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Chapter One - In High Dudgeon



The red caviar’s fleshy pearls glowed on the porcelain plate, Ballsy squeezed lemon on his smoked salmon and stuffed his face with it. 

He didn’t even bother to put clothes on, he lied on his leather sofa with only a bathrobe on, loosely tied. Saliva and fish meat blasted out from his mouth as he asked the man in front of him. 

“How long will this take, Mista Hunter? You know, I want you gone by the time my wife gets home.” 

“This is the last camera for this room,” Tyro said, stretching on a leather to reach the corner. Sweat rolled down on his spine, and his mind kept spiraling around an ice cold wheat beer. After he saw his client’s, Ballsy’s eating habits, he didn’t fancy lemon with the beer anymore. The giant black man started to count the cash on the marble table. 

“Good, good. I still couldn’t come up with a cover story if Tiffany finds

‘em.” Ballsy spread his legs, and Tyro accidentally looked. He understood immediately where the nickname came from. His impressive, big balls hung between his legs, like two mature coconut. Tyro grimaced and could barely swallow his jealousy. Until now, he thought Ballsy’s name origins in his looks: a tattooed, Pitbull-looking, shaved bold millionaire who muscled his way through from being a bouncer to own a chain of night clubs. An ultrasensitive mafia guy who doesn’t want to be called mister, because “it’s for the

chlorides, not for the coloreds,” he said when he showed up this morning in Tyro’s coffin-sized office and hired him for double-prize if he installed the security system today. 

Tyro attached the last wire to the camera, and placed a white, plastic cover on it. The observing, artificial eye was barely invisible; he doubted if Tiffany will spot them. But he didn’t keep track of it, how many times he had been asked the same question. Jealous husbands confused if they were doing the right thing, waiting for some back up. So Tyro told Ballsy the same what he answered to everyone. “It’s her, who’s under suspicion. If she finds the cameras, you can tell her the truth; that you like to keep an eye on your property. But if she has nothing to hide, no need for a scene.” 

“Which is the truth, damn right! When I found her, she was just a kid, hustling by the road. Oh, man, her ass was mere perfection! She was so fine, that I offered a deal to the pimp right on the spot. Tiffany didn’t blink twice and she was the best paid dancer in the club. So makes sense, makes sense,” he nodded, lost in his thoughts. “She came with the big money, she better knows her place.” 

“Exactly.” Tyro climbed of the ladder, closed his kit and raised his eyes on his ‘big money’. “Look man, spying on your wife is not cool.” 

When Tyro said this, the client wrinkled his eyebrows, but didn’t interrupt. “But in my experience, if your woman is cheating, you can ask it nice, ask it twice, she will only spit lies into your face. There are occasions when you need to dig deep to reveal the truth, if she doesn’t have the balls to confess.” 

“Tyro Hunter, you are a philosopher, man!” Ballsy gave him high-five. 

Tyro wanted to answer: I learned it the hard way, but usually he kept his thoughts to himself. Maybe that two seconds of hesitation was the reason, but Ballsy added on a serious tone: “If I can do anything for you, just let me know.” 

Tyro couldn’t imagine what could possibly happen where he will need a mafia guy’s helping hand, but he said: “Thanks man, much appreciated.” 

They took care of the finances, and Tyro headed to his tiny red coupé to avoid meeting the infamous dancer / newly-wed Tiffany. He parked the car under the palm trees, but during the hours, the shadow crawled further and now the whole car was ablaze. The leather seats burnt his butt even with jeans on. He wiped of the sweat from his face with a huge relief and thanked God he had finished this job without getting involved in any mobster drama. 


* * *

The sun was about to set, and rush-hour crazies raced on the road in the amoeboid splatters of sunrays reflecting on skyscrapers. 

Street-lamps lit up and he drove by a road block and scattered metal pieces left behind of a recent car crash. He had to slow down and the weaving rows slowly moved towards the city center. 7:32, Tyro read on the digital clock; in less than half an hour he had to be at the pub to meet his cousin, Lou. 

His eyes wandered on a huge billboard by the road. A man in suit smiled at him with great confidence: “If you have doubts, you better act first”, the slogan said. “Call the Surveillance Aid today” and his phone number followed. He was impressed how he looked on the huge ad. A tan guy in suits with trimmed beard, casual clothing showing two thumbs up. Friendly but professional, he thought and leaned back satisfied. Two years ago, after his divorce, he looked like a used-up alcoholic, and now he was on the top of his game. 

Still, some bitterness was left behind. He always found some evasive answers when he was asked why he built up a business on jealous husbands who try to restore some faith in their spouses. Tyro was aware of how problematic fidelity and trust can be, but he lost hope in women—sometimes, he felt—for good. 

He had three missed calls already from Lou when he finally rolled in the parking lot, the wheels burnt on the concrete. It was five minutes to eight. Lou was waving at him in his usual floral shirt, shorts and flip-flops. No wonder why he never gets laid, Tyro thought. 

“Hurry up, mate, the chicks can’t wait to meet us! It’s like a Canaan in there!” Lou said in his strong Australian accent and he led the way to the Mediterranean pub, called the Neon Lizard Paradise. Tyro spotted a blondie smoking by the entrance. She wore a red cocktail-dress and extremely high heels. If the others are like her, it’s gonna be a harvest tonight. 

“Do you see? Hot MILFs everywhere, hungry for sex . . . I told you that speed dating rules!” Lou said and tucked his shirt into his shorts. 

Tyro was hesitant whether he should have warned his cousin, his outfit was miserable already, no need to highlight it more, but he remained silent and focused on the long-awaited wheat beer. 

After the first gulps was he finally able to really take a closer look on the Neon Lizard Paradise’s speed dating event. There were a few guys kneeling by the bar, wearing numbers instead of a name card. 

Lou and Tyro also received theirs after the registration, Tyro was number 9. My lucky number, he thought. Ten round tables were placed in one huge circle in the middle of the room. Lemon and orange trees in huge flower-pots divided them from the boxes by the windows where other guests were chatting and curiously peeked toward the dating arena. 

A chubby, gothic lady dressed in black leather, silk and lace told them the rules. “Five minutes per person, check YES or NO after talking to a partner. If a lady and a man voted a mutual YES, the gentleman gets the woman’s phone number.” She kept blinking towards them through her huge glasses. I hope she won’t make a pass at me; her huge boots could cause a big harm in my ass, Tyro thought, and looked for the blondie he saw outside. She was number thirteen, clearly alone, with a Martini in her hand. 

Everybody was seated in the big circle, a bell rang. One man and one woman, five minutes to talk then switch to the next table. Tyro only agreed to accompany Lou, because his cousin became more desperate every year. He was a looser by default, at least this was Tyro’s impression, a socially-awkward accountant . . . not the best combination. So he needed a wingman, and Tyro had nothing better

to do. He had no expectations, but if a bonus shagging came to his way, he never said no. 

A Lilliputian nurse, a recovering sex-addict who looked like an itching hyena, a broken butch with mommy and daddy breathing on her neck for grandchildren, and a shy librarian, shy like a mouse, this was on the menu so far. Tyro was bored out of his mind and kept counting the minutes until he could meet Number Thirteen. 

Her slim legs crossed, she sat like a queen. She had giant green eyes and countless freckles on her shoulders. Yummy, Tyro thought. 

“I’m Patricia, nice to meet you!” She said with a disarming grim. 

“I’m Tyro, pleasure to meet you.” He was attracted to her, so he sought for a normal conversation. “How’s the dating so far?” 

“You mean after the veteran suffering from PTSD, the banker with three ex-wives and your naturist cousin? Well, I’ve had better dates. 

But maybe you can cheer me up.” 

“My partners were also . . .” ugly as hell, he wanted to say, but he found it a bit harsh for a start, “strange. Why did you come to this event?” And he waved towards the waitress to get another beer. 

“I’m a single mother of two. My husband died in Iraq. After five years of constant struggling I get overwhelmed sometimes. Responsibility, loneliness, you name it.” 

