into the sleep mode. As one soporific leg touched the ice cold waters below, he was jolted awake. ‘Don’t ever do that, you dolt’ he chided himself ‘you’ll be drowned faster than a wee rat’. From that point onwards, all of Liam’s energies were focused on keeping awake. 

Finally, on the fifth day, the guards came to whisk them away. The prisoners were brought back to the cage-- fagged, consumed, and nearly dead on their feet. Liam’s beautiful face had purplish black circles under the eyes. He saw his insidious obviously rested wife standing there, looking as fresh as a daisy. She had changed into a smart red jumpsuit and had that sinful white coat on it. 

‘Time for your first shot, boys!’ she declared in bright artificial tones. Syringes were filled with what Liam presumed to be the synthetic hormone in the making—the one the Filipino and Sri Lankan had told him about. Lauren made them swallow a vile green tablet with it. This, Liam guessed, was that particular drug developed by Walker Pharmaceuticals Ltd.: the one which was supposed to render unexpected results when taken in combination with the synthetic hormone. 

Lauren had a hard time pinning down Liam’s vein. They were like evasive little butterflies, flitting off and settling in another part of Liam’s anatomy when Lauren had managed to find one. She, finally, found one on his wrist and beat it to concrete visibility with her hand. For the first time, Liam noticed how sinfully bony the fingers

of his nefarious, barbaric, maniacal wife were….Lauren expertly poised the syringe on Liam’s vein and managed to empty its diabolical contents into his hapless body. The procedure was repeated thrice more that day; in the afternoon, evening and night, before the beastly woman sighed in apparent dissatisfaction before turning her back and leaving for what Liam presumed was their Mayfield home. 

Chapter 5 - Lauren’s ‘Eureka’ Moment The same procedure was repeated for the next four weeks. Lauren’s accomplice, whom Liam now understood was Ellis Walker: the owner of pharmaceutical giant Walker Pharmaceuticals Ltd., came to check on them from time to time. He showed especial fury at the sight of Liam and spoke to him in a grossly disrespectful manner. This was because, Lauren told him in her level matter-of-fact manner, she was in a relationship with Ellis ever since she could remember. It had continued well after her wedding with Liam; in fact very little had changed apropos relations, carnal or otherwise, between her and Ellis since she had been married. Liam was just a trophy husband—a glittering new toy—Lauren had grew tired of within a year of their marriage. Her attachment and loyalty had always been towards Ellis. This revelation, made on part of his beloved wife, rendered the already overtaxed Liam a broken man. He had lost his faith, youth and career thanks to the vicious woman. Liam’s only reason for staying alive now was his angelic lovely daughter AJ…. 

On the fifth week of his confinement, Liam heard Lauren and Ellis talking in the corridor. ‘I think I’ve cracked it, Ellis’ she was saying ‘have got the components of Femme1 are totally right this time!’

With slow precision, she injected the contents of Femme1 into Liam. The results were miraculously instantaneous. Liam’s started twitching convulsively as a result of the changed component of the hormone. Clothes seemed to be a hindrance to his free breathing; Liam tore them off with an impatient movement. Magic unfolded in front of the beholders’ eyes. Liam’s bones seem to crackle and rearranged themselves into a more petite frame. His neck became visibly slender, his shoulders, laterals and chest bones became smaller and more fine-spun. The side of his chest tapered into a deliciously curved inward arches and recomposed itself into a small, dainty 22-inch waist. Downwards, Liam’s hips dramatically broadened into a luscious pear-shape before branching off into pair of delicate white legs. The sinewy badminton player’s muscles had given way to smooth calves, free of ruggedness or mannish jagged edges. 

The buttocks became shapely and protruded a bit, the way it does in females. And most importantly, Liam’s penis, the long 8 inch straight rod encased in a sheath of coarse golden hair, the one thing about himself that he had considered ugly, gave way to a beautiful golden triangle. Liam now had a world-class vagina, complete with a well-developed labia and clitoris. And it was astounding to note the two glorious plump lily-white breasts with baby-pink areole and nipples that had developed on his condensed chest. In a span of a split second, Liam’s golden hair fell in long whirly curls across his shoulders, cascading right down to the waist. The feet, which were

already too delicate in a man, now became erotically small and well-made. It was the stuff that would have given any foot fetishist a major boner. As for Liam’s face, it didn’t require much work: the traces of light stubble vanished; the jaw became softer and more feminine accentuating the beauty of the baby blue eyes, the fine straight nose and the rose-pink lips further. Laden with estrogen and other things nice and feminine, Liam’s rosy lips had become fuller. 

As he tried to get his head around the changes his body had gone through, Liam heard Lauren breathe ‘Wow!’. Ellis also seemed much taken about to make one of his smart-alecky retorts. Liam turned around. It was his turn to be astounded. At the time he was metamorphosing into a woman, his mates were obviously being injected with the same combination of hormone and pharmaceutical drug. Around him stood a big white Caucasian woman, presumably American, of about fifty. Flanking her was a pleasant looking Sri Lankan woman who seemed to be in her forties. An affable looking Filipino woman in her thirties sat on the ground. At the corner of the room, stood a brooding big-breasted Bulgarian teenager. She was flanked by a statuesque ebony-colored beauty and a young Spanish girl, bearing significant resemblance to actor Penelope Cruz in her teenage years. The changed component in Femme1, in association with Esproges had worked. Its purpose was revealed. All of them, big biological males had turned into astonishingly real-looking young females in a single stoke. 

‘Oh sweet Jesus!’ Liam exclaimed and noticed that the voice that emanated from his own had a silken girlish ring to it. This was natural, considering he was now a girl. 

Five weeks passed and the new women (who were referred to as ‘Neophytes’) were kept under close scrutiny. More than a month had passed, yet none of their thighs had been stained by menstrual blood. The observation caused much distress in Lauren, so much so, that when Ellis asked her to ‘Chill’ she retaliated rather violently by saying

‘How do I chill, you dolt!. Femme1 was supposed to create complete women with actively functioning ovaries. They were, hypothetically speaking, supposed to be capable of producing babies! But none of them has had a period yet!’

‘Perhaps you have chosen the wrong age group’ Ellis said indicating the fiftyish American. 

‘Hey, my mother had a period until she was 56!’ the American retaliated. All of them had got adjusted to their situation by now. Their original personalities, spirit and sense of humor had been restored to a degree. 

‘Only she may be slightly above the average reproductive age’ Lauren hissed, ignoring the American’s comment ‘the rest are young enough’

‘I am sure you’ll think of something, Lauren’ Ellis said mildly and backed off from his angry lover. 



