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Chapter 1 - The Insane Manager

I was on cloud nine. Driving my carmine blue Alto car along the highway made me feel on top of the world. Nothing—not even sex—could give me the rush that having my foot on the clutch pedal, hand on the steering wheel, accelerator and on the gear knob could give me. And driving my beloved blue Alto was a particular pleasure. With my sizeable inheritance, I could buy even a Parisian limousine, but still preferred my humble conveyance. Alto was the first automobile I had purchased with my own money, and I wouldn’t trade it for all the limousines or SUVs in the world. 

Not that the scenery was much to speak of. I had veered a long way off the house and was presently glissading along the NH4 Highway of Karnataka. The vegetation was sparse, with an isolated tree or so standing about fifty meters apart for one another. The tar and concrete roads reflected the sun and radiated the heat of the morning. However, I found great pleasure in being far from the madding crowd, the traffic congestions and the fumes of the main city and speeding away in merry solitude. 

Suddenly, the car came to a jerking halt. Weird. My right foot was still on the accelerator and I hadn’t pressed on the brake pedal either. My gear shift was still in first gear, not in neutral. 

I don’t know what was wrong. Since I hailed from immensely well-to-do family with chauffeurs to drive me around, I had actually never bothered about the  mechanics of cars. The mechanical complexity of a car seemed boring and unnecessary. It seemed totally superfluous. 

It didn’t seem so superfluous presently. With not a soul in sight for many meters, I was at a loss as to what to do. There were no rickshaws or cabs in the vicinity that I could hail and request for a ride home or, at least, beg to be taken to the nearest mechanic. Thankfully, I had my new Samsung cell phone. I could call my wife Dimple and ask her to come and take me back home. 

Darling Dimple: she of the dark hair, long chiseled face and a dimpled chin (which had, incidentally, earned her the moniker). Dimple had always been an expert at rescuing lads in distress. Or to be more specific,  this  particular lad in distress. Dimple darling… she was the one who wore pants in the house. She was a real brick, my wife. 

I tried to switch on the phone only to realize that it was out of battery. Drat! I wish I had paid more attention when it had been flashing the “Low Battery” warning. Of course, there was a plug point in my car where I could recharge my phone. However, recharging would take some time. 

And if there ever was an impatient soul on earth, it was me. 

I was stranded in a hot deserted road with an old broken down car, virtually no cash in my pocket

and a phone that was as dead as a dodo. 

And at 25, I was too young and restless to sit around and wait for a goddamn phone to get charged or for a passerby to come my way. 

Abandoning my carmine blue Alto on the spot, I started walking ahead of the seemingly blank, hot, thorny road. I had walked for three-fourths of a kilometer or so when the air cooled down a little. I speculated that there must be a water body nearby. Not long afterward, a big banyan tree came into view. And lo! Behind the big banyan tree stood a building. 

Yippee! I wasn’t going to spend the rest of my life on the highway after all. I made a dash for the building with the enthusiasm of a child. As I approached the big banyan tree, I got a clearer view of the building behind it. 

The building was stark white and sterile-looking. Its architecture was rather conventional and there was nothing distinguishing about it. Probably a hundred other buildings in Bangalore looked the same way. I guess “non-descript” is the word I am looking for to describe it. 

The building might have been anything: a factory, a government office or an infirmary. As I approached the rather high iron gates, the sign “Vincent Hospital” came into view. So, one of my surmises had been right after all. 

Nothing about Vincent Hospital struck me as particularly strange. Except for the sign that read

“Caution: Electrified Walls”. Now why would any self-respecting hospital electrify its walls? 

Were the patients inside some sort of dangerous wild animals that needed to be curtailed by barbaric means? Another thought counteracted the one that I had previously had. Probably the hospital authorities were wary of anti-social elements sneaking in and playing mischief. Off late, there had been more than one case of miscreants kidnapping new born babies from maternity wards of hospitals. 