“So you are a daddy-hunter.” 

“Well, this sounds quite malevolent, don’t you think?” Her voice became cold and she leaned back to keep the distance between them. Her body-language showed Tyro, he was losing in the game of seduction. He was glad the beer had arrived. Communication became easier with every sip. 

“I’m sorry, maybe you’re right. Sometimes I find women can be very desperate to find a provider.” 

“I have a job, and I’m a good enough bread-winner, thank you.” 

“What do you do?” Tyro felt ashamed being rude. He almost sabotaged his flirt. 

“I’m a social worker.” 

“Oh.” What a career, he thought. 

“It’s not that I don’t have ambitions, but as an archeologist, most of the job opportunities require travelling, and I’m not in that position right now. I don’t want to drag my kids through continents, but I’d hate to leave them by their grandparents while I’m on excavation for months. So for now, being a social worker, is a good enough solution. Besides, I like helping people. What do you do?” 

“I’m running a small business in video surveillance.” 

“Oh, so that’s why you seemed so familiar! You’re the guy from the ad!” Patricia said and stroked a curl behind her ears. Tyro noticed, she has a perfect, million watt smile, and he wondered how on earth a struggling mother can pay for teeth whitening. “So you sell the spy cams.” 

“I wouldn’t call them spy cams. But yeah, usually my clients are man with a suspicion, and I think it’s better to find out the truth sooner than later.” 

“But don’t you think you invade women’s private zone with these cameras?” 

“If she doesn’t have anything to hide, I see no problem there, just a troubling doubt out of the way.” 

“I don’t agree with you at all,” Patricia said and her smile melted down. Great, now comes the feminist monologue, Tyro thought and

downed his beer. Patricia placed the olives next to her glass. “In my opinion, trust should be evident. Without that your relationship is wrecked at the first place. Maybe you chose the wrong woman, but you cannot assume that every woman is a cheater. 

“It’s in your nature, I’m sorry, but that is the truth.” 

“That’s bullshit.” 

For an endless minute they sat in silence, both of them were angry and offended. It was easy to read Patricia’s face: she’d decided already this date was a disaster. Tyro felt disappointed, too. This woman seemed like a hit, and turned out to be a sharp-nailed feminist, who was ready to judge by two sentences. The bell rang, and they both switched partners. 

Tyro lost interest and he could only survive the rest of the nagging, desperate, ugly woman with tequila shots. By nine he was drunk enough not to care what he said leaving some of the dating partners in tears. 

Lou asked him: “How did it go?” 

“Don’t care! These bitches are snubs or losers, all of them.” It was difficult for him to form the words. Every sentence seemed like a tongue-twister. “Let’s order one more round.” 

Lou insisted that they check the results. The gothic woman sat over the sheets and was busy adding up the YES and NO answers. “I’m sorry gentlemen, it seems, no ladies showed interest tonight. If you ask me, it’s a mystery, how could this happen to such nice men.” And she quivered her eye-lashes like two black butterflies trying their wings. 

Lou blushed and laughed. Tyro gave them a push: “We’re also clueless, but as my dear cousin said, it might be because you weren’t in the game.” 

Lou said it quietly: “I didn’t.” But when he heard the giggling from the gothic woman, he switched into he called ‘predator-mode’, and took over. “I told him, if all the women would be as attractive as you were, I’d found my charm immediately.” 

It was painful listening to Lou’s terrible lines. Tyro left them behind and found an empty seat by the bar. He was in a dark mood and ordered golden tequila despite his double-vision. Once he started drinking, there was no stopping. Patricia dragged him back from his stream of consciousness, tapping him on the shoulders. 

“Sorry for being judgmental before. I don’t know you; so I had no right jumping to conclusions. I’m sure you have your reasons, and there are plenty of women out there who don’t value what they have. 

I was never one of them. All I want is to be happy: to feel like a woman again.” 

“I think I can fulfill that wish,” Tyro said, mesmerized with the lines of her slim neck and flawless skin. 

“I live nearby . . .” She said, and after a hesitant breath, she continued, “maybe we can smoke the peace-pipe at my place. The kids are having a sleep-over at their friends.” 

“Sounds like a plan.” He winked at Lou on his way out, but he was busy. He seemed tiny next to the plus-sized black angel, but they evidently enjoyed each other’s company, based on the tongue battle they fought for the last half an hour. 

Patricia’s flat was small but cozy. She poured him a glass of Cognac and sank to the couch next to Tyro. When he closed his eyes, the room was spinning around him. A gentle touch at his crotch distracted his thoughts from dizziness. Patricia’s long, elegant fingers were entangling his belt. She kicked her high heels on the floor and kneeled in front of Tyro, eagerly pulling his pants off. 

“It can stay on,” he said impatiently, and pulled her head on his penis. It was throbbing in the soft, wet mouth, and the zippers

metallic touch just multiplied the pleasure. Patricia coughed, but he pushed her back, keeping her on leash by her hair. “You can take it.” 

Her toes curved from fighting the reflex in her throat. She shivered and cold sweat covered her skin. Tyro enjoyed control, and his hands moved Patricia’s head up and down on his cock. When he was about to come, he turned the woman on the ground and forced her on her legs and hands. She didn’t object to that, there was already a big stain on her red lace panties from the excitement. He pulled it on the side and slid one finger in. He had green lights. His index finger moved deeper easily, moisture and convulsing muscles greeted him inside her vagina. She rocked her body back and forth and her waving dance became faster as he put in two fingers inside her. Her hair was flying around like a lion’s mane, nails scratched the carpet, leaving narrow trails behind. 

“And now you’ll get fucked like a Goddess deserves.” Tyro pulled Patricia’s panties down. The woman faced him for a kiss, still on her knees, but he had no intention of kissing her, but threw her on the couch instead. Patricia’s petite breasts were pressed against the squeaking couch. 

He licked his fingers and smudged some saliva on his penis. His hands enabled the woman from moving. The tip of his penis was pushing the soft flesh, but her anus was tight and dry. Moans turned into groaning, and her fingers squeezed his thighs. “It hurts,” she said. 

“Come on, ease up, baby!” 

“I don’t want to ease up!” She said and tried to free herself. “Let me go!” She pushed herself away from the couch. Tyro still kneeled on the floor. “What the fuck is your problem?” He asked. 

“That you are an animal!” 

“Oh, but I wasn’t an animal, when I fucked your pussy with double-fingers.” 

“Shut up and go!” Patricia was half-naked and pale from anger and fright. Tyro zipped his pants and drank the last drops of Cognac from the bottle. He stared at her and anger started to build up in him. 

“You leave now, you dirty pig!” Patricia shouted with tears rolling down her face. 

“Oh, enough from the crocodile tears!” Tyro said bitterly. 

“You don’t deserve any kindness, you treat women like whores!” She pointed accusingly at him. 

“Stop pointing at me, bitch!” Tyro shouted and twisted her finger, Patricia screamed from the pain. 

“I’ll call the police if you don’t leave right now!” Her voice was hysterical. 

The entrance door shut behind Tyro, and he bounced down the stairs, struggling with nausea. The street was blurry, people bumped into him—or he bumped into them, he couldn’t decide anymore. His car keys fell on the ground and he searched for them in the dark, crawling on the concrete like a worm. He cursed every woman on Earth. The engine kicked in and he turned the wheel by memory; the tires scratched the pedestrian a couple of time and lamps refused to turn green. He didn’t care. 

Instead of the drive-way, he parked on the grass in front of his house, just an inch away from the porch. Automatic lights lit up by the garage and he staggered towards the house. 

He startled; rustling and moans came from the bushes. At first, only shadows casted on the ground. What is this? A raccoon? He lifted the branched with shaking hands. 

First he only detected movement and pink skin. It was a man and the woman, lying naked. The man was inside the woman, in missionary position, his hip was dancing back and forth. He froze when his eyes

met with Tyro’s red eyes. The woman’s body under him was covered in mud and dirt, her ragged clothes were lying beside them. They had other belongings piled up in plastic bags. They hid all into the Potentilla shrubs. 

