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Chapter 1

Born under Enviable Stars
A tall athletic body. A posh house in Cuffe Parade overlooking the Marine Drive. At 44, renowned orthopedic surgeon, Dr. Nikhil Elias Lobo, had it all.
He glanced towards and smiled at the shapely redhead standing in the kitchen. She was scribbling on her notepad as she made herself coffee. His 27-year-old wife Danielle Bisset was the most precious possession in Nikhil Lobo’s life. He had met her the previous year during a visit to the Louvre Museum in Paris. Danielle had worked as museum staff. The museum was nearly closing, and Nikhil had reserved an early morning flight to Mumbai the next day. Danielle had helped him see the painting of Mona Lisa and the sculpture of Venus and Cupid in the nick of time, before the museum closed for the day at 5pm. A much grateful Nikhil had taken the gorgeous Danielle for coffee after the two had talked for hours. Nikhil learnt that Danielle had taken a course in English and edited manuscripts of English books during nights and weekends.
Nikhil himself had many feathers in his cap. He had graduated from the Mumbai Medical College, and subsequently, done his MS from Safdarjang and UCMS in Delhi. He currently worked as the head surgeon at Shetty College of Medical Sciences in Mumbai. He had earned a great reputation for treating patients with musculoskeletal injuries like cartilage damage, hip and shoulder problems, knee injuries and so on. He was revered by each soul who graced the earth.
Nikhil believed in providing a model for his patients by adopting a healthy life style, replete with a balanced diet and lots of exercise. His twinkling eyes, stylish goatee and flat belly had won Danielle over. Even after Nikhil had returned to India, he and Danielle had kept in touch. Three months later, Danielle had flown over. She and Nikhil had got married in a huge, flamboyant ceremony. It happened three years ago.
Just when he had thought that his personal and professional life couldn’t get any better, Nikhil heard that he was going to be presented with the “Best Surgeon Award” during a felicitation ceremony, which was to be held at the Bangalore branch of Shetty group of hospitals.
Danielle had decided not to attend the function. She worked from home and had a deadline to meet. She promised to watch Nikhil live from the comfort of their home. Nikhil was upset at first, but agreed with Danielle.
He flew down to Bangalore and stayed in the luxurious Oberoi Hotel. The Shetty Institute of Medical Sciences, Bangalore, the venue of his felicitation, was located about 20 minutes from the hotel.
On the D-Day, Nikhil dressed in an immaculate grey suit with a pink tie that Danielle had gifted him. He took a cab to the felicitation venue. The award ceremony was a showy one attended by politicians, stalwarts from the medical and other professions and of course, the media. After a brief speech by the hospital dean, Nikhil was presented with a shining golden trophy. He soon found himself talking to a dozen noisy reporters, thrusting microphones in his face. The sound of thunderous applause reached his ears. Nikhil smiled. He felt invincible.
A buffet lunch was organized after the felicitation. As Nikhil heaped mashed potatoes and chicken curry on his plate, a man ambled up to him. He was in his early 30s and wore a black suit.
“Hello Dr. Lobo, I’m Percy Pinto,” he said in an airy tone “you had fixed my grand mom’s knee a couple of years ago. The surgery was a terrific success. Good old granny can walk without the help of a stick now”.
Nikhil grinned broadly. “A pleasure, Percy,” he said “glad your grand mom is doing well.” Several patients came to Mumbai especially to see Nikhil. He had operated on so many people that he obviously didn’t remember the man’s grandmother.
Nikhil continued heaping food on his plate. Percy too got himself a plate and served himself meat and vegetables.
“All of us have immense respect for you, Dr. Lobo,” he continued “We think of you as God. My little nephew wants to grow up to be a doctor like you.”
“Thanks,” said Nikhil beaming. He was irked by Percy’s presence, but welcomed his praise. He found a table and sat down. Percy sat down next to him.
Over the next twenty minutes, the younger man prattled on. Nikhil didn’t mind. The conversation was flattering with Percy singing praises of him.
Every two minutes, Nikhil caught the eye of a well-known politician. Other well-respected doctors nodded at him. However, noticing that Nikhil had company, no one disturbed him.
After the meal, Nikhil was overcome by the sudden urge to get away from the noisy hospital grounds and retire to the peaceful seclusion of Oberoi Hotel. Just when he was thinking of booking a cab, Percy offered to drop him.
“Oh, no,” said Nikhil, “I wouldn’t want to inconvenience you.”
“It’s no inconvenience, doctor,” replied Percy smiling “my family and I owe you so much; this is the least I can do for you.”
Nikhil considered the offer. Taking a lift from the grateful Percy wasn’t a bad idea. He would get to the hotel sooner. Booking a cab was usually a hassle.
“I’ll take you up on your offer,” he said suavely. In a minute, Nikhil and Percy traipsed down to the car park and got into Percy’s car. It was a well-worn Alto, unlike the posh Mahindra SUV Nikhil drove.
Percy made small talk as he drove down the lovely MG Road. He talked about his family, automobiles and politics. He had an absorbing manner of speaking; soon Nikhil found himself hanging on to every word that Percy said. He came to his senses only when Percy turned into unfamiliar little side street, instead of the beautiful wide road that led to Oberoi Hotel.
He spoke up. “I’m not too familiar with Bangalore,” Nikhil said, “but I think you have taken the wrong turn”.
“Oh no, Dr. Nikhil,” said the younger man “I was born and brought up in Bangalore. Know the damn city like the back of my hand. I don’t even need a Google map or any of the other shit people use nowadays. This particular turn will take you to Oberoi Hotel faster.”
His tone was mellow, like a soothing massage. Nikhil found himself pushing his seat back and reclining. He felt he might fall asleep right there and then.
He was rudely awakened by Percy. The young man held an inconspicuous little pistol in one hand and ordered Nikhil to get off.




Chapter 2

Dirty, Mercenary Humans


His head was throbbing. His mouth was dry. Nikhil got off the decrepit Maruti Alto like a man in a dream.
Percy’s eyes were no longer friendly. They were hard and unrelenting. The sides of his face had tightened. He had changed dramatically from the person he was a few minutes ago.
As Nikhil processed Percy’s commands, he realized he had been abducted. Percy was currently ordering his captive to get inside the gate of a house in front of which he had parked. His tone was cold, almost gelid.
Nikhil glanced at the house. It was a neat square establishment, typically the kind of a house the middle class or the lower middle class live in. Percy ordered Nikhil to get inside. Nikhil obeyed him and entered the house. Its interiors were a bit on the gaudy side—cobalt blue painted walls, mosaic floors and low ceilings.
Percy ordered Nikhil inside a cramped room with a small cot. He ordered Nikhil to sit down. Nikhil did so like a man in a trance. He considered reaching out for his cell phone, tucked away in the front pocket of his suit, but Percy was one step ahead of him. With the trigger still pointing at him, he ordered Nikhil to hand over the phone to him. Nikhil reluctantly surrendered the phone. His most reliable contact with the outside world was lost.
***
 
