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Trapped in Lunatic Femininity Chapter One

hugo-the-pun-hunter

  

Hugo wrote:



 hugo-the-pun-hunter:  I’m from the South. We have a long family history of psychos, illiterates, alcoholics, and wife beaters. My dad was an angry redneck who thought mud rasslin’ should be an Olympic sport and always blamed others for his constant failing in life. I learned “Yerr Dum Arse Piece of Dung” sooner than I knew “Twinkle, Twinkle Little Star.” He gave me his two cents’ worth, but his death taught me the most. 

My father was found dead under a pile of dog food cans when I was nine. Yeah, yeah, the obvious moral of the story: no forklift operator should prove how manly they are by racing around in the warehouse, boozed up. But it actually showed me that to thrive in sandy soil requires intelligence, numerous efforts, and the ability to adapt. There’s no one recipe for success, because many ways lead to it. But one thing’s for certain: to become somebody, you must sweat your ass off, though push-ups won’t take you there. Train your brain, too. Use your head to go around the walls, not as a shield for a crash.” #inspirational

#drunk #success

 4,130 likes, 150 shares

 86 notes

A few hours later, Hugo arrived from the gym and dropped his sweaty training clothes to the floor — a sock, another sock, a T-shirt

— all leading to his desk. Hugo sat naked, the computer’s bright light reflecting on his pale skin. Disappointment. He’d expected at least two hundred more likes by now. 

Out of habit, he scrolled down to the notes. To keep his fans close, Hugo often thanked and replied to nice comments. Tonight, he chose randomly, and clicked on “answer.” 

 lollipop: my dad was a drunk, too. his bad example made me a better person. totally with you on that one. thx. 

 hugo-the-pun-hunter: lollipop, thanks for reading. don’t forget to press “follow,” and also visit my writer page here. 

He scratched his back, smudging a drop of sweat. His thighs and calves still ached from the squats. This was his typical zombie mode: the well-deserved staring and pointless browsing after finishing up the Aphrodite program in his freeletics training. 

He skipped to the other tab. Mailbox. 

 Inbox: 38 messages. 

 Automatic messages: 5; spam: 3; family: 2; fans: 28. 

Double disappointment. Still no replies from any of the editors. It’d been six months since he’d sent the first draft of his novel to the big publishing houses. After hundreds of people had showed interest in his writings, he had high hopes. He opened one fan mail sent from a new name:  Tiffany. 

“Dear Hugo, 

You rock! I’ve been following you on every possible channel. 

Your stories melt my heart, and your cute face and fine body make me want to touch myself. You must have some special

powers over women . . . I live in the same city as you. Would you like to get together sometime for a little fun? 

XOXO, 

Tiffany” 

The email contained an attachment. A photo. Virus scan, download. 

Double-click to enlarge it. 

An Asian girl posed in a pink bedroom with a Miley Cyrus poster in the background. Most of her face was hidden behind round sunglasses, though her neck was revealed here and there under the curtain of black curls, a pink collar glimmering through. She wore only a slightly see-through tank top with a rainbow-puking unicorn on it, hand behind her back as if she was hiding something. 

Wait a minute. Hugo opened the message again. It didn’t contain just a photo. A link closed the letter. His mouse hovered over it and for an instant Hugo wondered if this link would lead to a virus that waited patiently for dummies like him to crash his computer. He clicked it anyway. It was an animated gif file consisting of the following pictures. 

Pic 1. The girl’s sitting on a chair, wearing the puking unicorn tank top. One hand’s behind her back. 

Pic 2. Her hand moves, and she puts an elongated purple object to her mouth. A dildo. Her shiny lips are licking it with pleasure. 

Pic 3. She opens up her legs and places the purple dildo right inside her. 

Pic 4. The dildo slides in. 

Pic 5. The dildo slides out. 

Pic 6. She smiles. Her other hand sends a kiss to the camera. 

The pictures were on a loop — the Asian chick kept licking her dildo, and the purple toy repeatedly appeared and disappeared on the screen. 

Hugo leaned back in his office chair and, after maximizing the window’s size, made his fingers wet and started to slowly rub his cock. Soon, he was synchronized with the masturbating Tiffany’s passionate moves. He imagined the girl walking into his room, barefoot, and sitting down onto his lap. Together, they would spin once in his chair as Tiffany giggled. Then, Hugo pictured himself removing her sunglasses to gaze into her perfect, almond-shaped eyes. Maybe he’d even quote some of his lines while Tiffany dripped wet between her legs. Hugo would take away her toy. . . 

“You don’t need that. I have a better idea of what to put in you . . .” 

. . . and Tiffany’s soft laughter would transform into sighs as Hugo entered her tight vagina, her warm breath caressing Hugo’s ear. 

Power and excitement would course his veins as they’d sink deeper and deeper into the art of seduction. He’d grab her butt and massage it with both hands, while the girl rocked on him, the chair squeaking under them . . . 

. . . But it wasn’t the chair squeaking. It was a pop-up window’s impatient beeping. 

 seymour21: Yo, Punter! 

 seymour21: r u ready for 2night? 

Great timing, jerk. But Hugo couldn’t resist answering him while his other hand ran up and down his penis. I can totally multitask. 

 hugo-the-pun-hunter: don’t call me that, dude. 

While waiting for his friend to answer, Hugo went on imagining his private fantasy plot. Tiffany’s in my lap, riding me like a crazy little jockey, when a whip appears in her hand . . . 

 seymour21: i hope u won’t make me wait here. a party’s not a party without the party monster. 

She’s licking my neck, sucking my skin with hungry moves . . . 

 seymour21: wtf r u up 2 now? 

Hugo typed with his left hand. It was hard to focus. 

 hugo-the-pun-hunter: almost done. finishing up a chapter. 

Tiffany’s on the edge of coming; she’s shouting in my ear: “I’m almost there!” I raise her hips up, take out my cock, and she squirts on me, squirts like a fountain. 

 seymour21: Cheesy Legends of a Retard? LOL

 hugo-the-pun-hunter: it’s called inspirational fiction. 

 seymour21: shakespirational? : ) write prose that doesn’t suck hugo-the-pun-hunter: i have 20,000 followers, so i must do something well

Hugo started at the sudden sound of the doorbell interrupting the evening’s quiet harmony. He stood up, erection still steady. The doorbell rang again. Three dots appeared next to Seymour’s name; he was typing something. 

 hugo-the-pun-hunter: hang on, someone’s at the door Hugo put on a robe, although it was a miserable try to hide his penis. 

A shadow’s impatient movements showed through the tinted glass. 

When Hugo had finally opened the door, the man’s face remained expressionless. 

“Good day, mister! Are you Hugo Karr?” He was a middle-aged man in good shape, with polished manners and a spotless navy blue suit that sat tight around his biceps. 

“Allow me to give you this letter,” he said. “It was Dyonne’s direct order to deliver this to you personally. You, and only you, can read

this.” 

Hugo’s heart skipped, and he reached for the letter so eagerly, he managed to flash his dick at this very modest gentleman. 

“Dyonne? Are you kidding? Dyonne, the celebrity writer who wrote 1,000 Ways to Decapitate Your Lover?” 

The man lifted his head a little higher, kept his poker face while Hugo unknowingly danced up and down, half-naked. A plain nod — that was all the man’s reaction to the question. As for the spectacle, he seemed absolutely neutral toward it. 

Hugo opened the letter. 

“Pardon me, Mr. Karr, I don’t want to be rude, but would it be possible to read the letter inside? I promised Dyonne to bring her an answer right away.” 

“Oh, yes, yes, how stupid I am . . . Sorry, Mister—” 

“Huttler.” 

“Aha, erm, Mr. Hit . . . Huttler, do come in.” 

Hugo tried to collect his socks and underwear as elegantly as he could in such an awkward situation. Mr. Huttler showed no interest whatsoever in Hugo’s interior, just sat motionless by the kitchen table, staring at his shoes like a charging android. Hugo’s hands shook from the excitement as he read the handwritten letter at double speed, then read it again to finally understand the whole message. 

“Dear Hugo, 

Your inspirational stories have caught my attention. They’re short, witty, and funny. You have quite the fandom, right? 

There’s a job opening for an internship on my team and I could use the services of a handsome, talented, ambitious young man

like you. The question is: would a challenge like this pique your interest? If so, please, follow Mr. Huttler’s instructions and join me tonight at a little party at my residence. 

Dyonne” 

Hugo looked in awe at Mr. Huttler. 

“Is this for real?” 

“Naturally. Dyonne follows new social trends. She’s committed to nurse talent whenever she finds someone intriguing enough. She’s authorized me to tell you all of the job’s details.” 

“Whoa.” 

“Please read this contract.” 

Mr. Huttler magically pulled out a document from a suitcase Hugo hadn’t noticed before. 

“Your task would involve becoming Dyonne’s personal assistant and full-time intern for an undetermined period of time. The contract can be modified if both parties agree, but at this point, all of the terms and conditions are non-negotiable.” 

“What does that mean?” 

“You handle her manuscripts. Dictations, typing, edits. You accompany her to readings and other social events. You must be at Dyonne’s service twenty-four seven.” 

“But I don’t even know where she lives. . . .” 

“The job requires you to move into the Villa.” 

“To move into her house?” 

“Yes. Of course, all of your expenses will be covered and a relatively high salary will be transferred to your bank account.” 

“O-M-F-G.” 

“Sorry?” 

“Nothing, Mr. Huttler. I’m in shock. So where do I sign?” 

With a barely visible smile, Mr. Huttler handed over a pen. 

“Sign on the dotted lines, please, down on the right. And anywhere else you see your name.” 

This is my golden ticket to become a writer. With a reference like this

. . . ? The things I can pick up next to her . . . ? Even just to see her in person every day! I’m a lucky bastard, that’s what I am. 

Hugo handed back the contract, not bothering to read it since he felt even the slightest hesitation would have been rude toward Dyonne. 

“Let me pack a few things quickly!” 

But Mr. Huttler held up his arm with such speed, it made Hugo stop. 

“First things first. Dyonne likes to handle some things with absolute discretion. In this case, she’d like you to keep your status a secret and temporarily cut off all communication with the online and offline world.” 

“So . . . I can’t speak to anyone?” 

“Not from this moment on, no.” 

“For how long?” 

