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Chapter One

Kiss of the Green Demon

The cincadas sang their mating song in the humid, morning heat. 

Myriad wings rubbed against each other, the excited clicking filled the air in a disharmonic chorus. 

Lindsay woke up with a pounding head, dry lips and strong nauseas in a slowly spinning room. Her hand was groping for the familiar, strong body next to her, but only the cool bedsheet’s wrinkled bumps were on the other side of the bed. 

Where is Rob? Her eyes opened in a narrow streak just to close again from the stabbing rays of sunshine. I’m so fed up with these dog days of summer . . . A memory flashed threw her mind: cold tiny feet crawling under the blanket and Hadrian’s skinny figure slightly presses her side. She sighed and rolled to the matrass’s edge to search for a bottle of water. Only an empty wine bottle tottered and fell on the side with a loud clink. 

“Could you get me some water, honey?” 

No answer. Where is this man?, Lindsay had no recollection of the alarm going off. She climbed out from the bed with grumpy groans and put on her wedding ring. The hour hand barely passed seven. 

It’s way too early for him to go to work, but she shooed the worries away and kept dreaming about ham and toast with olives and tomatoes. Fresh orange juice. Ice cold peppermint tea. A strong coffee. Until the cabinet’s open doors caught her eyes with yawning emptiness inside. The treasure trove of ancient jewels, Rob’s most beloved piece of his collection was gone. 

“Where are the antiques?” 

Her first thought was: robbery. 

She ran to Hadrian’s room. It was untouched, the curtains closed, toys piled up in the corner, Sleeping Monkey, her son’s favorite doll was laid on the bed. 

The desperate longing after Hadrian kicked her on the chest with elemental power, but she reminded herself why she came in here; to check their saved up money in a pink porcelain pig. Its tummy was empty, its porcelain eyes looked at her with a blank, innocent stare. 

The door was locked. No scratches by the lock from outside or from within. All the windows were open to let in the morning breeze, but the safety bars were closed. 




* * *

 

“Let’s calm down!” She fixed a strong espresso for herself and drank it with small sips, enjoying the strong scent and the bitter aroma. It helped on her growling stomach. She replayed yesterday’s event in her mind. 

Kebab dinner for two at the bistro by the corner. Rob was stressed, as he always has been on the anniversaries. He ordered two absinths, for the two years since Hadrian went missing. He shouted at the waitress: “Light them up, bitch, let’s celebrate!” The waitress knew our story, as everyone in town. She let the insult go. “Blow the candles, babe!” He pointed at the flames on the absinths’ surface. I blew them. We both cried and drank some more. All we wanted was to forget. 

Only hazy memories were left what happened afterwards. The bread jumped out from the toaster, half-burnt. Lindsay didn’t mind the smell. She focused on the fragmented memories that remained after

the destruction of the countless absinth shots, kisses of the green demon. 

Rob throws up by the rose bushes. He tears off my panties by the gate. I stumble on the stairs. We have wild, animalistic sex in the moonlight, smudging our tears all over our bodies. Rob is leaning over the balcony, crying out for Hadrian, “My sweet little son, my sweet son”, he wants to jump... 

Lindsay kicked the chair behind and ran to the balcony. Her heart was pounding from the fright and cold shivers of relief ran through her. Only a lazy, obese Mediterranean cat punched a half-dead mouse with its paws by the gate. There was no sign of Rob down there. 

She called his office on the vidphone. The secretary answered on the other end, munching a chocolate truffle. 

“Mmm, hey, Lindsay, what’s up?” 

“Hello, Chloe! Is Rob there?” 

The secretary swallowed the last bite. 

“Didn’t he tell you? He quit yesterday.” 

Lindsay froze from the surprise. “No, he didn’t.” 

“He took his last check and left around two. He left these truffles here for me as a goodbye present.” 

Lindsay’s hand started to shake from clashing thoughts. 

“Thanks, Chloe.” She ended the call, the screen went dark. 


* * *

Lindsay spent the day with calling Rob’s mother, Hadrian’s godparents. Their closest friends. Nobody seemed to know a thing. 

Suzy, Lindsay’s best friend asked quietly: “Do you think he . . . did something stupid?” 

Lindsay shook her head. “Don’t even go there, he wouldn’t kill himself.” 

“But then, where is he? Do you think he left somewhere?” 

A flyer caught Lindsay’s eyes on the kitchen table: TIRED OF LIFE? 

BORED WITH THE WORLD AROUND? 

JUMP! 

Said the ad of Time Tours, a tourist office specialized on over-prized time travel trips. A dim light of realization lit up in Lindsay. 

“I think . . . he jumped.” 

“You mean . . . to the future?” Suzy asked surprised. 

“Where else?” 

“But that costs a fortune.” 

“He took his antiques and our saved up money. He quit yesterday and cashed in his last payment check. For what else could he spend so much money on?” 

“Do you think he left for a vacation? Then he can be back at any time.” 

Lindsay massaged her throbbing temples. 

“It was the second years anniversary of Hadrian’s missing. He was extremely depressed.” 

“Hang in there, Lindsay! Let’s hope he just needed some air,” Suzy said in an uncertain tone, avoiding eye contact. 

They ended the call and Lindsay was left alone with her troubling thoughts again. 

Rob was spiraling into depression slowly. His mood swings became more frequent. He kept saying that he doesn’t want to be himself anymore. But he wouldn’t do it! He wouldn’t kill himself. 

But would he leave me behind just so he can run away? After seven years of marriage, after losing our kid? 

She hugged her knees on the sofa and her eyes wandered on their picture: Rob held the sandy-blond, four years old Hadrian in his arms, Lindsay hooked on Rob on his side with a wide smile. Rob’s huge, wondrous green eyes were shining from happiness. 

Tears kept flowing from Lindsay’s face, like and enraged, tropic river during rainy season. 

Can he be so cruel, so selfish to leave without saying goodbye even? Could he label our love as a collateral damage and start a new life somewhere? Maybe he doesn’t love me anymore . . . But still, he fucking owe me an explanation! 

Pillows banged on the wall one by one. A vase and the vidphone followed, falling into pieces on the floor. She screamed and screamed some more. When her throat dried out, she stopped as a robot running low on battery. Only the annoying cincada chorus accompanied Lindsay. 

The hour hand left three p.m. 

What if he’s injured? Lost and desperate? What if he needs me? 

She looked into the mirror. Her waist-long, raven black hair stuck to her face in tangled curls, and dark, wrinkled bags sat under her swollen eyelids. 

I have to find the bastard! She thought and sank the Time Tours flyer to her purse. 



Chapter Two

Until Time Do Us Apart

It was a twenty minute walk through narrow streets of cobblestones and tangled water canals until the city center. Lindsay made it in ten, her worries speeding her ahead. She fought her way through the begging pigeons, ice cream minefields, cigarette butts, and chattering tourists. 

The Time Tours office building was twenty five meter tall sphere of steel and glass in the middle of the main square, impressive to tourists and locals alike. Its stainless steel structure dominated the area’s architectural layout. 

Lindsay was still trying to make sense of Rob’s actions when a filthy hand grabbed her arm. A hunchbacked, grey bearded man stood next to her. 

“Don’t go in there! It’s against God’s will!” 

“If it was against God’s will, it wouldn’t be here.” 

“Nothing good awaits you there, only volatile dreams and wicked torture.” 