The luscious Danielle was in a great mood. She had watched her husband live on television and could not help smiling. Nikhil was her every dream come true. He was handsome, well-to-do and above all, super successful. Nikhil was a philanthropist too. He often spoke of setting up dispensaries in rural areas where treatment would be made available to the underprivileged at low costs.
She couldn’t help blushing when her noble husband had dedicated his success to her. “I thank my wife Danielle for all my recent successes,” he had said in front of a million viewers, “she is the driving force behind my work.” The acknowledgement had made Danielle so ecstatic that she’d had a whole bottle of white wine with her risotto. She was now happily drunk.
Danielle considered getting back to her desk. She was proofreading a self-help book for a client and had forty more pages to complete. She could meet the deadline even if she had a half an hour’s nap, but Danielle decided against taking a nap. She wasn’t someone who pushed work to the last minute.
She had just sat at her desk and opened her laptop, when the doorbell trilled. “Damn,” Danielle muttered. Who was this nitwit who had decided to disturb her in the peak of the afternoon?
“Probably the internet service provider with his monthly bill,” she thought. Or the courier guy with the tea mugs she had recently ordered online. Or the television cable man, there to repair a faulty cable line. Couldn’t these people choose a better time to visit?
Danielle dragged herself from the study (located in the hind quarters of the house) to the main door. She flung the door open. At her door step stood not a service provider or the courier guy, but a statuesque fortyish woman dressed in a black t-shirt and trousers. Danielle froze in shock. The woman was pointing a small silver pistol at her.
“Get inside,” said the woman in cold steely tones. Danielle couldn’t budge or take her eyes off the pistol.
“Hurry” the woman barked “I haven’t got a whole day.” Danielle did as she was told. She wasn’t one of those smart people, who had great presence of mind during an emergency. In fact, all faculties deserted her now.
The gun woman barged inside and shut the door. Her hard brown eyes took in the cold steel flush doors, over-gleaming lacquered floors and high ceilings. The house was neat and immaculate just like Nikhil Lobo.
The gun woman said that her name was Sophia. She kept an eye on Danielle throughout. Danielle hadn’t done anything foolish like making a dash for her cell phone or heroically trying to wrestle the gun out of Sophia’s grasp. Instead, she eyed Sophia warily with her wide, green eyes, waiting for further instructions.
“So far, so good,” thought Sophia.
She led Danielle through the corridor, peeking into the rooms as Danielle did so. A huge drawing cum dining room. A spacious kitchen. Two huge bedrooms and a study.
She asked Danielle how many rooms they had on the third floor. “Three,” the terrified young woman quipped, “a bedroom, personal gym and my husband’s study.”
Eight huge rooms in total. Plus a couple of bathrooms. “Nikhil Lobo has done very well for himself,” thought Sophia.
She herded Danielle into the study and ordered the girl to sit down at her desk. She thrust her cell phone into Danielle’s face and said,
“I want you to dial your husband’s number right now and tell him what’s happening.”
Danielle was too terrified to argue. She took Sophia’s cell phone and dialed Nikhil’s number with trembling fingers. The day had been going so well; she couldn’t believe it had turned nightmarish. She heard Nikhil’s phone ringing. He picked it up at the sixth ring.
“Who’s this?” he said. His voice sounded breathless, as if he had been running a marathon. Danielle’s heart beat faster. Was Nikhil in some sort of trouble too?
“It’s me, Danielle,” she said, “the most terrifying thing has happened. A woman has barged into our home and is holding a gun at me. She gave me her cell phone and told me to call you.”
“Oh God!” Nikhil exclaimed, “are you alright, honey? I hope you didn’t get hurt.”
Danielle glanced up at Sophia. The latter stared back. Her face was hard, eyes expressionless. It was impossible for Danielle to guess what the gun woman was thinking.
“No, I’m unharmed,” Danielle reassured.
Sophia addressed Danielle, “I shall be giving you an account number” she said “ask your husband to transfer Rs. 3 Crores into it immediately.”
Danielle repeated Sophia’s instructions to Nikhil. She also gave him Sophia’s account number.
“Ask him to arrange for the money within 24 hours,” Sophia ordered, “otherwise, I shall put a couple of bullets into you”.
Danielle was chilled to the bone. In a quaking voice, she repeated what Sophia had told her. She could hear Nikhil utter another sound of shock and disbelief. He reassured her that he would arrange for the cash as soon as possible. Her safety was of paramount importance to him. Danielle hoped that Nikhil would ignore the gun woman’s warning and report her number to the nearest police station in Bangalore. The Bangalore crime branch would soon get in touch with the Mumbai police and the gun woman’s number would be traced. She would be caught in no time, Danielle thought.
Danielle realized that wouldn’t be possible when Nikhil said, “I too am being held hostage by an armed man. Clearly, the two are in it together—.” The line was cut before he could complete the sentence. Danielle hysterically continued to speak into the phone before Sophia roughly snatched it away from her.
***
Nikhil was irked, rather than alarmed. He and Danielle had obviously fallen into the hands of an amateurish, mercenary gang, who had abducted the two of them for money. He was sure that the gang didn’t have enough finesse to pull off such a complicated feat; they would soon commit a blooper or two that would attract the attention of the police. And into the jail Percy Pinto and his lady love would waltz into, and the incident would soon be a minor glitch in his and Danielle’s smooth lives.
Percy was looking at him with a half-amused, half-sardonic expression on his face. “Seems like you don’t care much for your wife’s safety,” he said.
Nikhil met his cynical glance with a severe one, “What makes you say that?”
“It is obvious,” Percy replied, “it has been a good ten minutes since she phoned and you still haven’t spoken about arranging the money.”
Nikhil crossed one leg over another in a leisurely manner. He was almost confident that the gang was an amateur one, pointing a whole lot of fancy weapons at him. Nikhil wondered if the pistols were even loaded. Even if they were, Nikhil was quite confident that the guys wouldn’t harm him.
“Arranging for such a lot of cash may not be easy,” he said “most of my assets are in the form of shares. I hardly do online trading, and will have to go to the Stock Exchange to sell the shares”.
He lounged a bit more on the cot and looked at the guys from the corner of his eye, “Will you let me get out of this house? I don’t think so.”
Percy sniggered. “You’re acting over-confident,” he said, “you think ours is an amateurish gang with only two people. But I have a surprise for you, Dr. Lobo! There is nothing amateurish about our gang.  We aren’t just a ‘duo’ either.”
As Percy Spoke, the doorbell trilled. A tall mountainous man of about 32 or 33 walked in. He was dark of color and demeanor. He reminded Nikhil of a sturdy black ox.
Percy presented the newcomer with a mock bow. “Introducing Eric Saldana,” he said in mock regal tones “He is the third member of our gang.”
Percy turned to Eric and said, “Dr. Lobo isn’t feeling threatened enough. He won’t transfer the money to Sophia’s account.”
Eric threw himself on the cot Nikhil had been sitting on and lounged about. The cot creaked under his weight. Almost involuntarily, Nikhil stood up.
“Oh sit down, Lobo,” Eric said holding Nikhil by the arm and pulling him down next to him on the cot, “the two of us can share a cot in camaraderie.”
Nikhil got a whiff of sweat and stale whiskey from Eric’s body. He felt a vein in his temple throb. “I don’t want the camaraderie of a boor like, Nikhil snapped, “quit this goddamn charade.”
Eric sat up straight. His face had grown grim. “He calls me boor,” he told Percy, “and thinks all this is a goddamn charade.” He turned an expressionless face towards Nikhil and said, “You know what, doctor. I’m in no mood for camaraderie either.”
With one neat movement, he had caught Nikhil by the waist and was pinning him on the cot. He signaled to Percy who hustled to the next room. He returned holding a 6 inch sharp gleaming knife.
Nikhil’s heartbeat sped by a notch. These hooligans weren’t going to slit his throat, were they? He pacified himself thinking that their killing him would serve no purpose. If he was dead, the gang wouldn’t be getting a penny.
Eric continued holding him down the waist, while Percy pulled his trousers and expensive briefs down in one neat movement. “Calvin Klein” Percy snickered looking down at Nikhil’s expensive underwear, “you sure have a lot of dough, doctor.”
Nikhil felt ridiculous lying there, dressed in a formal shirt, blazer and tie on top, while being naked from thigh downwards. His modest-sized penis turned flaccid and shrunk due to embarrassment.
Eric pointed at Nikhil’s flaccid penis and laughed. “Look at his prick” he said, “it’s the size of a bloody pin!”.
“Yeah,” Percy agreed guffawing, “his Frenchie wife couldn’t be having a great time--with that!”
“He’s so small, she must wonder if sex happened at all,” Eric persisted “can’t be much of an experience for her, poor dame.”
“Eric and I could go down to Mumbai and give her a good time,” said Percy winking conspiratorially at Nikhil, “she’d be more than grateful, I’m sure.”
Nikhil felt the back of his neck grow hot. “Shut your traps, you yokels” he snapped “don’t you dare talk about my wife like that.”
“We’re not talking about your wife,” Percy said, “we’re talking about you.”
“And your non-existent willy,” added Eric.
“It’s so non-existent that it might as well not exist,” said Percy. The jollity had gone from his voice. It had a lethal edge to it.
In one quick movement, he parted Nikhil’s legs. Nikhil was flabbergasted by the amount of brute strength the averagely-built young bloke had. Before Nikhil could react, Percy had brought the sharp knife down on his nether regions. Nikhil felt a sharp pain in his groin region and howled out aloud.
Eric released the grasp on Nikhil’s waist. Nikhil sat up and clutched his groin region. He subsequently looked down and came face-to-face with the unimaginable.
He had been emasculated. His testicles too hadn’t been spared. The realization finally dawned on Nikhil. He let out a loud hair-raising howl before losing consciousness.