With the aforesaid explanation that I provided myself, I got closer to the gate. Much to my surprise, it wasn’t guarded by security personnel. I opened the latch of the gate and found that it opened rather easily. A small court yard comprising of a few potted plants led to a small, office-like chamber. 

I peeked into the office through a window. A man was seated at an old-fashioned desk. He seemed to be in his mid 40s. Speaking objectively, the guy wasn’t bad-looking. He had a nice complexion, curly pepper and salt hair and a fit-enough physique. Yet, something about his cheap polyester shirt, the tasteless gold-plated chain hanging around his neck and the grossness of the matted chest hair creeping from over his shirt cheesed me off. 

But this was no time to act squeamish. Besides, I was not a girl to act finicky about such things. 

And at the moment, I was in a real bad spot and could use the man’s help. 

I knocked on the door. “Yes?” the bloke questioned “How many I help you? I am Ashok, the owner cum manger of the hospital”. The man’s voice was flat and non-descript just like the hospital he ran. 

I introduced myself and explained the situation to Ashok. “My phone was out of battery, otherwise I would have phoned my wife” I elaborated “So, I’d truly appreciate it if you let me use your cell phone to make a call”. 

“Sorry, Mr. RayRay, but I don’t use a cell phone” the man replied much to my stupefaction “In fact, none of our staff does. This is a hospital that….well, caters to patients who are mentally ill. 

We can’t afford to have them disturbed or distracted”. 

“But Sir, I am sure you have a computer with an internet connection” I said “I could perhaps send my wife an email. She may not check it immediately, but might in a couple of hours”. 

“No, Mr. Ray” we don’t even have a computer, leave alone wifi” said Ashok rather irritably

“there is always a chance that one of the patients might sneak into my office and use it. And as I’ve already told you, we can’t afford to have them distracted. They’re here to be treated, not to be entertained”. 

“I understand, Mr. Ashok” I said quickly, kicking myself for having got under the owner’s skin

“I think I should leave now. The battery of my phone may be charged. I have left it in the car which is about a kilometer away from here”. 

Ashok’s coarse features seemed to soften. “Wait a minute” he said kindly “you need not walk all the way back in the hot sun. We have a land line on the third for of our hospital. You could use it. I’ll escort you to the phone”. 

Ashok led the way up three flights of stairs with old-fashioned red-oxide flooring. I was rather taken aback that a hospital of this magnitude didn’t have a lift. As Ashok and I made our way up, I noticed an elderly, slightly disheveled gentleman clutching the rusting railings. As I passed him, the man adjusted his thick brown-framed glasses and exclaimed: “Finally, the universe has been unveiled! Indeed, I have the cosmos in my bubble bath!” 

The man had spoken so suddenly that I nearly jumped out of my skin. Ashok laid a placatory hand on my shoulder and said “Don’t mind Mr. Shiva, Ray. He’s delusional. For a destitute man, he sure nurtures fancy delusions of grandeur! Thinks he is a great astrophysicist who has made a groundbreaking discovery!”. 

“Oh, I see” I said not liking the mocking tone that Ashok had employed while explaining the patient’s illness. After all, problems of the mind weren’t in one’s control and it was downright unethical to make fun of people who suffered from them. I was so ensconced in ruminating on the Ashok’s insensitivity that I was jerked back to reality when he and I had reached the room in which the telephone was evidently accommodated. 

The first thing I noticed when I entered the room was a square rectangular metal panel perched about six and a half feet high on the wall. The panel probably sheltered an important switch or plug point. 

The room itself was a small cubbyhole with tight shutters, transparent blinds and a small desk. 

On the desk stood a small black telephone which took me down the memory lane. It was a replica of the one we used to have way back in the 1990s when I was a little kid. It was mighty

astonishing to see the very same model in 2016! 

Strange. It was very strange. 

Had time stood still in Vincent Hospital? 

With trembling fingers, I started dialing the digits of my wife’s cell phone, one by one. Ashok stepped out and discreetly closed the door after him, evidently to give me some privacy. After dialing the digits, I waited impatiently. A few seconds later Dimple’s husky, attractive voice sounded on the other end. 