Lindsay peeled off his hooked fingers from her arm and looked into the old man’s clouded, grey eyes, blind and mad. She saw her own blurry reflection in them. A carton board hanged on his neck with shaky pen calligraphy sign saying: predictions – one dollar. 

“I’ll take my chances,” she said, and entered the building. 

She hadn’t been in Time Tours before, only heard the legends of this luxurious way of conquering time. She wasn’t a big enthusiast of time travel, but Rob had always been fascinated by the concept, the endless possibilities that might wait on the other side of the portal. 

The tourist officer sat behind a huge, coffin-sized table. Her alienesque, pale figure was surrounded by dozens of screens like a fly’s compound eye. Those were all glimpses of the future; different times, different places that were considered myths until time travel was invented and the tourism industry expropriated it. 

The tourist officer lady shook her pearl-friseur, the pearls crashing with hundreds of thuds. 

“Welcome to Time Tours! How can I be at your service?” 

“Nice hair-do,” Lindsay said just to gain extra-time until she came up with words she really wanted to say. 

“Thank you! I was in 2145, pearl-wig is the new fashion craze then. 

What era are you interested in?” 

“The same as my husband.” 

The officer wrinkled her blue, tattooed eyebrows. 

“Could you be more specific please?” 

“No. I was expecting you could tell me where he went.” 

“I’m afraid I’m not allowed to share any clients’ information with a third party. Chosen destinations are strictly confidential.” 

“I see, but you know . . . it’s a life or death question. My husband might be in danger. We’ve recently lost our son, and . . .” 

“My condolences.” 

“No, no, he’s not dead, he’s just lost . . . but my husband is the only one I have left, and you have to understand that . . .” 

The officer lady was moving restlessly, her manicured nails bending a dog-ear on her notebook and managing to maintain her professional poker face. Her tone was neutral and emotionless. 

“Ma’am, believe me, I understand the difficulty of your situation, but please understand mine: I cannot give out any clientele information, violating our policy could cost my job.” Her eyes kept wandering to the surveillance cameras blinking red spot. Lindsay realized the officer lady won’t do anything while she was monitored. 

“Do you smoke?” Lindsay asked. 

“I’m not allowed to share private information.” 

“Do you have a pet?” 

“I’m not allowed to share private information.” 

“You are like a fucking android . . .” she said and looked at the officer’s inexpressive face. Is this chick really a robot or something? 

“Ma’am, please address your questions about our service or leave the building.” 

“Okay. What do I have to do to ascertain my husband’s destination?” 

“Ask your husband.” 

Lindsay groaned from frustration and fading curses encompassed her slim figure. The automatic door slid behind her with a hiss. 

We are not done yet, bitch, she thought, and leaned against the glass sphere’s cool, metal wall, shut her eyes and lit her last cigarette. The first puff eased her tightened muscles. The second puff calmed her pulsating temples. The third puff calmed her stirred emotions, and she felt an insecure tap on her shoulder. 

“Do you have a lighter?” 

The officer lady stood next to her, a head taller than Lindsay, wearing sunglasses, her skin dead-pale by natural light. She bent over the flame and the tip of her slim, pink cigarette lit up with a sweet caramel scent that Lindsay found irritating. The woman inhaled and

exhaled casually, as if they’ve just met on a sunny afternoon at a park. 

“I know you,” the officer lady said. 

Lindsay turned to her with widened eyes, but she couldn’t read the officer lady’s neutral face, the sunglasses hid her ice cold eyes. “You were on the news back then. Your husband lost your kid in the adventure park. Hadrian, right? It’s a very unique name.” 

It was still paralyzing for Lindsay to replay the horror of that day. 

Hadrian was riding on Rob’s wide shoulders. “Faster, daddy, faster!” 

They looked up to the balcony and waved to me, like copies of each other wearing the same blue baseball cap. Turning by the corner, they were out of sight, but Hadrian’s blissful laughter echoed for a while. That was the last time I saw him. 

Lindsay teared up, but forced herself to stay strong. 

“If you ask me, don’t follow your man. He was pretty determined to leave,” the lady said and inhaled the aromatic smoke deeply. 

“You arranged his jump?” 

“I did. You don’t wanna go there.” 

“For Christ Sake, just tell me, where is it!” 

“It will cost you.” 

“Name your price, I don’t care!” 

“Listen! Officially, I cannot tell you the exact destination, but I’m willing to give you the coordinates. All you have to do is to come back, dictate the numbers and we can arrange you a jump. But I need to know something first.” 

“Which is?” 

“Do you have the cash for a return ticket?” 

“Hell, I have no idea. I only have a house and what’s in it. Rob took the rest.” 

“That may cover my fee.” 

“What?” 

“Time travel is an expensive hobby. But you still need more to pay for a one way trip.” 

Lindsay was scalded by the greed. She couldn’t detect any mercy in the officer lady, only her widened reflection in the fly-like sunglasses. 

This flesh and blood Barbie was nothing but a rapacious hyena behind her one-thousand bucks smile. But Lindsay was determined to proceed—at this point, at any cost. 

What else can I offer? What else is left to cash in? She tried to remember a few golden teeth, a wealthy foundation for three legged dogs or an extra kidney, or anything she could cash in but she was just a history teacher in a rundown elementary school with a terrible salary. Perhaps I can sell her my chalks? Or the answers for the next exam? 

“Pfff . . . what is your name—” 

“Ms. Marble.” 

“Of course. So listen, Ms. Marble, I don’t have a millionaire pedigree, all I can offer is my body. I guess it has no market value. Unless you want to sell my organs.” 

The officer lady reacted with a quick succession of enthusiastic nods. 

“Now we are talking. If you buy a one-way ticket you won’t need your body anyway. You can sell the rights to the Time Tours Company to use it as a host for fellow jumpers.” 

“You cannot be serious . . .” 

“Well, the office closes in half an hour, so I suggest you make a quick soul searching how much your husband is worth to you.” She treaded her slim cigarette into the cobblestones and walked back to the building on her red platform shoes. 

Lindsay had to sit down and grasp some air. 

They are going to use my body like a jar and ooze a stranger’s psyche in it, while this fucked up flamingo will march into my house, soak her anorexic butt in my bathtub, organize future-junkie swinger parties in our bedroom and set up a high-tech private gym in Hadrian’s room or build an altar for the fashion moguls from 2145. 

This is sick. And she spat on the ground. 

Five minutes later Lindsay sat in the clients’ chair again. Her gestures were inexpressive as if she was pumped up with Botox and lost the ability to smile or to cry—both inside and outside. 

“I would like to order a one-way ticket with an immediate jump.” 

“Oh, what a brave explorer you are! What would be your destination?” Ms. Marble asked with an innocent laugh. 

“I’m not sure yet.” 

“Have you checked out latest brochure? We have wonderful journeys listed here! Would you like to reunite with Mother Nature in a fully equipped eco-village at the tropic jungle? Or start your everlasting holiday at a luxurious Riviera by a 100% tsunami-free beach? Maybe party through your life surrounded by the neon lights of Giantopolis?” 

She slid the brochure in front of Lindsay. There was a nine-digit number with precise handwriting on the top left corner. Lindsay recited the numbers slowly and with care as if they were the magic words for a dark spell. 

“A friend of mine suggested a place. I’m not sure about the year. But I know the coordinates: 935.95.45.11.” 

“Hm, that might be enough.” 