The neophytes were left to roam around Medusa Lock. Liam, once again, became privy to its secrets: the jagged, rugged, mountainous terrain; the bays, peninsulas and inlets around the coast and the briny sultry sea air. He and the other neophytes had been given fancy lingerie, over which they wore light cotton chintz summer dresses. Light airy sandals graced their now super-delicate feet. The clothes were in keeping with the sultry coastal weather. Somewhat tolerant of their female bodies now, the neophytes walked among the metamorphic rocks, especially one with an eponymous name, the lightly wooded area and agricultural lands. To one side of Medusa’s Lock, they saw malt-whisky and garment manufacturing factories owned by Ellis Walker. Winds that blew at a speed of 40 km/hr nearly blew them away. Like their identities had been…

The neophytes weren’t thrilled with forced feminization. In their hearts and souls, they were still men who missed their original strong rugged weather-beaten bodies. Being female made them feel hapless and endangered. Having open genitals, which could be prised open and entered at any time by any male, frightened the neophytes. They wondered how half of the world’s population went about their lives, work and chores with such susceptible genitals. 

Though the neophytes were ostensibly free on Medusa’s Lock, Lauren had made adequate arrangements to make sure they didn’t escape. The island had sentries guarding each liable point on the island. In an attempt to introduced double security, an electrified fence had been resurrected around Medusa’s Lock. A moat, teeming with cannibalistic sharks, had been constructed all around the island. It took a significant of money and stupendous efforts to build one, but Lauren and Ellis seemed to be able to afford it. Ellis was no stranger to ancestral wealth. Besides, the neophytes were sure that the diabolical lovers had made a significant amount of money from Femme1. 

The plight of the neophytes was indeed pathetic. They were trapped in their own bodies. They were incarcerated in Medusa’s Lock. 

One day Liam (who was now called ‘Jenna’) and two other neophytes who had also been given other names were led into a crystal-like house made only of glass. Once they were inside, Lauren and Ellis locked and barred the glass door. Jenna and party now found themselves in a room full of men in expensive-looking suits. All of them looked quite distinguished; they were obviously rich and from high echelons of society. 

Jenna was approached by three men who were as different from each other as chalk

and cheese. The first was a sheikh in his early thirties. He wore a Kadura or a long-white collared cloak that came right up to his ankles. His white and red head scarf was fastened with a black rope. He wore black, polished shoes on his feet. 

The second was a well-maintained top-level British executive in his fifties. He had a long well-sculpted face, a hooked nose and a deeply dimpled chin. The thick hair on his head was an intermingling of salt and pepper. 

The third was an Indian real estate god. He was about 45, was pot-bellied and was presently sweating profusely due to heat or excitement. It was quite clear that the men hadn’t seen such fresh, pretty young women in a long time. 

Jenna had expected the sheikh to make the first move, but the British executive approached her first. He roughly yanked her golden hair backwards and put his mouth against the side of her white neck. His fingers slid under her dress, and he inserted two fingers into her slit. ‘Ah!’ he ejaculated as he felt the velvety moistness of Jenna

‘you’re mighty smooth, hon’. He increased the pressure on Jenna’s neck. Then suddenly, without warning, he savagely bit her neck. A sharp cry escaped Jenna’s lips. 

The cry seemed to arouse the executive, for he started stimulating her clitoris at breakneck speed. He caught hold of and pinched her clitoris hard making her scream again. 

The sheikh took her next. He bodily carried her to a huge double bet at the corner of the glass house. He caught hold of Jenna’s fragile wrists and pinned them behind her back with one hand. Jenna gauged that his arms were as muscular and powerful as a wrestler’s. The sheikh pressed one strong arm against her breasts and squeezed her buttocks hard with the second. Subsequently, he roughly flung her on the bed and pinned her arms to the headboard. He retrieved a pair of handcuffs from his Kadura pocket and locked it around Jenna’s wrists. He pressed his lips to her collar bone and traced a steady line down the south of her body. Jenna couldn’t help moaning as the sheikh kissed the undersides of her plump breasts. However, he suddenly became rough. Jenna’s eyes opened in shock as he brutally bit her pink tipped nipples. 

Carrying the marks of the executive and the sheikh on her neck and breasts, Jenna was passed on to the Indian. He climbed on top of her, staining her nubile body with torrents of reeking sweat. He took a handful of her golden hair in his palms and breathed in its scent. His penis was already hard and erect against Jenna’s flat belly. 

The Indian took his trousers off and thrust it inside Jenna. For a medium-sized man, he had a thick massive nine inch penis. He plunged deep into Jenna and started pounding for all he was worth. When the tip of his penis touched her cervix, Jenna felt sharp pains shoot above her stomach. Her agonized screams filled the air. Yet she had no

savior. 

She and the other two girls walked to their cages in humiliated silence. Jenna could see the marks of the men’s animalistic lust on their bodies as well. ‘After the rape, the film star forced me to sit on his lap’ the African neophyte said with a sardonic laugh ‘and made me sip wine from his goblet as if we were on the best of terms’. 

‘My experience was not so pleasant too’ Jenna’s laugh was an ironic one too ‘after the sheikh brutalized me, I had to feed him grapes from a bunch’. 

The young Spanish girl just cried. 



The night held further ordeals for Jenna. Much aroused by what they had witnessed through the glass window, Lauren and Ellis had come in. They wanted to satiate their lusts through Jenna’s young body as well. Jenna had never slated Lauren as bisexual, but she now definitely saw traces of it in her. She barbarically took Jenna’s mouth, already swollen with too many forced kisses and biting. All Jenna could do was lie back and take the brutal onslaught of lip, saliva and tongue. Lauren’s fingers, simultaneously fingered Jenna’s overtaxed nether regions. In spite of being drained, Jenna’s body was ripped apart by a shuddering orgasm. 

Ellis took Jenna now, by her frail shoulders. He thrust his thick lusty middle-aged penis into her and satiated a lifetime of salaciousness. When he was done, Jenna lay spent and exhausted, on her side of the cage. A lone teardrop that trickled down her cheek and was soaked by the mattress she was lying on. The other neophytes hadn’t been awake to witness her final, most mortifying ravishment. Jenna thanked her lucky stars. 

A sort of penal servitude was also imposed on the dainty neophytes. When they weren’t used as sex toys by lascivious clients, the neophytes were busy in tilling Ellis Walker’s fields, working in his whisky and garment factories on one side of Medusa’s Lock. Most of the terrain was steep, hilly and susceptible to strong winds; hence a select piece of land encircled by trees was used for agriculture. Ellis believed in the old-fashioned agricultural method of manually ploughing the soil to create ideal conditions for seed replacement and crop growth. The neophytes were used in lieu of bullocks to carry the heavy ploughs, yokes, harrows and mallets. In a sad incident, the body of the plough had fallen on the American’s leg, causing grievous injury. Jenna remembered that she had taken weeks to recover, during which period Lauren had used her for toxicology testing. Ellis had wanted to know if the pesticides he was using in his fields were effective enough; therefore, Lauren had tried them, ceaselessly and

unconscientiously, on the American neophyte. Lauren had also desisted from using anesthesia lest the result of the experiment was, in some way, hampered by its introduction. Needless to say, the American neophyte had suffered much trauma. 