“Hello” my wife said cagily probably since she didn’t recognize the phone number flashing on her cell phone screen “who is this?” 

“It’s me, darling!” I said “I’ve got myself into a tight spot!”. I proceeded to explain the disaster the day had turned out to be. Dimple was apparently in a mall, shopping with our close friend, Sanjay. 

“Vincent Asylum is on the highway, baby” I said impatiently “It is partially obscured by a huge banyan tree. Please come and get me ASAP!” 

“There’s no need to get panicky, Ray” said my wife soothingly “NH 209 is very close to our apartment block  and the mall. Sanjay and I will be there in no time!” 

“Well, I am not on NH 209” I replied a tad sheepishly “I went off for a long drive and ended up hitting NH4…sorry!” 

“Really Ray, did you have to venture  that far?” my wife said in the manner of a parent admonishing a child “It will take me and Sanjay at least an hour and a half to get there. With the traffic congestion and all, it may take two!” 

“I am so sorry…” I bleated again. 

“Never mind” said Dimple “What did you say the name of the hospital was?” 

“Vincent…” I said “Vincent Hospital”. 

“Vincent Hospital?” repeated my wife, simultaneously skimming through the pages of her memory “it doesn’t ring a bell. Sanjay” I could hear her ask our friend “have  you  heard of it?” 

Sanjay obviously answered in the negative, for Dimple said “No, honey. He hasn’t heard of it either. It must be a fairly new place”. 

“Certainly doesn’t seem that way going by the appearance” I said skeptically “I am really sorry for the inconvenience I am putting the two of you through”. 

“It’s okay, baby” my wife reassured “don’t worry. Sanjay and I will start out right now. We will also get a mechanic to look at the car”. 

“Bless you, dear” I said and hung up. It was mollifying to hear my wife’s comforting voice. 

Besides, our super-dependable friend Sanjay was with her, so I didn’t have to worry. Sanjay was our savior in many ways. I really don’t know how Dimple and I would manage without him. 

So, the mission has been accomplished. Now all I would have to do was go downstairs and wait for my wife and best friend. They’d soon be here with a mechanic and we could go back home once the car was serviced. 

As I opened the door, Ashok was standing outside looking rather worried “Did you speak to your friend, Rachael?” he asked. 

Rachael. The man addressed me—a tall, dusky, athletic, virile young male--as Rachael. The incongruity of the female moniker with my gender and appearance tickled my funny bone. 

“Really, Mr. Ashok” I said going into convulsive splits of laughter “I must say you have a wacky sense of humor!” 

Ashok didn’t laugh. In fact, looked sober, lugubrious….and concerned. One look at his worried, serious face, and I stopped laughing. 

A few seconds passed before Ashok spoke again. “Have you been taking your medicines on time, Rachael?” he asked. 

Chapter 2 - Kaya: the Succubus

To say I was terrified would be an exaggeration, but I definitely was unsettled. Everything about Vincent Hospital—it’s bleak non-descript architecture, the dingy staircase and even the old-fashioned telephone had begun to make me uncomfortable. With an increasing feeling of uneasiness, I remembered the lean, unshaven Mr. Shiva hanging on for dear life to the rusting railing, proclaiming: “I’ve unveiled the universe! Check out the cosmos in my bubble bath!” (Or words to the effect). The phrases were probably the ramblings of an unhinged man, but as I had looked deep into the clear, dark pools of Mr. Shiva’s eyes, it seemed as if he precisely knew what he was talking about…..for a moment, I almost believed that Shiva was sane, and that Ashok was the one whose marbles weren’t intact. 

Yes, there was something a bit peculiar about Vincent Hospital. At first, it didn’t seem so. One didn’t notice it. It seemed like a regular, archaic-style building like so many others. But once its bizarre aura seized one, it grew steadily like a long untreated infection. And its ominous air progressively oppressed you. 

