
Jess chose her husband, Pet, from the Husband Centre, when she’d just turned nineteen. She had 
moved out of the dormitory, and been living for a year or so with her neut flatmate, Liz, in a big flat
with three bedrooms. Jess and Liz enjoyed all the space, and although they talked about getting a 
third flatmate for the spare room, they hadn’t done much about it.

That all changed when Jess and a few of her friends visited a Husband Centre. They had decided 
to visit, on the spur of the moment, when her friends found out that she had never been to one 
before.

“You’ve got to see one, Jess! I first went when I was fourteen! Who knows, you might want a 
husband some time. Maybe this time I’ll find one that suits me!”

So Jess had reluctantly agreed to go. Even her married friends recommended it.

***
“The ones in this section are aged from five to fifteen. They will have been given up by their 
mothers at birth or soon after, as we all were. For the first five years they are cared for in a nursery 
for newborns, and they come here on their fifth birthday. Here, they’re being toilet trained and 
trained to wear clothes,” said their guide.

The enclosure was airy, open to the breeze, with trees and bushes dotted about. There were bright
yellow and green plastic pipes for the boys to crawl through, and slides and climbing frames. Here 
and there, there was a wooden seat. The boys in the enclosure were running about, in and out of the 
doors, or playing alone or in small groups. Some younger ones were wearing nappies, but the older 
ones ran about in shorts or trousers. One little chap had somehow managed to remove all his 
clothing and his nappy. He paused to pee thoughtfully, while an attendant ran across to him.

“There’s always one,” commented their guide.

“It reminds me of my first school!” said Jess in surprise.

“Yeah, doesn’t it? Right down to the peeing little one. But can you spot the difference?”

Jess thought. She pressed her hands up to the glass and looked at the boys enjoying running 
about in the fresh air, playing simple ball games. Some of them saw the visitors and came up and 
put their hands on the glass, and some even banged on it.

“Well, we were a bit younger, but… Oh, of course. No talking.”

“Yeah, and they rarely leave this section. They’re happy enough, though.”

The boys were running about making noises, but the noises were meaningless. Of course, males 
did not have the mental capacity to talk! A few words is all that they could manage at best.

“Let’s move along now,” said their guide. “In the next enclosure we have the boys from sixteen 
to twenty. Here we try to teach them some social skills. Eating at the table, with spoons. Interacting 
with women, neuts and each other. That sort of thing. It’s very hard for some of them, and some 
don’t make it.”

It was obviously more structured in this enclosure. The boys were in groups each with a neut or 
woman in charge. 

“What happens to them?” asked one of Jess’ friends. “The ones who don’t make it?”



“Oh, nothing that bad,” said the guide. “They get to stay here. We try to keep them happy. They, 
em, become sperm donors.”

“What happens to those who do make it?” Jess asked.

Jess noticed the boy with the brown eyes. He smiled at her and put his hands on the glass, and 
she did too. It felt like something moved inside her. She noticed that he seemed to have lost a shoe 
somewhere. He was slightly shorter than her, as all males tended to be. He had a quiff of hair that 
constantly fell across his eyes.

“Someone comes along, likes the look of a boy, and decides that they want to marry him. The 
girl then goes on a course, and gets introduced to the boy. If everything works out well, they are 
married, and she can take him home.”

Jess took her hands off the glass and the boy looked sad. She put her hands back again. She 
looked deep into the brown eyes, and he looked into hers.

***
Jess visited the Centre every couple of days after that. She would put her hands on the glass and the 
brown-eyed boy would rush over. Sometimes another boy would try to attract her attention but the 
brown-eyed boy would shove him away. Of course, the attendants noticed the visits, and Jess was 
taken aside and interviewed by the staff of the Centre.

She left the Centre in a very thoughtful mood. The boy’s name was Kevin, apparently. He was 
the same age as her. She spent the next week pondering the future and talking with her flatmate, 
Liz.

At the end of the week she went back to the Centre, and stood with Kevin, separated by the 
glass, hands on the glass, for some time. Kevin seemed to feel the conflict that was going on inside 
her, and when she left, she could see him standing there with his hands on the glass, looking after 
her.

But instead of leaving the Centre completely, she went to the office and filled in some forms. Her
hand shook as the pen hovered over the document, but she took a deep breath and signed it.

“You can back out any time. You know that, don’t you?”

She nodded.

“But what will that do to Kevin? Will it harm him?”

“No, in our experience, not at all. He might be sad for a while, but he will get over it.”