When they weren’t tilling the soils, the neophytes were busy germinating barley and drying it over peat-heated kilns. Ellis wanted them to make sure that adequate peat was fed into the kilns so that his brand of whiskey had a distinctive peaty flavor. Suppose there was a lapse, and the whisky didn’t taste peaty enough, the neophytes were punished by flogging. Through the umpteen years of their incarceration, it became customary for the neophytes to see angry welts from the whips on their beautiful bodies. During the time it took to heal, Ellis imposed further penalty on the neophytes by fucking their brains out. 

Work in the garment factory was another imposition the neophytes were forced to go through. They were forced to spend plenteous strenuous hours standing and tending to the cloth-spinning machines. Apart from a brief 15 minute break for lunch, they were prohibited from even stretching their limbs from time to time. They were allowed to pause for water just twice a day and allowed to use the bathroom only once. 

Meanwhile, the neophytes experienced tremendous stress and strain owing to working on a full bladder. 

One fateful day, when the neophytes were busy wielding the ploughs with their now slightly strengthened bodies, the Bulgarian and the Filipino were whisked away by the guards. The rest looked askance at each other, wondering what machinations the evil duo was up to now. The guards, who had become familiar enough to chat, told them that Lauren had decided to try out a new set of experiment and had selected the above two neophytes as her subjects. Much frustrated by the fact that Femme1 hadn’t bestowed the neophytes with functioning ovaries, she had decided to try

‘Xenotransplantation’: try and insert ovaries generated in pigs in vivo from xenogenic pluripotent stem cells into human female bodies and see if they function well enough to facilitate ovulation and reproduction. The neophytes were appalled to hear this piece of information. They were concerned about the safety and well-being on their dear friends. 

Their concern turned to fear when the Filipino and the Bulgarian neophytes didn’t turn up at the fields the next day. And for the next three days. Then they heard the most disturbing news from the guards. The aforementioned neophytes’ bodies had rejected the transplants. They had suffered grievous injuries in the process. For three days, they had struggled between life and death. Death had won. The Bulgarian and Filipino neophytes had succumbed to their injuries. 

Jenna and her friends cried their hearts out. During their six years together at Medusa’s Lock, they had developed a deep soul-to-soul connection with each other. They had come to regard the other neophytes as their biological sisters. Going through the inhuman ordeals and travails of pain, abuse, overwork and humiliation together had made them closer than humans in ordinary circumstances. Bereavement was like losing out on a limb. 

Jenna and her friends had assumed that the bodies of their friends would be handed over to them and had planned a decent burial for the duo at the wooded area at the end of the agricultural fields. However, when they went to the laboratory, they discovered that the bodies of their friends were missing. The guards had an acutely disturbing piece of news to give them. The bodies of the deceased neophytes had been taken by the vicious Lauren and Ellis and thrown into the shark-filled moat in the dead of the night. The guards had overheard Lauren tell Ellis that the sharks would ‘take care of them’. 

Two years later, the neophytes were germinating barley for whisky, when the American and Sri Lankan were taken away by the guards. Jenna and her friends raised a suspicious brow. The guards had become quite cagey by this time and were not giving anything away. The neophytes had heard that Ellis was developing a new brand of food additive. Jenna suspected that her friends had been whisked away to test the toxicity levels of the ingredients of the additive. Knowing Lauren’s thorough nature, Jenna speculated that she would summon her friends for another round of testing. After all, Lauren had to ascertain the toxicology levels of the finished product as well. 

After two days, Jenna heard that her friends had been killed. They had been taken to a gas chamber replete with carbon monoxide and had been shut in. The two neophytes had died after much struggle and distress. Lauren hadn’t thought it necessary to sedate them or administer anesthesia beforehand to mellow the trauma. 

She, the African and the Spaniard were the only neophytes remaining on Medusa’s Lock. Jenna vaguely wondered why they had been spared. The answer was obvious. 

From their previous history, it was obvious that they were the preferred sex objects of the clientele. Conducting experiments on the trio and murdering them afterwards would have deprived their captors of a whole new channel of lucrative earning. 

Chapter 6 - Baby AJ Grows Up

Years slipped by like sands. Amelia Jane had grown into a beautiful young girl of fourteen. With her smooth face, baby blue eyes, pink lips and curly golden blonde hair that she wore in a high ponytail, AJ bore considerable resemblance to Liam. She had been spared the unnatural height of Lauren and was petite and proportionately-built like her father. Nature-wise too, AJ had taken after Liam: she was good-natured, even-tempered and easy-going; not cold, cunning and calculative like Lauren. 

More than thirteen years had passed since Liam’s disappearance, long enough for the law courts to conclude that he was dead. Lauren and Ellis had gone ahead and given a legal seal to their relationship. It had been six months since they had been married. 

However, they had been in a live-in relationship for about 14 years and had produced two children, nine year old Martin and seven year old Robin, out of wedlock. 

After years of not having been affiliated with any political grouping, Ellis had finally joined the House of the Lords. As a conscientious, responsible MP, he spent many an hour raising issues affecting his Totterridge constituency, attended numerous debates and discussions and voted on laws. Only the previous day, he had come to the public school AJ studied in and delivered a lecture on human rights. Ellis Walker was quickly becoming the messiah of the underdog: fighting for the cause of overworked farm and factory workers and venereal disease afflicted prostitutes. 

AJ lived in a large house with a capacious lawn, enough food on her plate and a public school (her half-brothers were sent to expensive private schools) to go to, yet she was far from happy. Her stepfather was kind enough, but rather distant; her own mother was rather too partial to the children she had produced with Ellis. Lauren had never really loved Liam; she’d had his child only to camouflage her deeper, more devious plans of using Liam as a human guinea pig for testing Femme1. To Lauren, AJ had just been sort of a stop-gap arrangement between developing Femme1 and arranging ‘Volunteers’ she could test it on. In keeping with that, Lauren never cared about AJ. The girl felt the abject neglect and grew up fantasizing that her father would come back one day and gives her the parental love she’d never received. 

She presently picked up a gilded framed photo of Liam. The shot had captured him, beaming and triumphant, after having won the All England Championship at the age of twenty. How handsome he looked, how cheerful and how kind-hearted! AJ marveled at how much she resembled her dad—she didn’t seem to have a trace of Lauren in her! 

Ensconced in her secret sentimental fantasies, AJ went up to the old attic. It was her refuge whenever she felt lonely or alienated. AJ had, in the past, spent many a pleasurable hour up there reading, singing songs or just daydreaming. It helped her escape from the chilling indifference of real life. 

She deftly climbed up the ladder leading up to the attic and sat down with a book in hand. ‘Jane Eyre’ didn’t hold the same charm for her as it had done once; perhaps it was time to graduate to more contemporary reading material. While ruminating on what her next buy should be, AJ stretched herself out on the attic. The tip of her right hand touched something hard at the farthest end. AJ grappled in the darkness and felt it. It seemed like a thick hard-bound file. She had come to the attic so many times, yet hadn’t noticed it before….funny! To think that it had lain there, untouched and undisturbed, for a good many months or even years at a stretch…. 