“Just as long you get settled into your new environment. There’s no need to be alarmed, Mr. Karr. This is an absolutely normal procedure with such a high-level client.” 

“If you say so . . .” 

Yet, somehow it still felt awkward — wrong — to hand over his smartphone. And his laptop. He hadn’t even gotten have the chance to write back to Seymour. What about my chapter? What about Tiffany’s gif? What about tonight? Question after question came, with no comforting answers. 

Mr. Huttler clearly read his mind. 

“You must understand that you now hold a special position, and you’ll meet Dyonne’s inner circles tonight. From this day forward, your life will change profoundly. A few days of radio silence won’t hurt your renown, but it does require some sacrifices, I’ll admit.” 

Something in Mr. Huttler’s voice had calmed Hugo down, but this sweet, sweet lullaby promised him a world that he could only describe as a Wonderland. 

At this point, though, he had to go from tech to flesh, and all electronic equipment was eventually loaded into Mr. Huttler’s suitcase. 

“How should I dress?” Hugo asked. 

“For now, as you wish. At the Villa, we’ll provide you with everything you need.” 

Hugo didn’t water the plants. Didn’t close the curtains, or empty the trash. He just left his apartment behind as if he’d gone out for milk at the grocery store. 

After a quiet, four-hour ride in an astonishing Alfa Romeo, they arrived at a giant house that couldn’t be referred to in any other way other than the breathtaking Villa of the fabulous Dyonne. 

Chapter Two

From Tech to Flesh



“Follow me, Mr. Karr,” said Mr. Huttler. 

The property was surrounded by a huge stone fence with razor ribbon along the top. The gate closed behind them without a sound. 

Wherever Hugo looked, thick vegetation blocked his view — trees older than him, blooming flowers larger than his head, a small fountain with lilies floating on top of the water, naked statues covered with vivid green moss. The garden framed the giant building, impressive to the eye, yet barely comprehensible for a boy who was used to run-down blocks with twin houses at best. 

The Villa itself was at least four stories high, with grotesque monsters viciously grinning down at them. 

“What are those spooky guys for?” Hugo asked, pointing to the snarling half-dragon, half-monkey faces over the gate. 

“Those are gargoyles,” Mr. Huttler answered expertly. “Animal-shaped waterspouts designed to convey water from a roof and away from the side of a building.” 

“Aha, just what I thought,” Hugo said, although he pictured these horrific faces spitting acid onto unwanted guests. 

At the entrance stood two guards, impossible to tell apart. Hugo noticed the wires coming out of their suits, connecting them to the hive via earphones and radios, and he suspected he was being monitored, probably had been ever since they’d rolled in through the gate. 

Neither of them made eye contact; they just stared ahead very seriously. 

“Can they speak?” Hugo asked Mr. Huttler. 

“If it’s necessary. Chatting is not why they were hired.” 

“Fair enough.” 

Maybe I should keep my mouth shut, as well? Is free speech a part of my job description? But Hugo decided it was probably best to minimize his verbal presence until he got through this visitor phase. 

The type of sophistication and discipline that surrounded him made Hugo feel like the pauper from the Twain story on his first mind-blowing visit to the prince’s castle. 

“This will be your living area,” Mr. Huttler said when they’d arrived at the top of a spiral staircase where he’d opened a heavy door that led into a room, that led into another, and then another. 

Hugo whistled. “Impressive!” This loft was bigger than any house he’d ever lived in, with a study, a bedroom, a living room, and water facilities. “This place is all luxury.” 

“Luxury is one thing. Taste is another,” answered Mr. Huttler without looking at Hugo. “The Villa was designed in the style of Venetian gothic by Paolo Venturi, a famous Italian architect.” 

When the heavy door had shut behind Mr. Huttler and Hugo was finally left alone, he had the chance to explore his “living area” 

complete with a recamier, a bidet, a window seat, and a wardrobe room. . . . All semi-useful but extremely fancy stuff that simple human creatures could only dream about. 

Hugo explored his wardrobe, and while he was in the middle of trying everything on just for the feel of it, somebody knocked on the door behind him. He pivoted, a cashmere scarf wrapped tightly around his neck. 

“Excuse me, Mr. Karr. I’m your butler, Daisy.” 

“Khm, khm . . . call me Hugo, Daisy,” Hugo said, gasping for air. 

This girl’s cooler than Alfred from Batman or Geoffrey from the Fresh Prince of Bel Air, Hugo thought in admiration. Daisy stood humbly and polite in a gray uniform, with greased hair and polished men’s shoes. Her face was cute but totally neutral, as if she was a direct descendant of Mr. Huttler. 

“Thank you. Would you like my assistance in choosing your outfit tonight?” 

“Yeah, that would be great. Honestly, I’ve never had these types elegant clothes.” 

Daisy walked straight to some hangers and removed a few pieces of clothing. 

“I suggest you wear a black shirt and suit pants with a creamy white silk tie. It goes well with your skin tone and your dark hair. Would you like a haircut?” 

Was this a subtle sign of him being too scruffy for this place? 

“No, thanks. I like my curls,” he replied. 

“You’ll find hair products in the bathroom.” 

Yes, she thinks I’m a beggar. Total pauper-syndrome. 

“The ball starts at eight,” she said. “Feel free to join whenever you’re ready.” 

“Thank you, Daisy.” 

Daisy nodded, and vanished like a ghost. 


* * *


It took Hugo a while to find his way through the maze as he followed the sound of an orchestra playing classical music. Echoes and dim lighting gave the whole place an eerie feeling, like a haunted castle. 

Already the ballroom was filled with guests wearing fluttery, glimmering masks. 

Hugo had never been to Venice, but this was how he’d imagined its Carnival to be. No bare concrete, no vinyl floor covering. Instead, there were white marble stairs; shiny, carved wood surfaces; and heavy stained glass windows all around. And of course, tons of candles lighting up the space. 

They must have a hell of a ventilation system, he thought, and mingled with the crowd. The orchestra on the stage, sweet liquors at the bar, the women’s heavy perfumes, and intricate evening gowns all occupied his senses. 

Hugo felt naked without a mask, so he was grateful for the invisible, caring hands who’d placed about a dozen masks onto a nearby table. He chose a black one and checked himself in the mirror before striding out, dressed in a bourgeoisie suit, hair oiled back, while all around him people danced an English waltz and waiters floated up and down, circling with champagnes. Just the quality of his clothing’s textile made him feel different; part of this elite scene, though still separate from it. Almost like the moment before entering Heaven. 

Then the orchestra changed to a more dramatic tune. Gongs and drums sounded out loud tam-tams in an accelerated succession. 

The people formed a circle, leaving the center of the ballroom empty. 

Although, it wasn’t completely empty. A giant coffin sat the middle of the room, ropes attached to its sides. 

“Ah, the resurrection of a vampire. What a unique idea!” whispered an old woman wearing a giant white wig. 

“A vampire?” asked Hugo. 

“Yes. Dyonne always finds the best themes for her yearly decadent carnival.” 

Decadent. Hugo tasted the word, which fit perfectly with the impression he’d gotten so far of this Villa. He couldn’t comprehend the depths of the expression yet, but he felt it grasped the atmosphere very precisely: there was something perverse about the whole thing. 

He got goosebumps when the drums stopped and a pipe organ took over the lead. The ropes tightened, and the coffin moved on its table, ascending straight into the air, and when it reached the top of the ballroom, all eyes eagerly watched the heavy object seesawing overhead, just under the Renaissance fresco of the ceiling. 

The coffin’s lid dropped and landed on the floor with a loud bang. 

Ladies screamed and people recoiled, but nobody got hurt. Soon, the audience focused on the coffin again as the ropes slowly adjusted the angle until it stood vertically, showing a body inside it. 

One arm raised in the coffin, then the other, like a zombie that’d come awake. Except, this was a man in deathly white makeup. He moved his head a little bit, and droplets of blood splattered to the floor. In the front row, a lady passed out and gentle hands removed her from sight in a second. 

The music turned harsh again; some alien instrument rumbled out thunderstorm noises. 

“What kind of friggin’ Dracula show is this?” Hugo murmured. But no one answered. The old woman in the baroque wig had disappeared. 

The vampire took a step out of his coffin . . . 

. . . and his body fell. 

People gasped. Inches before impact with the floor, however, the man in the white makeup was pulled back by elastic ropes and, after

a quick transformation, he started to climb. 

“A rope dancer! Marvelous!” said the old woman, who seemed to have reappeared. 

How on Earth can people play this peek-a-boo game here? 


* * *

By the time the bells chimed for midnight with their harmonious ding-dong, Hugo was slightly drunk from all of the champagne, liquor, and whiskey. He lurched to the upstairs floor to find a balcony. I need some air. A disgraceful exit is the last thing I need on my first night. 

One hall opened to a spacious balcony, where a single couple stood stargazing and French kissing. Except, the stars were hidden behind heavy clouds, and a cold, arctic wind blew into Hugo’s face. He searched for some lights to indicate neighbors, or a village, or at least a city off in the distance, but they were tucked somewhere between two high mountains. I should have asked Mr. Huttler where the fuck we were going. Stupid, stupid, stupid! And Hugo couldn’t help feeling a little bit scared at his going off the grid like this. Maybe I was a bit hasty with my decision? 

“Hey! Would you like a cigarette?” asked a deep voice right over his shoulder. Hugo turned to an extremely tall woman wearing a purple wig and large glasses in a black frame. Her plastic hair was waist length, and she wore fake eyelashes, heavy with diamonds. 

“Don’t look so scared,” she said. 

It was Dyonne, her majestic self. 

“I’m Hugo Karr,” he said. 

“I know, darling. Make yourself at home. This is your home now.” 

She offered him a cigarette and a light, and they stood next to one another. Dyonne was significantly taller than Hugo, but her slim

figure compensated for the size difference. She was not just thin; she seemed almost fragile. Her red ball gown kept about a meter’s distance between them. 

Hugo couldn’t take his eyes off Dyonne as she blew tiny circles of smoke that floated through each other. She gazed off somewhere far, far away, though it was evident something occupied her mind. 

“Did you like the vampire?” she asked. 

“Sure. Never seen such a circus act before.” 

“I didn’t want it to look like a circus act. I’d aimed for the theatrical value. I guess it didn’t come through, then.” 