Chapter 3

Losses and Confusion
Nikhil woke up 24 hours later and found his belly and upper thighs tightly taped and bandaged. His first reaction was clinical, “they’ve tightly bandaged me to prevent too much hemorrhage,” he thought to himself. He carefully sat up and examined the nether regions of his body. A spigot had been expertly thrust into the main orifice at the root of his penis.
Nikhil lay back and groaned. The bastards had emasculated him. He had been too quick and flighty in judging them. Nikhil realized that he was dealing with a gang with more malice and barbarism than he had realized.
As a doctor, Nikhil knew that his penis could be reconstructed. Men went through this often; Nikhil had heard tales of abusive husbands, treacherous lovers and vicious rapists being castrated by the victims of their ire. Doctors were successful in attaching the severed organs back to the body of the perpetrators (or rather victims, in their own right). However, the chopped off organ had to be reconstructed almost immediately or within a reasonable time-frame; otherwise, there was nothing that even the best of doctors could do to save the day. The victims were doomed to survive the rest of their lives as castrated males. They had the option of phalloplasty, but it would not revive the function fully and cost so much that it was out of reach of everyone except millionaires. Nikhil was rich, but not quite a millionaire.
His case went way beyond mere castration. The scoundrels had been merciless enough to cut off his balls.
A lone tear ran down Nikhil’s cheek. He and Danielle had been planning to have a baby that year. Danielle had been so excited that she had already begun getting a nursery ready for their future child. Nikhil started sobbing in earnest as he thought of the broad smile on his wife’s heart-shaped face.
If only he had taken the kidnapping gang seriously. If only he had coughed up that goddamn 3 Crores immediately.
He thought of the gang with deepest revulsion. They were sick, money-crazy hounds who would do anything for dirty wealth. They had no humanity in them whatsoever.
A sudden shiver ran down his back. If the gang was ruthless enough to castrate him, they may not be kind to Danielle. He dreaded to think of what Percy’s ally was doing to his wife. He had to fight back nausea as zillion dreadful possibilities filled his head.
Nikhil’s mind began racing. The ransom money had to be arranged immediately. His mind did some quick calculations. He had spent 5 Crores on the house, and thankfully had no more Equated Monthly Installments to pay. He had made a down payment for the car and everything else that he owned. He wondered how much money he had in total, tied up in fixed deposits, stocks and shares.
He guessed that he had about 3 Crores. However, after he paid the ransom money, he literally would have no savings. He and Danielle would have to sell the car and the house. She would have to support him for a while.
Nikhil’s mind rebelled at the prospect of living on his wife’s savings. Yet this was the only alternative available to him. If he didn’t pay up, this barbaric gang would do unimaginable harm to Danielle.