***
She took the course, along with three other possible wives. She wondered if it was intended to put 
the potential wives off, as it seemed to deal with all the possible ways in which things could go 
wrong. What happens if your husband gets sick? What happens if he somehow leaves the flat and 
gets lost? What happens if he injures himself or someone else by accident? The law and your 
husband. How to take your husband shopping. How to introduce him to public transport. What to do
if he gets scared by something? What clothes to buy him.

After two weeks she met with Kevin in person, with no glass between them.



“No touching,” warned the supervisor, but Kevin put up his hand and so did she. They touched 
palms gently, and the supervisor made disapproving noises.

Later in the week, they were allowed to walk around the Centre hand in hand with the supervisor
following closely. Jess talked to him. She told him about her hopes and fears, ignoring the 
supervisor completely. She called him Kevin, but he didn’t respond to the name, then one day she 
used the epithet ‘pet’.

He stopped and looked at her.

“Pet?” he said. “Pet?”

Then he said “Jess?”

From then on, he was always Pet to her.

Her course took a darker turn. What to do if he turns violent. What to do if he becomes distressed
or depressed or starts to behave strangely. What to do if things are not working out between you.

Then there was the course unit on sex. This one really had Jess wavering. One minute she was 
wondering if this whole business was a mistake. The next she wanted to take him into bed and… 
She learned that Pet had an implant that repressed his sexual urges. She also learned about a little 
blue pill.

“The little blue pill switches off the implant for around eight hours. Some husbands become a 
little insistent when they are given the blue pill, but we can adjust the implant if that happens.”

She was allowed to walk with him, hand in hand, outside of the Centre, with the supervisor in 
close attendance. Pet was amazed by the outside world. She and Pet were joined wrist to wrist by a 
metre or so of cord, but the supervisor told her that this was just a precaution. They went to the park
and fed duck food to the ducks, and Pet laughed at the way they waddled.

She was taught how shave him and to shower him. The male body was a revelation to her. Oh, 
she had seen pictures of course, but the real thing was different somehow. He giggled when she 
washed his delicate bits. She supervised him brushing his teeth.

Towards the end of the course, she brought Liz in to see him. The neut thought that he was 
lovely.

“You’ve got a good one there, Jess,” she enthused. “I’m going to enjoy having him around.”

***
In Jess’ world most babies were born as male, female, or neut. The neuts were born without sexual 
organs, but their bodies were closer to the female pattern, so they were usually given female names. 
They were as just intelligent as the females. Males were much less intelligent than the other genders
and there were roughly as many males born as there were of each of the other genders.

Of course, nothing is really as simple as that. This simple trimorphic sexual definition of Jess’ 
world leaves out those who don’t fit into the convenient groupings. Those whose bodies have the 
characteristics of two or more of the main three genders, and those who were simply born into the 
wrong bodies or born to love outside of the conventional male-female or neut-neut pairings.



This story is about a conventional male-female couple, and so the other possible couples, and the
triples and the foursomes, are marginalized. Jess and Pet will meet some, of course, but they will 
only play supporting roles in this story.

Which is a pity, but maybe some of them will have their own stories. It would only be fair.

***
Jess completed the course, and the Centre helped arrange the marriage. They were married in a 
special room at the Husband Centre, with Liz and some of Jess’ friends attending, along with some 
of the staff of the Husband Centre. Jess wore white and Pet looked as uncomfortable as any groom, 
in a suit specially hired for the occasion. Jess made her vows, but naturally Pet did not. When the 
celebrant signalled the end of the ceremony, Jess kissed Pet. She wondered how much of it he 
understood. She noticed that he had somehow lost a shoe.

Jess took Pet home, and life settled into a new normal. Jess took Pet to a Men’s Day Centre in 
the mornings and saw that he was settled in there, and then she headed off to work. She picked him 
up on her way home. Pet seemed surprised to be left at first but the neuts who ran the centre were 
used to the situation and after a few days, Pet accepted it, and was always waiting happily for her at 
the gate when she picked him up.

Liz and Jess had trouble at first getting Pet to sleep by himself. He was used to a dormitory, so it 
was strange for him to sleep alone. He tried to sleep with Jess, and when she refused, he tried to 
sleep with Liz. Then he tried to sleep in the lounge, but after a couple of nights he got the idea. It 
helped when Jess read to him, as we would read to a child. He dropped off to sleep while she was 
reading.

There were a few other little issues, like Pet wandering around the flat with no clothes on, but 
they sorted those out. They made it clear to Pet that he couldn’t just take a biscuit whenever he 
wanted.

***
One day they were sitting watching television, Jess had her arm around Pet, and he had his feet on 
Liz’s lap. Jess wasn’t sure how much he understood of the soap that they were watching.

“You haven’t used any of those blue pills yet, have you, Jess?”