“Oh no, I mean, it was very dramatic, it’s just . . . I’m not used to these whole scenes, these balls and such.” 

“Nobody is used to them. Everybody plays a role when attending a party like this. An out of body experience, if you know what I mean.” 

She finally looked at Hugo. With her red eye lenses in, she looked like an albino princess. 

“So this is your costume? What does it symbolize?” Hugo asked curiously. 

“Well, there is one more item to it,” she said and removed bunny ears from the giant gown’s hidden pocket. Dyonne placed it onto her head and in that moment, she didn’t look like a forty-year-old beauty but a teen in her playboy years. Hugo couldn’t hold back his laugh, and she joined in. 

“Something tells me, you and I are going to make a great match, Hugo,” said Dyonne, and she walked back to the party. Then she paused and, turning around with a kind smile on her face, winked at Hugo. 

Or maybe it’d been just Hugo’s imagination. 

Chapter Three

Glamour



Daisy’s expert, efficient hands quickly finished portioning the brunch, while the morning sun reflected on the silver cutlery, throwing blinding kisses into Hugo’s eyes. He squinted, turning right, then left, to avoid the sunrays. He felt helplessly awkward. When he scanned the plates, he realized these things probably knew more about him than he knew about seafood. 

“Scallops with corn chowder, grilled halibut with peach and pepper salsa, shrimp salad and Mediterranean vegetable selection.” 

“Thank you, Daisy,” Dyonne said, and a slight twitch of her index finger made Daisy bow her head and silently leave the room. 

“What do they do during their free time? When they don’t run the butler program, I mean,” asked Hugo, sending down one glass of lemonade after another to ease his headache after last night’s party. 

“Daisy spends most of her time with the animals. She used to be a dog trainer, so for her, my little zoo with the surrounding arboretum is the best hiding place,” Dyonne answered. She leaned back in her chair and the sun formed a halo around her deep red hair. This time no makeup or fake accessories overshadowed her natural beauty. 

Her eyes rested long on Hugo, so long that the hair on his nape prickled. He wouldn’t have been surprised if a group of scientists on the opposite side of the room were analyzing an X-ray of his skull. 

That’s how deeply Dyonne’s curious look dug into Hugo. 

Am I being tested right now? As the idea ran through his mind, his tie seemed to tighten around his neck. It’s possible. Maybe this is the real job interview, and if I mess it up — pow! Out from the Canaan. I can’t let that happen. 

Dyonne neatened her black summer dress and crossed her legs in such a way that the fabric slid up on one side, revealing her thigh. 

“As for Mr. Huttler . . . who knows? He likes to mess with old manuscripts, translating them from Yiddish and Sanskrit. But he’s too reserved to blab about his research,” she said. 

After a second of silence, she gave Hugo another cryptic look and raised her hands, interweaving her fingers to make a loose bun on the top of her head. Hugo locked his eyes onto Dyonne’s armpits. 

I’d die for that smooth hollow. If I could just lick it slowly . . . 

“Enough small talk, dear, it’s almost noon!” said Dyonne. “Let’s get down to business, okay? Do you want to hear a part from my next novel?” 

“That would be an honor,” Hugo said truthfully. He’d read all of her books, and then reread them until he knew them almost by heart. 

Dyonne walked to a wooden cabinet with what seemed like a thousand drawers and browsed amongst the manuscripts. Currently, she was barefoot. After last night’s royal parade, she’d transformed from party princess into Pocahontas. Now, she rested one foot upon the other in a flamingo-like pose, her forehead wrinkled in deep concentration as her gaze rolled across each line on the pages. 

“This will do it. It’s a follow up to my previous book.” 

Then she sat down in a leather armchair in front of him only a meter away, spreading her legs slightly. Hugo found that she wasn’t wearing any panties. 

Oh my God! Did she just do that intentionally? Hugo wondered with a strange mixture of embarrassment and excitement. 

After a transient smile, Dyonne started to read. 


* * *


Not one star shone tonight for Zatari’s last road. The mud softened the skin on his feet, thorns dug into his flesh with every step. The masked men gave him one last push, then he was inside the labyrinth with the iron gate slowly closing behind him. Zatari could see one guard holding a torch for the other, who groaned under his hood, straining from the effort to reel in the heavy chains. The metal spikes bit into the ground, and then the gate sealed shut, once and for all. The guard with the torch waved at him before both men vanished into the woods. Zatari was all alone. 

No scapegoats had ever escaped from this labyrinth before. Leprosy had stricken his tribe, but he, of all the men, had remained untouched. Therefore, he had to be the evil that had brought this curse upon them; the one with Satan’s kiss on his forehead. 

Through his fifteen years of life, he’d always felt separated from the others. Not once had his own people dared to approach him; no one had ever laid a hand on him, not even his own mother. That’s how odd he was, the white child among the many black men. The albino. 

His skin’s radiant sheen glowed in the unforgiving blackness. 

Tonight, he was the sacred offering for the Creature that nobody’s ever seen before. Only the legends – oh, those inenarrable legends

– painted the horror and strengthened the old law: whenever sickness struck the tribe, one virgin boy had to be sent into the labyrinth to soothe the wrath of the Creature. 

Every step could hide a trap, and Zatari wasn’t able to fight. His hands had been tied together in front of him, and the ropes tightened with every move. All paths seemed to lead to yet another familiar intersection: mountain-high stone walls along the sides with hedges taller than he was. Animals shook the branches and lifted their glowing eyes at him. But only when he’d chosen a path did they dart out from the leaves and disappear in the opposite direction, leaving nothing behind but a creepy silence and the trace of an unusually sweet scent that permeated through the whole labyrinth. 

At some point, this scent became more intense, and Zatari sniffed in air trying to track the source. A giant crack sat in the hedge, as if a rhinoceros had broken through there. 

The crack led into a clearing, whose ground was covered with dark-colored flowers emitting the smell. A few meters ahead, sparkles darted through the air, and their evanescent gleam attracted the young boy, but as he approached these sparkles, they vanished. He reached out into the darkness, fingers touching something light and sticky, then pulled back his hand against a resistance that became stronger with every move. Elastic strings of a master web had caught him. Maybe his panic, or maybe simple human idiocy, made him fight the web’s force, and his limbs quickly became entangled in the gluey trap. 

“No, no, let me go,” Zatari cried. 

He heard the sound of a rope being sliced and as he turned, a shadowy, black arm retreated into the darkness. His hands were now unbound, but stuck in the web, spread apart. 

The ground shook under his feet, and all around him, the edges of the clearing started to rise and close above him. He was in a cave with a sickeningly sweet fragrance. 

I’m in a flower trap, he thought. 

“Welcome to the labyrinth, young man,” a voice said above him. 

Then a dark shadow started to descend, larger than any man Zatari had ever seen. Except, it was not a man. A rope of silvery silk trailed out of one gland, and eight legs moved around the half-woman, half-spider creature. It rotated slowly until one of its many furry legs touched the ground. 

“What’s your name?” it asked. 

“Zatari.” 

“Do you feel pain?” 

“No,” Zatari replied. 

The Creature came closer, its feminine torso tilted toward him. She had six human-like eyes, all glowing red. 

Fright numbed Zatari and he screamed, endlessly screamed, but he couldn’t hear any sounds out of his mouth. 

The Creature’s jaws opened, then clamped down onto Zatari’s shoulder. When it leaned back, a puncture wound had been left on his skin, green liquid dripping from it. 

“And now?” the Creature asked. 

Venom, Zatari realized, but he was too weak to speak as the poison flowed through his blood, spreading fast. His vision became blurry with only shadows, spots, and dots that created a few vague images in his mind. Spider legs grabbed him, peeled his clothes from his paralyzed body. 

Only at his waist he now felt something that resembled pain, yet not unbearable. One section of the Creature’s black body was red near what almost seemed like its stomach but with a hole in the middle of it and pink skin surrounding it. The Creature simply grabbed Zatari at the waist, raised him up from the ground. He caught a glimpse of his nude self. His penis was hard. The Creature easily pushed his penis into its hole, and moans drifted from its mouth. Moans, similar to a woman who was aroused. 

Zatari had never been with a woman before, so he had no idea how it felt to be inside a woman’s vagina. This hole was wet and sweet with muscles that convulsed, massaging him in such an arousing way as he slid in and out of the Creature. The legs held him close. 

Six fiery eyes stared into his own half-closed ones, and as the rhythmic moves accelerated, the Creature forced its big tongue into Zatari’s mouth, its torso seesawing with his body. . 

He tried to hold himself back, but the Creature squeezed him tighter, pushed its tongue deeper down his throat until Zatari ejaculated hard into the Creature. 

The Creature laughed and threw Zatari’s head back, and Zatari hung helplessly between its many legs while semen dripped from the tip of his penis and onto the ground. 

“Your offering has been accepted, Zatari,” said the Creature, and it opened its mouth wide — so wide that Zatari could see the yawning darkness inside. Then its lips closed around his head. Zatari struggled for air, as the squeezing grew worse and worse – until he heard a crack . . . and the Creature knew it didn’t have to squeeze him any longer. Teeth elongated out of its puffy gums, pierced into Zatari’s flesh, then the Creatures gave one strong pull. Zatari’s head started detaching from his neck, vein by vein. 


* * *

Dyonne looked up from her papers. 

“It’s still a rough draft, so I hope I haven’t disappointed you too much.” 

“No, not at all,” Hugo answered, now with a massive hard on inside his pants. 

“Yeah? I’m delighted, then. But it needs some polishing. Would you be so sweet and take it with you? I’d like you to make it more believable. It lacks a man’s perspective, you know.” 

Somewhere in back of his mind, Hugo suspected Dyonne was once a male, too. But right now, he could see nothing but her pussy, still exposed to his hungry look. 

Dyonne closed her legs. 

“Feel free to make comments on this one.” 

“But it’s a handwritten manuscript, I shouldn’t —” 

“Shh.” Dyonne placed her finger to his lips. “Just do as I said. Be a good boy, Hugo.” 

He didn’t know what to say or do. All of the blood had concentrated into his manhood. Dyonne looked down at his erection. 

“I’m happy to see the direct effect of my words. It makes me want to write even harder.” 

Hugo closed the door behind him, turned on the tap in the bathroom. 