AJ switched on the overhead attic light. It came on. Everything, including herself, looked pale and ghostly in the neon light. AJ picked up the hard-bound file. It read

‘Case History of Guinea Pigs for Femme1 Testing’. AJ (and the whole world) knew that her mother had revolutionized the world of research by producing the at-one-go MTF feminization hormone, Femme1. It had brought her much money and fame. 

However, in a television interview, her mother had denied having used animals for testing. Yet Lauren had maintained files that recorded case-histories of animals she’d tested the synthetic hormone on. That made her a liar and a hypocrite. AJ was disgusted. 

She opened the file and skimmed it. ‘Antov, Jones, Falla, Morgan….’; her mother had certainly given her guinea pigs very human sounding names. The ages below each moniker said: ’18, 50, 15, 28 etc’. AJ was flummoxed. She had never known guinea pigs lived beyond fourteen years. Had her mother chosen a rare variety that lived to be as old as fifty? Young AJ couldn’t quite get her head around the fact. 

While scanning the sheets, she came across a name that made her heart skip a beat. 

Liam Davies. The age column below his name said he was 25 years old. AJ’s antennae went up. She read the contents beneath in a rush. It had six divisions below that were as follows:

Name: Liam Davies

Age: 25 years

To be used for: Testing the Femme1 hormone in association with Esproges. 

Expected Results: Full and complete feminization at one go. 

Observations: The experiment on the human guinea pig was a stupendous success. 

During the fifth week, after a component of Femme1 was changed and introduced along with the usual dosage of Esproges, the subject became a female in a flash. His skeletal frame shrunk, voice became high-pitched, and penis changed into a vagina. Skin-softening, breast development and face feminization were also noted. 

Additional Observations: The subject’s hair grew long and soft like a female’s. 

Progress: Liam Davies and other neophytes are now imprisoned in Medusa’s Lock, a secret island north west of the UK. They are being used as sex slaves, to work in fields, whiskey and garment factories. Liam Davies’s work productivity is satisfactory. 

AJ’s hands went cold. Shocked beads of perspiration stood on her forehead. Her stupefied fingers rapidly turned the rest of the pages of the file. She read the case histories of the other neophytes as well. AJ learnt that two of them had died when her mother’s xenotransplantation experiment had gone awry. Two years thence, two more neophytes had been murdered via gassing after her mother had finished conducting toxicology testing for a food additive Ellis had developed. 

For a good five minutes, AJ had difficulty breathing. She had never been deeply enamored of Lauren, but the fact that she was a monster came as jolt to her. The fact that Lauren had used people for in vivo was heinous; using her husband Liam Davies, unforgivable. And to think that Ellis Walker, who went around the UK pretending to be Mr. Goody-two-shoes, was an accomplice in her mother’s flagrantly criminal activities made the fine hairs on AJ’s arms stand erect. People were never always what they pretended to be. They were psychos who wore human masks. 

AJ carefully replaced the file, got off the attic and tip toed to her mother’s room. From the open window, she could see Lauren playing badminton with Robin and Martin. AJ

bristled with anger. The gall Lauren had to play her father’s sport after what she’d done to him and to many others! Anyway, the coast was clear. Ellis seemed to be away too. 

AJ switched on Lauren’s laptop. She was sure her mother maintained an electronic lab notebook to record the details of her latest research. Access to the software demanded a password. AJ tried ‘Robin’, ‘Martin’ and ‘Ellis’ in quick succession to no avail. She felt disappointment stab her back when even ‘Femme1’ failed. AJ dispiritedly tried

‘Medusa’s Lock’ as last resort. It worked! The lab notebook opened. 

AJ found a lucid map, describing every road, landmark and turning that led to the sequestered island. From the case history files, she already knew it was somewhere to the north west of the UK, probably in an area bordering Scotland. Now, AJ was certain as to which route to take to reach the island in the shortest possible time. 

The electronic lab details gave away other details too. AJ learnt that sentries were poised at susceptible points of the island to prevent the prisoners from escaping. She also came to know that an electrified fence had been resurrected around the entire expanse of Medusa’s Island. Lauren had mentioned that a secret switch lay embedded in the first twisted metamorphic rock resembling a Medusa’s lock; switching it off would cut the electricity supply off the fences. That is what Lauren and Ellis did every time they visited Medusa’s Lock. After all, they couldn’t risk getting themselves or the select clientele who came to be serviced sexually, electrocuted. AJ studied the pictures carefully. She now knew what the concerned metamorphic lock looked like and where it was located. 

Lauren had also recorded that a deep moat, populous with cannibalistic sharks surrounded the entry points of the island. To get around this self-imposed inconvenience, she and Ellis used a confidential exit, the knowledge of which only she, Ellis, the guards and a few high-profile clientele had. AJ studied the picture of the exit carefully. It seemed to lie behind the agricultural field, beyond the woods and the shrubs. It was a humble-looking gate made of wood, painted with a deceptively innocent blue paint. The metal latch that fastened it, though, was painted a dangerous red. 

Lauren had saved some pictures of the interiors of Medusa’s Lock as well. AJ was filled with horror as she witnessed the finely enmeshed cages the prisoners were incarcerated in. She closely peered at the faces of the prisoners, fervently hoping to see her father among them. However, AJ was doomed to frustration because the pictures were of low resolution. AJ also noticed the laboratory refrigerator, the lab centrifuge and the gas chamber where two neophytes had evidently been put to death after the toxicology experiments. 

AJ’s pretty young jaw set in a determined line. It was up to her, Liam Davies’s daughter, to make a trip to Medusa’s Lock and free her father and other neophytes. Her responsibility didn’t end there. It was also her duty to unmask the true faces of her monster mother and atrocious stepfather in front of the guileless, unsuspecting public. 

Chapter 7 - Freedom for the Neophytes It was a herculean task for a mere chit of 14. However, AJ had resolved to find a way. 

From her limited experience of life up to the point, she’d learnt that nothing wielded as much power as sex and money. AJ was legally too young for the former; she decided to use the latter to her full advantage. 

Much to her luck, her mother had left her debit card and cell phone on her desk. AJ

quickly connected to the internet and opened Lauren’s Rotary Bank account. She entered the account number and the classified password that beeped through her mom’s cell phone. She knew Lauren had opened a bank account with a minimum amount of money in her, AJ’s name. AJ withdrew thirty thousand pounds from Lauren’s account and transferred it to her own. She traipsed up the bank and withdrew the amount. Going to an ATM and withdrawing the amount would have been simpler, granted, but AJ

couldn’t muster enough courage to take her mother’s debit card outside the house. 