They both stared at him like shocked animals mesmerized by the reflector. “We’re sorry, mister, very sorry!” the man said, pulled up his pants and grabbed a few bags with the other hand. 

The woman was backing away, but she got stuck on the branches. 

When she couldn’t crawl like a crab anymore, she pressed her back to the natural wall of plants and covered her head. 

For Tyro, they were nothing but two mating pigs. “Disgusting bums, you are fucking like animals, phew!” He spat on the man, who kept repeated while sneaking away: “I’m sorry mister, very sorry.” The woman screamed in panic: “Don’t leave me here with this psycho.” 

“I can’t go back to prison, Delilah, not again!” He said and ran. Tyro reached for his stinky clothes, but he slipped out of his touch and his half-naked figure vanished in the dark. The woman was left behind, shaking in the bushes. “Let me go, please,” she begged, her hands put together for prayer. 

“You filthy bitch,” Tyro said, and his ex-wife’s picture flashed in front of him. Delilah, covered in dirt, reminded him too much of her. Red-flag of anger shadowed his mind. He grabbed Delilah by the ankles and dragged her out of the bushes. She was kicking and screaming, but he didn’t let go. 

He kicked Delilah on the ribs. The malnourished girl curled her body into fetal position, and coughed from pain. Tyro saw nothing in her but a rotting piece of flesh he wanted to destroy. 

The next hit was on her head. Mute cry was the only reaction. 

He aimed the last kick on the spine. Delilah scratched his leg, but he didn’t feel the pain. Finally, the woman’s head fell on the ground and

her muscles let go. She lost consciousness, and Tyro felt relieved. 

Adrenalin pumped his heart, his veins were full of life again. He ran into his flat, locked the doors and closed blinders. His first way led to the fridge, emptying a half bottle of vodka. 

Colored spots bounced in front of him, and then everything turned dark. His knees gave in and his skull hit the floor. As his mind was about to shut down, sirens went off. The raging sound of the ambulance floated into his perception from million miles away. 


* * *

First a sharp pain, and then a loud noise penetrated his skull. His eyelids refused to move, and every breath hurt like a cruel stab between his ribs. He forced himself to open his eyes, seeing a huge crack in the wall that crossed up to the ceiling. That hadn’t been there before. 

Soon, he realized this wasn’t a blurry dream place but a real hospital, with real tubes sticking out of his arm and nose. He felt queasy from the smell of disinfectant, sick bodies, and his own urine. 

Tyro lifted the blanket, but he didn’t recognize himself—skinny legs rested there, bruised and dead tired; tiny feet and bony ankles; long thighs as slim as his arm; and an absolutely alien view between his legs: a pink pussy covered in a small patch of curly, brown hair. 

“What have you done to me?” he shouted. In the next bed lay an old woman, her eyes widened with fear. “Calm down, calm down,” was all she could say, but Tyro couldn’t. Even the pitch of his own voice felt strange. He cleared his throat, but nothing changed. “I don’t want to calm down!” he yelled. “What the fuck’s happened to me?” 

A nurse ran into the room and forced his shoulders down. 

“You’re not supposed to move,” she said. “You’re in the hospital.” 

Why, why, why? the question repeated in his mind. His body had changed to someone else’s, but he could only come up with one explanation: he’d gone through a full-body operation. Every touch felt different, even pain when he ran his fingers across his swollen face. 

“Can I get a mirror?” he asked. 

“Yeah, and I’d like a whiskey coke,” said the nurse. “But right now, you have to stay put until the doctor arrives.” She grimaced at the smell of urine and rubbed Tyro’s genitals with a wet sponge, then changed the bedsheet by rolling him to the right, then to the left. Tyro felt the blood rush through his veins as panic overtook his mind. It was both humiliating and enraging to be trapped in something that was not his, something that barely obeyed his will. 

“What have you done to me?” he shouted, and shouted, and shouted again. “What have you done?” Soon, all of the patients, women of all ages, started to repeat his words; a chorus of complaints that echoed through the hospital room. 

“If you don’t calm down, I’ll have to sedate you,” the nurse said. 

Tyro grabbed her uniform and pulled her close, nails scratching at her neck. “Explain, or I’ll kill you,” he said. 

“Will you now, you dirty little scumbag? Security, security!” 

Two men jumped at him and held him down by his arms and ankles while they secured restraints that cut into his flesh. He tried to break free, kicked and shouted to make the nightmare go away. 

“I want to wake up, I want to wake up!” cried his final words before the needle injected a strong sedative into his arm and everything went dark. Despair turned into paralyzing fear, and then into choking nothingness. 



 


Chapter Two - Lost and Never Found



“How do you feel, Delilah?” the doctor asked. “You were out for a few hours.” 

“I don’t know who this Delilah is. I’m Tyro Hunter. Why does nobody believe me?” he said on the verge of crying, lips numb and dry. 

“This could be from the concussion you’ve suffered. I don’t see it in your files, but have you ever been in an psychiatric institution before?” 

“No.” 

“Do you have any memories of who beat you up?” 

“I don’t even know who I am.” 

“That’s unfortunate, Delilah, because if you keep saying this, you’ll have to stay with us longer. And I suggest you don’t act out again. 

It’s not good for your health to be injected twice in one day.” 

Tyro rubbed his wrists. The physical restraints were gone, but the ones inside were still there. He tried to stay sane even though he felt like a doll sewn into a costume. His arms and legs were still enervated, but the pain had been reduced. 

“You must get yourself together!” the doctor insisted. “If you feel better tomorrow, we can discharge you. But if you make another scene, I’m afraid we’ll have transfer you to a psychiatric facility. Do you understand me, Delilah?” 

Tyro nodded. 

“Good. So, can you recall who attacked you?” 

Tyro shook his head. “Can I get a mirror, please?” 

“What’s this fascination with mirrors? Okay, I’ll get you one, but don’t be surprised. You look a bit . . . well, you have a few bruises and a black eye, but those will go away in no time. Just stay focused and concentrate on healing.” And the doctor handed him a mirror. 

Tyro knew this woman’s face. Now, he remembered it all. The blonde hair hung in filthy threads, and instead of dirt, scratches and cuts covered the pale skin. But the ice blue eyes . . . those shined with an elemental power, contrasting bruises making them brighter. It was a painful, accusing look, though he wasn’t sure who’s behind it. Is there such thing as general justice? Or am I fighting with my own unconsciousness? Questions lined up in his mind, but he was too tired to face them. 

“Do you have an address? We didn’t find any in our system, just a homeless shelter’s phone number in case of an emergency.” 

At this, Tyro shook his head. He had no idea what his next move should be. 

All he could do was to stare at his reflection in the mirror, where the face he’d smashed in just a few days before now echoed every feeling he had. He remembered how this woman, Delilah, had begged him for mercy, and now those very eyes stared back at him. 

Fear and defeat, anger and despair reflected upon this face, upon Delilah’s features though they were Tyro’s feelings. Life just didn’t make sense anymore. It was a never-ending, grotesque horror show with a missing audience. 

The next day, he stood alone in the hospital’s parking lot, fingers playing with a few coins trapped in a ragged coat. The pants Delilah had worn when he was brought in were way too big for her, so he tightened them with a shoelace, although the smell from the shoe itself was unbearable, worse than a three-month-aged cheese. How did this fragile girl end up on the streets? How could I end up like her? 

It took him more than an hour to walk home, and by then, he was gasping for air. The sharp pain in his torso was still there, but the young body would heal fast. Only the guilt-filled confusion didn’t want to go away, and even his own shadow betrayed his senses. 

TYRO HUNTER, his name tag still read on the door. It was useless to search for his keys, but he still tried. Then he pulled the doorknob. 

Locked. 