Soon, he sank his body into a bath full of sweet, fruity-scented bubbles. With his eyes closed and hands wandering freely, he imagined himself caught in Dyonne’s web: She pulls me closer, so close, I can feel her warm pussy in my palm, and I lose myself in her six red eyes as she shows me her tales of the flesh. . . . 

Chapter Four

Ways of Seduction



Hugo walked down the empty hallway, steps echoing like main characters’ shoes shuffle on centuries-old stairs in Gothic movies. 

The balcony was deserted; only the willow trees swayed in the growing wind. Dyonne’s study was right next to the balcony. 

Over the heavy wooden door hung a gold-plated sign that read: Lasciate ogne speranza, voi ch'intrate. Hugo rested his gaze on the foreign script for a moment before he knocked. 

“Come in,” said Dyonne’s deep voice from inside. Hugo entered. 

Dyonne was sitting behind a pile of her books, one of which lay open to the first page while she raced her pen through its lines. Hugo cleared his throat. 

“I brought back your manuscript. Would you like to go through my suggestions?” 

“Not now, honey,” she answered. “Today is about you.” And she closed the book in front of her. 

Whoa! When was the last time anyone told me something like that? 

“Thank you, Dyonne. So, what does that sign over your door mean?” 

“It’s a quote from Dante Alighieri’s Inferno. Do you know what he says when he passes through the gates of Hell?” 

Shit, classic literature. Hugo blushed and made a guess. “Abandon all hope, ye who enter here?” 

Dyonne nodded. “Good guess, and correct answer. Am I right in believing you lack proper education in literature?” 

“Well, I didn’t learn it at university or anything. I couldn’t afford university. Besides, I heard you don’t learn anything there but dusty old stuff from snobbish pricks.” 

“Ignorance is not a valid excuse, Hugo. Only snobbish pricks believe they can create something out of a void. Do you know what T. S. 

Eliot said? ‘Good writers borrow, great writers steal.’ Keep that in mind, Hugo.” 

Hugo hung his head, ashamed, as Dyonne continued to poke at his sensitive ego. And this provocation led him to a big dilemma: Should he act humbly like an acolyte would, or be straightforward like a young talent who’s earned respect? The moment he’d met a brilliant bestselling author in her citadel of sophistication, his confidence had certainly wavered. 

Dyonne gestured for Hugo to take a seat. 

Are these friggin’ handcuffs? He blinked, more than a little shocked to see, on each armrest, a leather belt attached to a metal ring, although he tried to hide his surprise like a discrete guest who’d discovered the host’s cat had just puked on the carpet. Don’t embarrass her. 

Yet nothing could be hidden from Dyonne’s keen eyes. She emerged from behind the table, arms crossed over her wide cleavage, breasts ready to pop out of the tight top. 

“What sort of a writer are you, Hugo?” she asked in a seductive tone. 

“Hmm, hard to say. I mostly write inspirational stories.” 

“Oh, is that what you call them? Don’t be ridiculous. You write anecdotes based on clichés. You sell your soul for cheap puns.” 

“Excuse me, but —” 

“Let me finish. Do you know why do you have twenty thousand followers?” 

She took a mirror from her writing table, and Hugo lifted his brow. 

She writes with a mirror nearby, and I’m the one being ridiculed? 

“Look at your face!” she yelled and shoved the mirror in front of him. 

“Look at it! Smoother than a baby’s ass. Thick eyebrows with a dramatic arch, and your eyelashes . . . mere perfection! I could sweep my floor with them.” 

Hugo was deeply embarrassed and, well . . . slightly scared of what might come next. 

“Michelangelo couldn’t have carved better lines than yours — a slim figure with fine muscles. You look like a teen idol, for Christ’s sake! 

Now you grin, but when you smile . . . it melts every woman’s heart. 

Combine your thousand selfies with the sob stuff you write, and bingo! You’ve earned yourself twenty thousand chicks. I’d be willing to bet you obsessively check the number of likes on every post, read every fan mail one by one. Am I wrong?” 

“If you think I’m such a poser, why do you have me here, then?” And Hugo cast a dark look toward her, which made Dyonne chuckle. 

“Looks. Youth. Talent. You have the whole package. For me, that’s gone. Still, I’d like to own a part of it by being your mentor while you suck up knowledge. Win-win, don’t you think?” 

“I don’t know what to say. . . .” 

“Well, then. Let me show you how to really inspire people!” she said, and she pointed down to the handcuffs. 


* * *


Dyonne removed her scarf and blindfolded Hugo effortlessly. 

She’s a pro, Hugo thought as the belts slowly tightened around his wrists, though he was surprised when his ankles were also cuffed. 

She might as well slit my throat next. Being vulnerable confused Hugo; his mind protested, yet his body reacted in strong excitation. 

“Tell me what you sense,” said Dyonne. “First taste, then bite. 

Describe the experience.” 

A tiny thing touched his lips, its smell very distinctive. 

“It’s a strawberry,” he said. “It’s red.” 

“Do you see it?” 

“No.” 

“Then tell me what you really sense. Don’t cheat.” 

“I feel . . . a soft, curvy thing with little bumps all over it. It smells . . . 

sweet.” 

A hand grabbed the armchair and his legs were pulled out while the backside of the chair bent backwards, turning it into a makeshift bed. 

With his hands and legs still strapped to the sides, he lay there, jerking helplessly like a bug stuck on its back. Hands unbuttoned his shirt, unbuckled his belt, and after a few confident moves, Dyonne had him half-stripped down. A cool breeze ran across his naked chest. 

His trousers came next, rolled down to his knees. 

“What are you doing?” he asked. 

“You need a little motivation,” answered Dyonne, and she removed the belt from Hugo’s jeans. 

Not again! Hugo thought while his blood raced downwards. His body had reacted fast and easily — too easily. 

One more pull and his underwear came off, too. 

“Jesus!” 

“Jesus won’t do much for you now. Have you heard of Marquis de Sade, dear?” 

Of course Hugo had heard of him. That psycho writer who spent most of his life in prisons and asylums and wrote some serious porn stuff. 

“The Frenchman with the sadomasochistic novels?” he asked. 

“Exactly. The term ‘sadism’ is derived from his name. Now you’ll learn how to extract the essence of things through pain.” Her voice was threatening and slightly shaky, but her hands weren’t as she caressed his chest with her fingernails. Then she stopped, and the air filled with a tense, nervous waiting. 

Whack! 

Hugo’s body convulsed. 

“Argh!” 

“Describe!” Dyonne shouted. 

“You just hit me . . . with the belt. It hurt!” 

Whack! 

“Describe!” she shouted again, voice filled with a growing frustration. 

“It pinched my skin . . . in a long line. A burning sensation in that area. Cold sweat on my back; I’m shivering. It’s . . . unpleasant.” 

“Is it now?” she asked wryly. Another smack followed. And another. 

“Stop it!” Hugo cried, imagining how the belt would leave red marks across his skin. Already his bruise was pulsating. Would the next hit be on his nipples, or worse, on his crotch? 

“Please, Dyonne, stop it!” 

“Not yet!” She struck again, and Hugo flinched. “Describe, damn it! 

Am I the first one to hit you?” 

Hugo stiffened at the question. 

“No,” he replied. “That’s why you should stop. This gives me creeps.” 

“Why? Who hit you?” 

She smacked him harder this time. 

“My dad — he was an abusive asshole.” 

“How did he hit you?” 

“With books. Shoes. Cables. Belts. When I stuttered, he thunked me on the head. When I skipped school, he waited for me with my geography atlas in hand, ready to hit me. Or that time when I forgot to buy food, he pulled the toaster out of the socket and whipped me with the cord until I neighed like a horse. One time, he woke me up by stepping on my face with his muddy boots. Whenever he was drunk, he tore out my hair and slapped me numerous times. Even in his sleep, he banged me with his elbow to get more space in bed. 

We couldn’t afford separate beds at the time, and . . .” 

Hugo choked on his last sentence, his words dissolving into mostly groaning vowels and sobbing. 

Silence . . . and the belt didn’t strike again. 

Instead, something soft touched his face while Dyonne wiped his tears off with her hand. 

“Taste again,” she whispered. “How does the strawberry taste?” 

“Like . . . reward,” Hugo whispered back. “Its cool juice wets my dry mouth, and my salty, bitter saliva clashes with its fresh, powerful taste. It tastes like . . . love.” 

Hugo swallowed the last bite of the strawberry. 

“Let me taste love, too,” said Dyonne, and her lips pressed against Hugo’s. At first, she tasted like aromatized lipstick — pineapple. She sucked on Hugo’s upper lip, then circled with her tongue and delved it into his mouth. At once, the darkness of his mind filled with wondrous pictures. Weight settled down onto his waist. She sighed. 

He sighed. Hugo was inside her pussy. 

“How does this feel?” she asked. 

“Feels like . . . home,” Hugo replied and let her strokes, her kisses, and her rocking moves wash through his senses. 

Chapter Five

Darker Tones



The glass terrace had a full view of the arboretum. Daisy’s pale, boyish legs raced up and down between the plantations as she shoveled earth and watered with a hose, and not once did she look in Hugo and Dyonne’s direction. It was her day off. 

Hugo, on the other hand, had no day off since he’d arrived at the Villa. Only work, work, and more work for forty-seven days straight, cut from civilization, with not one computer in sight. Even the phones had vanished, as if they’d never been invented. The Villa received no guests, and they got no mail. Dyonne’s Irish Wolfhounds guarded the gates, and security guards stood under the grinning gargoyles, twenty-four seven. 

“Communication with the outside world is handled by Mr. Huttler. 

He’ll let you know if there’s something going on in your social media feeds,” said Dyonne after Hugo’s complaint. 

“Is he monitoring my public sites? But I have a phone, a mailbox. 

And I told no one that I left. What if the police are looking for me?” 

Dyonne giggled, though in a strange, monotone way; a dishonest laugh, shadowed by frustration. 

“Hugo, let us handle these things. You have nothing to worry about. 

Even Seymour knows that you’re busy.” 

“How — ?” 

“Don’t interrogate me. You signed your contract. The terms were laid out in black and white. Don’t chicken out now, days before the deadline.” 

Hugo looked at the pile of papers by their legs. Seemed to him that an untraceable transportation system was somewhere in the Villa, landing manuscripts at the most unsuspecting of places. The stacks moved around invisibly, following him day and night, haunting him in his dreams where decapitated men stood nearby while he edited Dyonne’s wicked thoughts. Once, he even found a new chapter lying next to the toilet, like a good morning read, ready for its third revision. 