Ms. Marble’s manicured nails went pit-pat on the keyboard. It was the perfect impersonation of a diligent travel agent. What a hypocrite, Lindsay thought, but she hushed her hate away along with the fear that she was about to sell her whole life for a dubious ride. 

“Ah, that’s a wonderful destination! The Valley of Souls in year 3080! 

There has been an increasing interest in that time period lately. So you said it will be a one-way jump?” 

Lindsay nodded. 

“That will be 750.000 dollars. Cash, check or credit card?” 

“I’d like to cash in my body as a host.” 

“Oh, well, that’s a big decision! I’m sure you’re aware the procedure then.” 

“Whatever.” 

Ms. Marble kept on typing and pressed the print button. A self-confident smile ran through her delighted face as the ink letters filled the blank papers. She handed Lindsay the document and a pen. 

“This is your contract whereby you order a one-way jump to the exotic Valley of Souls, and assign Time Tours Company the rights over your biological body. I inserted an extra paragraph where you cover the additional fees with your property at 21st Saint Lando Street. Is the address correct?” 

“As if you were reading my mind,” Lindsay said with acid sarcasm. 

She placed the tip of the ballpoint pen on the paper and wrote her name — probably, for the last time in her life. 

Ms. Marble blew a soft breath on the signature as if they were still in the middle ages. 

“Fabulous! Please, go to the changing room, take off your clothes, and our jump experts will guide you to the other side. Enjoy your stay, and thank you for travelling with Time Tours!” 

As if I had a choice, Lindsay though, happy that she wouldn’t have to look at Ms. Marble’s fake smile ever again. 


* * *

She stripped off her dress and sandals and walked into the Portal Chamber. Her memories were racing in her mind. A sweaty, hot midsummer’s night when she met Rob at an outdoor theater play, the moment he held baby Hadrian in his hands and cried the tears of joy, the horror of that day what they’d spent at the Adventure Park’s security office after Hadrian went missing. She was scared, yes —

yet, she was unable to accept that last night was the last time they’d spent together. For better or worse, in sickness and health, until death do us part. 

The Portal Chamber was a high-tech laboratory with beeping computers reaching the ceiling and an enormous chair dominating the room in the middle. It was similar to the examination chairs at a doctor’s office. 

A bald, Latino man with a goat-like beard sat behind a see-through wall wearing safety-glasses and a white medical robe. His voice came distorted through the speakers. 

“Hello, Lindsay! Please, take a seat in the Jump Chair.” 

She did as she was told. The sensors reacted to her weight and plastic handcuffs crawled out from the armrests and secured her wrists, tight as a boa constrictor. She felt the same cuffs lock on her ankles, and the engines kicked in with a soft buzzing underneath. 

“Now you’ll be transferred to year 3080, the Valley of Souls. Due to the process, your mind will be imported into a host. You might experience some odd physical symptoms when the gender switch happens, but there’s no reason to be alarmed, your psyche will adjust soon to the new body.” 

“I will wake up in a male body?” 

“That’s correct.” 

This was the first time it occurred to her that the other side won’t be a Fairy Tale. She had no clue what lay ahead after her psyche would enter the Portal. But it was too late to back out. 

When there’s no way back, go forward, she remembered her mother’s advice. Just repeating the words put her mind at ease. She focused on Rob instead, on the things they’d gone through together. 

“Have a nice jump, Lindsay!” The man said and engaged a tinted shielding for the observation room’s window. He was no longer seen, just a black glass window mirroring Lindsay’s bare figure. 

This is absurd, Lindsay thought and hissed when something sharp stabbed her in the neck: a needle went through her skin and injected her with a serum which took effect fast and strong as a horse kick. 

Pressure creeped into her head and invisible power was about to tear her into a thousand pieces. Lindsay heard screams which turned out to be her own. Panic kicked in and she wanted to break free, but the plastic ribbons held her tight. A blinding blue flash and roars from unidentified sources forced Lindsay to close her eyes. 

Hot and cold flashes ran through her jerking body with elemental power. It was as if a hundred elephants were tearing her apart as distorted memories penetrated her shocked mind. 

Then the war of senses calmed down and the scenery changed. Her legs and hips went numb, and a pleasant, warm sensation

conquered her mind. Her nerves were stimulated like never before, but she was unable to take control. 

Rob was kneeling in front of her in the kitchen. Lindsay looked down at him and giggled. She was holding a hot pot of Indian soup, the scent of ginger filling the room. They were both naked, young and happy. Rob’s tongue was inside her spread legs, playing with her clit, hungry for pleasure. Lindsay’s legs were shaking as the stimulus became stronger. Rob put his hands on her buttocks and spread them. The pleasure built up and up and Lindsay’s last words were, 

“Rob, careful, the soup is very hot!” 

The orgasm took over. Strength left her arms and the pot sloped. 

The boiling liquid splashed on her legs and on Rob’s head, burning the flesh until bone. They both screamed from the pain and the orgasm raging in Lindsay’s insides. 

She opened her eyes, but everything was blurry through a curtain of tears. She was hyperventilating from the panic until the handcuffs and legcuffs retracted into the Jump Chair armrests automatically. It was placed in the middle of a temple made of carved lime stones and granite. Twenty-meter high statues of never before seen gods gazed into nothingness with stone eyes. 

Lindsay’s body had changed. Her skin turned pale as if she just got out of a chloride bath and chestnut brown freckles covered her arms. 

Shoulder-length, curly hair fell on her shoulders in copper-tone waves. There were no breasts, just a skinny chest without muscles. 

Her figure was quite feminine; except, she had a huge erection and opal semen covered her naked thighs. 

What a warm welcome, she thought, looking for something to wipe off the semen. This was the first day of the rest of her life. 

Chapter Three

Down the Rabbit Hole

The fresh male sweat — her own smell— irritated her nose. The host was uncomfortable, Lindsay squirmed in it as she did when she was dressed as a bunch of grapes at a Halloween party and her costume consisted of purple balloons which popped at every move. Or when she fell into a canal and had to wear Uncle Jerry’s XXL joggings. 

This host’s proportions were odd in every possible way. 

One step at a time, she told herself and climbed out of the Jump Chair. It sensed the movement and a hidden door opened under it. 

The Jump Chair was attached to mechanic arms and now they started to pull it with metallic squeaking. It sunk under the floor into a pitch black hole, then the ceramic squares of the floor quickly returned to their original position. The ground was smooth and even; it was impossible to tell at first sight what was hidden under it. 

The giant godlike statues contemplated Lindsay’s woozy steps. Her host was about six feet tall, a head taller than her. She saw the world from a lifted viewpoint and her attempts to walk felt like as if she was balancing on stilts. 

I’m like a circus freak. Her fingers finally reached the temple’s wall. 

Dim light came through the round skylight on the ceiling, graphite rainclouds chasing each other up high. Carved hieroglyphs covered the walls, not Egyptian, but an alphabet Lindsay had never seen before. So the text remained mumbo-jumbo, but she could still make out a little meaning of the symbols and pictures. Scenes from the past and the future. 

Dragons equal dinosaurs, fire equals human civilization, stick figures throwing spheres at each other equals war. She also recognized the crucified man, the gammadion cross, a steam engine, a mushroom cloud, a space rocket, a robot, and Shiva’s almond-shaped third eye. 