Maybe somewhere in the grass . . . but he was too much of a coward to finish his sentence. He circled the garden close to the bushes where traces of his own violence still shown on the ground. But the keys remained missing, just like the memories of what had happened in the last few hours. 

“What are you doing there?” A woman stood in the entrance, wearing bunny slippers and male pajamas. 

You diamond-sucker whore, Tyro thought. His ex-wife, the once upon a time Mrs. Hunter. 

“What are you doing here, Clara?” he asked in Delilah’s weak voice and took a step closer. His heart was racing in his chest. He imagined walking up to her, grabbing her monstrous bun, and tearing it from her dragon head. Clara looked surprised, though there was no recognition on her face. Tyro wasn’t sure if this was a good or a bad thing. So I guess the restraining order doesn’t matter anymore. 

“This is private property!” Clara shouted. “Get the hell out of here, or I’ll call the cops!” 

Tyro raised his voice, the high-pitched one of this barely legal Delilah. “I’m looking for Mr. Hunter.” 

“He went missing, no one knows what happened to him. But I cannot imagine that anyone misses that ignorant prick.” 

“You’re such a liar, you bitch!” Tyro went on a rampage once again, trying to tear out the bush where he’d found the homeless couple. 

But the roots held strong and thorns cut into his palms. Still, he pulled and pulled. Even anger felt different, and this chased him deeper and deeper into despair. 

A man appeared behind Clara. It’s that fucking yoga teacher, I can’t believe this! 

“I called the police,” said the man in sunglasses, wearing shorts and one of Tyro’s shirts. “You’d better run.” And his satisfied smile shone like a thousand watt light. 

Tyro hesitated. I could smash his head in. But the sound of sirens scared him. Dèja vu hit, and he ran. Ran from the cops. Ran from his alienated life. Ran in a body that wasn’t his own. 

Tyro ran until he couldn’t run anymore. His legs gave in somewhere along a nameless street in the outskirts of town, and he collapsed by the side of the road. He hid his bruised face in Delilah’s tiny hands and cried. He wasn’t even sure whose tears they were. 

A black car slowed next to him, and tinted windows rolled down through which a giant man in a sleeveless T-shirt leaned out. 

“Do you need help?” he asked. 

The next thing Tyro remembered was two men jumping out of the car and forcing him into the back seat. He was too helpless, too weak to resist, and he let go like a broken doll when they shoved a smelly napkin into his face. Delilah’s body refused to act. The odor nauseated him, but somehow the world didn’t care anymore. It started to shrink, becoming smaller and smaller as if viewed through a telescope as he fell into an even deeper darkness than before. 





Chapter Three - The Birth of Delilah The borders of reality blurred. Time felt like a slimy fluid. As Tyro drifted in it, only a stream of consciousness remained, vague memories of places and sensations, actions he didn’t participate in; everything just happened as though he witnessed them from the outside. 

The black jeep took several sharp turns, and Tyro bumped into the sides of the trunk. Heat burnt his skin, and the engine roared like a storm on the Savannah. A storm on a Biblical scale. 

Sunshine blinded him when his coffin-like case opened up. A man dragged him out from the car and carried him to a huge villa, where naked girls giggled by a pool, a gardener in tiny, sparkling underwear watered the plants, and two guards stood like chess figures by the main entrance—a psychedelic rainbow of luxury, while he was a little bird who’s been found by the road. 

Maybe I am a birdie. A dead birdie with a broken neck. Maybe they’ll put me in a plastic bag and throw me into the garbage. 

Stairs moved in front of him. Did they go up or down? His head was upside down, so he was disorientated. Lights turned into the cold, white bulbs of an alien ship. Then, the picture slowly cleared: it was a shower room. The kidnapper laid him down onto the floor and stripped off his clothes. 

A glimpse at Delilah’s body, the buzzing of a razor. What are you doing? Tyro felt frightened, but wasn’t sure if he was the one forming the words. The razor cut through his hair, and the blonde dreads fell onto the ground, one by one, until all of the locks were piled up like dead snakes. I’m Samson, I’m Delilah, he laughed inside, though only saliva drooled from his mouth. 

The water from the shower was freezing cold, its pressure punching him all over. He covered his chest, the area that hurt the most. 

I’m a kid again. Mom brings me cocoa, and the cartoons go beep-beep! He pictured himself as a little boy, but had no recollection of any little boy getting dressed up like a doll, put into a see-through pink corset and chained to a radiator. 

“What’s your name?” a man asked. 

“Tyro.” 

A slap on the face. 

“What’s your name!” 

“Ty—” 

Slap. Slap on the neck, slap on the ear. Ear throbbing. Blood tastes like iron. His hands were numb from the handcuffs. 

“Don’t make me ask again.” 

“Delilah,” he said. 

“Nice! Hey, Bob, her mind’s finally clearing up!” the man shouted to his partner, who must have been in another room. “I think she’s ready for a wild night.” 

“Please, don’t . . .” Tyro tried to raise his arms, but he was still chained to something cold and hard. And he was cold in the dark. 

What’s my name? He tried to remember. What’s my name? But there was no answer. He closed his eyes and let the shadows circle around him. Faces of the past who didn’t recognize him anymore. 

Tyro Hunter went missing and was never found. 


* * *

“Don’t cry, Delilah. . . .” A soft hand caressed her two-inch short hair. 

“Is that you, Mommy?” 

“No, I’m not your mommy.” But the woman’s voice was sweet, and she smelled like fresh tulips. Tyro shook his head and hugged the holding hands tighter. 

“Take me home,” Tyro whispered. 

The woman chanted a Chinese song, her voice breaking down from time to time as she wept. Hours passed before the man returned to the small cellar they were kept in. 

“Take these!” he demanded. Two pink pills lay in his hands. 

The Chinese woman took them without asking. 

“Good job, Kimi! You’re a good girl.” The man patted her head as if rewarding a dog. Kimi didn’t resist, but she moved around to be touched as little as possible. Then the man turned to Tyro. “Take them! They’ll make you feel better.” 

“I don’t want to.” 

But instead of answering, the man forced Tyro’s mouth open and pushed the pills in. “Swallow!” he shouted, and his strong fingers kept Tyro’s jaw and nostrils closed until the pills slid down his dry throat. “You do this work, and you’ll get to drink, eat, and sleep.” 

Just the concept of a soft bed and a warm blanket brought tears into Tyro’s eyes. 

The man threw Kimi some clothes, then shut the heavy metal door behind him. The lock clinked on the other side. With the fading sound of his keys, both of them became more relaxed, although the sense of danger stayed with them like a ghost intending to haunt them every second. 

Finally, Tyro was sober enough to further examine Kimi, the woman who’d held him when he’d needed it the most. She couldn’t have

been older than nineteen and her childlike figure exuded innocence and youth with all of the characteristics of a Chinese teen: impeccable pale skin, petite breasts, hair as dark as a raven’s falling effortlessly across her fragile shoulders. Her almond-shaped hazel eyes looked scared, yet she didn’t let it show in her behavior as she tried to stay strong in front of the new captive. 

Without a word, she took off her XXL-sized T-shirt and changed to the purple bra and panties that fit her perfectly. The kidnappers knew her size, indicating she has been kept here for a while. 

“What’s gonna happen now?” Tyro asked, but he only received a blank look. “What’ll happen to us?” 

“Whatever they want, just do it,” she replied in a heavy Chinese accent. 

“Or else what?” 

Kimi opened her mouth, and Tyro felt horrified at seeing the empty space where a tooth used to be. “Did they punch you that hard?” 

Kimi nodded and turned away. Even now, she tried to keep the poker face. She is a strong girl, Tyro thought. 

They didn’t talk about anything else, just leaned back against the cold wall to wait, eyes fixated on the cracks in the floor. Tyro’s limbs became heavy again from the drugs, and he sank back into the same stream of consciousness, the endless nightmare of being lost, where actions couldn’t be controlled anymore. 