She saw Lauren leave through the front gate with her two half-brothers. Lauren then climbed on her motorbike and sped off with the two boys. She, obviously, planned to have a little jaunt with her sons on her day off. AJ knew her mother’s penchant for outings. Lauren wouldn’t be back for about three hours. AJ raised a hand in victory. 

She walked to her mother’s blue Renault Duster car with purpose. James, the callow new 21 year old chauffer, stood there awkwardly. He had been appointed just the previous day and was still clueless as to whom to take orders from. 

‘James’ AJ spoke with authority ‘I wish to be taken to a specific location’. 

‘Where to, Miss?’ James asked hesitatingly. 

‘I’ll tell you as we drive on’ AJ maintained her stentorian tone. 

Fearing that Dr. Wood might fire him if he didn’t obey her daughter, James did as told. 

While slipping into the seat beside, AJ flashed him one of her prettiest smiles. The young man was flattered beyond words. At the moment, he would have laid down his life for AJ had she asked. 

They drove for an hour or two in companionable silence. James abstractedly hummed a melody to himself. Lauren waited for the familiar landmarks like a tense coiled spring. 

They had travelled many kilometers from their home in Primrose Hill. The temperatures had risen slightly. As AJ breathed, she felt briny sea air sear her nostrils. 

She knew she was not too far away from her destination. 

The geography of the land had changed, giving way to an ominous kind of wildness. 

The scenery had lost its previous picturesque quality and had become rugged. One mountain rose steeply behind the other, until all of them competed to make the highest peak. The coast of a sea AJ didn’t know the name of came into view. It had a number of bays, inlets and peninsulas separated from the main bulk of the land by many little rivers. The area had quite a lot of foliage. 

As the Renault Duster progressed, the scenery became brooding. The sun seemed to have hidden behind the clouds, leaving the day dark and gloomy. Winds blew at a speed AJ hadn’t thought possible. The skies were grey, as if it was late evening. AJ

looked at her watch. The time was just 3 pm. 

They reached the edge of what appeared to be an island. Massive rocks, metamorphosed from igneous rocks heated above a temperature, stood on it. One peculiar one, shaped like a twisted venomous snake standing erect, caught AJ’s eye. 

‘Medusa’s Lock!’ she nearly burst out aloud. 

She ordered James to halt on the spot. She walked a few meters after which the deadly electric fence came into view. AJ sprinted to the whirly stone and grappled for the switch Lauren had mentioned in the electronic lab notebook. AJ came across it, clandestinely hidden among the rocky ridges. She pressed on it hard. Soon, the fences stopped sizzling. The electric supply had been cut off. 

AJ sauntered a few yards ahead and peeped into the moat. Suggestions of movement beneath the waters told her that the cannibalistic sharks were very much there, quietly waiting for their next prey. AJ ran to the other side of Medusa’s Lock; the part which was sheltered with trees. 

‘Where are you off to, Miss?’ James caught up with her, huffing and puffing. 

AJ sprinted on without replying. She unlatched the red latch of the blue wooden gate, and then ran across the woods and the agricultural fields. Ploughs, yokes, harrows and mallets lay there unattended, waiting to be picked up after a short interval. AJ passed the area that had the glass house and the whiskey and garment factories and went straight to the place she knew the neophytes were being confined in. 

With a thudding heart, she walked the length of the sterile white corridors with gelid

light blue tiles. The whole cold, impersonal, chilling set-up reflected Laura’s personality. James was closely following at AJ’s heels. By now, he’d guessed that something rather baneful was going on in Medusa’s Lock. 

AJ caught sight of the laboratory centrifuge. She saw the lab refrigerator beside it. She knew her father wasn’t far off. AJ took a turn to the right and came to the gigantic cage. 

Three worn-out looking women sat inside, drinking weak tea. One was African, the second Hispanic. AJ’s eyes rested on the third neophyte with golden-hair. She stared at her with tears in her eyes. 

Jenna sprung to her feet. The resemblance was unmistakable. ‘AJ, my baby’ she said through the mesh ‘I knew you’d come’. 


***

The key to the cage was retrieved from underneath the lab refrigerator. AJ opened the door and rushed into Jenna’s waiting arms. Jenna held AJ tightly against her. As far as she was concerned, AJ was still the sweet little baby girl she’d been cradling in her arms thirteen and a half years ago. The affection between them was such that there might as well have not been a time gap. James and the two other neophytes were curious spectators to the parent-daughter reunion. James was wondering what was going on. The two other neophytes, who were regaled with stories of AJ day in and day out, were happy to discover that Jenna had been reunited with her much cherished daughter. 

AJ put her affections on hold and took control of the situation. ‘They might discover I am gone and be here any time’ she whispered urgently ‘we have to get out of Medusa’s and go straight to the cops’. 

She took Jenna’s hands and started sprinting along the length of the corridor. James and the two other neophytes followed. They crossed the whiskey and garment factories and the notorious prostitution den of a glass house. Their feet shuffled as they trod the soft prepared mud of the fields and made their way towards the gate. When they thought that they were finally going to escapes the vicious island, AJ caught sight of three guards heading in direction of the gate. But of course! They had finished their short tea break and were coming that way to guard the susceptible entry point. At the moment, only three had returned from their tea break. 

The guards were an inevitability that AJ had forgotten all about. At first, she thought of the thirty thousand pounds firmly stuffed in the front pocket of her overalls. On second thoughts, AJ thought better of the idea. The law was very much against giving and

receiving bribes; there was never a chance that the guards would accept them. No one, exactly, reveled in the idea of imprisonment. 

AJ looked hither and thither in desperation. Rugged boulders of metamorphic rocks stood, silently pleading to be a part of the conspiracy. AJ heaved a sigh of relief and wordlessly gesticulated Jenna and the other neophytes to hide behind the boulders. At first she wanted James to stay with them, but had to reject the idea. James was tall; tufts of his carrot-colored hair sticking out from behind the boulders would be a dead giveaway. ‘Come with me’ she urgently hissed in his ear. 

‘Hello’ she said walking up to the guards frenziedly ‘I am afraid there is an emergency! 

Please come with me immediately!’

The guards were startled to see the golden-haired young girl, with a young man in tow. 

Medusa’s Lock seldom had such young visitors off late. In fact, but for Lauren, they hadn’t seen a genetic woman on the island ever. 

‘Who are you, young lady?’ they cagily asked ‘and who’s the bloke with you?’

‘Oh sorry, I should have introduced myself first…’ AJ maintained the same breathless tempo ‘I am Amelia Jane, Dr. Lauren Wood’s daughter, and this is our chauffer, James. 

Since I had some free time, I accompanied my mom and stepdad to Medusa’s Lock. 

James and I were standing outside, when a fire broke out in the laboratory. Mom and Ellis are trapped inside with the neophytes….’. 

The guards didn’t doubt the veracity of AJ’s parentage. She bore startling resemblance to Liam Davies, who, the guards knew, was Lauren Wood’s first husband. Besides, there was nothing unusual about a girl accompanying her parents on her day off, especially if they owned the island. 