Past and future were laid in front of her. Yes, time was like an endless series where she had missed a few episodes and there was no chance to make up for what she’d missed. But there was a way out of confusion. 

Eyes on the ball: what is this place and where’s my Rob in it? 

A pile of clothes were placed by the gate, all the same brown wool. 

She put on a tunic, tied it with a cloth and put on a pair of leather sandals. This was never a fashion craze, she thought, but was grateful for not being naked in a newly-born host’s defenseless body. 

The lack of muscles made it very tiring to move, but she had to go on and find a way out of this eerie temple. 

She put all her weight on the enormous doorknob and the gate slowly moved. Cold breeze and humid air followed. 

There was not one building in sight in the valley. A thick rain watered the dense vegetation, thick as mist, and soaked through her clothing within a few seconds. Green hills framed the valley and scattered stripes of smoke emerged from the ground in the distance. Lindsay guessed that these are earth houses and their chimneys were puffing out smoke. Or maybe lazy cyclops hiding underground and waiting for prey, chain smoking their time away. 

A hunchbacked figure’s raspy voice interrupted her slightly disorientated stream of consciousness. 

“Khm.” 

Lindsay startled and took a few steps backwards. For a quick second she thought this was the same old man who sold predictions by the Time Tours building, but this one had no hair, just a wrinkled, weary face showing nor happiness, nor sadness, just endless, empty apathy. 

“Who are you?” 

No answer. The hunchbacked man wore the same clothing as Lindsay, looking like a medieval monk. He made an inviting move with his rugged hands and limped along the plain grounds ahead. 

So this is what people wear here, noted Lindsay, following the grotesque old man. 

They reached the first house. Grass and earth covered the wooden entrance as an insulating blanket. Her silent attender led the way down the dark stairs. It was an underground cave with simple furniture. Wooden table, wooden chairs, all handmade, and a rudimentary stove where a slimy, brown liquid boiled, emanating a terrible smell. 

The old man poured the drink in a mug and gave it to Lindsay. She couldn’t hide her disgusted grimace, but she didn’t want to offend the man. Not yet, not while she didn’t know the rules in this world. So she forced the drink with big gulps. 

“It was not that bad after all,” she said out loud, and looked at his motionless figure. A golden halo appeared around his bald head. 


* * *

Lindsay didn’t know when her guide had left, but she was standing alone in the room. Every surface and object gained a subtle, luminous radiation and the color palette of her perception had changed. Her bony arms and legs, and — she assumed — her whole body were surrounded with pale yellow shards of light. 

A strong urge to find other living beings drove her forward. She opened a door and entered the next room. And the next one. And another. Orientation was nearly impossible in the complex system of this underground labyrinth. Time refused to flow normally as she wandered the silent, empty corridors. 

She burst out in tears after the millionth door led her to yet another abandoned cave. She was lost and hungry and scared, but the maze

just kept offering new pathways. 

Maybe minutes, maybe hours, maybe days passed until she noticed a dim light source passing by her. It was a chubby female figure wrapped in a red cloud. 

“Excuse me,” Lindsay said and the shadow figure stopped. “Excuse me, could you tell me what this place is?” 

“Hsshmurrshhht.” The inarticulate sounds were more like a threatening growl than a real answer, and the woman darted towards a door. Lindsay ran as fast as she could and grabbed the woman’s arm. The woman’s red camouflage radiated brighter and they faced each other. The woman’s hand snapped at Lindsay’s face and ten sharp nails scratched deeply into her skin. 

“Auu!” She screamed and backed into the wall. The attacker waited, then slowly retreated and vanished behind a door. 

Am I dead? Lindsay considered the possibility that she just crossed to the ‘other side’. What if the other side of the portal led nowhere but to death and I’ll wander the Valley of Souls in eternal damnation? 

The concept of being dead filled her heart with sadness. She felt betrayed. Damn it, it’s not my time yet! 

Finally, one corridor led her to a set of stairs, descending into the deep mouth of darkness. She couldn’t see the end of the tunnel. 

Rob, where are you hiding? 

She took a step. 

“Hello?” 

“Hello-lo-lo-lo-lo . . .” answered the echo. 

She took another step. The stairs kept on going without an end in sight. After about two hundred steps, she looked back and stared into the darkness. Turning back seemed as frightening as going

forward, so she continued her journey, hoping she wasn’t descending into the depths of hell. 

“Mommy?” she heard a cry from the distance ahead of her. 

“Hadrian?” Lindsay said, speeding up. Her legs were shaking. The cries became louder. “Mommy, Mommy!” 

At one point she thought a bubble of light crossed her sight. She was terrified of finding Hadrian here, but her desire to see him again was stronger. She took one more step but her foot didn’t reach the ground. The stairs ended, and Lindsay fell deeper into the rabbit hole. 

Chapter Four

And Live and Die a Pirate King

Lindsay opened her eyes and stared into the darkness. Cold. She realized she was underwater, holding her breath! The shock kicked in her survival instincts and she swam up for her life with rapid flutter kicks and butterfly strokes. 

At the surface, she coughed up salty water and grasped for air. She was in an open sea, no shores on the horizon, just the looming dawn. Dozens of life rafts floated around her like a tragic scene after a shipwreck. The water was lethally cold, and shivering and moving couldn’t warm up Lindsay’s body. 

Her mother, being a lawyer, was always full of practical advice: ‘if something is unfair, sue the bastards!’ But who could I sue here? 

The old man who drugged me? Rob, who left me? My own stupid, hallucinating mind? The Reaper? What’s next? 

Lonely figures sat in the life rafts. Wailing and sobbing clashed with the rippling waves. Lindsay headed to the nearest raft. A teenager boy sat in it, his clothes torn, rocking his body back and forth. When Lindsay’s hand landed on the life raft’s slippery surface, the boy —

like a bird of prey — caught it and didn’t let it go. 

“I would do it again, got it? I would do it again!” he screamed. 

Memories flashed in front of Lindsay, but not her own memories. The boy wore a pioneer’s uniform, his thick glasses magnifying his eyes. 

He was hiding behind a tree, shifting from one foot to another. “They can be here in any minute,” he whispered and rubbed his hands with an evil smile. A group of pioneers arrived from a hike chanting and chattering, and turned on the path where the boy was hiding. A scream broke the forest’s peace, and more screams joined in. He peeked out and enjoyed the show: the boys tumbled in every

direction to escape from the horrific sight of dead animals hanging from the trees. Blood was dripping out from the bodies of cats, birds, squirrels and rabbits. 

“Are you still laughing?” the boy asked Lindsay with a frenzied laughter. 

Lindsay bit the boy’s wrist and his grip eased. She backpedaled from the life raft, still shivering. 

After a few hesitant circles, she noticed a life raft where a middle aged, blond woman was waving at her. Her monk clothing moved on her like a peace flag, faded white from the sun and soaked by salt. 

Thank God, Lindsay thought and doubled her speed. When she was within hearing distance, the woman shouted to her: “I was waiting for you!” 

Were you? Lindsay was surprised because she didn’t recognize her, but accepted the helping hand. She rolled inside the raft and let the woman wrap her into a warm blanket. 

“There you go! It’s already better, isn’t it?” And her arms hugged Lindsay’s shivering body gently. It was difficult to understand her articulation. It must have been a while she had talked to anyone, Lindsay thought. She turned to the woman whose happy smile contrasted her rolling tears. 