An hour later, the two kidnappers came for them. They both reminded Tyro of a white and a black gorilla without any distinctive features. Cruelty had no face. It was better this way. His mind shut down. They bent Tyro’s and Kimi’s hands behind their backs and led them up from the cellar into a luxurious room. All of the blinders were shut, though, so they had no idea if it was day or night outside. 

Blinding lights were aimed at them, while a man in a black baseball cap sat in the corner and set up yet another camera, but instead of putting it on a tripod, he held it in his hand. 

“Lie down,” he murmured. Kimi caught Tyro’s look and grabbed him by the hand before he could say anything to worsen their situation. 

They lay down onto the huge double bed covered with champagne-tone silk bedsheets as the man stood over them with his giant camera. 

“Kiss!” he ordered in a neutral voice. 

Kimi crawled closer to Delilah, her purple underwear leaving slight marks on her skin. Her dark pupils were dilated, and she stared as though she saw an endless horizon instead of Tyro. He felt the same way: out of time, depending on each other, some senses shut down from the constant fear, others sharpened from the surreal situation of being almost naked in a comfortable bed, a hostile lens recording their every move. 

“Just go with the flow and let me take the lead,” Kimi said. 

How could I enjoy this, when I was kidnapped, and now . . . ? 

Kimi’s hot lips kissed Tyro’s, and all of his negative thoughts vanished. The kiss felt different than any others before. Maybe the drugs intensified the sensation? Tyro lay back onto the bed and stretched out his aching muscles. He couldn’t focus on bruises or pain, only the moment they shared. 

Kimi’s soft touch was incomparable with any he’d ever experienced. 

Her shaking hands stroked Tyro’s body, fingers running through her short hair and sliding down on her spine to caress her butt cheeks. 

Lips met lips, then Kimi went lower and she licked Delilah’s neck all the way to the underside of her breasts. Tyro watched as Delilah’s nipples hardened from the sensual touch. It was his reaction, yet someone else’s body answered. It was a schizophrenic feeling. 

“Are you afraid?” Kimi asked. 

“Not of you,” he answered. 

“Good. Don’t be. I won’t let them hurt you. Just let me discover you. 

Are you a virgin? You’re shaking. . . .” 

“No talking!” the cameraman shouted. He also didn’t have a face; the camera blocked it out. “Enough foreplay. Use the toys!” 

Tyro noticed all of the equipment lined up by the bed, and it made him anxious. 

Before, when he watched porn, vulnerable girls and rough sex scenes satisfied his wild imagination. Now, all he wanted to do was to take it slow, though he had no chance to admit to Kimi that he truly felt like a virgin. First time as a girl. 

Kimi chose handcuffs and reached for Tyro’s wrist. He pulled it away and tried to back out of the bed. 

“Don’t run, it won’t hurt,” she said, and strangely enough, Tyro believed her. Kimi’s hazel eyes focused on him as her palms slowly wandered up and down. His breathing calmed, and he leaned back again. Kimi closed one side of each handcuff around his wrists and attached the other sides to the headboard. 

“Open up her thighs, play on her a little!” the man said. 

Slowly, Tyro spread open his legs, and Kimi breathed small kisses on his ankles and his calves, and licked the sensitive part on the back of his knee. Tyro opened his mouth with sudden pleasure. He had no idea women had an erogenous zone there, as well. But Kimi’s mouth didn’t stop. Her lips went higher, and Tyro’s thighs convulsed. When her tongue finally reached his pussy, the wet and slimy touch destroyed the last of his resistance. 

“Kiss me!” he said to Kimi, and the woman raised her head, cheeks glistening from the shared pleasure. She pushed her face back into Tyro’s privates and gently shook her head. Her tongue moved slowly at first, from left to right, then she increased the speed, and the tip of her tongue quickly slid up and down on Delilah’s pink clit. Tyro moaned, the sound coming from deep down, attached to emotions he’d never felt before. 

“You’re ready now,” Kimi said and chose a double-headed, transparent dildo from the many accessories. She poured lube onto one head first, then played with it around Tyro’s vagina until it dripped wet from the longing. Kimi slipped it in with one energetic, confident move as deeply as it could go, then let Tyro start moving. 

His eyes opened wide when he realized how it felt for a woman to be penetrated by a penis, especially a more rigid, plastic one. Slight pain joined with immense joy as he moved up and down, Kimi slowly pushing the toy in and pulling it out, and with every move he understood more how it felt to be filled, how bewildering it was when that sensation went away, and how rewarding when it came back. 

The repetition of this cat-and-mouse game made him so horny, he could barely take it. 

Kimi sat in front of him and opened up her own legs. She had no pubic hair; they must have shaved her before. Her pussy looked different. Delilah had a tiny clit, whereas Kimi had a bigger one with brownish pussy lips. The pink toy’s other half quickly disappeared inside her. Kimi exhaled and bent her head backwards. 

Tyro quickly realized the sensation was more intense if they synchronized their moves, and the game of adjusting to each other’s rhythm just heightened the pleasure. 

His orgasm built up slowly. Before he’d become trapped in this body, he liked to do his business fast—rapid movements, strong pushes. 

Now it was different, and the orgasm came on like a raging typhoon throughout his whole body in an almost unbearable flood of joy. 

They must have done something right, because the cameras kept on rolling. 

Kimi freed Tyro’s hands and turned him. 

“Get on your knees, hands down.” Her accent made the order more eerie. Tyro wasn’t sure if this was really happening, but his doubt vanished immediately when Kimi suddenly grabbed a whip and it snapped on his ass. “Count!” she said. 

“What are you doing?” Tyro asked. 

“Obey, bitch. Don’t play the retard here,” said the cameraman, almost losing his temper. Tyro noticed his pants were down and he was playing with himself. 

“Count the hits!” Kimi said. The whip slapped on Delilah’s butt cheek again. 

“One,” said Tyro quietly. 

“I don’t hear it!” Kimi yelled. 

“ONE!” 

“Better.” 

Crack. 

“Two.” 

Crack. 

“Three.” 

“Good!” said Kimi and continued whipping until Tyro had reached twenty-five. Then she turned him onto his back and sat on his face. 

“Lick me until I come!” 

Tyro inhaled her scent as Kimi pressed her privates against his tongue, her pelvis rocking slowly on his mouth. Kimi’s movements quickened with more and more frequent moans; her nails scratched Tyro’s neck. The moment she came, she grabbed his head and pressed it hard to her clit. For a few seconds, Tyro couldn’t breathe while Kimi’s muscles convulsed and she screamed in ecstasy. Then the squeezing stopped, and Kimi crawled down next to him. Their eyes met, both of them smiled, and Kimi finally gave him a long, passionate kiss. 

Until a finger tapped on Tyro’s shoulder. “Hey, kiddo, I have a mission for you!” And the cameraman pushed his erect penis into Tyro’s face. It slapped him on the cheeks. Everything turned red in front of Tyro, a strong wave of disgust boosting his adrenaline. 

“I’ll smash your face in!” he growled and jumped toward the guy. But Kimi pulled him back, grabbing him by the shoulders. Tyro was surprised by how easy it was for her to stop him from punching the man. 

“Let me do it?” Kimi asked the cameraman, with a seductive smile. 

The cameraman snorted and laughed, then shoved his dick into Kimi’s mouth. Tyro turned away. He couldn’t look at that disgusting, violent animal. 

I was no better than this guy. But I’m not that person anymore. 

His kidnappers’ repeated question drifted to the forefront of his mind: What’s your name? 

I’m Delilah, he thought, and now he felt he could finally unite with the body he was trapped in. Tyro was not there anymore, only Delilah, and like an empty shell, she needed to be filled with meaning. 

 



Chapter Four - Freedom Has a New Face The gorillas brought them back to their underground cage. The men were both drunk and smelled of smokes and vodka. 

“And he shagged her in a crocodile costume, ha-ha.” 

“I tell you, man, these fake Barbies don’t care anything else. Flash

‘em an anaconda and you have a free pass.” 

“I don’t want to scare them away.” 