Danielle woke up to find her captor sitting across her crossed-legged, abstractedly smoking a cigarette. Danielle noticed that Sophia, the gun woman, had helped herself to some clothes from her wardrobe. The blue jeans and grey t-shirt hung off Sophia’s frame; she was much slimmer at the bust and hips than the voluptuous Danielle.
Danielle glanced at her, wonderingly. She didn’t know what to make of her captor. Sophia was overtly rude to her, but covertly kind. She had ordered Danielle to eat on time and also do her work (without using the internet connection). She had also allowed Danielle to take a shower, while she stood outside the shower cubicle, keeping strict vigil on Danielle through the shower curtain. However, Sophia routinely warned that she would “drill a bullet through her pretty head” if Danielle tried to “act clever” and cause her any trouble.
The hardness in her captor’s dark brown eyes frightened Danielle. Sophia’s lack of expression gave her chills. One never knew with criminals. Sophia could abandon kindness if Danielle failed to obey her.
Danielle wanted the whole thing to pass soon and reunite with her beloved husband. She wondered if Nikhil had yet transferred the money into Sophia’s account.
“Get yourself some tea or coffee or whatever you French people drink in the morning,” Sophia presently said in a monotone. She hadn’t enquired about Danielle’s preferred choice of drink the previous day; only got her a huge mug of black tea which Danielle hadn’t been able to bring herself to drink. This morning though, she yearned to drink something strong and made herself some decaffeinated coffee under Sophia’s vigilant gaze.
In spite of the kind of situation she was in, Danielle couldn’t entirely forget her manners. “Will you…have something?” she haltingly asked Sophia.
“No,” Sophia shook her head, “when you smoke, you don’t need much of anything else.” She took a long, deep puff of her cigarette as if to drive home the point. Danielle regarded her captive. Sophia looked tired, as if she hadn’t slept the entire night or the previous one. She had dark circles under her inscrutable eyes.
Insomnia left people irritable. “I better tread very carefully today,” thought Danielle.
“I am bored,” said Sophia unexpectedly, “bored as fuck, holed in here with a dull creature like you!”
“Well, stop holding me hostage then” Danielle couldn’t resist saying “I didn’t ask to be held captive!”
“Shut your bloody trap!” Sophia snapped, “take me somewhere, anywhere. You could show me the upper storey of your home perhaps.”
Danielle obliged. She sauntered out of the kitchen down the corridor and climbed a flight of spiral steps leading to the upper storey of the house. Sophia followed robotically, smoking her second cigarette. “This is a funny situation to be stuck in,” thought Danielle, “showing a captor around the house as if she was a visitor.”
She opened the door of Nikhil’s study and let Sophia in. Since Nikhil was a voracious reader, the place was replete with medical, legal and all kinds of books imaginable. Sophia’s eyes wandered around the room listlessly; Danielle could tell that books didn’t interest her. Sophia seemed educated enough, but not intellectual in the way Danielle and Nikhil were.
Nikhil’s personal gym held some interest for Sophia. She used the treadmill for a couple of minutes and tried a few weights. Danielle appraised her captor’s sinewy arms and speculated that Sophia worked out regularly.
After spending about forty minutes in the gym, Sophia demanded to be shown the other room on the upper storey. Danielle reluctantly took her to the nursery that she had been decorating for the baby she and Nikhil were soon planning on making. The gun woman appraised the teddy and stoke wallpaper-covered walls, the huge cradle and soft toys. A sadistic smile came over her face.
“Planning on starting a family, were you?” the question sounded like a taunt. A thin smile played on Sophia’s lips.
“Yes” Danielle affirmed “Nikhil loves kids.”
“Well, he no longer will be able to give you any,” Sophia said in a monotone. The hard look in her eyes had returned. She looked positively vicious.
Chills ran down Danielle’s spine. She felt her mouth go dry. What on earth did this woman mean?
In spite of her resolve to be nice to Sophia, Danielle couldn’t help throwing herself at the latter. She caught hold of the gun woman’s lean shoulders and gave her a violent shake.
“What do you mean?” she demanded, continuing to shake Sophia, “what have your men done to my husband?” She clawed at Sophia’s face and tore at her straight black hair.
She was tossed on the floor as Sophia gave her a resounding slap. Danielle hit her head against the leg of her future child’s cradle. Her cheek was bruised and the side of her head hurt like hell. She looked up at Sophia, breathing in a labored manner.
The latter was looking down at her. A mocking, contemptuous look had come into Sophia’s eyes.
“They’ve only done what the bastard deserved!” she spat.
Danielle crawled on the floor towards Sophia and caught hold of her feet. “Sophia,” she said, “my husband is a doctor. He is the noblest person I know. He has saved millions of lives. Why are you doing this to us? Just for money?”
Sophia looked away. “Yes, we’re doing this just for money” she said not meeting Danielle’s eyes “now for heavens’ sake, get away from me! Don’t make a pathetic sniveling mess of yourself.”
Just then, the front doorbell trilled.
***
Nikhil couldn’t bear to look at the men after castration. He felt their mocking eyes surveying his groin region. As a doctor, he had only been accustomed to seeing the vulnerabilities in other people. Having his own vulnerabilities displayed in front of others was new to him.
The captors handed his cell phone to him for a couple of minutes. Nikhil sold his shares, liquefied his fixed deposits and transferred money into “Sophia Pinto’s” account. Sophia Pinto was the woman who was holding his beloved Danielle captive. Nikhil couldn’t imagine that a female could be ruthless enough to gang up with two brutal men and torture an innocent couple. Who was this Sophia woman anyway? She shared Percy’s surname. Was she his wife, sister, cousin or some other relative?
Before he could wonder any more, Nikhil’s cell phone was seized by Eric. He put his Nikhil’s sleek Samsung Galaxy away in his own room (which Eric seldom left). Had he had access to the phone, Nikhil would definitely have called for help. However, that prospect now seemed like a far cry.
It would take some time for the money to reflect in this Sophia woman’s account. Perhaps the thugs would then let him and Danielle go free?
About 24 hours passed. Nikhil was more than sure that his captors had received the ransom amount. When Eric and Percy marched into his room, Nikhil thought they would release him. He was in no position to move much, but hopefully they’d dump him in some hospital from where he could be rescued by the police?
But the men did the most unexpected thing. Eric opened a small closet in Nikhil’s room and fished out an oval shell-framed mirror. He strode to Nikhil and kept the mirror by his side. He then retrieved some sort of a rucksack and emptied its contents in front of Nikhil. Lipsticks, clip on earrings, eye shadow and all sorts of paraphernalia that females used tumbled out.
What the fuck was all this? Memorabilia of the women the gang had killed?
Another possibility crossed Nikhil’s mind. Was either of his captors a cross dresser?
As Nikhil looked on goggled-eyed, Percy ordered him to put on some lipstick. It was of ghastly color, a particularly dark shade of maroon. Nikhil didn’t oblige at first. But the murderous look in Percy’s eyes forced him to.
These men were lunatics. It was better to humor them; otherwise he would be endangering himself and Danielle.
Nikhil picked up the revolting slab of lipstick and painted his thin lips with it. God, it felt awful. The cosmetic seemed to be years old and smelt musty. Nikhil ran a reluctant tongue over it. It tasted terrible too.
Eric then bent down and painted his eyelids a gaudy cobalt blue. He leered at Nikhil as he did so. Nikhil felt uncomfortable, but forced himself to keep calm. If he humored the crazy whim of these lunatics, they might release him sooner.
He took deep breaths as the men forced him to remove his shirt and blazer. Except for the bandages, Nikhil was totally naked. He forced himself not to feel self-conscious.
Then Eric continued to decking him with clip-on earrings, an artificial pearl necklace and bangles. As the exercise progressed, Nikhil’s face began to flush a deep red. He couldn’t believe a well-respected surgeon like him was being humiliated thusly by a couple of thugs.
The prospect of release helped him stay calm. Nikhil forced himself to keep a straight face throughout the vile proceedings.
When he was done, Eric thrust a mirror into Nikhil’s bangle-decked hands. Nikhil held the mirror, but avoided looking at his reflection. He wasn’t so weak that he would give in to every little whim of these thugs. He would deny the vile scoundrels this one little kick.
Alas, it wasn’t meant to be. Percy poised his grubby fingers under Nikhil’s chin and forced him to look into the mirror. The reflection in the mirror made Nikhil’s lip tremble.
His face was the ugliest sight he had seen.
Short-cropped hair, a goatee and rough swarthy skin didn’t go well with makeup and delicate accessories. He looked dreadful like the “Loathsome Lady” from medieval literature. As a man, Nikhil had felt he looked a couple of years younger than his chronological age. But when dressed as a woman, he looked like a hag.
His captors echoed Nikhil’s sentiments. “He or rather, she looks like medieval witches who were burnt at the stakes!” Percy said and sniggered.
“Yeah, I’m sure even the legendary Ugly Duchess was comelier!” Eric agreed and guffawed.
Nikhil felt his gut wrench in mortification. He felt weak and helpless, lying naked in front of a couple of thugs. He was dressed only in female accessories. He felt he looked like a trans person; with a missing cock and oodles of makeup, Nikhil supposed he was one now. Nikhil pictured his wife, colleagues, patients and the media seeing him in his current state and nearly went berserk. Much to his embarrassment, huge tears started rolling down his cheeks. His captors guffawed even more.
“Relax Lobo, even the mighty can fall!” said Percy.
“Even God can be knocked off from his pedestal!” said Eric in a steely voice.
***
The doorbell rang again, more persistently this time. Danielle almost jumped out her skin. The side of her head still hurt from the collusion with the cradle leg. Her cheek felt sore from Sophia’s hard slap.
She did all her shopping—groceries, milk and clothes online. Under the watchful gaze of Sophia, she had ordered vegetables, bread and curds from a shopping mall called Fit World the previous day. Sophia had received the supplies when the delivery boy came home. Perhaps she had ordered something else and had asked it to be delivered to this address. 
Danielle looked up at Sophia. She seemed calm and collected. Danielle was not. She was trembling all over.
“Get up,” Sophia said helping Danielle to her feet “pull yourself together and answer the door. And oh, act absolutely normal.”
Danielle nodded and made her way down the staircase. She was aware of Sophia following her from a foot away. She had half a mind to alert the person at the door that she was being held captive, but was only too conscious of the gleaming silver pistol hidden inside the front pocket of Sophia’s jeans. Sophia had pulled her grey t-shirt over the pistol so that it wouldn’t be silhouetted against her jeans.
Danielle passed the short corridor and marched to the front door. With a thudding heart, she threw the door open. Outside the door stood Dr. Sheila Pawar, a friend and colleague of Nikhil’s.
Sheila had been a batch mate of Nikhil’s when the two were pursuing MBBS. She had even dated Nikhil for a while, but the two had parted ways during post graduation when Nikhil had opted to do MS in Orthopedics from New Delhi. Sheila had decided to specialize in gynecology right there in Mumbai. She now worked in the same hospital as Nikhil and the two were still close friends. Sheila never missed an opportunity to subtly rub the fact that she and Nikhil were close in Danielle’s face. She also rubbed in the fact that Danielle, a “mere proofreader” wasn’t good enough for a top surgeon like Nikhil.
The supercilious attitude was evident as the portly Sheila waded into Danielle’s house, barely balancing herself on her high heels. In spite of the critical situation she was in, Danielle couldn’t help noticing that Sheila’s tight white trousers made her fat buttocks stick out even more. Sheila’s round chubby face, pouty painted lips and popping eyes had the effect of irritating Danielle.
“Nikhil’s nowhere to be seen,” Sheila observed breezily. “He hasn’t turned up for work since he left for the Award Ceremony. He should have reported 2 days ago. I tried calling him, but he isn’t picking up his cell phone. Hasn’t he returned to Mumbai yet? Did he suddenly change his plans?”
She strode around the house freely. Danielle could feel Sophia grow tense. Their eyes met for a brief second. Sophia put her hand on the pocket of her jeans, apparently reminding Danielle of the pistol. It was a quiet warning to Danielle that if she tried to alert Sheila in any way, Sophia would shoot her.
But there was no way Danielle was going to give Sophia away. By doing so, she would be putting her husband in further danger.
“No, he’s still in Bangalore,” Danielle was surprised at how smoothly the lie rolled off her tongue “sightseeing, visiting friends…generally, taking it easy for a while. He wants to relax completely; hence he has switched off his cell phone”. From the corner of her eye, she surveyed Sophia. The latter visibly relaxed. She saw Sheila give Sophia a brief curious glance.
Sheila’s porcine face turned to meet Danielle. “Oh that’s great,” she said grinning like a Cheshire cat. “Nikhil works too hard, the poor baby. After all, he has to provide a good life for a beautiful wife like you.” Her voice dripped sarcasm rather than admiration.
“I too work, Sheila,” said Danielle through gritted teeth, “It’s not as if I’m financially dependent on Nikhil.”
“Of course, darling,” said Sheila in a patronizing tone, “I didn’t mean to offend you. It’s just that I thought proofreaders didn’t make much money. Of course, I could be totally wrong. I have zero knowledge of the publishing industry.”
Danielle didn’t reply. Caught between the cold-blooded gun woman and the annoying Sheila, she was having a grueling time. She prayed for her nightmare to soon be over so that she could be reunited with Nikhil. They could then forget about Sophia and her gang, ignore Sheila and make their baby.
Pleased that she had managed to make Danielle uncomfortable, Sheila said, “Anyways, I should be going now. Rows of patients must be waiting for me at the hospital.”
She turned to give Sophia another openly curious glance. “By the way, Danielle” she said “you didn’t introduce me to your friend.”
“This is Sophia,” said Danielle, “The two of us met at yoga class.”
“Ah, no wonder the two of you have got good figures,” Sheila said enviously, looking down at her own blubbery body, “good for you, Danielle. You have a friend to confide in.”
Danielle fluttered her eyelashes in mock embarrassment. “Actually Sheila, Sophia and I are a bit more than friends,” she said discreetly, “I love Nikhil, but am also into women. Don’t tell him or anybody else about Sophia, will you?”
Sheila’s bulging eyes nearly popped out. Sheila playfully punched Danielle on the back and said, “Don’t worry, dear, my lips are sealed.” She giggled and continued, “I must applaud you French people. You guys are amorous in every sense of the word!” As Sheila trotted out, Danielle closed the door. Sophia heaved a dramatic sigh of relief.
“Quite a character, isn’t she?” she said laughing dryly.
Danielle nodded. She found Sheila tiresome, but wasn’t going to discuss a family friend with her captor.
“And you too are quite spunky,” said Sophia sniggering, “Imagine introducing me as your lesbian lover! You are a clever girl, Danielle. You know how to ensure the safety of yourself and your husband. Sheila is not likely to spill the very sensational beans since you’ve told her not to. So, no one else is likely to know I am here.”
Danielle didn’t reply. She plopped down on the sofa, tired after all the drama. She had been successful in lying and putting Sheila off the scent. She, however, doubted if she would be able to carry on the charade for much longer. This whole abduction drama was sapping the entire strength from her body. She didn’t know when it would end. She prayed it would be soon.