Jess was startled.

“Well, no. I’m waiting for the right time.”

“Yeah, right.”

“I should really.”

“Yeah, because, otherwise, he is just your pet and not Pet, your husband.”

“But…”

“Are you scared that I might be shocked, buddy?”

“No. Well, I’m a little shy about it, Liz.”

“Well don’t be. If I was a girl, it wouldn’t worry you, would it?”

“What? Yes, of course it would!”



They dissolved into giggles.

***
Jess slipped him a blue pill with his evening meal. Pet started to be more affectionate to her almost 
right away, and finally she took him off to bed early. Liz raised her eyebrows as they went.

Jess got him to take off his clothes and he reached for his pyjamas, but she stopped him. It was 
evident that the pill was working. She took her clothes off slowly and his eyes bulged. She drew 
him down onto the bed and kissed him. He kissed her, and moved on top of her, and she guided him
in. Of course she was as much a novice as he was, and it was all a bit of a fumble, but they managed
it.

“Oh!” she said, as he started to move on top of her. He licked one breast and his hand stroked the
other. She was surprised how gentle he was.

“Oh, Pet!”

After they had finished, they cuddled for a while, and then he fell asleep. Jess kissed him with 
affection and gathered up her clothes and scooted through the lounge to her bedroom. Liz, who had 
waited up on purpose, sniggered.

***
Pet loved sports. Jess took him to see basketball matches, soccer matches, and once, a cricket 
match. It didn’t matter what the sport was, he loved it. Even the cricket match. Jess didn’t know 
how much he understood, but he sat there, absorbed, for more than an hour.

He also liked to walk in the park with Jess. They strolled arm in arm for hours, sometimes, and 
he and Jess often passed other couples walking together. Jess slowly made friends with other wives, 
and swapped stories and advice with them. She went for coffee with them. One or two of the wives 
were pregnant, and Jess wondered if she would, sometime, have a baby. The idea both attracted and 
repelled her.

She wondered what it was like, to grow a human inside her, be it male, female, or neut, and to 
give it up shortly after birth. She wondered what it was like, long ago, when children were either 
male or female, and were brought up by their parents, not the state. What a strange world it would 
be, where men were almost as intelligent as women! She tried to imagine Pet as intelligent, but her 
mind image of him kept morphing into a neut.

***
Everything was going splendidly. Jess was madly in love with Pet, and so far as she could tell, he 
was in love with her. She wondered how it felt to him, with his limited mental capacity.

Then the disaster happened. They were walking home in the dusk, just as the stars were coming 
out. He liked the stars. He stopped to watch a plane flicker through the night sky and she had 
walked on a pace or two in front of him.

That’s when the mugger struck. Jess was forced to the ground with the mugger on top of her.

“Give me your wallet,” said the mugger.

Jess could see her hard eyes above the scarf which hid most of her face.

“Give it to me!” repeated the mugger, shaking her.



“OK, OK. Let me up and I’ll give it to you. Don’t hurt me!”

There was a crack and the mugger collapsed on top of her.

“Wha… ?” said Jess and pushed the mugger off.

Pet was standing there with a branch in his hand. To the best of Jess’ knowledge, he had never 
picked up anything bigger than a spoon since they had been married.

Jess stood up, and said “Oh, Pet! What have you done? What are we going to do?”

The mugger groaned.

“Quick, let’s go. Drop the stick. Come on, Pet!”

She dragged him back home, and started throwing clothes into two suitcases, She tossed in a few
things that were important to her, her papers, his papers, her education certificates, their marriage 
certificate, and finally the bottle of blue pills.

Liz came home to total confusion. “What are you doing? What’s going on?”

Jess hugged her. “Pet hit a mugger with a stick. Knocked her out. We have to get out. You 
know…”

Liz nodded. If a male attacked a female, he would be castrated, which was supposed make the 
male more docile. No exceptions would be made, even in a case like this, and Jess just couldn’t bear
the thought. She wasn’t sure how Liz would take it, though she didn’t think her friend would stop 
her.

“Wait a minute. I’m coming with you.”

“What?!”

Liz shot off into her room. “Get in the car! I won’t take long.”

Jess hurried Pet out to the car. He looked bewildered, the poor guy, as she belted him into a back 
seat. She chucked their bags into the boot and waited for Liz. It suddenly occurred to Jess that Liz 
might be calling the cops. Just as she made up her mind to drive off, Liz rocketed out of the door 
and shut it. She dumped her bag in the boot and shut it, and climbed into the passenger seat.

“Are you sure?” asked Jess.

“Yep, I’m sure. Let’s go, pal!”

And just like that, they went rogue.