They laughed, and kept pushing the two tired girls ahead. Their captives heard the bass through the walls, but knew only the shady stairs that connected their cellar with the camera room. Whatever parties went down in this house, they remained behind the scenes. 

Only the ventilation’s constant whirring gave sound in the dark pit of theirs, and blinking neon let them show their bare surroundings. Kimi was too tired to open her eyes. She laid back naked on a filthy matrass, and was lost in her thoughts. 

Delilah—as a new self—felt changed. After years of dreadful disgust and anger this was a huge relief. Although the drugs were slowly emptying out of her system, her brain was barely functioning. She chewed mechanically the raw carrots and boiled eggs, but even this poor meal felt better than all the steaks ever before. 

“Kimi, you should eat, too,” Delilah said and tossed the tray to Kimi’s feet. 

“I . . . don’t think I can take it anymore.” 

Delilah was confused. Cannot take the captivation or cannot take the carrots? 

“Since when are you kept here?” 

“Sixteen days or so. It’s hard to keep track of days, the drugs make it all blurry.” 

Her hand reached for a carrot and bit a big part. She swallowed without chewing and repeated. Kimi looked like a mindless, robotic slave, way over her limits. 

“I hate carrots. I hate these bastards.” 

“How did you get here?” 

Kimi didn’t react to the question. Delilah crawled next to her Chinese companion in distress. “Please, tell me.” 

Kimi wrinkled her forehead from the effort trying to remember. 

“My family runs a small restaurant in the Chinese district, called

‘Chopsticks Jade’. I had a night shift, not many guests were around. I took out the garbage through the back exit. It leads to an abandoned, narrow side street which always freaked me out, but work is work, you know. I squatted down to feed our cat with the leftovers, when somebody jumped on me from behind. From nowhere. With no sound. They pulled a bag on my head, I kicked, I screamed, but they were merciless and fast. One of them kicked the cat away, I won’t ever forget its scared whining. These two monsters just threw me in here as a sack of potatoes.” 

Kimi looked old like a methuselah. The clouds of trouble shadowed her face, life was sucked out of her. “They beat me up on my first day, and sent to work just an hour after I spat my tooth out. I wonder do they have a heart? Nightmares? Doubts? Can they feel anything at all? Probably not . . .” Delilah swept off a tear of Kimi’s cheek. 

“Since then I was just drifting from one nightmare to another. I’m burnt out.” 

Delilah could relate to Kimi’s state. She put her arms around her, and Kimi leaned her head on her shoulders. Her face didn’t show any emotions, she just purred like a kitten, purrs mixed with sad squeaking that could break anyone’s heart. 

Although it couldn’t have been more than a day that she was brought here, the level of pain and horror chased Delilah into an apathetic mode where she tended to let anything just to get out of their kidnappers sight as soon as possible. Still, a voice in Delilah’s head forced her not to give up, no matter, how desirable the dead silence is. 

“We have to get out of here,” Delilah whispered. She knew, only death awaits for them here. Or a long, meaningless suffering, kept as animals, forced to God knows what. 

“I’m afraid,” Kimi answered. 

“Don’t be. Just go with the flow and let me take the lead,” Delilah said and sank to restless sleep, surreal scenarios rolled in front of her brain. She knew she had to be strong for the both of them. 


* * *

A squirrel monkey chattered by Delilah’s legs and its yellow, furry fingers played with heavy legcuffs. It was a ticklish feeling, Delilah laughed and wanted to stroke the monkey’s back. But when she almost reached its back, it turned and showed its horrific face. It was her old face, Tyro’s face, distorted by craze and started to pull Delilah’s rattling chains, “let me go, let me go,” it shouted on a squeaking voice. 

Delilah woke up covered in sweat, and recognized the sound what glided in her dream: it was the impatient clinking of keys. She shook Kimi’s shoulders. 

“The gorillas are back. It’s time!” 

“Don’t want to! I’m scared,” she answered in panic, hiding her naked body with a blanket. 

“We must.” 

The two gorillas staggered in the room. 

“Man, what a night,” the black gorilla said. 

“Don’t tell me, bro, you didn’t lose a fortune over a bet,” the white gorilla said and turned towards the girls. He had pink pills in his hand yet again. “Ladies, it’s time for some action.” 

“Exactly,” Delilah answered and kicked him on the throat with one precise move. The giant man coughed and fought for a breath. He lurched to the wall and fell on his knees. 

The black gorilla hit Delilah on the side like a battering ram and they both fell on the ground. Delilah’s nails scratched his face and smudged blood all over his face, while she was nailed to the ground and ten fingers were strangling her. She wasn’t able to move, the man kneeled over her with his full weight. She couldn’t free her arms and legs. 

Where’s my strength? Where’s my strength? Fear of death hit her with elemental power. I’m gonna die here, she thought. 

But Kimi jumped on the black gorillas back with a desperate war cry. 

She managed to get hold of the handcuffs that hanged on his belt and started strangling him with it. This unforeseen move was enough for Delilah to free one hand and pushed her fingers deep in his eyeholes. 

The man was paralyzed and screamed from the sharp pain. He let go of her and fell on the ground. He couldn’t open his eyes, blood sprayed on them. 

The other man attacked, he kicked Kimi on the head. The girl lost her balance and hit her skull on the concrete floor. She tried to get up, but she collapsed again. It was Delilah’s turn to attack and she struck the white gorilla. A precise kick on crotch unarmed him and it was enough to grab his hair and hit his skull to the wall again and again, until he was knocked out. 

Delilah pulled up Kimi from the ground. She shook her head and let herself go. “I can’t. It hurts so much.” 

“Kimi, we don’t have time for this! Now or never, understand? We must go!!” Delilah took the keys from the unconscious white gorilla and focused all her strength on dragging her out of the cellar. He looked back once more: the black gorilla was crawling towards them, blinded and in great pains, the other didn’t move. 

They locked the door behind them. 

“A farewell gift, you pigs!” Delilah said and they ran up the stairs. 

Sounds came from a room at the end of the corridor. 

“Which way?” Kimi asked disorientated. Delilah shushed her and headed towards the left end of the corridor. She had vague memories, that they entered the building from that direction, although she was aware the two armed chess-figures guarding the main entrance. She had two possible ways on her mind: either the kitchen or the bathroom. 

They found the kitchen first, but they heard multiple voices coming from there. 

“Through the bathroom!” She headed towards other rooms, bumping into a Mexican cleaning lady in blue uniform, tossing a cart ahead of her piled with laundry. Her eyes widened from the surprise but she had no time to scream. Delilah put her hand on the cleaning lady’s mouth. 

“Don’t you dare to give a sound or I’ll kill you,” she said and the frightened, middle-aged woman froze. “Grab some clothes, Kimi!” 

Delilah gave out the order, and shut the door behind them when they finally found the bathroom. The clothes they took were pretty random: a plaid skirt for Kimi with a white shirt, spilled with wine. 

Delilah jumped in the male jeans and a black tank top. This was all the clothing they could grab in the hurry. 

“Better than nothing,” Kimi said, keeping her hand on her palm, where his head was hit. 

Delilah couldn’t care less about their outfit. 

“It’s like a friggin maze!” she said and darted toward the small window. It led to the spacious backyard with huge rhododendrons and palm threes. There were no guards in sight, but she was sure, there are cameras all around. And if so, who else could deactivate them more than her? 

“Kimi, you go first!” She gave a back to the petite Chinese girl so she could reach the ledge. It was not easy to squeeze themselves through the window, but they had to act quickly, even if they sprinkled their shoulders or ankles on the way. 

They landed outside. Nobody was at the backyard, but they knew, back up can trace them down any minute. 

“Come on, Delilah, let’s go!” 

But Delilah had something else on her mind. A clapperboard lay on a desk from a previous shooting. She didn’t even want to guess what went down here. She wrote on the slate with giant letters and held up close so the surveillance cam could get a clean view:

“SO LONG, SUCKERS,” and he dropped the slate. Her hands shaped the figure of a fictional handgun. She aimed it to the camera, fired, and her fingers transformed: she gave them the fingers. Kimi giggled next to her like a naughty kid. 