Chapter 4

Wounds that Never Heal
Nikhil had writhed in agony for 3 days following his castration. He’d felt the strong urge to pass urine, but was unable to because of the blood-containing spigot. He tried to curtail his water intake and slept for long hours to forget about his insistent bladder. At the end of three days, a shaky Nikhil was helped to his feet, supported by his captors and taken to the toilet. When the bandages were removed and the spigot pulled out, copious amounts of urine had spurted out like a fountain. Nikhil had obtained great relief from this and also by drinking gallons of water to heal his dehydrated system. He was now allowed to wear t-shirts with pajamas. 
The exposed urethra and other parts healed in 2 weeks. Nikhil found himself growing stronger and expressed the desire to go home. He was sick of his bleak little patients’ room, the tasteless food his captors shoved down his gullet and also of being kept away from work. At the very least, he yearned for some sort of entertainment.
He had transferred the ransom money in the kidnappers’ account, so he had every right to walk free.
Nikhil expressed his sentiments to his captors. They, however, were in no mood to let Nikhil go free or to listen to “his little tales of complaint”.
Percy hurled a bag at him. “You demand entertainment, we give you entertainment,” he said. He went into the hall and switched on a song, Colorblind, which Nikhil remembered had been released when he was pursuing his Master in Surgery from Safdarjung Teaching Hospital.
Nikhil peeked into the bag. It contained a funny rexine black padded bra, a red mini skirt and long leather boots. It was the kind of stuff he had seen girls in Bondage Domination and Sadomasochism movies wear. Just when Nikhil was wondering why he had been given the bag, Eric emerged at the door with a can of beer in hand.
“Put it on” he said simply without a prelude or explanation. In the background, Singer Darius crooned away about different colors and the moods associated with them.
Nikhil couldn’t believe what Eric had said to him. He remembered the makeup ordeal Percy and Eric had put him through nearly 2 weeks ago, but couldn’t digest the new order. Who in their right state of mind would ask a man to put on women’s bondage gear?
But then, the people he was dealing with were not “normal”. They were dangerously screwed bastards who reveled in castrating perfectly normal males and forcing them to put on makeup.
Nikhil resolved not to make things easy for them. “I’m not going to put on these clothes,” he said loudly and resolutely.
Eric rummaged into his pockets and retrieved a sharp pen knife. He bent down and held it to Nikhil’s neck. Eric didn’t have to say anything. The knife spoke for him. If Nikhil didn’t obey him he would plunge the knife into his neck. The knife was so sharp that Nikhil could imagine it sinking into his throat as easily as it would into melted butter.
He had to admit defeat. “I’ll do it,” he said stripping and putting on the humiliating bit of clothes and shoes in the presence of his captors. Eric didn’t budge as he changed, but reveled in the sight of the doctor putting on the itsy-bitsy clothing and the boots.
The other man’s stare made Nikhil highly uncomfortable. He was aware of how ridiculous he looked in that small padded bra that left much of his hairy midriff bare. The skirt barely covered his crotch and also revealed his hairy thighs. The shoes had such high heels that Nikhil felt ludicrously tall and ungainly.
Just when he thought that he couldn’t look any more hideous, Percy sauntered into the room and fit a wig of curly red locks over his head. This, Nikhil presumed, was in mockery of the redheaded Frenchwoman he had married. The thugs had learnt about his wife either through their female ally or through social media. Abductors often stalked their victims on the internet months before the actual kidnap.
Eric thrust the oval shell-framed mirror in Nikhil’s face. Nikhil turned away, repelled by his own image. While curly red hair looked winsome on Danielle, it looked unsightly on him. He felt like a repulsive witch or something.
Eric completed the look by strapping a dog-collar around Nikhil’s neck. The music track had now changed to some song on Soft Love, totally incongruous with the situation.
The thugs left Nikhil alone and went to sit in the front hall. They poured themselves glasses of whiskey and enjoyed taped music for a while. Then, almost casually, Percy asked Nikhil to join them.
As Nikhil began to walk towards them, Eric asked him to halt. “I don’t want you to walk; I want you to crawl towards us,” he said.
With rising ignominy, Nikhil did as he was told. He felt like a pathetic animal crawling towards the thugs, but had no option. Eric would kill him if he didn’t oblige. That man had the traits of a potential killer; Nikhil knew better than rub him the wrong way.
As he reached them, Nikhil expected to be offered a glass of whiskey. His captors did nothing of that sort. They opened their flies, revealing their huge erections.
“Suck on it, babe,” Percy said tersely.
Nikhil couldn’t believe what he was being asked to do. He froze in his tracks. Would he really take other men’s cocks into his mouths? It was revolting to even think of. Way beyond revolting, actually. It was vile, sickening…nauseating.
It was the ultimate disgrace, especially for a man of his caliber and stature. Nikhil hesitated and continued standing on the ground on all fours. He felt like a dumb, stupid animal.
“Hurry up, sissy,” Eric barked ,“We haven’t got an eternity.” Nikhil reluctantly went between each man’s legs by turns and took them in his mouth. He moved his mouth and tongue up and down their huge cocks as several of his own lovers had done to him. The act felt vile; Nikhil wondered how the girls did it. For the first time in his life, Nikhil considered the fact that women may not enjoy giving blowjobs as much as he had thought.
Their organs felt leathery and loathsome in his mouth. They asked him to lick the penis head, an act that made Nikhil want to throw up. Both Eric and Percy had got overenthusiastic, pushing their cocks deep into Nikhil’s throat. The act had made him gag.
The oral sex ended with each man coming on Nikhil’s face. But Nikhil was yet to realize that his nightmares had only begun.
***
As the night progressed, the men asked Nikhil to crawl back to his room. Nikhil did so, his face caked with their semen. Then Eric ordered Nikhil to lie face downwards on his cot.
Nikhil felt his heart hammer away. His mouth went dry. Surely, the men wouldn’t dare to rape him, a top notch surgeon, would they? Cutting off his cock, forcing him to dress in drag and suck their cocks was one thing, but rape was another, wasn’t it? It was a serious crime.
Nikhil sat up from the cot like a bolt. He then dashed across out of his cramped room into the living area. It took him a moment to orient himself to the semi-darkness of the hall. As his eyes got accustomed to the semi-darkness; Nikhil bolted down a short corridor towards the front door. Just when he had reached the front door, he felt a huge paw on his shoulder. He turned to face a leering Eric. Percy stood behind him.
Eric caught hold of the chain attached to Nikhil’s collar and dragged him to the room. Percy pushed him on the cot. Nikhil landed on it roughly, face-downwards.
They pulled up Nikhil’s mini skirt, pulled down his briefs and rammed their thick cocks into him by turns. First Eric, then Percy. As Eric’s mounted him, Nikhil could feel the sharpest pain in his ass. The pain only increased as Eric moved in and out of Nikhil’s body. Eric lasted for a long time, holding his orgasm for a good twenty minutes. He finally exploded inside Nikhil with a wild triumphant cry.
Nikhil’s pain had eased by the time Percy assaulted him, but the shame hadn’t. Nikhil felt his pride go to shreds when his second captor plunged into him and thrust away for all he was worth. Far away in the background, Nikhil could hear some girl innocently croon away about some “Skater boy”.
When he was finished, Percy patted Nikhil’s head as if Nikhil was an obedient little dog. With the dog collar with chain strapped around his neck, Nikhil supposed he was one.