“Who are you?” Lindsay asked. The woman raised her thin eyebrows and formed the words carefully with her dry, wounded lips. 

“Don’t you recognize me, Mama?” 

Her hug became tighter. 

“I’m not your Mama,” Lindsay said and started to peel off her hand. 

The woman pulled out a sharpened, wooden stick from her robe and pointed it at Lindsay. 

“Don’t you dare leaving me again, Mama! I’ve changed! I will spend the whole eternity with you! Can you forgive me? You must forgive me!” 

“I’m so sick of you, psychos!” Lindsay said, tired and furious from all she’d been put through here, and she threw herself on the side and kicked the woman in the face. She fell back and hit her head into the plastic seat. The woman blacked out instantly, eyes closed and all the muscles relaxing. Lindsay checked her breathing. The woman was still alive, no sign of external injuries. Only on her mouth and gums were covered with bloody wounds after chewing the wooden stick in her hands. Lindsay hid the weapon under her robe and grabbed the oars. 

Her eyes kept scanning the horizon while she rowed and balanced between the rafts. Nobody seemed to pay attention to her. The burning rays of the morning sun reflected with doubled power on the surface of the sea. She pulled and pulled again, her arms burning from the effort. At this moment she was grateful for her male body that was able to perform even after she thought she couldn’t go on. 

Half-consciously, she sang a song in her deep voice. It was Hadrian’s favorite. He had been chanting this all day long at his last Halloween as the cutest little pirate in the world. 

“Oh, better far to live and die

Under the brave black flag I fly, 

Than play a sanctimonious part, 

With a pirate head and a pirate heart. 

Away to the cheating world go you, 

Where pirates all are well-to-do; 

But I'll be true to the song I sing . . .” 

“. . . and live and die a Pirate King,” came the last line from three hundred feet away from a raft which she first thought was empty Lindsay’s heart was pounding wild. She kept on rowing faster and faster to the direction of the weak, female voice, and started the song again:

“Oh, better far to live and die

Under the brave black flag I fly, 

Than play a sanctimonious part . . .” 

“. . . with a pirate head and a pirate heart.” 

The life rafts bumped into each other and Lindsay looked into the boat. 

A black girl lied in the raft in a fetus position, knees pulled up to her side, fingers bent by her face. Her eyes were shut, and her dark brown hair spiraled by her strong cheekbones like a million springs. 

She looked like an ebony sleeping beauty. Without moving she said, 

“This was my son’s song.” 

“Our son’s,” Lindsay said, and climbed over to the other raft. The other boat drifted further from the final kick along with the still unconscious blonde woman. Go on, look for your Mama, Lindsay thought. 

She landed on the woman who curled up into an even smaller bubble. 

“That’s not possible. Lindsay can’t be here. This is just a dream,” she said, and covered her head and ears as if she was afraid of being hit on the head. 

“Rob, it’s me, I came for you.” 

Lindsay lied next to the slim black girl and put her arm and leg over her body like a koala. She inhaled the strange smell of this different body and gave three tiny kisses on the dark nape, and a fourth one, which was more of a bite, but a gentle, loving bite. She did this many times before. This was her waking ritual, every time Rob was nagging under a pillow and refused to wake up. 

Rob shook from the kisses and slowly turned towards Lindsay. No recognition followed as Rob raised his tired eyes to Lindsay. 

“You look like a ginger beaver.” 

“Up your ass,” Lindsay answered happily and gave him a thousand kisses. Rob’s dark skin and puffy lips tasted different, but the way his fingers caressed Lindsay’s back and side, it was a very familiar feeling. 

“It feels like home,” she said and pulled up the monk robe on Rob’s female body. At this point, Rob was fully aware of Lindsay being next to her. 

“I don’t understand . . . why did you come?” 

“Shhh,” Lindsay shushed him, and kept on kissing the slim thighs until she reached with her tongue the little hollow where legs jointed to the pelvis. 

“Wow”, Rob sighed. Lindsay felt the erected penis between her legs and felt a strong urge to push it inside Rob’s female host’s body. She put the tip of the cock on the brown clit and rubbed it against it for a while. Rob closed his eyes again and raised his hip. Lindsay slid inside easily. 

“Aaah, this feels like heaven,” she said and started to push, her moves becoming faster and faster and Rob’s busty butt rocking in her hands. Lindsay controlled herself as long as she could until she felt like a volcano just about to burst and pushed her penis as deep as it would go. 

Her arms were shaking so she put her weight on the ebony beauty’s body. Rob raised his arms and put it around Lindsay. 

“This feels so right,” she said. “It’s time to go home, Rob.” 

“There’s no way out,” he whispered. 

“Bullshit,” Lindsay answered. “There’s always a way out.” 

She let the dreams creep in her mind as the waves splashed against the boat in monotone rhythms. 

Chapter Five

The Glitch

Dreams drew back slowly, like sand, seeping through the fingers of an open palm. Lindsay held Rob in her arms. She felt wary inside and out. A scene rolled in front of her eyes. 

Heavy thuds shake the ground under her feet, first shadows then huge, gray bodies appear in the distance, kicking up orange dust in the sunset. They are approaching at an extreme speed. Meanwhile, the ground’s vibration intensifies, their contours become stronger until Lindsay can make out their forms: a horde of wrathful elephants are heading towards her. She wants to run, but Rob stands like a statue next to her. She pulls his arm, but Rob refuses to move. 

“Come on, Rob, hurry! Hurry, Rob, we must go!” 

The dream disappeared as suddenly as it came, and she felt Rob’s wet breath on her ears. 

“Shhhh, Lindsay, calm down! I’m here. Nobody wants to hurt you!” 

She opened her eyes. She was still pale and freckled with shoulder-length red hair, with fresh stubble, skinny as a stickman, and Rob was still an unearthly, black girl who stared at her with Bambi eyes. 

Their voice reverberated from the cave’s walls. The uneven, rocky surface tortured their bodies from head to toe. 

“Through the maze, into the sea, and still, here we are, underground, without a scratch,” Lindsay said surprised. “Was this all just a hallucination?” 

“It’s hard to tell. When I went to Time Tours, I browsed their brochure. The office agent listed all sorts of pleasurable destinations, but I didn’t want a vacation. I wanted to go off the map. To go as far as possible, escape every known way of existence. Where there’s no

more vivid life, just lucid dreaming and slowly rotting memories of the past. I wanted to dissolve at the end of time.” 

“So life ends on Earth in 3080?” 

“That’s what they told me, yes.” 

Lindsay massaged her temples. She wrinkled her forehead in deep thought. 

“This doesn’t make any sense.” 

“Maybe it doesn’t, but here no one disturbed me in my solitude . . . 

until you showed up.” 

The suppressed anger burst out of Lindsay. “Well, sorry for reminding you of your unimportant wife and her chicken shit problems, but has it crossed your mind that you ruined my life with going off the grid?” 

“I had no courage to face you after I made up my mind. I felt worse every day, on the edge to throw my life away, but you know my faith doesn’t let me do that.” 

“But your faith lets you to be a selfish, insensitive jackass?” 

Lindsay pushed Rob. He didn’t try to defend himself. His arms hanged motionless by his sides. 

“I don’t deserve forgiveness, I know. I had no idea that you’re willing to descend into my own personal hell . . .” 

“What else could I do? Have a spring cleaning, throw all your stuff out and move on?” 

“You deserve better than me.” 