‘Dr. Wood and Mr. Walker are here—to think we didn’t have an iota of an idea!’ they said half-apologetically. 

‘Well perhaps you oughtn’t to take such long tea breaks!’ AJ chided with feigned anger. 

The guards looked shame-faced. 

‘Okay, now, let’s hurry…’ said AJ impatiently ‘we don’t have a moment to lose!’. She and the guards crossed the woods, the fields, the factories, the glass house and reached the entrance of the laboratory. The guards had anticipated to see smoke or to smell it, at the very least. They tensed up. AJ sensed that the guards were getting suspicious and

said ‘It’s a fire due to short-circuit—not much smoke, really’. 

She had banked on leading the guards right up to the cages and locking them inside, but seeing that they were already getting wary, AJ didn’t think she’d be able to pull off such elaborate trickery. She started retracing her steps to the front door. James took a cue and also followed. The guards looked on in bewilderment, confused as to what was going on. Taking advantage of their momentary indecisiveness, AJ banged the main laboratory door shut and latched it firmly. The guards were trapped inside. 

As they spat, swore and violently hammered the door with their angry fists, AJ took James’s hand. The youngsters dashed along the factories, agricultural fields and woods to the boulders. Thankfully, the other guards hadn’t arrived yet. AJ and James had their youthful speed to thank. 

‘The coast is clear’ she breathed to Jenna and the other neophytes ‘we’ll have to rush before the other guards come’. 

The party scurried out of gate and got into the waiting blue Renault Duster. 



James drove as quickly as he could. Jenna looked behind one last time. The sinister Medusa’s Lock was outlined, dark and menacing, against the thunderous black clouds. 

She turned away and closed her eyes. The nightmare was finally over. 

On the outskirts of London, AJ spotted a man in navy blue pants and a neon-green jacket mounted on a horse. There was no mistaking the badge on his jacket. He was a mounted police officer. 

‘Officer’ AJ strained to read the name on the batch. ‘Officer White, we may have trouble coming. Please help us’. Officer White led them straight to the headquarters. 

On hearing AJ’s story, he was incredulous. He looked at the three gorgeous women in front of him, one of them evidently Liam Davies. It was hard to believe that they had ever been men. But then, Liam Davies had been a very beautiful man. If this incredible tale was true at all, Officer White was glad the charismatic badminton player was still alive. 

AJ told Officer White the location of the hard-bound case file and the password to Lauren’s electronic lab notebook. In half an hour, cops were swarming Lauren and Ellis’s house. ‘What the hell do you think you’re doing?’ Lauren demanded to know

‘Do you know who my husband is? We could get you thrown into prison for this!’

‘We have a warrant, Ma’am’ said one of the constables unimpressed by Lauren’s outburst ‘and if we get what we’re looking for, you and your husband will be in jail forever’. 

The incriminating evidences were soon found. A photo of Lauren and Ellis standing outside the gas chamber was also retrieved. The sinister couple were handcuffed and dragged to the prison soon after….. 



‘In a major shocking event, local MP Ellis Walker and his wife Dr. Lauren Wood were arrested…..’ AJ switched the blaring television off, before the news anchor could report anymore. She wasn’t going to say what AJ didn’t know already. AJ walked over and sat beside Jenna. They were in their old Mayfair house again. She held Jenna’s hand and said: ‘All this has been terrible. I don’t want ever to think of Lauren again’. 

‘You don’t have to’ said Jenna pressing her beloved baby’s hand ‘I can double up as your mum as well as dad!’. Then she smiled gently and said ‘I guess the “mom” 

sobriquet suits my current personality better’. 

‘Okay, I’ll call you “mom” then’ said AJ, also smiling. The parent and daughter hugged each other and shared a hearty laugh. 

 The End

Introduction and Character Profile Introduction: One bright Sunday morning, when baby-sitting his 6 month old daughter, handsome 25 year old badminton champion Liam Davies is abducted by huge masked men bearing gun and knives. He is raped, taken to Medusa’s Lock, a dark brooding island to the north west of the UK, and thrown into a gigantic cage in its premises. 

Liam is astounded to find 6 other men of different nationalities in the cage with him. 

They tell Liam that they have all been tricked into becoming human guinea pigs for Dr. 

Lauren Wood, Liam’s wife, who conducts all manner of horrific experiments on them. 

The men suspect that Lauren, in connivance with a pharmaceutical company CEO Ellis Walker, is trying to develop and test a synthetic hormone by which she aspires to revolutionize the world of biomedical research. What manner of a hormone is the evil Lauren developing? What end does she wish to accomplish through her experiments? Is there any way out for Liam and the other ‘males’ from the sinister Medusa’s Lock? 

Characters

Liam Davies/Jenna: is the 25 year old protagonist of the story. Liam is 5’8, has a sinewy lightly muscular body, flat abs and well-toned legs. He has a beautiful face with baby blue eyes, a noble straight nose and curly golden blonde hair. He is a badminton ace who has worked his way up from poverty and hardships to rise up the social ladder. Liam’s world is turned upside down when he is abducted from his posh Mayfair home and taken to Medusa’s Lock, a sequestered island. 

After the success of a particular experiment, Liam turns into a beautiful woman and is christened ‘Jenna’. Jenna is petite, has a small 22 inch waist, full breasts and plump rosy lips. After the transformation, Jenna is kept a prisoner in Medusa’s Lock and is used as a sex slave to satisfy the needs of a high-profile clientele. She is also expected to do penal servitude: pull heavy ploughs on agricultural lands and work incessantly in whisky and garment factories on the island. Jenna undergoes and witnesses a series of horrors on Medusa’s Lock until she is rescued 14 years later by her daughter, Amelia Jane. 

Lauren Wood: is the 32 year old wife of Liam Davies. Lauren is 6 feet tall and is reed thin. She has a flat body bereft of breasts and a derriere. Lauren has nice dark eyes, a charming smile and wild curly dark hair that fall around her face like Medusa’s locks. 

She is a cold, ruthlessly ambitious doctor cum biomedical researcher who’d do anything to achieve her goals. Lauren’s mission is to develop a synthetic hormone called Femme1, which, when taken with a pharmaceutical drug called Esproges, is able to accomplish full and complete MTF feminization at one go. With the help of her lover, Ellis Walker, Lauren tricks men into becoming human guinea pigs and conducts all manner of horrific experiments on them in Medusa’s Lock. 

Ellis Walker: is Lauren Woods’ lover, friend, guide and mentor. Ellis is 52 years old, tall, balding, has a slight paunch and a deep voice. He is the owner and CEO of a leading pharmaceutical company called Walker Pharmaceuticals Ltd. He is deeply in love with Lauren and is hurt when she marries Liam. Later on, he and Lauren get together and conduct experiments on human beings on Medusa’s Lock. Walker uses the women created from these experiments as sex slaves to serve a high-profile clientele and as free labor in his agricultural fields, whiskey and garment factories. Ellis is also an independent politician. 