Chapter 5

Other Side of the Tale
Nikhil had heard vociferous short-haired feminists argue that “Honor is in the head, not in the vagina.” Hence, rape victims hadn’t “lost their honor”. Nikhil now understood that this was easier said than done. Since he had been raped by his captors, Nikhil had felt his self-respect go to pieces. He felt soiled, defiled and dirty. The reverence that he had earned through the years seemed to be negated by this single harrowing experience.
“Women must feel the same, or perhaps a thousand times worse,” he thought. Before he had married Danielle, Nikhil had had many a flings. He hadn’t quite raped anybody but had treated girls very casually. He “used and threw” them, even though it didn’t seem like that at that time.
Barely a week later, rape had happened again. Nikhil’s captors were even more inebriated than the previous time and thus twice as brutal. They had used a ball gag, speculum and nipple clamps to heighten his torture. When they had removed the ball gag and Nikhil had screamed his lungs out, there was nobody to hear him for miles away. The house he was imprisoned in was located in an especially isolated area.
He was asked to have a wash and wear a saree with a patterned blouse the next morning. Nikhil felt mortified, draping the garment around his body. His captors thought that he wasn’t keeping busy enough hence made Nikhil wash clothes, do the dishes, scrub toilets and engage in other household work.
Nikhil’s ego took a huge beating. He had never ever done household work in his life. He had heard his mother say that such “menial tasks” are only to be done by females; she hadn’t allowed him to pick up even a broom in his life. Nikhil grew up into a man who wouldn’t run the washing machine or the vacuum cleaner in his own home. Even when he stayed in the medical hostel, he got a maid to clean his room. He had hired a maid to do household work until he married Danielle. Soon after shifting into his house, Danielle had fired the maid and did all the work herself.
A shocked Nikhil had asked her why she had done so. “I’m used to DIY,” Danielle had laughed. “I’ve been raised to be independent and have always done all my work on my own.”
Nikhil had let the matter drop. It wasn’t too unusual that Danielle wanted to do house work. Women were designed to love domesticity. Besides, housework was traditionally their job.
Nikhil now began to question his own beliefs.
***
Danielle couldn’t eat, sleep or do her work. It had been a good three weeks since Nikhil was abducted and he still hadn’t been returned. She was being held hostage by Sophia even after her husband had supposedly coughed up the ransom money.
Since Danielle worked from home, she didn’t have friends. So, no one dropped by to ask how she was doing. Nikhil’s absence had created much fury in the dean of Shetty Hospital. He had called the landline and demanded how Dr. Lobo could go on such a long leave without informing the hospital authorities. Didn’t he have a single shred of responsibility towards his patients?
Danielle longed to tell the dean the truth, but desisted. Sophia was watching her like a hawk. So, Danielle spewed the same old shit about Nikhil having gone on a vacation. The obviously annoyed dean had banged the phone down.
Sheila hadn’t dropped in again. It was clear that she resented Danielle and didn’t wish to visit when Nikhil was absent. Danielle didn’t know whether to be relieved or upset.
She begged Sophia to let her talk to Nikhil. It had been a good 21 days since she had last spoken to her precious husband. Sophia reluctantly rang her gang members and asked them to pass the phone to Nikhil. When Nikhil came on line, she handed the phone to Danielle.
Nikhil sounded distraught. He told her everything—about the castration, cross dressing and rape. Danielle was stunned. She started weeping inconsolably and at the same time tried to reassure her tortured husband.
Sophia watched her, stony-faced. She felt a bit sorry for Danielle. “Maybe I am being too hard on the couple,” she thought.
But then the bleeding, pale-faced image of a young bed-ridden girl flit across her vision. Feeling sorry for Nikhil’s wife would only weaken her resolve.
Danielle disconnected the phone and turned a tear-streaked face towards Sophia. Her wide green eyes were accusatory.
“Why are your men doing this to Nikhil?” she demanded, “my husband is a noble person. He has served millions. He has saved umpteen lives. Why are you fiends torturing him?”
Sophia felt fury bubble inside her. Nikhil had fooled his wife (and many others) into believing that he was a saintly person. However, Sophia knew better…
She remained tight-lipped. Danielle walked to her and gave her yet another of her infamous shakes. Sophia indignantly spat out,
“Your husband isn’t a saint! He’s an evil, arrogant bastard!”
Memories came flooding. Sophia started trembling.
Danielle peered intently into her face. She softly asked, “Sophia, what happened?”
The concern in the other woman’s voice encouraged Sophia to speak up. “It’s a long story,” she said.
“I’d like to hear it,” said Danielle.
Sophia began her narration.
“A long time back, I fell in love. I was only 15 and fell for a young man named Wilfred D’Souza. He worked as a door-to-door salesman.
I soon fell pregnant. Wilfred did the right thing and married me. My family wasn’t too happy. My father was an accountant and didn’t appreciate my marrying a humble salesman.
I became a mother at 16. My daughter was born with Spina Bifida, a birth defect in which there is incomplete closing of the spine and membranes around the spinal cord. Her condition left her paralyzed below the waist; she walked with the help of leg braces. My daughter was a bright, active child in spite of her disability. Wilfred and I named our little angel Tania and gave her all our love.
Tragedy struck when Tania was about five. Wilfred was killed in a road accident. I was devastated, but had my child to think of. I started working as a salesperson to support my daughter. I had reconciled with my father; he helped me whenever he could, monetarily. I was grateful for the help, but mostly raised my daughter with my own hard-earned money.
Tania got her period at 11. I noticed that her cycles were heavy and that she was putting on a lot of weight. I took her to a gynecologist; Tania was diagnosed with Polycystic Ovary Syndrome (PCOS). I helped my daughter manage her condition by putting her on a nutritious diet and reminding her to take her medicines on time. Tania’s gynecologist said that PCOS was not fatal unless the patient suffered from especially profuse bleeding.
When Tania was 14, our family doctor noticed a slight change in her gait. We got an X-ray done and discovered that Tania had suffered from hip dysplasia, which commonly occurs among Spina Bifida patients. I was advised to take my daughter to see Bangalore-based orthopedic surgeon, Dr. Nikhil Lobo, who was purportedly the best in the field.”
Sophia paused. Her hard brown eyes had taken on a dreamy faraway look.
“I had so many dreams for my daughter,” she continued “I wanted to get the best medical treatment for her. I had great faith in Dr. Lobo.”
Her face darkened like a thundercloud. Danielle listened intently. She was slowly beginning to see the robotic gun woman as a human, woman and mother.
“This was 10 years ago,” Sophia continued, “I brought Tania to Mumbai for Medical treatment. My father and brother Eric accompanied me too. After a three day long wait, we finally got an appointment to see Dr. Lobo.
Lobo examined Tania and said that her hip could be fixed with a procedure called Hip Abduction Surgery. We agreed that the surgery should be performed as soon as possible. The cost of the surgery was only Rs. 25,000, but the doctor’s fee was a whopping 10 lakhs!
I was only a common saleswoman without much education. I could afford the surgery fee, but couldn’t dream of arranging for 10 lakhs in a couple of days! My brother was still a student and my father, a pensioner. He could only afford to pay about 3 lakhs.
It was then Dr. Lobo called me aside. He had a proposition for me.” Sophia’s eyes blazed with fury. Danielle felt the haplessness of her captor.
“He would accept the 3 lakhs and waive off the rest of his fee if I ‘compromised’. I was shocked to realize that the surgeon I (and the whole of India) held in such high esteem was asking me to sleep with him. I was only 30 and an attractive woman, but was also a helpless single parent. Dr. Lobo wanted to exploit the situation. He had no ethics.
I wanted the best medical treatment for my daughter. I decided to agree to the doctor’s terms. I’d grant him sex and he’d operate on Tania. My daughter’s hip would get alright and we could forget about the unsavory exchange.
I didn’t breathe a word of all this to my father or to Eric. I phoned Dr. Lobo and told him I would ‘compromise’. He invited me to his home—to this very house.
“Dr. Lobo gave me a leering smile as soon as I stepped in. ‘Good girl’ he said ‘I knew you would soon see sense’. He led me to the bedroom—the very bedroom you now share with him. He asked me to take off my clothes. I obliged, thinking we’d have some normal vanilla sex.
I was wrong. Dr. Lobo anal-raped me so viciously that I bled. He chained me like a slave and forced me to suck his penis. He came all over my face and naked body, even though I requested him not to do so. He tortured me using a vaginal hook, nipple clamps and speculum. At the end of the grueling rape spanning about 9 hours, he whipped me using his belt. He laughed out loud as I cried out in pain. It was clear that the sadistic Dr. Lobo enjoyed watching me in pain. He was so drunk with his own power that he got a kick out of persecuting a hapless widowed mother with a disabled child.
At the end of the ordeal, I had a cleansing shower, put on my clothes and went to the hotel room my family and I were staying in. I acted normal, as if nothing untoward had happened. My family asked me where I had been; I lied that I had gone to see a friend who would arrange for the rest of the doctor’s fee through a charitable organization. My family didn’t believe that I had any reason to lie.”
Sophia paused and gulped down a whole glass of water. Danielle had thrown her hands over her face. When she lowered them, Sophia noticed that her face was creased with intense agony. Danielle suddenly looked so haggard that Sophia couldn’t believe she was the same girl who had demanded to talk to her husband an hour ago.
“Oh my God!” she cried in a tormented voice “I can’t believe Nikhil did all this…I really can’t!”
Sophia walked to Danielle, lifted her chin and forced her to meet her gaze. “He did, Danielle” she said “Dr. Lobo has two personas—a public one and a private one. He’s the noble doctor, do-gooder and perfect husband in public, but this is what he did to me in private!”
Danielle saw the pain in Sophia’s eyes. She felt deeply sorry about what her husband had done.
“Did he…did he operate on your daughter?” she then timidly ventured to ask.
“Oh yes, he did,” said Sophia with bitterness in her voice, “Tania’s operation date was fixed for 2 days later. She unexpectedly started her period on the morning the operation was to be performed. Since Tania had PCOS, she was bleeding very heavily. Letting her undergo the surgery under such circumstances wasn’t safe.
I informed Dr. Lobo about the situation. He told me that it was quite safe for Tania to undergo the surgery. He said the blood loss during the surgery wouldn’t be great. Since all arrangements had been made for the surgery, cancelling it now would cause wasteful expenditure.
I reluctantly agreed to let him go ahead with the surgery; after all, Dr. Lobo was the expert. His team shaved Tania’s private areas (a common pre-surgical procedure as you may know) and inserted a tampon inside her. They then put her in one of those ugly green hospital gowns. Dread gripped my heart as I saw my daughter being wheeled into the Operation Theatre. However, all I had in my heart was a vague fear, no concrete evidence. I could do nothing to stop the surgery.
The surgery took place over a good four hours. At the end of it, I saw a corpse covered in white linen being brought out on a stretcher. The nurses told me it was my daughter. She had died due to excessive bleeding during the surgery.
I went berserk with grief and anger. Had Dr. Lobo taken Tania’s PCOS into consideration, my daughter would be alive. Instead, he had been negligent and had let her bleed to death by not paying heed to my warning.
I took him to court and charged him with medical negligence. However, I failed to win the case as Dr. Lobo lied under oath. He told the judges that he had no idea Tania had suffered from PCOS.
It was the word of a humble salesgirl against a renowned surgeon. The judges chose to believe him. Nikhil Lobo went scot-free, where as I had lost my very reason for existence”.
Sophia glanced at Danielle. The latter was crying copiously as if her heart had broken. “It’s such a tragedy” she said “I’m sorry to hear how much you suffered, Sophia. Poor Tania…losing her must have been such a shock!”
“Yes, it was,” Sophia agreed, “had Tania been alive, she would have turned 24 this year. She might have studied, landed a cushy job and got married. She might even have traveled, in spite of her disability.
But her life was snuffed out at 14 because of one man’s negligence. Nikhil Lobo had not taken Tania’s PCOS into account because he didn’t understand the problems women go through. He had raped and brutalized me because he had scant respect for the female race!
I was in shock for 5 whole years after my daughter’s death. Then I picked myself up and vowed to take revenge, eventually. I told my brother Eric about my rape and brutalization. He was so distraught that he vowed to help me avenge myself and my daughter.
We made careful plans to take revenge. Acting in a hurry never helped anyone. We waited patiently and stalked Nikhil Lobo for five whole years before jumping into action. I was lucky to find and marry a supportive man called Percy Pinto last year; Percy, too, volunteered to help with Nikhil’s kidnapping.
Since you had nothing to do with all this, we decided not to harm you. But we forced Nikhil to go through the agonies of feminization and rape so that he’d know how it was to be a woman! Nikhil had taken women lightly, seen us as sex objects, so I wanted to punish him! They say one must let karma punish all the wrongdoers, but I simply had to avenge myself and my daughter.”