Dyonne’s mood swings had intensified; she no longer asked, just demanded, and all of her orders were masked as fake requests and transparent manipulation. She had maniac depression and it was impossible to tell which extreme she’d be in and when it would veer round. 

“Are you happy with your clothes, dear?” she asked Hugo. 

“Completely,” he answered, though he only saw typos and cut-off heads, and wrote notes wildly on the separatrix. 

“I’m not,” she said. “They depress me.” 

She kneeled on top of the desk, and with her bare legs blocking Hugo’s vision, he looked up with a zoned-out face. 

“Let’s give you some color,” said Dyonne. 

A red marker lay next to the papers. She removed the cap, breathed in its scent. Then her fingers rested under Hugo’s chin. 

“What are you doing?” he asked. 

“Oh, don’t be a bore,” she answered. The pen’s semi-alcoholic smell startled Hugo a bit, but he didn’t move while she painted his lips a Sauvignon red. He even let her dress him in her pink cashmere pullover. 

“There, there. Do you like it?” Dyonne asked with girlish excitement. 

Hugo nodded, though he hated it. But disappointing or arguing with Dyonne wasn’t in his job description. Not when a bad move on his side could cause an outburst from Dyonne, delaying the edits on the last chapters. 

Hugo turned a page 90 degrees to the left. Straight lines of rushed handwriting trailed each other in an endless stream. 

Prison bars, Hugo realized. Two-dimensional linear cages of her perverted imagination and serious graphomania. 

The pink pullover was too small for his neck and strangled him more and more, sending waves of claustrophobia washing through him. 

But when he tried to remove the pullover, Dyonne merely shook her head. 

“A-a-a, keep it on! It suits you.” 

And so it stayed while they both returned to their hypnotic concentration with only their pens and the clock hand moving as the sun changed angles over the glass terrace. 


* * *

At sunset, the doorbell rang for the first time in forty-seven days, and Mr. Huttler escorted the guests to Dyonne and Hugo. 

An old, grey-haired woman entered. She was tiny, not more than a hundred and twenty centimeters tall, and a young man about Hugo’s age followed her in like a puppy. 

“Margaret! What a surprise! And who is this handsome gentleman?” 

asked Dyonne, bending down to the woman’s level and giving her three kisses in the air. 

“This is Ulrich, from Sweden,” she replied in an old but crisp voice. 

“Opera singer. One of my students.” 

“Ah, so you still run your foundation for young talents? Very nice to meet you, Ulrich. I’m Dyonne.” 

The young man offered his hand. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Madame.” 

“Don’t be silly,” Dyonne answered, and she gave him a warm hug. 

One hand patted the Ulrich’s back, while the other slid right down to his butt. “He has good manners. Congratulations, Margaret!” 

They both laughed. Hugo, who watched the situation like a mute witness, now stood up and cleared his throat. 

“Ah, I see you are not bored yourself!” Margaret said to Dyonne. 

“This is my assistant, Hugo.” 

The midget woman toddled over to him and raised her hand for a kiss. Green and blue veins ran under her wrinkled, attenuated skin. 

Hugo pressed his lips to it, fighting down his disgust, and a kiss mark was left behind. Then he realized he was still wearing the marker

“lipstick” and the pink cashmere pullover. 

I must look like a clown, he thought, and blushed out of embarrassment. Too late for a save, though. 

Mr. Huttler still stood waiting in the doorway, discrete, like a ghost. 

“Bring us some absinthe,” Dyonne ordered, her palm still resting on Ulrich’s shoulder. 

He looks like a Nordic android with his dumb smile, Hugo thought, jealous, and his fingers curved into a fist. 

“Ah, Ulrich, what a beauty you are!” said Dyonne. “I’d like to hear something from you. Do you know ‘La Donna è Mobile’ sung by the Duke of Mantua in Rigoletto?” 

“Naturally, madame. It’s a classic.” 

It’s a classic, Hugo mimicked Ulrich’s high-pitched voice in his head. 

What a toff. 

Margaret pulled on Hugo’s sleeve and delved into an endless monologue from down under. Their glasses clinked; the green absinthe burnt their throats. While Margaret talked on about her new portrait series, Hugo could only see Dyonne stroking the Ulrich’s thighs as he chirped cheerfully in the spotlight. 

“So, would you sit for a nude portrait?” 

“What?” Hugo looked down at Margaret. 

“I like your slightly worn-out features in this dim lightning. It contrasts your young body very nicely.” 

“Whatever,” Hugo answered flatly, and before he knew it, he was sitting naked on the desk, leaning on one hand with his legs closed and bent in a half-sitting, half-lying angle while Margaret positioned him. 

“I want to grasp your femininity in this mermaid pose,” Margaret said to Hugo, who still stared at Dyonne and young Ulrich. Her tongue was now deep in his ear, and his fingers were busy playing under Dyonne’s skirt. 

But only a vague sketch of Hugo’s contours had been drafted onto the canvas when Hugo finally jumped off the table. He went straight to Dyonne, butt naked, and grabbed her by her arm. She hissed from the pain. 

“Can I have a word with you?” he muttered in a shaky voice. 

But Dyonne shook off his hand. “Don’t you try to control me! You are not in charge here!” 

Margaret quickly ran on her fat legs to Ulrich and excitedly whispered to him, “Oh, dear, what a scene!” 

“No need to worry, Margaret!” said Dyonne. “Clearly, my assistant has stripped off his manners along with his clothes. But this ends now.” 

“You might be my employer,” said Hugo, “but you’re not my mom.” 

For a second, the air froze as Dyonne processed the insult. Then she slapped Hugo — hard. 

“That’s low, even from you. You Echo Boomer retard.” 

They stood in the middle of the room, face to face with one another, their argument having burnt red on their skin — Hugo’s handprint on Dyonne’s thin arm, and Dyonne’s mark from her slap on Hugo’s face. 

“Good night,” said Dyonne with knit eyebrows, and she motioned him to leave. Hugo couldn’t detect the slightest remorse in her eyes. Only rage, with a crazy shine to it. 

Chapter Six

As Far as my Chain Lets me



Hugo lay in his bed, eyelids twitching while a dream unfolded in wicked waves of horror and action. One of his legs hung down over the side of the bed, swinging in a slightly asymmetric rhythm; he was running in his sleep, though his brain partially blocked the physical reaction. His hand rested on book by Sappho, the Ancient Greek female poet, and inside, a sentence had been underlined: “There is no place for grief in a house which serves the Muse.” A tear rolled down his cheek. 

Slowly, he opened his red, burning eyes, and for a few minutes, stared at the ceiling above. Everything was blurry. 

I’m afraid it’s still here. . . . For sure, it’s still here. No fucking way I’m going to cooperate in this circus. I want out. 

He looked over at a hanger that had been placed on his door, where it hung with a note. Hugo read it again, and everything that had gone down yesterday flashed in front of him. 

“Have dinner with me! The draft has been sent. Time for a celebration. Wear this. XOXO, Dyonne.” 


* * *

Daisy came in around six, holding a white silk jumpsuit on a hanger with a pearl necklace attached to its neck and a pair of high-heeled shoes dangling next to the garment. A complete woman’s outfit, exactly Hugo’s size. 

An hour passed, and Hugo couldn’t force himself to put on that costume. Daisy came back, looked at him head to toe. 

“You haven’t put on the chosen items.” 

“No, Daisy, I won’t wear this. I’m not a transvestite.” 

“As Dyonne’s assistant, you must follow the given dress code,” she said in a robotic tone with an expressionless face. 

This girl’s brainwashed, just like everybody else here. 

“Well, then I guess the celebration will have to wait,” Hugo replied, crossing his arms over his chest. 

“I was given the order that if you resist, I have to close this door and keep it like that until you reconsider.” 

“You mean, Dyonne told you to lock me up?” 

Daisy nodded. 

“This is insane!” Hugo shouted, finally losing his patience, and he headed toward the door. Daisy stepped in front of him. 

“I can’t let you,” she said. 

“Get out of my way!” Hugo pushed her to the side, but the girl pulled something out of her pocket. 

“I’m sorry!” she said quietly. 

At once, Hugo saw a can of pepper spray in her hand, and as the OC gas reached the sensitive layers of his eyeballs, the capsaicin took effect. Hugo fell to his knees, crying out in agony, hands clawing through the air. He’d been temporarily blinded, and for hours he thought he’d die on the floor, locked up, alone, like a dog. 


* * *

Twenty-four hours had passed, and the door handle still hadn’t moved. Multiple times, he’d banged on the door, swore and

blustered, all to no avail. 

So now, he realized it was time to do a little soul searching and explore his options. 

Let’s face it. I left without letting anyone know where I was going. 

There’s a good chance nobody even saw me leaving the house, and I bet no security cameras had recorded it. So even if Seymour or someone else had reported me as a missing person, there’d be nothing to lead them here. They don’t keep phones in this place, and it’d be a waste of time to ask for my own phone back again. What would I say? Where am I, anyway? If I left, which way would I go without money, and on foot? We’re in the middle of fuckin’ nowhere. 

Dammit! 

With a resigned sigh, Hugo took the clothes off the hanger. 

Desperate times called for drastic measures. 


* * *

What a frozen little hand, 

let me warm it for you. 

What's the use of looking? 

We won't find it in the dark. 

But luckily

it's a moonlit night, 

and the moon

is near us here. 

I’m sick of this jerk’s namby-pamby performance, Hugo thought bitterly. But Dyonne clapped ecstatically when the last tone had faded out, and Ulrich bowed in front of her. 

“Ah, that’s my favorite song from Puccini’s La Boheme! I’ve never heard it in English before. And Rodolfo is such a charmer, just like you, my Scandinavian wonder!” said Dyonne, and gave him a lengthy French kiss. 

Hugo, on the other side of the long dining table, hadn’t even touched his duck, and had let his sake turn cold. All he could think of was whether Ulrich had a phone or not, and whether he could sneak into the security room to call for help. 

“You seem very distracted, Hugo. You were supposed to celebrate tonight. What’s wrong?” Dyonne asked, eyes wide and innocent. Her fake eyelashes fluttered like the wings of a butterfly. 