Thirteen years after Liam’s disappearance, Ellis marries Lauren. By now, he has joined the House of the Lords as an MP. 

Amelia Jane aka AJ: is the daughter of Liam and Lauren. 14 year old AJ is a little beauty: she has a smooth face, baby blue eyes and golden blonde hair like her father. 

She is petite and well-proportioned. AJ is good-natured like Liam and not cold and cruel like her mother. 

AJ stumbles upon the secret of Medusa’s Lock when she finds an old file which has case histories of all the human guinea pigs, including her father’s. She realizes her mother has been using them for experiments. AJ is horrified at the discovery and vows to release all prisoners. A brave young AJ puts herself at great risk, succeeds in getting to Medusa’s Lock and releasing her father and other prisoners. 

The Neophytes: a term used to refer to all those men on Medusa’s Lock who have converted into women after the success of Lauren’s experiment. Apart from Liam/Jenna, the neophytes include an American, a Spaniard, an African, a Pilipino, a Sri Lankan and a Bulgarian. 

James: A 21 year old chauffeur who drives AJ to Medusa’s Lock and helps her release

all prisoners. 

Officer White: A police official whom AJ finds on the road and narrates her story to. 

Robin: Son of Lauren and Ellis aged about 9. 

Martin: second son of Lauren and Ellis, aged 7. 



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

Transgender Stories by Yu Sakurazawa

A Slippery Slope in an Airline

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

The Murder of a Yoga Guru

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

Distraught for some reason unknown to Hannah, Natalia abruptly leaves for Kiev. On the next morning, the devotees of Swami Sadananda find him on the marble floor of his chamber, brutally burgeoned to death. Since the occupants of rooms adjoining the guru’s chamber remained undisturbed through the night, Hannah concludes that the guru was drugged before being attacked with an axe. The convoluted murder investigation carried out by Hannah points fingers at people as different as chalk from cheese: from a suave Bangalore-based politician to an erudite temple trustee based in Madurai. 

Mikhail Adamovich and Oleg Chaplanski, the brother and husband of Natalia respectively, also come under the radar of Hannah’s suspicions. From the beginning of the case, Hannah has suspected that the distinctive gender identity shared by her and Natalia is connected to the god man’s gruesome murder. Will Hannah Brown succeed in decoding the cryptic psychology of warped human minds and get to the bottom of the mystery of Swami Sadananda’s murder? 

Mudered Queen Bee of a High School

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

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

The Murdered Heiress

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

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

They are “Glass Beads”.As the police interrogates the murder, Hannah too gets sucked into the investigation. She is convinced that Arlene’s last words hold a clue to the identity of her murderer. Hannah starts working on the case by interviewing all the guests at Arlene’s party; each of whom, by default, is a murder suspect. As Hannah proceeds deeper into the investigation, she discovers that each of the guests had a motive to murder Arlene. Among others, the suspects include Arlene’s less competent younger brother Bradley, husband Lord Lofthouse, a titled personage on the verge of bankruptcy, Angus Ryne, a portrait artist betrayed by Arlene and Florence Keeling, a social worker who has, in the past, been deliberately mislead by Arlene. Will Hannah succeed in catching the murderer? Will Hannah’s own personal secret interfere with the solving of her case? 

A Slippery Slope in a Hospital

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series Craig/Carol Lovatt: is the 28 year old protagonist of the story. He is a petite, slender, pretty-faced Anglo-Indian who works as a nurse in the renowned Acesco Hospital. He is a responsible nurse, but commits a rare mistake on Valentine’s Night. As a result of his negligence, a patient dies. The patient happens to be the wife of Norman Abbott, the dean of Acesco Hospital. In lieu of being sued for negligence, Craig opts to sign a contract drawn up by Mr. Abbott. The terms of the contract bind Craig to carry out a series of strange instructions given by Mr. Abbott without questioning. One of them

entails going to hospital dressed in a female nurse’s uniform and identifying himself as

“Nurse Carol Abbott”. 

A Slippery Slope in a School

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series

Sandeep is the 18 year old protagonist of the story. Sandeep is of average height (5’8), is slim and has a smooth face like a girls’. He is from an ordinary family and is at Somerset High on a scholarship. Sandeep is bright and has many talents. After accepting Richa’s offer, Sandeep eventually takes on the identity of “Susanna Marino”, who is purportedly an Italian princess sent to Somerset High on a student exchange program. As the feminization process begins, Sandeep discovers that he is transforming into a beautiful, curvaceous woman. Susanna’s charm has the whole school in its thrall, and in a curious irony, even her sworn enemy Sid falls for her. 

Dance Like a Woman

Mahesh is the protagonist of the story. He is tall, slim and has fine features. Mahesh comes from a family of Kathakali performers, living in Kerala. One night when he is 14, Mahesh realizes that he is a girl trapped in a male body. Sunaina, a half-European girl from Bangalore and Mahesh become good friends. Sunaina leaves her contact number with Mahesh before returning to her hometown. When things become difficult at home for Mahesh because of his desire to express his femininity, Sunaina suggests that he come over to Bangalore. Once in Bangalore, Sunaina introduces Mahesh to beautiful hijra guru, Cabaret Kalki. Mahesh falls in love with Kalki and becomes her loyal chela. Kalki helps Mahesh transform into “Minching Meena”, a female cabaret dancer. 

A Slippery Slope in an Ad Agency

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series

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

Though Zina is loyal to Tania, she finds that she is powerfully attracted to her client, Daniel Garfield. 

None of the Nuns May Dress Improperly: Magdalene Sorority

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series

Alex Pinto is the protagonist of “None of the Nuns May Dress Improperly” (Magdalene Sorority). Alex is quite a good-looking boy, 5 feet 9 inches tall, with an athletic body, honey-brown eyes and copper-streaked hair. He has a long face, a noble nose and full-lips: features that earn him the ‘beautiful’ sobriquet. Mesmerized by the beauty of Irish nun, Stella Mary, Alex trespasses into nunnery grounds. He is caught and bullied by the young nuns, led by three lethal females called the Three Musketeers. Much to Alex’s embarrassment, the Three Musketeers decide to punish him by forcing him to wear a pale pink tunic and a wimple. Since they haven’t had much straight sexual activity in recent times, they also get Alex to pleasure them. 



A Slippery Slope in Military Academy: A Frail Cadet

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

(Retd.) Brigadier Mehta, the principal of the academy, gives Deepak an ultimatum: either quit the academy or continue as a female cadet. Deepak embraces his deepest, darkest desires by opting to transform into a female cadet. He is ordained into femininity by being forced to wear the female cadets’ uniform which comprises of a puff-sleeved OG shirt and a leaf-green pleated skirt. Eventually, Deepak’s feminization includes HRT and SRS conducted/supervised by doll-faced 29 year old army doctor, Dr. (Capt) Sophie Mistry. As Deepak eventually transforms into gorgeous, diva-like Diana, Dr. (Capt) Sophie makes it clear that her interest in Diana is more than professional. Diana, however, has lost her heart to Capt. Eric Saldana, her young and dashing Military History teacher. Diana is shocked when she learns that Capt. Saldana is interested in Dr. (Capt) Sophie. Meanwhile, Cadet Alvin D’Cruz, a classmate of Diana’s displays a zealous, possessive passion for her. Where will these convoluted romantic entanglements lead to? Is Diana destined to be with the man of her dreams? 