“You’re right on that one!” Lindsay grabbed a stone and smashed it to the cave’s wall. Stone-fall echoed, then the dead silence returned. 

“You know it’s not just you who lost the most precious thing in life. 

Hadrian is on my mind constantly, he is in my bones, in my cells, in

all my dreams and conscious thought. He was my everything; and you were the last one who kept me sane. That’s what you took from me, Rob, the last person who made me feel important, worth living for.” 

“I couldn’t hold on to that, Lindsay. Walking in the same world where we had no idea if Hadrian was living or dead . . . sometimes I felt he was within reach, just behind the next corner, other days the nothingness infected every waking moment. I couldn’t take this anymore.” 

The anger boiled in Lindsay with acidy, painful growls. 

“A razor blade would have cost less.” 

Rob didn’t answer. His eyes focused on the bare ground, tiny rocks scrunching in his shaking fingers. Lindsay waited for an answer, but Rob was lost in thought. 

“You’re just a broken doll, a pile of garbage, an empty shell. Say something!” 

He just kept on staring at the fractured stones. 

“Say something! Fight! Ask for forgiveness! Say that you love me! 

Anything! Prove to me that you are alive, damn it! I didn’t come all this way to babysit a zombie!” 

“I’m sorry,” Rob said and subsided into silence again. 

“No, you won’t do this to me, do you understand? I didn’t come here to die and I won’t leave without you, got it?” 

She pulled Rob’s sluggish body by the neck of his tunic. He resisted by staying put. 

“You’re stubborn, like a mule, ha?” 

Lindsay focused all her strength and forced Rob to stand up. 

“Look at me!” 

She gave him a huge slap. “Did you feel that? Good. This is how bad you hurt me. And now, man up, and we’ll find a way back to our world. We have a boy back there, we have a life back there, and we’re gonna fight for it until our last breath!” 

She swallowed her tears, turned towards a door and hoped there wouldn’t be another labyrinth on the other side. 


* * *

Lindsay was winking from the bright light as they reached the surface through the same doorway she’d arrived. They didn’t meet a single soul on their way. “Which way now?” 

“I don’t know. I was led underground straight away.” 

“By an old man?” 

Rob nodded and followed Lindsay with heavy steps. She was dead-tired, but the desire to leave this place pushed her ahead. 

A flooding river, yellow from the recent rain, ran towards the plainland. They followed it against the current through the muddy grass fields. A great mountain was in front of them, blocking the way. 

They had no idea what was outside the valley. 

“We are losing daylight. We have to find shelter somewhere,” 

Lindsay said, leading the way. Rob had a hard time keeping up, his physical strength less than Lindsay’s, gasping for air. 

When the sun finally set and rain started to pour again, they reached a giant waterfall. Its more-than-a-hundred-feet-high rapids roared loudly. The water level was rising fast. They couldn’t risk going further. 

“We’ll settle here for tonight and we’ll see the rest,” Lindsay said and sat down on a rock with a huge relief. She wanted fire, she wanted shelter to block the wind, but they had no primitive survival skills, everything was wet and it was way after nightfall. They haven’t met

with any animals along the way, but they couldn’t be sure what the night could bring. 

Soon the storm moved further and the sky cleared. 

Lindsay had no idea what was on Rob’s mind, but she was sure that eventually he would come around. Silence heals, she thought, and put big fern leaves over their legs. A bright set of stars were blinking over them as they slept in each other’s arms. 


* * *

Something was rattling in the bushes, but it was impossible to see anything in the pitch black darkness. Lindsay startled and squeezed Rob’s arm. They both looked in the direction of the sound. A shadow appeared just a few feet away behind a tree. 

“It’s a black puma,” Rob whispered. 

The predator casually jogged by them. Its eyes flashed and then it quickly vanished into the bushes. 

“Do you think it wants to hunt us?” Lindsay asked. 

“If it wanted to, it would have attacked already, but who knows if . . .” 

The bushes rattled again and the black puma showed up once again, jogged by Lindsay and Rob, and disappeared behind the same tree

“. . . it comes back.” 

“This is impossible,” said Lindsay, watching the puma appear and disappear again. “It looks as if it is stuck in a time loop or something.” 

“Or it’s a glitch in the system,” Rob added and pointed at the waterfall. “Check that out!” 

A Latino man with a goat-like beard levitated in thin air, his legs crossed in a lotus position. A halo was glowing around his bald head. 

Chapter Six

Nor Black, Nor White

“Do you see what I see?” Rob said. 

“I don’t know what you see, but this is the same guy who sent me here. He was the machine operator in the Portal Chamber.” 

“Exactly!” 

The man started descending, radiant and peaceful, the stars blinking behind him as the waterfall roared. He landed on his feet with elegant grace. 

Is he freaky future Jesus or what? Lindsay thought and they both waited. Let the sleeping dogs lie. 

Finally, the Latino man talked. “Hello Lindsay, hello Rob!” 

“Em, hello?” Rob said and took a step back. 

“Call me the Generator! I’m your Future Guide.” His wide smile was truly the smile of a Time Travel Agent. 

“Don’t tell me you are the extra service,” Lindsay said. 

“I know you want to find a way out, I’ve been monitoring you.” 

“Where’s the exit?” 

“There’s no exit for you. It’s only me who can help you to get back to your time. But it will cost you.” 

“Your institution is the most corrupt organization I’ve ever seen,” 

Lindsay said. The Generator’s thick goat beard shook from laughter. 

“Don’t be mistaken. I don’t do this for my own advantage and Time Tours doesn’t know that I’ve contacted you. It’s against the rules.” 

“Why are you here then?” Lindsay asked. 

“You story touched me. The missing kid, the ill-fated love . . . I’m a real romantic, I appreciate romantic gestures. Lindsay, what you’ve done . . . it was the bravest things I’ve ever seen. So I made a little investigation. You know, I’m not a time travel machine operator for nothing.” 

Lindsay and Rob jumped at the same time. 

“Have you found Hadrian?” 

“Yes. But it depends on your decision if you see him again or not.” 

“It’s not a question! Take us back!” Rob said, passion in his voice. 

This was the first time that his old self showed. 

“I can’t take you back. But I can bring him to you.” 

Rob hugged Lindsay and whispered to her ears: “We’ll get our son back!” 

She rubbed her face against Rob’s, smudging tears all over him. 

“Yes,” she said. “Thank you!” 

Lindsay stepped to the man and wanted to shake his hand, but gripped nothing but air. “You are not real!” 

“I’m not here with my physical body, but I’m real. I’m not allowed to travel in time, so I chose to show myself as a hologram.” 

Lindsay felt her brain was about to catch fire from the thoughts racing through her mind. I cannot let Hadrian come to this terrible place. This was a one-way journey to Hell. And this guy can project himself through time, while we have to have host bodies . . . this just doesn’t make sense. 

“Does this mean that we are also not real?” she asked. 

“Do you feel real?” the Generator said and lit a cigarette. The smoke was swaying in strange directions, the air flowing differently where the Generator stood, wherever he was. 

Lindsay couldn’t give a straight answer. The Generator continued. 

“Time is a tricky thing. People who pay for return tickets get the real thing. But you . . . you just walked straight into a trap. Offering your body, your every belonging to a time travel agency? Do you think that a sheet of paper guarantees you anything? You were sent straight into an experiment.” 

Rob gave out a desperate cry and ran onto the hologram. He was growling and shouting. 