“Now we can go,” Delilah said and sprinted to the fences, Kimi followed two steps behind. 

 



Chapter Five - Chopsticks Jade It was the cat who first recognized Kimi, fawned upon her leg by the entrance of the Chopsticks Jade. Kimi hugged the purring fur ball and burst out in tears of joy. Strong scent of soya and fish sauce lingered around them as they took a final breath before they walked in to the restaurant. 

Stares. It was awful to wander among the curious stares and condescending looks, but by the time they hiked through the city barefoot, in stolen clothes, with aching bruises and cuts, they were over the stares. 

A chubby Asian woman was handing out a plate from behind the counter, when she recognized Kimi. The plate dropped on the floor, the meatballs rolled to the customer’s feet, but nobody cared of his angry complaints. 

Mother and daughter melted together in one endless hug. Even Delilah shed a tear, and couldn’t help on it: she felt lonelier than ever before. 

A man in his twenties came out from the kitchen, swearing in Chinese, and wiped his hands to a dirty apron. His face transformed, annoyance turned into childlike surprise. 

“Sister!” He closed her also in her arms. 

When they could finally let go Kimi’s fragile body, she pointed at Delilah, who stood in the background. 

“Delilah saved my life.” 

The mother hurried to her and covered her in million kisses. This was the last straw, Delilah cried for minutes in her arms like a baby. 

Kimi’s brother joined them and raised his gentle eyes on Delilah. 

“I’m Manchu. You brought our Kimi back, we are all grateful to you.” 

Delilah couldn’t say a word, just stood there, mesmerized by him. 

Manchu hugged her with his strong arms. Her heart raced from all the excitement, from all the stress and joy that overwhelmed her. 

“Do you have a family we could call?” He asked. 

Delilah shook her head. She had no idea, loneliness could hurt so much. 

“Do you have anywhere to go?” 

She had no answer to this one. 

“Then you’ll stay with us,” he said and put his arm on her shoulder. 

“You don’t have to run anymore. You’re safe here. We’ll take care of you.” 


* * *

Delilah and Kimi finally could have a shower and changed into comfortable, clean clothes. 

“You look so funny in my dress.” 

They both laughed as Delilah tried to pull down the floral dress Kimi’s mother handed to her. She felt awkward in skirts. 

“Wanna take a walk?” Kimi asked. 

The Asian market by the port was full of chattering people. The crowd flowed on the streets in endless rows, speaking all kinds of language. 

“I feel like a human again,” Delilah said and stopped by a vendor who was selling seafood. Two snakes caught her eyes, crawling defenseless under a giant blade. 

“Are these for sale?” she asked the swearing vendor. 

“Yupp, but let me chop their heads off.” 

“Don’t!” Delilah screamed. The vendor looked at her confused. “Let me buy them alive.” 

“If that’s what works for you . . .” He said and dropped the snakes into a bamboo cage. “Water snakes are not venomous, but they can still bite.” 

“Don’t worry about that.” 

Kimi paid the vendor and couldn’t stop wondering, what was Delilah up to, but she refused to say. She walked towards the river’s port confidently, swaying the cage in her hand. 

They found a spot, where the water was at reach. The waves reflected the dead-tired orange rays of the sun. No one was around the boats; they had the whole pier for themselves. Delilah kneeled on the boards and lifted the cage’s door. 

“It’s time for you to be free,” she said and turned the cage upside down. The snakes were confused and agitated, but eventually they found their way out and slipped out of it. They splashed into the water and the girls watched as the wiggling bodies vanished under the rippling surface. 

 END
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Tyro

Tyro Hunter is a thirty-five years old loner. He has the looks -

impressive height, well-built body, strong jaw and a distinctive Greek nose. 

He categorizes himself as an energetic alpha-male but deals with many suppressed anger. Due to a painful divorce, he has very low opinion of women. That’s why his small business has a specific profile: he sells and installs surveillance systems for catching cheating wives. 

Although he’s financially stable, he still lives in an existential crisis. 

He denies every weakness and judges everyone from this point of view. He cannot cope with his own feelings and he blames women for everything. 

Delilah

After his transformation, he goes through hell (injured, trapped in a woman’s body, becoming homeless, gets kidnapped, treated as a slave). This ultimate life experiences force him to face what he is now: a woman who needs help. Step by step, he accepts his new body and embraces her female form. He lives on as Delilah, becomes a wife and a mother and becomes a caring, humble person. 

Kimi is an eighteen-year old Chinese girl with an innocent, child-like mindset, who also gets kidnapped. She takes good care of Tyro and shares her home with him after they had escaped. 

Ballsy is a client of Tyro. He is a real macho, a wealthy club owner, who wants to keep her ex-dancer, now wife under twenty-four-seven surveillance. 

Patricia is a shy, blond divorcee, whose lack of confidence meets Tyro’s animalistic attitude. 
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SLIPPERY SLOPE - FORCED TO WORK IN GIRLS' UNIFORM

 series

A Slippery Slope in an Airline

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

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. 

A Slippery Slope in a Cabaret

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series 35 year old American lyricist Jay Armstrong, who is vacationing in Thailand, visits a cabaret called Slice of Life. He falls in love with a beautiful Thai singer cum cabaret performer called Dream. However, Jay eventually realizes that Dream is not like other young women in the cabaret. One by one, Dream’s secrets start tumbling out: she used to Deng, a young male who aspired to be an English teacher. 

However, Deng was forced to transform into “Dream” and perform in the sleazy cabaret as a result of the strange contract the owner of the cabaret made him sign by deceit. 

A Sloppery Slope in a Call Center

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

A Slippery Slope in a Hospital

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

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

A Slippery Slope in a Hotspring

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

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

dress improperly

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

feet 9 inches tall, with an athletic body, honey-brown eyes and copper-streaked hair. He has a long face, a noble nose and full-lips: features that earn him the ‘beautiful’ sobriquet. Mesmerized by the beauty of Irish nun, Stella Mary, Alex trespasses into nunnery grounds. He is caught and bullied by the young nuns, led by three lethal females called the Three Musketeers. Much to Alex’s embarrassment, the Three Musketeers decide to punish him by forcing him to wear a pale pink tunic and a wimple. Since they

haven’t had much straight sexual activity in recent times, they also get Alex to pleasure them. 

A Slippery Slope in a School

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

A Slippery Slope in an Ad Agency

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

A Slippery Slope in Military Academy: A Frail Cadet

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series In an attempt to cure himself of GID, 19 year old honey-complexion boy, Deepak Bhatia joins Everest Military Academy: a private training

institute that trains young people to become brave and competent soldiers. However, the delicate Deepak finds he is unable to cope with the strenuous army life and finds himself failing all PET tests. 

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

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

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

A Slippery Slope in an Amish Community

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

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

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

FORBIDDEN - TRANSGENDER HORROR  series

Forbidden Asylum: Feminized in Insanity

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

Forbidden Circus: Feminized Forever

A transgender horror story. Alfred Batista is a beautiful 18 year old boy. His life changes when a traveling Spanish circus called

‘Esplendor Circus’ comes to town. On the night of a show a talking parrot, the star attraction of their circus is missing. The manager of the circus tricks Alfred into dressing as a girl. Alfred parades as a part of the exotic animal menagerie to divert people’s attention away from the missing parrot. He bravely tries to escape after the show, but is assaulted by the manager who intends breaking Alfred’s spirit with violence. However, Alfred still continues working on his plan to escape. 

Forbidden Hotel: Feminized Perpetually

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

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

Forbidden Island

A Transgender Horror Story. On a bright Sunday morning a handsome young man is abducted by a bunch of villains and is taken to a dark brooding island to the north west of the UK, which is some people refer to as Medusa Locks. He is thrown into a gigantic cage

in its premises. He is astounded to find 6 other abductees of different nationalities in the cage with him. 