Trapped in Circus

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series

Alfred Batista and Ethan Faria are 18 year old boys living in Goa. Alfred is very

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

Spanish circus called ‘Esplendor Circus’ comes to town. On the night of a show, the circus’s owner and manager realize that the star attraction of their circus: a talking parrot is missing. Alfred is tricked into wearing girls’ clothes and is paraded as a part of the exotic animal menagerie to divert people’s attention away from the missing parrot. None of Alfred’s friends recognize him. The pretty ‘girl’ in the menagerie is a huge success and the owner makes a lot of money. He and the manager are now reluctant to let Alfred go. Alfred is 'tamed' and his spirit is partly broken. Alfred is dressed as an Arabian dancer and is displayed in the menagerie for a second consecutive night. He undergoes the motions of spinning the hula-hoop with distress. At the end of the show, Alfred spots Ethan who has come to the circus the next day too. He narrates the horror of his ordeal to his friend. Catching the two boys talking, Ruiz and the owner, Mendoza anesthetize the two, throw them at the back of the circus truck and drive away towards Spain. 

Unicorn and Hourglass: Subconscious Desire for Feminization

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

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

Sachet dies on his 21st birthday in a traffic accident. God allows him to return to life in a then-available body. When Sachet wakes up he has a strange feeling. Sachet is a

"normal" boy. Aarush, who has been his best friend, doesn't see Sacheta in the same way as he did to Sachet. This is a sentimental romance story of a boy who ends up as a beautiful bride. 

Muse and Vampiress

Muse and Vampiress is a most tender suspense-romance story between a female pathological doctor from Transylvania and a pretty-looking boy who entered a northern Bulgarian medical school. The student has a gender identity disorder which he didn’t recognize by himself. A quiet yet sweetest love develops between the two. 

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? 

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 lifestyle seems ordinary. But there’s a teensy catch. Sam isn’t a biological ‘him’. 

He’s a man trapped in a woman’s body. Sam’s life is turned upside down when he is called upon to investigate the murder of 14 year old Neeta Singh. Does the key to solving the chilling case lie in Sam’s own traumatic past? 

Ghosts Alive: Transgender Fantasy

We are in 2030. Time travel has been made possible and become a luxurious way of tourism. The tickets cost a fortune, but temptation is so strong, that some people are willing to sacrifice all their money and belongings to buy a ticket, even if it’s one way. 

For those who make the jump anyway, there’s no return to their time. The trick of future travel: it’s not your body that travels to the future, but only your psyche and you wake up in a “clean body”, in a host on the other side. Time travel industry made the experience even more exotic: the host is always a body of the opposite gender. Lindsay and Rob have been married for seven years now, they are both in their early thirties. 

Their willpower and values have been in jeopardy since their son, Hadrian went missing a year ago. They have done everything in their power to find him, but no results. The couple struggles to stay sane, both of them are afraid to accept the fact: their son is most probably dead. Rob is constantly suffering from the endless doubts and guilt. Eventually he cannot cope with guilt and grief, and decides to “jump”. 

Lindsay is left behind, and she has to make a choice, how far she would go to keep her darling in her life. 

Eve of the Arcane Waters

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

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

A Feminized President: Losing Bet into the3rd Gender

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

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

The Birth of Delilah

"Gender Swap Fantasy" series

Tyro is a thirty-five years old loner who has impressive height, well-built body, strong jaw and a distinctive Greek nose. He categorizes himself as arn energetic alpha-male but deals with many suppressed anger. Due to a painful divorce, he has very low opinion of women. That’s why his small business has a specific profile: he sells and installs surveillance systems for catching cheating wives. Although he’s financially stable, he still lives in an existential crisis. He denies every weakness and judges everyone from this point of view. He cannot cope with his own feelings and he blames women for everything. Tyro is trapped in female body and goes through hell - injured, homeless, treated as a slave. This ultimate life experiences force him to face what he is now: a woman who needs help. 

Abducted into the Third Gender: 180 Degrees Turn

Hijra, the Third Gender

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

Forced into the Third Gender: The Champion's Bride

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

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

The Animal in Me

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

This is a SciFi story of a future society where technology and biological engineering has reshaped the human life. The Earth is not divided anymore to nations or races but to subcultural groups. Transhumans are not pure humans, but with genetically or technologically modified people and they are treated as second-class citizens. On the other hand pure human people belong to the Purity Party which has the majority in the current government. The leader of the Purity Party is President Yceberg, who believes in the sacredness of the body. The question is: how far he’d go to prove his point? 

Conspired into the 3rd Gender

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

The protagonist is a son of IAS officer (selected elite Indian administrative officer) and a 12 year old cricket player. He is unexpectedly kidnapped and is forcibly

castrated and feminized. He (now she) keeps receiving unfair/unexpected treatments and assaults. She doesn't know who is the mastermind. At the end of the story, she realizes that she deserved such punishment. 

Born in the Third Gender: A Truth About Roopini

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

Dancers of the Third Gender

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

The protagonist is a boy who has an elder sister learning Kathak (one of the traditional dance forms in India) and he wishes to become as good a dancer as his sister. His mother supports his not-so-manly wishes, but finally, his father comes to know about it. 

His father disowns his son on the spot, and the son must leave his family and live on his own. The boy is (a kind of) saved by the "hijra" community and he (she) tries to become a Kathak dancer. 

Underwater Escape to the Other Gender

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

She starts to suffocate under water.When she was rescued she found herself in a different body. 

The Kantuta Bond: A Bond that Swapped the Lovers

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

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

[image: Image 2]

ayahuasca. 

Enchanted into the Third Gender: A Truth about Lala

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

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



Greetings from Yu Sakurazawa

Hello, everyone. I am Yu Sakurazawa. Yu is a Japanese female name and is pronounced as "you". I have been publishing transgender and lgbt novels since 1998. I was born in Fukushima, Japan, have lived in United States for 8 years and now live in Chiba, Japan. My novels were all in Japanese until I published the English version of

"Enchanted into the Third Gender" and after that I have been writing English stories regularly. All my fictions have transgender episodes in some way or another. Areas of my personal interest are fashion, tv-dramas and traveling. I traveled to India more than 10 times dressed in a Saree or Salwar Kameez (Punjabi dress)--soaked in Indian culture up to my neck. My personal experiences are reflected in my "Hijra, the Third Gender" series of books. 
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