“Bastards! Evil cheating sons of bitches!” 

But his fists touched nothing but air. Lindsay held down Rob’s female arms with his much stronger host body. It took while, but eventually Rob calmed down. The Generator followed all this with patience. 

When he saw Rob was under control and Lindsay nodded him to continue, he continued as if nothing had happened. 

“Time Tours is developing a simulation program. This is not the real 3080. Rob was scammed and you both fell into the same rabbit hole. 

Your bodies are lying in an artificial coma and we’re monitoring your minds to see how you react and adapt to a simulated world. I’m sorry!” 

The world started spinning around Lindsay. “This is too much to take.” 

A slight expression of sympathy ran through on the Generator’s face. 

“But then . . . what happened to Hadrian?” 

“I cannot go into details, but in short . . . he was kidnapped by a criminal organization who works for very wealthy and powerful people, and he was sold to a couple who was unable to legally adopt a child. But don’t worry, they took a good care of Hadrian, they love him, you know.” 

“My poor little baby . . .” Lindsay sobbed. I should have been there. I should have kept on searching. Hiring the mafia, whatever. And sometimes I thought that my dear little son was dead while he must have been waiting, missing us . . . this is too much to take. She wanted to tear out her heart and tread it into the ground. Hatred and self-accusation were unbearable. But Rob was done with that. Rage and hope made him determined to fight. 

“He’s our kid! We’ll go to the police and . . .” 

The Generator shook his head. “You cannot go to the police. You don’t exist officially in your time any more. Time Tours is a powerful organization; they’ll simply claim you’re frauds. And the people who took Hadrian are dangerous. They won’t let you go public, and if you did, Hadrian would be in danger, too.” 

Rob sighed. “What can we do then?” 

“I’ll get you Hadrian and bring you somewhere where nobody will find you.” 

“Can you do that?” Rob was excited like a child. 

“Where do we jump?” Lindsay asked cautiously and wiped off her tears. 

“You cannot jump anymore, Lindsay. I told you, you are the property of Time Tours. But there’s a way . . .” 

Why do I have a feeling, we are walking into another trap? 

“What is that?” she asked. 

“I fake the death of your physical bodies and bring you to my own lab. You’ll participate in my simulation program. Nobody knows about this. There’s no chance that Time Tours or the mobsters will find you, ever. There you can reunite and I’ll take care of you,” the Generator said and stroked his beard with his fingers. His halo was still bright, but from this distance it was evident that it was just a projected picture. Lindsay tried to read his face. I don’t trust you. I don’t know if I can trust anyone ever again. 

“You want us to become ghosts in the machine?” 

“I’ve been working on this private project for years now, but participants are hard to find. And it’s a nice place, my own design. A nice Mediterranean village, a little bit similar to the town you lived in, just more palm trees and less people. They are good and kind people, I chose them personally. All of them were in deep despair when I offered them help, and . . .” 

“We cannot rob our child from the real world,” said Lindsay and looked at Rob. “We can’t do this. He deserves a real life.” 

Rob looked back at Lindsay. His lips were moving but he couldn’t say a word. The Generator rolled his eyes. 

“Then you stay here in this hellhole and try to survive, while Hadrian grows up wondering why he has dreams about different parents from a different life. You’ll become a recurring nightmare which haunts him throughout his life.” 

“What could be worse than this?” Rob whispered to Lindsay. 

The Generator’s hologram started to become blurry, pixelated. “This simulation is my only offer. Take it or not, it’s your call. If you’re in, I’ll import you to my world. It’s called Caelum.” 

“What a humble name,” Lindsay said. “It means ‘heaven’ in Latin.” 

“Well, every creator has his bugs, right?” The Generator smiled. “So what’s your decision?” 

“There’s no good or bad decision here, nothing is black or white, right?” 

“There are only the countless shades of grey,” the Generator said. 

“We’re in,” Rob said. “I love my family. All I wish is to be together once again. I’d pay any price for it.” 

Lindsay looked at Rob and kissed him softly. Their lips and their minds finally met again as back in the old days. When they still had their innocence. When they thought there’s only one world to live in. 

“Good choice,” the Generator said. “Prepare yourself. Soon you’ll be at Caelum. Soon you’ll see your son again. Thank you for participating.” 

His hologram faded. Lindsay and Rob stood again in the cold, dark night. They fell on their knees and hugged each other like two trees with bonding branches. 


* * *

Lindsay and Rob woke up hand in hand on a bench at their town’s main square. Pigeons were pecking sunflower seeds by their feet. 

The sun was out, shining bright, only a few cloudlets chased each other in the sky. There was a fountain in place of the Time Tour’s sphere building. Elderlies and families were walking around. They all greeted Lindsay and Rob with a kind smile. 

They had no words when they looked at each other and saw their old selves. Lindsay saw herself, a woman with waist-long, curly brown hair and brown skin. Rob saw a handsome man. 

“So, this is the catch that the Generator didn't tell us!” said Rob in a cheerful voice like a high school girl. 

“It may be fun to live like this.” Lidsay answered calmly. “Rob, I would have to call you Lindsay from now on,” the handsome man said decisively and stroked the woman's thick brown hair and the woman inhaled the scent of her husband. They walked down on the narrow streets, the cobblestones ending in sand and a line of rocks framing the gentle waves of the turquoise sea. They saw a small figure sitting in the sand, building towers from tiny rocks. 

“Hadrian!” Lindsay shouted and the boy looked up. 

“Mommy, daddy!” he shouted back. “Come, play with me!” 

Rob and Lindsay squeezed each other’s hands. 

“We’re home,” Rob whispered and they ran towards the boy who had made them who they were today: someone who valued happiness

— in whatever form possible. 



 THE END

Character Description

Lindsay is a thirty-one year old woman, who married Rob in a young age and gave birth to their son, Hadrian. She has waist-long, curly brown hair and brown skin. She has an impulsive and passionate personality. Whatever life throws at her, she’ll fight until the end. Her only weak spot is her endless love towards Rob, this challenges her the most: whether her chosen one deserves all the effort and energy she is willing to give. 

Rob is a thirty-five years old man, who is a gentle husband and a loving father, but when Hadrian goes missing, his heart breaks and he gives all his values and incapable to overcome his weaknesses. 

His story is the story of a Fallen Angel, of a man, who couldn’t fight for himself and cannot believe in future anymore. He is willingly casted out himself of the world of the living and joined the Ghosts Alive in the Valley of Souls to spend his life in solitude, in endless apathy. 

He goes through a major change of character, when Lindsay believes in him despite he had stopped believing in himself. 

----------
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Forbidden Asylum: Feminized in Insanity 

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

A Slippery Slope in an Amish Community 

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

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

On the afternoon of Pentecost, when the other Amish members are at the feast, Laila persuades Amos to dress in a ghagra-choli (Indian skirt and blouse), jewelry and make up. Much to the young couple’s shock, the other Amish members return unexpectedly and catch Amos dressed in drag. Amos is accused of coming under the spel  of the “evil” Laila and getting spoilt. He is subsequently excommunicated for non-conformity. 