Forbidden Mirror: The Fatal Gift of Beauty

A transgender horror story. Aaron is the only son of a British business tycoon. When Aaron is 12 years old his mother dies in an accident. His father marries a beautiful exotic-looking woman called Shakira. She is kind enough to Aaron and takes him wherever she goes. While exploring his father's estate, Aaron and Shakira enter an old storehouse that they have been warned not to go into. Inside the eerie, unearthly storehouse, they find a beautiful mirror. When Shakira speaks to the mirror, it actually responds. It tells Shakira that she is the loveliest woman on earth. Aaron tiptoes into the storehouse at midnight and talks to the mirror. The mirror predicts that Aaron would be the most beautiful on earth in the future. When Aaron turns 18, Shakira realizes that the mirror’s prediction has come true. Aaron is indeed more beautiful than her, his gender notwithstanding. An insanely jealous Shakira asks her assistant, Imogene, to take Aaron away from her sight. She also orders Imogene to shave off her stepson’s exquisite auburn hair and bring it to her. Aaron is subsequently abducted from home. He wakes up, naked and tonsured, in a dark dingy basement, where he is chained like a dog. Thereafter, Aaron (now called “Adele”) is ordered to wear tattered female clothes and toil away as a maidservant in a house comprising of a vicious-looking sixtyish woman and her four evil daughters. 

Trapped in Lunatic Femininity

A light horror transgender novella. 

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

Opportunity knocks but once. A mysterious man shows up on his doorstep with a job offer impossible to turn down: to become the personal assistant of the scandalous writer, Dyonne. He moves into the luxurious Venetian Villa in the hopes to learn from the best, and quickly gets mesmerized by the woman’s astonishing beauty. A new world opens up for him: luxury and high life, elegant decadence, 

never seen perversity. The web of wild promiscuity entangles him for good. But somewhere along the great experience the dream becomes a nightmare. When his novelty fades and a new toy boy comes into picture, Hugo struggles with jealousy. When the mask falls, Hugo has to face Dyonne’s evil turn. Robbed by his dreams, he is forced into femininity and becomes a captive, a pariah of the Villa, with only one purpose: to fulfill the demonic, bizarre wishes of Dyonne. The boy has to embrace the changes if he wants to get back the control over his own life. The hard fight leads him to unforeseen paths. 

HIJRA,THE THIRD GENDER  series

Abducted into the Third Gender

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

A Dancer of the Third Gender

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

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

A Feminized President: Losing Bet into the3rd Gender

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

Born in the Third Gender: A Truth About Roopini

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. 

Conspired into the 3rd Gender

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. 

Dance Like a Woman

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

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

“Minching Meena”, a female cabaret dancer. 

Enchanted into the Third Gender

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

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". 

Transgendered People of India: Forsaken Tributaries

This is a non-fiction book about Hijla. 

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

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

TRANSGENDER SLEUTH  series

The Murder of a Yoga Guru

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

Distraught for some reason unknown to Hannah, Natalia abruptly leaves for Kiev. On the next morning, the devotees of Swami Sadananda find him on the marble floor of his chamber, brutally burgeoned to death. Since the occupants of rooms adjoining the guru’s chamber remained undisturbed through the night, Hannah concludes that the guru was drugged before being attacked with an axe. The convoluted murder investigation carried out by Hannah

points fingers at people as different as chalk from cheese: from a suave Bangalore-based politician to an erudite temple trustee based in Madurai. Mikhail Adamovich and Oleg Chaplanski, the brother and husband of Natalia respectively, also come under the radar of Hannah’s suspicions. From the beginning of the case, Hannah has suspected that the distinctive gender identity shared by her and Natalia is connected to the god man’s gruesome murder. Will Hannah Brown succeed in decoding the cryptic psychology of warped human minds and get to the bottom of the mystery of Swami Sadananda’s murder? 

Murdered Queen Bee of a High School

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

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

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

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

The Murdered Heiress

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

the murder, Hannah too gets sucked into the investigation. She is convinced that Arlene’s last words hold a clue to the identity of her murderer. Hannah starts working on the case by interviewing all the guests at Arlene’s party; each of whom, by default, is a murder suspect. As Hannah proceeds deeper into the investigation, she discovers that each of the guests had a motive to murder Arlene. 

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

OTHER BOOKS

Obsessed by Resemblance: Destined to be Feminized

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

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

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

Unicorn and Hourglass: Subconscious Desire for Feminization

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

After employing a series of psychic techniques, mainly the tarot card

reading, Naomi divulges that Leon’s recurring dream symbolizes his subconscious desire to be female. 

Die as a Bride: A Sentimental Romance Story

Sachet dies on his 21st birthday in a traffice accident. God allows him to return to life in a then-available body. When Sachet wakes up he has a strange feeling. Sachet is a "normal" boy. His best friend doesn't see Sacheta in the same way as he did. 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. 

Feminized in the Pyrenees

A transgender romance story. 

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

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

Everland: Beyond Gender & Species

"Transgender Mystery" series

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

Reincarnation: Relived Love & Justice

Love beyond Age & Gender

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

a temple prostitute. 

Lilies for Ms.Tracy

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

wrong genitalia at the age of seven. Once furious, Hannah comes to understand her feelings and helps her to become a woman. By accident Tracy know who the father is and decides to make a revenge. 

Diamond in the Rough

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

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

“the Freak of the Hood”, Renato wants to improve the situation and to fulfill his dreams. When leaves the Hood behind, he becames a PE teacher and then proceeds his way to becoming a woman. Later he appears as a 25 year old young girl, and finally as a thirty year old fully grown up woman. 

Kyle's Feminine Roots

"MTF Autobiography Story" series

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

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

How I Became a Woman: An MTF Autobiography for Young

Readers

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

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

A Supermodel: Fairer than the Fairer Gender

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

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

The Superior Gender: The Triumphants & The Infradigs

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

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

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

Dreams Don't Die

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

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

Or will his dreams die a sad, lingering death? 

Queen Lysandra

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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

Good Cop - Sam O'Yeah: FTM Cop Story

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

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

Ghosts Alive: Time Travel Transgender Romance

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

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

Feminized in Himalayas: Eve of the Arcane Waters

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

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

The Birth of Delilah

"Gender Swap Fantasy" series

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

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

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

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

The Animal in Me: Resurgence of Transhumans

In a future society technology and biological engineering reshaped human life. The earth is not divided anymore to nations or races but to subcultural groups. Many people are trans-humans, and are treated as second-class citizens, since they are technologically or genetically modified. The Purity Party has a majority in the current government, led by President Yceberg, who believes in the sacredness of the body. The question is: how far he’d go to prove his point? Theo Ruby is 32 years old, single man, a loyal soldier. He worked as the Head of Security at the Purity Party. Right after elections, he’d got infected with a mysterious virus which was deteriorating his body fast: within days he became paralyzed, unable to speak and on the very edge of death. It was an experience what would change anyone. After he was captured by the trans-humans and copied into Babel, he lives on in her body as a clear consciousness. After some time to adjust, his personality becomes more unpredictable and revengeful. 

Underwater Escape to the Other Gender

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

The Kantuta Bond: A Bond that Swapped the Lovers

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

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

years ago a virus called PSY-12 destroyed the majority of Earth’s populations. The virus drove people mad and suicidal. The rest had constant nightmares what they’ve called “the nightmares of the Earth”. The people who were immune recolonized the Earth. Some tried to rebuild a technologic lifestyle, others decided to start new, more nature-friendly communities. They call themselves the Kantuta Tribe after the flower which grows there. Outsiders call them “Hippies with guns”. They prefer to live in isolation. During 150 years the local Quechua survivors and the new pioneers (mostly Americans and multiethnic Peruvians) formed a spiritual local community. Their lifestyle includes the usage of ayahuasca. 
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Greetings from Yu Sakurazawa





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

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

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