“You made me wear these girlie pajamas,” he said. 

“Oh, you’ve become such a drama queen lately! Seriously, after all the work we’ve done together, after all the fun we’ve had, is it so hard to fulfill my tiny little wish? This is who you are, Hugo! Being handsome is one thing,” she said, “but becoming truly beautiful is an act of creation.” 

“Well, I was thinking . . .” And Hugo himself was surprised by what he was about to say. “I don’t think this is a healthy working environment for me. I’d like to quit and go home.” 

Dyonne didn’t reply immediately. Instead, she fixed her boobs, which were ready to pop out of the front of her heavy, leather evening gown. She picked at her teeth with one of her artificial fingernails. 

“This duck is a bit dry tonight.” 

Ulrich finished his sake with a big gulp, and dug into his food, chewing with an expressionless face as if watching a movie on a distant screen. 

Hugo was shocked by Dyonne’s reaction, and he continued with wild gesticulations. 

“Please, don’t misunderstand me! I’m very grateful for you giving me a chance. But I do think that you and me, this whole assistant thing . 

. . it just won’t work out.” 

Dyonne burst into hysterical laughter. 

“Oh no, boy, we haven’t started yet.” She stabbed a knife into the table. “In fact, we’re just getting started.” 

This looks bad. This looks very bad! And Hugo ran for the door, which opened automatically, the exit gate’s light shining about two hundred meters away. 

“Guards, don’t let him escape!” she shouted. 

Arms whipped out in front him, and two big men dragged Hugo back inside. His own arms had been twisted behind his back so he couldn’t move. Dyonne sauntered over to him. 

“Do you know what my father did to me when I told him I’d decided to go for sex reassignment surgery? He stomped on my cock so hard I almost passed out from the pain. Do you know what my reaction was? Nothing. He thought he’d won, the poor bastard. A week later I tossed him into a cesspit. He died a miserable death, and his body was never found. No man will ever dominate me. No man. Do you understand?” 

Hugo fought against the guards’ hold, but their grip was firm. 

“Do you guys hear what she’s staying?” he cried out. “She’s a freak, a psycho!” 

Dyonne pulled the knife free of the table. Her black gown swept along the floor as she strode closer to Hugo. She pressed the sharp blade to his neck. 

“Did you think all that killing in my book was just fantasy? Did you think I couldn’t end the lives of men in every chapter if I didn’t mean

it, if I didn’t enjoy it?” 

When the blade nicked Hugo’s neck, adrenaline rushed through his body. 

“Dyonne, why would you turn against me? I thought you loved me! I love you, you know!” 

“Liar! All you men do is manipulate! Alpha male condescension. 

Fuck it. Here’s the deal.” She cut a strap off the jumpsuit,and it fell, revealing Hugo’s right nipple. She rested the blade against it. “I’ll give you one more chance to prove you love me. Let us operate on you. Let me make you into a girl. Be my faithful, grateful lover. Or die, right now. Because I won’t let you leave me.” 

The room started to spin. Dyonne sliced off the other strap, and Hugo’s naked chest rose and fell quickly from rapid breaths as panic took over. 

“No, no, no! I won’t be your female dog! I won’t be your slave! Kill me now, I don’t care!” 

Dyonne shook her head and lowered the knife. 

“Hugo, Hugo, you have so much to learn about life. But I’ll teach you, don’t worry. You’ll be happy here. Happier than you could be anywhere else.” 

One guard shoved a handkerchief over Hugo’s mouth and nose, and a stinky liquid began to dim Hugo’s senses, spiraling him into some crazy dance surrounded by whirling phantoms. He was unable to physically scream, yet as he saw people dressed in white approach him with sharp surgical instruments, a muted scream echoed through his head, filling his mind with terror before everything went dark. 

Chapter Seven

Life Suspended



For two weeks, Hugo’s world was narrowed down to his living quarters: a well-designed, lonely prison. Once a promise for maturing as a writer, now a ditch for a torn-up soul. Darkness followed daylight, daylight followed darkness, and only this never-changing loop kept him close to sensing the passing of time. 

When Hugo first had the courage to face what had happened, he took a notebook out of his desk and wrote down his feelings. 

Although he felt he could not describe his horror, he still screamed with written words. 

The awakening was the worst part. Not only the repugnant memories of Dyonne’s metamorphosis make me sick to my stomach, but pain and painkillers give me constant nausea. It takes me a day to finally get a grip on what went down. I wish I hadn’t survived. I wish the night stayed forever, and no wakening followed. 

Every day a doctor comes for checkups and to sterilize my wound. 

He gives me injections, estrogen he said. The same bastard who removed both of my testicles and made me sterile for good. I look down, and I see the mutilation. I look into the mirror, and I don’t recognize myself. 

Hugo’s wardrobe changed. All the hangers with the fancy suites were gone. Blouses, cardigans, dresses, skirts, lingerie, stockings, sandals, and other female garments took their places, all in the colors of a girlish rainbow palette. 

This was his new uniform. 

About a week ago, keys rattled in the lock. Mr. Huttler, Dyonne’s sidekick came for a visit, wearing the same spotless navy blue suit –

or an exact copy of it – that he had on the day they’ve first met. 

“How do you feel?” he asked, sitting down by Hugo’s bed, avoiding eye contact with Hugo. He was still dizzy from all the painkillers, his fingers played with the strings of the hospital robe. For him it seemed, Mr. Huttlers androidesque features hadn’t changed during the months. 

“Shit, man. How would I feel?” Hugo lowered his head and shook it long. This was a new quirk he developed since the surgery. 

Whenever a strong emotion, like fear or hate him at the same time, he felt, he has to shake it off, although he knew it wouldn’t work. 

“I’m sorry to hear that. I came to inform you on some changes related to your position.” 

“I quit.” 

Mr. Huttler ignored Hugo’s remark and stepped to the window, turning his back to him. 

“As a personal assistant, you have performed so remarkably that you were given a promotion. Now, you are allowed to enter the library and conduct further research on Dyonne’s new book. Working title:

“Me and My Bitch Riding In Bliss”. 

“Pfff! You can all kiss my ass! I refuse to work for her. I’ll sue her, she’s going to rot in prison for what she did to me.” 

“I understand you are experiencing some hyperarousal because of your PTSD. It could be also the hormones’ side-effect. Now, you distort reality. Your imagination is running wild. Of course multiple witnesses can prove you’re wrong. That’s a fact.” He turned towards Hugo and raised his index finger in the air as if giving a lecture. 

“Another fact is that we know everything about your family and friends. Your mother moved to Minnesota not so long ago, right? You

know, winters are cold there. Cars break down easily. I heard dozens of people die of hypothermia every year. Tragic.” 

“Are you threatening me?” Hugo asked. He stood up, and faced Mr. 

Huttler, whose eyelids were half-closed, his neck bend backwards. 

They stared into each other’s eyes. 

“No, Hugo. I’m just stating facts. And, as a literary person, you can read between the lines. Now . . .” He took out some papers from his suit and laid them on Hugo’s bed. “Due to some unforeseen circumstances, the status of your stay became permanent and the job description has changed. You are not allowed to leave the Villa. 

Furthermore you’re admitting yourself to our medical care. We cover all the costs of your estrogen cure, of course. . .” 

“Shut up! Shutupshutupshutup!” Hugo pressed his hands hard to his ears, but the knowledge of getting forcedly feminized couldn’t be erased. He felt the change day by day. His hands dropped, all the strength leaving his legs. He fell back to bed. 

Mr. Huttler took a phone out of his pocket. 

“Before you get any ideas, Hugo, I have to tell you that this device is blocked. It only lets me to have one feature on it. Check this out!” 

He showed the screen to Hugo. It was a black and white picture showing his old apartment. 

“It’s live feed. Amazing, how much technology can achieve these days!” 

“Why would you put camera in my flat when . . .” 

A man walked into the picture. He lied down on the couch with a beer, pressed the TV remote, the screen lightning up his face. 

Seymour, Hugo recognized him. 

“As you can see, your friend feels very much at home. As you remember, you’ve sent him a mail just after you’ve left . . .” 

“I haven’t sent him anything. You took all my tech.” 

“We did this favor for you. In this mail you let him know that you’ll be away for a while ‘on a soul searching tour’, so he could move in if he wanted. Keys under the doormat, as usual.” 

“You spied on me before?” 

“Of course. Before we employed you, we had to make some background checkes. Did you like Tiffany’s little GIF? It was Dyonne’s idea.” 

The room began to spin. He felt like the entire Earth’s axis had shifted, and he lost his balance along with everything he knew. 

Mr. Huttler left the contract on his bed and headed to the door. He looked back at Hugo one more time. 

“I suggest you sign those papers and bring them to the library this evening. By the way this is your new uniform.” He pointed to the wardrobe where all the skirts were piled up. “Needless to say, it’s obligatory to wear those. By the way . . .” he said, holding a key to the door, “did you know Seymour is epileptic? It would be a shame if his meds would be magically switched to poison, right? Good day, Hugo. Wish you a fast recovery!” 

“Fuck you.” 

Mr. Huttler waved, swapping the insult away like a fly. “Alexander Dumas once said: ‘Only a man who has felt ultimate despair is capable of feeling ultimate bliss.’ Maybe it’s your time to shine now. 

Use your opportunities wisely.” 

He closed the door and locked it behind himself. 

Hugo kneeled next to his bed and clasped his hands in prayer. He never learned the exact words. 

Dear God, help me find my way out of this shitstorm! I have a recurring dream since the surgery. I’m a fighter pilot in the times of war. I carry heavy bombs on the plane. My thumb is on the switch to drop them. Please God, don’t make me push that switch again. Don’t make me killer. Because I tell you, I swear to you, I’m gonna kill everyone in this castle if there’s no way out. But there has to be one! 

Show me a sign! I beg you. Amen. 

He waited, kneeling by the bed for hours until he couldn’t maintain himself anymore and burst into tears. 

At seven P.M. he was wearing a lilac dress and clumsy make-up. His fingers rested on a button by the door. He pushed it, and a minute later the door opened wide. Daisy was on the other side, fixated on the dress on Hugo’s thin body. 

“Wise decision,” she said, and waved Hugo to go on. He walked to the library, and dropped the papers on Mr. Huttler’s desk. 

“Leave my loved ones alone.” 

Mr. Huttler nodded. 