Chapter 6

Life is an Assorted Bag
One day, when Eric and Percy were knocked out with too much drink, Nikhil managed to slip away. He managed to get hold of his wallet, cell phone and briefcase contained his personal belongings. He was wearing a mustard-colored chiffon saree and a multi-colored blouse with mirror work; Nikhil thought of changing into men’s clothes, but couldn’t find any. Time was crucial; he realized the foolishness of rummaging for gender-appropriate clothes at this critical moment. If either of the two captors woke up, he would have hell to pay.
He decided against going to the police station immediately and booked a cab to the airport. When in the cab, he rang the landline of his house. Danielle picked it up; apparently, Sophia Pinto was in the shower. Nikhil told Danielle that he would be reaching Mumbai by mid-morning (it was 5 am in the morning now).
Nikhil was aware of the cab driver discreetly arranging his sun visor to get a better view of him. Nikhil didn’t blame him. With his short men’s crop and man’s body, he must have looked hideous in a saree. Of course, his captors had allowed him to shave off his goatee, but Nikhil’s face still looked masculine. He had never had those soft, pretty- boy looks that many men had.
Sadly, he no longer had a penis. Thankfully, there was no way the cab driver could have known that.
Nikhil got off at Kempegowda International Airport and hurried inside the building. The guard who checked his ID proof looked at him strangely, but allowed Nikhil into the airport. Nikhil had a male ID proof (the voter’s card in his case), but was dressed in female clothing. The guard may have respected Nikhil’s decision to cross dress. LGBT activism had hit India with a bang and people had slowly started accepting gender queers.
There was some confusion and embarrassment while frisking, but Nikhil was allowed to fly. South Indian people were calm and respectful by nature and didn’t kick an unnecessary fuss when they saw a man dressed in a saree. Nikhil had to endure plenty of stares and snide comments though. Passengers don’t have much to do; many spent their time commenting on and speculating about Nikhil. Once on the flight, Nikhil finally found some peace.
The flight was a short one; he soon reached Mumbai. His house was a half an hour drive away from the airport; Nikhil was there in no time. His heart leapt with joy when the familiar neat white building came in sight. Nikhil leapt off the cab, opened the gate and rang the door bell of his house.
***
At 5 am that morning, the landline had rung. A sleepy Danielle picked it up. Sophia was in the shower so Danielle could talk freely. She was flabbergasted to discover that the caller was her husband.
Nikhil told her he had managed to escape. Danielle was happy for him. She was also relieved that he would be returning straight to their home in Mumbai.
Sophia stepped out of the shower, drying her long black hair. Danielle noticed that Sophia had put on one of her corduroy jeans (a purple one) and a checked brown shirt.
“Who had called so early in the morning?” she asked lazily. Ever since she had unburdened her woes to Danielle, Sophia felt light and trustful. She didn’t keep as strict a vigil on Danielle as she used to.
Danielle could easily have made up a cock-and-bull story to deceive Sophia. She, however, didn’t wish to. Something about the bereaved lonely mother had touched her heart. She didn’t approve of Sophia’s revenge ploy, but found that she was unable to blame her captor. She also felt immensely guilty about what her husband had done to Sophia and her daughter a decade back.
“It was Nikhil,” she told Sophia truthfully, “your husband and brother were hammered; Nikhil has managed to escape. He hasn’t contacted the police yet, but will be coming straight to Mumbai.
I don’t approve of your tit-for-tat revenge plan. An eye for an eye and tooth for a tooth makes the whole world go blind. I, however, sympathize with what you went through. I hope no woman in the world goes through what Nikhil put you through. I don’t want you to suffer any further.”
“What are you getting at, Danielle?” asked Sophia blinking confusedly. “Please come straight to the point.”
“I’m asking you to run away, Sophia,” said Danielle earnestly, “leave this house straight away and hide in a place no one can find you.
Nikhil will be here in a few hours, thirsting for vendetta. He will inform the police. Soon, policemen will be searching every nook and corner of Mumbai.
I loathe to think of what your men did to my husband, but can see the reason behind it. In their skewed minds, your brother and husband were thinking they were helping you get your revenge. But I don’t want them to get into trouble.
Warn them, as well. The Mumbai police will definitely intimate Bangalore police.”
Sophia looked at Danielle intently. She caught hold of the latter’s hands and gave them a warm squeeze.
“You are a fine person, Danielle,” she said with tears in her eyes, “I now see the error of my ways. I should have forgiven Nikhil and let karma take its course. Maybe I’m just not a good person!”
Danielle squeezed Sophia’s hand. “Forget about the past,” she said, “and concentrate on the present. And please get away soon! Nikhil may change his mind and phone the police straight away!”
“Ok,” said Sophia. She tucked the pistol in her jeans pocket and also picked up her cell phone, which was lying on the tea table. After giving Danielle a grateful tight hug, she disappeared into the darkness of the early morning.
***
Nikhil rang the bell again and waited fervently for Danielle to open the door. Danielle soon opened it, looking exquisite in a finely-tailored beige skirt, an olive green silk skirt and red high heels. She gave him a hug, but her face looked drawn and tense. She had also lost a bit of weight.
“That’s natural maybe,” thought Nikhil, “she has been held hostage for over three weeks. This whole abduction business has taken a toll on her.”
She led him inside and pulled a bean bag for him to sit on. She didn’t remark on his gender-inappropriate clothing. Instead, she made him a strong hot cup of tea, the way she used to when he returned home after a hard day at work. Danielle also brought herself a cup of coffee and sat on a bean bag opposite Nikhil.
Somehow, she seemed different…aloof and distant, unlike the warm, loving Danielle he used to know.
Nikhil found himself getting slightly panicky. Everything wasn’t alright.
“Is everything okay, love?” he asked hesitantly.
Danielle remained silent. She bent her head in evident sorrow and shame.
A thought crossed his mind and Nikhil suddenly sat up alert. “Where’s that Sophia bitch?” he asked “is she still in the house?”
“She’s not a bitch,” replied Danielle, “and no, she’s no longer in the house. I helped her escape as soon as you phoned me early this morning.”
Nikhil let out a long deep sigh. “You must have had a strong reason to do so,” he said, “why did you alert her, Danielle? Why did you let Sophia escape?”
“I had to follow my heart, Nikhil,” said Danielle I wanted justice for her, Sophia Pinto (then known as Sophia Saldana D’Souza)—the woman you had sexually tortured ten years ago. I also felt sorry for her young daughter who died because you failed to take her female-specific condition into consideration.”
Nikhil covered his face with his hands. Sophia Pinto…Sophia Saldana D’Souza…how had he not guessed that the woman holding his wife hostage was the one he had wronged a long time ago?
He ruminated on Eric and Percy’s surnames… Saldana and Pinto respectively. A shadowy memory of Eric as a youngster barged into Nikhil’s vision. So, Eric Saldana was Sophia’s brother. He had accompanied his sister Sophia when she had brought her daughter to him for treatment…
Percy was obviously a man the widowed Sophia Saldana D’Souza had later married. Sophia, along with her brother and husband, had hatched this revenge ploy…
Nikhil’s cherished wife now knew about his unethical side. She didn’t see him on a pedestal anymore.
Nikhil held his head in his hands. He felt the sky was coming crashing down on him.
Nikhil tried a plea that failed to convince himself.
“Danielle, I was young and immature at that time…,” he said, “I was drunk with newly acquired power of being a top surgeon…a God to many….”
The sides of Danielle’s lush mouth curled up sardonically. “You were 34, for Christ’s sake!” she spat “that’s not particularly young. You were just an arrogant depraved bastard who exploited a woman and neglected a young girl’s condition!”
“I know,” murmured Nikhil, “I wish I could go back and undo all that I did to Sophia Saldana D’Souza….”
Danielle looked sad. “Well, you can’t,” she said wearily, “and I can’t continue to live with you with the knowledge of the heinous crimes you have committed.”
It was then that Nikhil noticed Sophia’s packed bags in the corner of the room. “Oh no!” he cried, “Danielle, you’re not…are you?”
Danielle looked sadder. “I’ve booked a ticket to Paris, Nikhil,” she said, “and will be leaving in a couple of hours. I better head to the airport straightaway, otherwise I’ll get late. I had booked for a cab; I guess it has arrived”.
With one last at him and the house, Danielle was gone, dragging her luggage behind her.
***
Over the next few weeks, Nikhil tried to get back to normal. He put on his work clothes and went to work as usual. Nobody realized he had been abducted, castrated and sexually abused. Nikhil wasn’t feminized enough for everyone to realize the fact. He appeared and almost felt like his usual self in the mornings.
Evenings were a different cup of tea though. All sorts of unknown, unbidden feelings assailed Nikhil. In spite of passing as a male, he didn’t feel like one. He hated wearing those formal trousers and high-collared shirts while reporting to work.
Nikhil secretly purchased skirts, dresses, tops and sarees and wore them in the privacy of his home. He, however, didn’t feel like a female either. Nikhil felt neither like a man nor a woman. He felt like a soul stuck between these two binaries of gender.
Nikhil felt that he couldn’t go on like this forever. He had to do something. He had heard of hormone replacement therapy for male-to-female transgenders and decided to try it to feel more comfortable. He started taking estrogen tablets.
The day after he started HRT, Nikhil did one more thing. He called the media and publicly admitted what he had done to Sophia Saldana D’Souza and to her daughter. Nikhil looked straight into the camera and apologized to Sophia.
“I committed two crimes that year,” he said amidst tears, “and totally repent that. I never knew when my zest to serve humanity turned into hunger for power. I have wronged you, Sophia, and I really hope you forgive me. I have been feeling miserable about what I did to you. My conscience doesn’t allow me to live in peace anymore”.
He desisted from mentioning the abduction and the other ordeals Sophia and her co-conspirators had put him through. Nikhil had completely forgiven Sophia for what her gory revenge though he wasn’t so sure if he could forgive he co-conspirators.
However, most of all, Nikhil blamed himself. What he had done was more heinous than the retaliatory action the wronged party had taken against him. Danielle’s leaving had changed Nikhil as a person. He now saw the error of his ways and desperately wanted a chance to correct his faults.
The very day after his publicly-issued apology, Nikhil heard his doorbell ring. He opened it to find a huge bag outside. Nikhil took it indoors to find money inside. There was a whole 3 Crores!
Nikhil smiled to himself. So, Sophia had forgiven him.
He had been so wrong about the “gang”. They cared two hoots about money. All they had wanted was justice. They had pressurized Nikhil for “ransom” money to make him realize how hapless such a demand can make a person feel. After all, he had once demanded a huge fee from Sophia and had made her ‘compromise’ when she couldn’t afford the entire sum.
The public and hospital authorities had initially been shocked at what Nikhil had done, but soon forgot about the confessed incidents. Nikhil’s merits as a doctor outweighed any crime(s) he may have committed. He was still in demand as an orthopedic surgeon and patients thronged to him.
A couple of months passed. Nikhil’s body was now a bit feminized—he had small breasts and smooth skin. Nikhil had also undergone laser treatment to remove unwanted hair. He started wearing skirt-suits and sarees to work and had changed his name to Natasha. He also used hair extensions and flat ladies’ sandals in order to feel more feminine.
Natasha didn’t exactly look beautiful, but didn’t look ugly either. She was a passably pleasant-looking dame.
The hospital staff and his acquaintances were initially flummoxed, but gradually accepted Natasha. Society was changing; it cared about people’s personalities and prowess rather than gender. After coming out, Natasha renewed her relationship with ex flame Sheila. Sheila had never stopped loving Nikhil and was happy to accept him (her) in spite of his (her) changed gender.
Sheila moved in with Natasha. She had good leadership qualities, hence became a natural dominant in the bedroom. On most nights, Sheila sat on Natasha’s face and urged her to eat her out. On others, she ass-fucked Natasha using a dildo. It didn’t take long for Natasha to realize that Sheila didn’t love her; she just loved the idea of dominating Natasha.
The tenderness Natasha felt towards Sheila dimmed a bit. Yet the two continued to live as a couple. When you have lost someone who meant the world to you, you try and hold on any wisps of relationship you might have with any other human.
A whole year had passed since Danielle had left. She had neither phoned nor texted. Yet Natasha didn’t give up home. She knew Danielle would return to her one day and accepted Natasha in spite of her changed gender. Natasha would even consider undergoing sex reassignment surgery eventually, to complete her transition and she knew Danielle would be comfortable with her decision. Perhaps she and Danielle would even consider adopting a baby. Sheila had wanted to convert the nursery Nikhil and Danielle had decorated into a photography studio (Sheila took photographs of inanimate things in dreary shades of grey and brown), but Natasha had put her foot down. There was no way she was giving up on her dream of raising a child with the woman she truly loved.
Not a day passed without Natasha checking her phone for calls or texts from Danielle. There were none. Yet Natasha didn’t give up hope. There was delay in God’s house, not darkness.
The End