Obsessed by Noble Resemblance: Destined to be Feminized 

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

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

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



A Slippery Slope in an Airline 

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series Carlton is the 25 year old protagonist of the story. Carlton is 5’6, has china blue eyes, a smal  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 Wel s 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 cal s himself Clarissa Hart and pretends to be a female flight attendant. Carlton al

along experiences a powerful attraction for Rosaline Wel s. A series of gaffes Carlton commits push him deeper and deeper into the whirlpool of feminization. Carlton eventual y 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, brutal y 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. Wil Hannah Brown succeed in decoding the cryptic psychology of warped human minds and get to the bottom of the mystery of Swami Sadananda’s murder? 



Murdered Queen Bee of a High School 

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

year old schoolgirl, Camel ia Davis is pushed to death from a hil . 

Transgender sleuth, Hannah Brown, is requested to assist the police in the case. Hannah drives down to the scene of the crime and careful y studies al  those who had been on the trek with Camel ia. 

The suspects include a middle-aged professor of English literature, a kindergarten teacher in her early 20s and an introverted school-fel ow, who was routinely taunted by Camel ia. It also includes another classmate who might have begrudged Camel ia for having played dirty with her. As Hannah is sucked deeper into the case and Camel ia’s murderer takes another life, Hannah unearths a few more suspects including Camel ia’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 wil  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 brutal y 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 al  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. Wil  Hannah succeed in catching the murderer? Wil  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 eventual y 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 thral , and in a curious irony, even her sworn enemy Sid fal s for her. 



Dance Like a Woman 

Mahesh is the protagonist of the story. He is tal , 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 fal s 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 tal , 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 al  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 powerful y attracted to her client, Daniel Garfield. 



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

dress improperly 

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

feet 9 inches tal , with an athletic body, honey-brown eyes and copper-streaked hair. He has a long face, a noble nose and ful -lips: features that earn him the ‘beautiful’ sobriquet. Mesmerized by the beauty of Irish nun, Stel a Mary, Alex trespasses into nunnery grounds. He is caught and bul ied by the young nuns, led by three lethal females cal ed 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 al  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. Eventual y, Deepak’s feminization includes HRT and SRS conducted/supervised by dol -

faced 29 year old army doctor, Dr. (Capt) Sophie Mistry. As Deepak eventual y 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 wil 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 cal ed

‘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. 

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 cal ed Naomi. Drawn to Naomi’s physical and spiritual beauty, Leon fal s in love. She also feels drawn to him. 

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



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

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



Muse and Vampiress 

Muse and Vampiress is a most tender suspense-romance story between a female pathological doctor from Transylvania and a

pretty-looking boy who entered a northern Bulgarian medical school. 

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



A Sloppery Slope in a Call Center 

"Forced to Work in Girls' Dress" series The protagonist is a pretty-faced, effeminate boy living in a rural town. Even though he is born male, he hasn’t attained puberty yet. 

Performing a feminine dance on a col ege stage creates a scandal in the social circles when his family moves in. Fearing further stigma, the parents ask him to leave the town. He travels to a big city and joins a cal  center of a San Francisco based telecom company cal ed Ursa Major. He is given the job of a customer service representative. 

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

‘Arianna’ to customers who cal . ‘Arianna’s’ life takes an unusual turn when Barbara coaxes him to wear feminine clothes 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 fal s 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, tel s 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 terminal y il  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 col ar bearing details of the registration

around their necks. The abovementioned people are also to have a leash attached to the D-rings of their col ars and are chained by their masters. When Glenn is brutal y bashed up, Jasmine is roaming the streets al  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 fol owing day. A magnificent black Great Dane comforts Jasmine and the most beautiful soul-to-soul love blossoms between the two. The next day, both of them escape being executed. Jasmine goes home to her husband and the Great Dane disappears into a forests. Are the two destined to meet again? 



Trapped in Lunatic Femininity 

A light horror transgender novel a. 

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 Vil a 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 fal s, 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 Vil a, with only one purpose: to fulfil  the demonic, bizarre wishes of Dyonne. The boy has to embrace the changes if he wants to get back the control over his own life. The hard fight leads him to unforeseen paths. 



Feminized in the History: Relived Love & Justice 

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

The protagonist is a retired judge. He has been in agony for 30 years since he made a single mistake by sentencing death to an innocent man. He is interested in a legend of mystic temple which has a spring of rejuvenation. He travels to eastern India and final y 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 wel  assubstantial 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 wil  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 il egal activity. 

Driven by the fear of becoming “the Freak of the Hood”, Renato wants to improve the situation and to fulfil  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 final y as a thirty year old ful y grown up woman. 



A Slippery Slope in a Hotspring: Yumori of Kasuga Hotspring 

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" 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 of 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 fol owing 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 Hol ywood. 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. Wil  Sheena’s dark past catch up with her, 

endangering her stupendous success in Hol ywood? Does Sheena find al  answers to life’s questions in LA or does she need to reconnect with her roots? 



How I Became a Woman: An MTF Autobiography for Young

Readers 

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

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



A Supermodel: Fairer than the Fairer Gender 

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

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

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



The Superior Gender: The Triumphants & The Infradigs

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

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

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



A Secret Brew of Rejuvenation: Dreams Don't Die 

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

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

Or wil  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 al  that fol ows actual y transpire or is the lonely professor growing senile? 



Good Cop - Sam O'Yeah: FTM Cop Story 

Sam O’Yeah is a smart, astute, dedicated young constable with the Delhi Police force. He is blessed with a great support system in the form of his very beautiful wife, Bela. His life-style seems ordinary. But there’s a teensy catch. Sam isn’t a biological ‘him’. He’s a man trapped in a woman’s body. Sam’s life is turned upside down when he is cal ed upon to investigate the murder of 14 year old Neeta Singh. Does the key to solving the chil ing case lie in Sam’s own traumatic past? 



Ghosts Alive: Time Travel Transgender Romance 

We are in 2030. Time travel has been made possible and become a luxurious way of tourism. The tickets cost a fortune, but temptation is

so strong, that some people are wil ing to sacrifice al  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 wil power 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. Eventual y 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. Mil er, 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. Wil  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 wil  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, wel -

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 smal  business has a specific profile: he sel s and instal s surveil ance systems for catching cheating wives. Although he’s financial y stable, he stil  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 hel  -

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



Abducted into the Third Gender: 180 Degrees Turn 

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

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



Forced into the Third Gender: The Champion's Bride 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

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



The Animal in Me 

"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 genetical y or

technological y 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 final y, 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 Cel  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 Cel  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 cal ed Amantani, which is an island in the Lake Titicaca. About 150

years ago a virus cal ed PSY-12 destroyed the majority of Earth’s populations. The virus drove people mad and suicidal. The rest had constant nightmares what they’ve cal ed “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 cal  themselves the Kantuta Tribe after the flower which grows there. Outsiders cal  them “Hippies with guns”. They prefer to live in isolation. During 150 years the local Quechua survivors and the new pioneers (mostly Americans and multiethnic Peruvians) formed a spiritual local community. Their lifestyle includes the usage of ayahuasca. 



Enchanted into the Third Gender: A Truth about Lala 

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

A Japanese businessman travels to India and is deeply moved by the Roma-style music and dance that he saw in the state of Rajasthan. He actual y fal s in love with a tal  beautiful dancer cal ed Sangita. He is total y 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 real y engaging, but his (her) talking style is something like "Forest Gump". 

Greetings from Yu Sakurazawa

[image: Image 2]



Hel o, 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 al  in Japanese until I published the English version of "Enchanted into the Third Gender" and after that I have been writing English stories regularly. Al  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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