“Naturally, Hugo. I’ll do my best to grant you the best possible working conditions, and this is one of them.” He looked at a hanging clock. “Oh, mon ami, how time flies! Please, join the others in the diner, they are waiting for you! Enjoy your meal!” 

Hugo wanted to throw up. Shout. Cry. But he was all dried out. 

Disoriented. A vagrant in a world with an offset axis. 

Chapter Eight

Dance the Night Away



Behind the canvas, the dancer’s silhouette moved to the Arabic music. The boy came out from behind the Venetian folding screen with low kicks and span to the middle of the ballroom. He tossed his head from right to left, most of his face was hidden behind a scarf, but his belly was naked. He wore a copper coin bra over his petite breasts and a multi layered chiffon skirt. A tribal belt swung to the percussion’s rhythm. He was twisting his torso in subtle ways, hands moved in flowing, sinuous waves. When the music faded, Dyonne started to clap. 

“Fabulous, bravo! Hella, you’re becoming better and better at this!” 

Hugo lowered his head and shook it sadly hearing that name again. 

He sat down and took off his scarf. He was wearing a leather collar underneath. He poured himself vodka, and drank the whole glass in one gulp. 

“You know what comes next!” Dyonne said with a giggle. 

“I will lick you until you come?” 

“Exactly!” she said. 

She attached one end of her belt to Hugo’s collar, holding the other one in her hand, and leaned back on the divan bed. 

“Just to make sure you won’t run away.” 

Hugo’s face was motionless. The GHB drug was working hard in his system. The more alcohol he mixed with it, the more he could forget of the previous night. The music helped him to get into a strange

trance and for a few short seconds, he could see Dyonne as a desirable, beautiful woman, just like in the old times. 

She stroked his head, even crooned a lullaby, what evoked a childlike image in Hugo’s mind. 

I’m at home in Texas, Spooky rests his head in my lap. It’s a dry summer morning, mom left to the hospital, dad is still out from drinking. It’s just me and Spooky. He holds his rubber bone in his mouth, but he is too tired to move after we’d played for an hour. I caress him, as we chill in front of the telly. My favorite cartoon is on. 

We mute it not to wake dad. Spooky and me. My good old friend. 

Dyonne gently pulled on the leash, and Hugo returned from his flashback. He kneeled in front of her and she spread her legs wide. 

She had a strong scent, a unique, sweet scent, like a dangerous flower that emits pheromones. As usual, she wore no panties under her skirt. As the white silk slid up on her thighs, she pulled the leash closer until Hugo’s face reached her vagina and his tongue started to circle around her clitoris. 

“Good boy,” she exhaled with joy. “Use your fingers for me.” 

He pushed one, then two fingers inside her. She became wet in no time. Her juice was dripping on the textile of the maroon divan. 

“I want more,” she whispered and handed Hugo the lubricant. He poured the transparent, gluey liquid on his finger, and put three fingers in Dyonne. 

“More,” she ordered and pulled his head back on her pelvis, until he could barely breathe. “I want it all,” she said, closing her eyes. 

Hugo poured more lubricant, smudged it on his hand, and with slow pressure his whole fist disappeared into Dyonne. It was tight, and it took the cavity some time to stretch to let his hand slide deeper. The movement awakened anger in Hugo, and he accelerated the speed. 

His hand was penetrating her so deep, she was screaming from joy

and pain. Her moans became louder and louder until she gave out one uncontrolled orgasmic scream and squirted on Hugo’s arm. 

“Lick it,” she whispered and watched Hugo as he cleaned her pussy with his tongue. 

“Lick it up from the floor as well.” 

For a second, Hugo stopped, their eyes met. Dyonne yanked the leash once, Hugo’s neck cracked. “Obey me, you dog!” 

The rebel sparkle quickly died. He bent down and licked all the liquid from the floor, the coins on his bra clinking mockingly. 

He was hell-bent to break free one day, but the leash was strong. So strong he couldn’t tell anymore where he ended and where Dyonne began. 

Chapter Nine

Bottoms Up! 



Hugo was sitting on the floor with the notebook in his lap, his breasts itching from the growth under his blue lingerie. Hot and cold flashes followed from the hormone therapy, his eyes burnt from the lack of sleep. A belt lay next to him. 

If I affix the belt to the lamp on the ceiling and stand on a chair, it’ll take only one kick. In a few minutes, I’ll be dead. To me, suffocation always seemed like a dreadful way to go, though. From the very second we’re born, we have the instinct to breathe, and this is the ultimate symbol of our existence. Killing myself this way seems too grotesque. But what am I, if not a shadow of a living person? My last few minutes would be a desperate cry to turn back time and undo everything. But no point in wishing that. And it’s not me who should die. I didn’t cause this. Dyonne and her partners in crime did. Their heads should be in the noose, and I should hold the other end. 

Hugo went into the bathroom, switched on the light, and stared at his reflection in the mirror. The last year had filled him with multiple layers of decaying memories from his old life, which now seemed distant and fake. His reflection stared back accusingly, while a deconstructed mind demanded revenge. 

A drinking glass stood on the sink. He poured water into it, gargled, then spit. The taste of sour hatred still filled his mouth. 

Monsters! he yelled in his mind, and smashed the glass against the edge of the sink. The tinkling shards sprayed out across the black glazed tile, while the broken remains of the drinking glass in his hand seemed so desirable. 

One fine slice across the neck, or multiple on my wrists? They say best to do it vertically, that way you bleed out faster. 

A book lay next to the toilet, open to the center. This was the last thing he’d read before . . . He picked it up and the letters distorted in front of him like how raindrops curve a sight through a window on a rainy day. 

The myth says, Gaia, the the mother of Earth got furious with her husband, Uranus, the father of the sky. She encouraged their descendants, the Titans, to castrate him. Only the youngest son, Cronus, had enough ambition to follow through with his plan, and he castrated Uranus. His testicles fell into the sea. The blood spilled into the water was the source of the Giants and the avenging Furies, and out of his genitals was born Aphrodite. 

Hugo dropped the book. This was a sign. Must have been. And he didn’t listen. No Aphrodite will born from my tragedy, though. There’s no beauty in me. I’m just a freak who could exit this life without a trace. 

His silent crying turned into hysterical sobs and nausea. He felt disgusted with himself. Hugo leaned over the toilet seat and inhaled the smell of stale water, then he vomited bile, but no relief followed. 

A bottle of detergent had been placed next to the toilet. He twisted off the cap and sniffed it. The stinky acid burnt his nostrils. He raised the mouth of the bottle to his own. 

“Bottoms up!” 


* * *

A minute later, Daisy, still wearing her uniform, unlocked the door and rushed into the room, while Hugo lay with his face on the floor in a growing puddle of yellow detergent. 

“Shit!” She ran over to him. “Don’t you dare die under my watch, you little prick!” 

Hugo reached out, caught Daisy’s ankle and, with a quick, strong move, yanked it. This caught Daisy off guard and she lost her balance, falling to the floor. Glass shards cut deep into her palms, and she squeaked from the pain. 

“This is the first honest thing you’ve told me,” Hugo said with a crazy laugh. “I knew my room was wired and you were watching my every move.” 

He jumped over Daisy and ran out through the open door, still holding the broken drinking glass. Daisy tried to follow, but her leg twisted in an unnatural angle, and as she put weight on it, the slippery liquid wrenched it even more. 

This one minute delay was just enough for Hugo dash down to Dyonne’s bedroom. The last place on Earth he wanted to enter, of course, but he had to act fast to keep his advantage. 

He opened the door, and there lay Dyonne, naked. Hugo lunged, grabbed her by her hair, and dragged the bedsheet out from under her. He whipped it around her hands, tightening it into a knot, holding her firm. 

“What are you doing?” she demanded. 

“You come with me now,” Hugo said. 

He shoved her out of the room, holding her in front of him, with the improvised handcuffs in one hand and the broken drinking glass in the other. They headed toward the front door. 

The guards were already inside, their revolvers aimed in Hugo’s direction. 

“Don’t shoot, you morons!” Dyonne screamed. 

“Thank you, gentlemen!” Hugo said and pushed the broken glass closer to Dyonne’s neck. 

The guards shuffled around the entrance, but Hugo managed to hide so well behind Dyonne’s tall body, they didn’t have a clean shot. 

Slowly backing up to the gate, he whispered to Dyonne, “You won’t keep me as your female dog. And you won’t lock me up ever again. 

I’ll slit your throat in a heartbeat, so don’t get any ideas!” 

Dyonne merely uttered some animalistic whimpering through her closed mouth. Already the glass was pinching her throat, making small cuts along her skin. 

It felt like decades for Hugo to finally arrive at the gate. 

“Tell them to open up.” 

“Open the gate!” Dyonne shouted to the guards. 

One guard took out a remote from his pocket and pushed a button. 

The wings of the metal gate opened up behind them, like Jesus opening up his forgiving arms for the magdalenes. 

Hugo pushed Dyonne to the ground and disappeared behind the stone wall. The guards’ hurried footsteps soon followed, and he ran for his life. 

He crossed the road, and within seconds, he was in the oak forest he’d viewed from the balcony so many times. The idyll vanished, and soon he couldn’t see more than a few meters around him in the pitch-black woods. Still, he trudged through the thickets until his lungs burned and his breathing had become a fading whistle. Then he collapsed to the ground with only the freezing wind whining through trees, the sky covered by tree crowns. Somewhere in the distance came barking. 

The guards let Cesar out, he thought, and he imagined how the giant Irish wolfhound would follow his scent. Hugo had no strength left in his legs, yet he started to run again anyway, deeper into the forest, until a creek crossed his path. 

Here, the dog will lose my scent. He prayed to God, whom he did not believe in anymore, and walked into the cold water. It was so cold that his brain confused the sensation, and it felt burning hot. He didn’t care. I’d swim through a lava-field, but they won’t catch me. 

After hours of dreadful running barefoot in the forest, he heard engines roaring. At the first streak of dawn he saw a car passing in front of him. He jogged the last hundred meters, the leaves cracked under his bloody feet. When the ground turned to concrete, a slight realization ran through his mind. 

I’m still wearing lingerie. 

But he didn’t care. His heart was pumping hard when a truck showed up in the distance, its horn went off when he waved it. It slowed down with squeaking brakes and stopped. The driver opened the door at the passenger seat side and smiled at him with a voluptuary smile. 