Introduction and Character Profile Descriptions



Introduction: 44-year-old orthopedic surgeon Nikhil Lobo has everything going for him—a great career and a loving wife. He and his wife Danielle are soon planning on starting a family.
When Nikhil is in Bangalore for a felicitation, he is befriended by an amiable young man called Percy Pinto. Percy insists on giving Nikhil a lift, but abducts and incarcerates him instead. During captivity, Nikhil is castrated and asked to do humiliating things like put on makeup and dress in brassieres and miniskirts. He is also sexually assaulted by his captors.
Meanwhile, Danielle is held hostage in her own home by a woman called Sophia. Sophia is the leader of the gang which has abducted Nikhil. The gang demands a ransom of Rs. 3 Crore for Nikhil’s and Danielle’s release. However, they don’t let the couple free go even after receiving the money.
Soon, Nikhil’s harrowing journey towards transitioning into Natasha begins. Why is the gang forcibly feminizing him?
Characters:
Dr. Nikhil/Natasha Lobo: is a 44-year-old successful orthopedic surgeon. He is athletic, swarthy and sports a goatee. Nikhil lives in a tasteful house and is married to a beautiful Frenchwoman. He wants to start a family. He is noble and dedicates himself to the service of humanity.
After his feminization, Nikhil chooses to dress as a woman and call himself Natasha.
Danielle Bisset: is Nikhil’s 27-year-old wife. She is a Frenchwoman with red hair, a voluptuous figure and green eyes. She works from the comfort of her home as a proofreader of English novels. Danielle is devoted to Nikhil and thinks of him as God. She is super keen on giving him a child soon. 
Sophia Saldana D’Souza: is the 40-year-old antagonist. She is tall and gym-toned, with straight black hair and brown eyes. She orders her gang to abduct Nikhil, while she holds Danielle hostage in Danielle’s own home. Sophia is not cruel to Danielle, but orders her men to torture Nikhil. She demands a ransom of Rs. 3 Crore for Danielle’s safe release.
Percy Pinto: is a 31-year-old gang member of Sophia’s. He is a personable young man of medium height. Percy befriends Nikhil, and then ends up abducting him. He keeps Nikhil in captivity for about 3 weeks.
Eric Saldana: is a 32-year-old member of Sophia’s gang. He is well-built and swarthy. Eric helps Percy in castrating and feminizing Nikhil. He, along with Percy, sexually assaults Nikhil. He insists that the esteemed doctor dress in sarees and do house work.
Sheila Pawar: is Nikhil’s 44-year-old colleague. Sheila is a gynecologist, who was in a relationship with Nikhil in the past. She is a short, portly woman with a round face and bulging eyes. Sheila still has feelings for Nikhil and resents Danielle. Sheila makes her jealousy for Danielle obvious. She gets back with Nikhil (Natasha) after Danielle leaves him.
Wilfred D’Souza: is Sophia’s deceased husband. He worked as a door-to-door salesman and married Sophia when she was very young. The couple is blessed with a daughter.
Tania D’Souza: is Sophia’s deceased daughter. Tania was a bright child, who suffered from congenital Spina Bifida. She also developed PCOS after hitting puberty. Tania dies at age 14 due to severe blood loss during a surgery for hip dysplasia.
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