“Hey, babe, do you want a ride?” 

Chapter Ten

Under Heavy Distortion



A man in his fifties walked on the Oudezijds Achterburgwal with the muddy canal to his right. The water didn’t reflect the morning light, a heavy layer of clouds were towering over the Red Light Disctrict. He tightened his leather jacket against his chest to block out the chilly morning breeze and looked down at his watch: 5 A.M. A van pulled up next to him, and the driver got out, opened up the back, and dropped a stack of wrapped-up dildos onto the ground. The man widened his eyes and shook his head, then took a left turn. 

Soon, he ended up in an alleyway with an even more unpronounceable name, and slalomed the drunks who smelled like marijuana and pommes frites. When he arrived at a window illuminated by blue lights, he stopped and watched a dancer wearing a tight black lace dress. He took a photograph out of his pocket, looked at the picture, then at the dancer, and finally knocked on the window. The dancer shook her curly hair in frustration, gaze filled with life. Then their eyes met. The dancer recognized the man and quickly closed the shop window’s blue curtain. The man entered through the door at the side of the building and followed a narrow corridor until he found a set of stairs that led down to the basement. 

There, a few cabins stood separated by folding screens, where shemale dancers entertained their guests with lap dances or more, while other were more discrete and partied behind closed doors. 

He chose the bar and sat down next to the tiny counter. 

“Scotch, please,” he said to the bartender and unzipped his leather jacket. 

Soon, the dancer arrived, now wearing a red robe over the lace dress. Up close, he could see the more manly features under the smudged makeup. Photos tended to lie. He’d learned that much through his career. 

“Are you the director?” the dancer asked and signed to the bartender. In a blink, a glass of vodka landed right in front of her. 

“Yes, I am. May I call you Hella or Hugo?” 

“Hella, please. Hugo is gone. Everything what he represented, naivety, dreams, ambition, is long gone. And this one,” and she pointed at herself, “is finished with her shift. But I assume you didn’t come all this way to Amsterdam for a BJ, right?” 

The man laughed nervously. “Right. I came to continue our discussion about your time in the Villa. The board’s made a decision in the US; we want to go further with the project and make a movie about your experiences, but we need more than just your unpublished novel. It seemed like . . . how should I put this? Like an inspirational tale written under heavy distortion. Maybe because of the trauma.” 

Hugo – now Hella – laughed, and her laugh turned into a coughing fit. 

“Yes, that’s my strong side: inspiration. But if you want more, you should ask Dyonne for the dirty details.” 

“You know we can’t do that. Besides, you accused her of murder. 

Ever since then, she’s been on her toes with the press and everything. Imagine her reaction if we told her we’d make a movie about her hypocritical lifestyle, perversion, and tortures.” 

“I don’t want to picture her in any way, anymore. But if you need insight, I’ll give you more. Just one more time, then never again. And I’d like to remain unnamed. I didn’t run away this far for nothing. I’d like to keep the final remains of my peace. Is that clear?” 

“Crystal.” 

“What about the last line? Will you keep it?” 

“Yes, we will.” 

With that, Hella dropped the manuscript down onto the counter and turned to the last page. 

He’ll never feel safe again. But art must speak: through pores, through sight, through the smell of fear and imagery that burns into your eyes. 



 THE END

Introduction and Character Profile 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. 

 

Characters

 

Hugo Karr is a social media celebrity with his countless selfies and inspirational stories. His vanity is rooted in his looks and ambitions. 

His muscular body and darkly handsome, symmetrical features attract women’s eyes, but he needs to learn the hard way that inspiration arises from awful life experiences. 

 

Dyonne is a complex character with deadly sex appeal and evil brilliance, who prefers to create and dictate the terms instead of following them. Similar how she transforms her femme fatale look every day, she shows different sides of her personality to people. 

Troubled by her mood swings, she needs admirers and constant attention. Only having full dominance tames her down, but mutual respect was never really her thing. 

Transgender Stories by Yu Sakurazawa

A Slippery Slope in a School 

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series Sandeep is the 18 year old protagonist of the story. Sandeep is of average height (5’8), is slim and has a smooth face like a girls’. He is from an ordinary family and is at Somerset High on a scholarship. 

Sandeep is bright and has many talents. After accepting Richa’s offer, Sandeep eventually takes on the identity of “Susanna Marino”, who is purportedly an Italian princess sent to Somerset High on a student exchange program. As the feminization process begins, Sandeep discovers that he is transforming into a beautiful, curvaceous woman. Susanna’s charm has the whole school in its thrall, and in a curious irony, even her sworn enemy Sid falls for her. 



Dance Like a Woman 

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

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

“Minching Meena”, a female cabaret dancer. 



A Slippery Slope in an Ad Agency 

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series Zack is the 34 year old wild, unconventional and attractive protagonist of the story. He is tall, has expressive dark eyes and colors his hair blue. As the Creative Head and co-owner of leading ad agency Impressions, Zack has many admirers. His life has its share of schemers with his brother Ben and girlfriend Tania desiring

his feminization to meet their own selfish ends. By making a laughing stock of Zack, Ben wants to amass all his popularity. By feminizing him, Tania wants to satisfy her deepest fantasies. On Tania’s suggestion, Zack dresses as “Zina” to be able to write the perfect ad copy to endorse women’s cosmetics, dresses and lingerie. Slowly and steadily, Tania and Ben trick Zack into completely becoming Zina— with silky long hair, breasts and a pussy. Though Zina is loyal to Tania, she finds that she is powerfully attracted to her client, Daniel Garfield. 



None of the Nuns May Dress Improperly: Magdalene Sorority 

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

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



A Slippery Slope in Military Academy: A Frail Cadet 

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

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

Deepak embraces his deepest, darkest desires by opting to transform into a female cadet. He is ordained into femininity by being

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

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



Trapped in Circus 

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

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

‘Esplendor Circus’ comes to town. On the night of a show, the circus’s owner and manager realize that the star attraction of their circus: a talking parrot is missing. Alfred is tricked into wearing girls’

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

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



Unicorn and Hourglass: Subconscious Desire for Feminization 

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



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

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



Muse and Vampiress 

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

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



Unusual Romance at a Call Center 

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

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

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



Transposed on the Pyrenees 

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

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

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



A Slippery Slope in a Bank 

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series 26 year old effeminate-mannered, pretty faced man, Vicky Pereira wishes to marry his long term girlfriend, Edwina Joseph as soon as possible. However, his current job in a lesser-known bank doesn’t accord him enough financial security to take such a big step in his personal life. Vicky applies for the post of senior manager in a

renowned bank known as Trust Bank. A goof-up at the interview leads to an underestimation on the part of the recruiters: Vicky is now employed as a clerk in Trust Bank. To comply with the rules, he must wear a uniform just like the other clerks: a jacket with an in-built bra and a form-fitting skirt. Customers are uneasy interacting with a man dressed in drag, hence Vicky is ordered to undergo laser treatment for removal of facial hair and a tracheal shave to get rid of his Adam’s apple. Vicky is under the impression that his feminization is a superficial one, done only for professional reasons. However, his girlfriend Edwina has other plans and Vicky permanently becomes a girl. 



Everland: Beyond Gender & Species 

"Transgender Mystery" series

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



Medusa Locks: Feminized in Misery 

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



Trapped in Lunatic Femininity 

A hard suspense MTF transgender story. 

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

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



Relived Love & Justice 

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

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

also finds that the time is centuries back. She is a beautiful dancer –

a temple prostitute. 



Transgendered People of India: Forsaken Tributaries 

This is a non-fiction book about Hijla. 

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

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



Lilies for Ms.Tracy 

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





DIAMOND IN THE ROUGH 

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

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

Driven by the fear of becoming “the Freak of the Hood”, Renato wants to improve the situation and to fulfill his dreams. When leaves

the Hood behind, he becames a PE teacher and then proceeds his way to becoming a woman. 

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



Yumori of Kasuga Hotspring 

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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

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

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





Kyle's Feminine Roots 

"MTF Autobiography Story" series

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

 

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



Supermodel: MTF Autobiography 

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

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

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



The Triumphants and The Infradigs 

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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

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

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



Dreams Don't Die 

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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

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

Or will his dreams die a sad, lingering death? 

 

Queen Lysandra 

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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



Sam O'Yeah: FTM Transgender Story 

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

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



Ghosts Alive: Transgender Fantasy 

We are in 2030. Time travel has been made possible and become a luxurious way of tourism. The tickets cost a fortune, but temptation is so strong, that some people are willing to sacrifice all their money and belongings to buy a ticket, even if it’s one way. For those who make the jump anyway, there’s no return to their time. The trick of future travel: it’s not your body that travels to the future, but only your psyche and you wake up in a “clean body”, in a host on the other side. Time travel industry made the experience even more exotic: the host is always a body of the opposite gender. Lindsay and Rob have been married for seven years now, they are both in their early thirties. Their willpower and values have been in jeopardy since their son, Hadrian went missing a year ago. They have done everything in their power to find him, but no results. The couple struggles to stay

sane, both of them are afraid to accept the fact: their son is most probably dead. Rob is constantly suffering from the endless doubts and guilt. Eventually he cannot cope with guilt and grief, and decides to “jump”. Lindsay is left behind, and she has to make a choice, how far she would go to keep her darling in her life. 



Eve of the Arcane Waters 

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

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



A Feminized President: Losing Bet into the3rd Gender 

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

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



The Birth of Delilah 

"Gender Swap Fantasy" series

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

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

everything. Tyro is trapped in female body and goes through hell -

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



Abducted into the Third Gender: 180 Degrees Turn 

Hijra, the Third Gender

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



Forced into the Third Gender: The Champion's Bride 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

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



The Animal in Me 

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

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

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



Conspired into the 3rd Gender 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

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



Born in the Third Gender: A Truth About Roopini 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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



Dancers of the Third Gender 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

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



Underwater Escape: An Escape to the Other Gender 

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

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





The Kantuta Bond: A Bond that Swapped the Lovers 

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

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

[image: Image 2]

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



Enchanted into the Third Gender: A Truth about Lala 

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

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

Greetings from Yu Sakurazawa



Hello, everyone. I am Yu Sakurazawa. Yu is a Japanese female name and is pronounced as "you". I have been publishing

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

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