As I was brooding over the noxiousness of Vincent Hospital, a woman dressed in a nurse’s outfit arrived with Ashok. I wouldn’t exactly have called her old, but she was definitely what my contemporaries and I would have put in the “MILF” category (that, for the uninitiated, is an abbreviation for “Mother I’d like to fuck”. Ashok addressed the woman as “Kaya”. Kaya literally means “body” in the Hindi and Sanskrit languages. The lady in question couldn’t have a more apt name. She was tall and had such a beautiful, voluptuous body that I ogled at her, momentarily forgetting my feelings of uneasiness. Kaya’s full ripe breasts were clearly outlined against her starched white shirt, and her ample hips and derriere were flattered by the A-line white nurse’s skirt. Her magnificent stocking-encased legs were sturdy as they were shapely. 

However, though enticed by Kaya’s body, I didn’t like the face that peeked from underneath the nurse’s cap. Kaya’s features were too thick, too sensual, and too smug for my comfort. The baneful feeling that I had experienced a few minutes ago returned. 

“Rachael” Kaya said in a saccharine sweet voice “why are you wearing those hideous, baggy denim trousers and that ugly checked man’s shirt  again?! I had told you to chuck them out!” 

This woman was obviously nuts just like Ashok. It was obvious by now that the staff of Vincent Hospital were off their rocker. That way, it wasn’t a hospital at all. It was an asylum. Vincent Asylum. Run by the insane for the insane. 

Anyway, Dimple and Sanjay were on their way. Until then, I decided to humor Kaya and Ashok. 

I wouldn’t lose anything by pandering to their delusions for a while. Perhaps I could even have a bit of fun in the process. 

“I am not going to chuck them out” I replied with feigned petulance “I like these clothes a little too much”. 

“As to why a pretty girl like you would like to wear these ugly men’s clothes is beyond me” said Kaya, putting her arms on her hips in obvious exasperation “you keep wearing them repeatedly. 

Wait, I’ll get you something a bit more gender-appropriate”. Kaya disappeared into a small room located close to where we were standing. 

Kaya had used the word “repeatedly”. She had spoken as if I was a long-time inmate of the asylum. What was the woman up to? What evil designs did she have in such manipulations? 

Nasty chills ran down my spine. In spite of the heat, I felt icy fingers of panic close around my neck and stifle me. 

Something was not right. Something was truly not right. 

Kaya presently returned holding a paper bag in her hand. She escorted me into a room, handed me the bag and said: “Here, wear these”. She then closed the door behind me. I had no doubt Kaya that hadn’t gone away. She was lurking right outside, like a predator waiting to pounce on its prey the moment it emerged out of its cocoon…. 

I forcibly turned my attention to the contents in the bag. Of all things, it had a cream-colored, dainty night gown spun out of classic lace and beige-colored girlish flip flops. Dear God, was I supposed to wear these? Doomsday had indeed arrived. I reluctantly slipped out of my pants and unbuttoned my checked blue shirt. Then, with a feeling of growing discomfiture, I put on the lacy night gown and the womanish flip flops. 

The three sided mirror in the cramped room allowed me to appraise myself from head to toe. It came as an ineffable relief to see that the tall, lean, athletic body silhouetted against the creamy butter-soft fabric was, after all, that of a male’s. So also was the long lean face, the hazel eyes peeking from underneath dark brows, the straight nose and full lips. I ran my palm across one side of my face and was relieved to feel the grizzled texture of my chin. 

I was a MAN. I was an uncompromisingly and irrevocably a man, in spite of the claims those two oddballs were making. I held on to the truth with an unrivalled, fierce kind of vengeance. 

After the past few hours which had challenged my sanity, this was essential. 

Repeating the affirmation “I am a man” to myself, I unbolted the door and pushed it open. 

Predictably, Kaya was standing right outside like a tight, tense spring ready to uncoil itself. 

“Good girl” she said languidly tying the ribbon at the neck of my night gown. You look so much better now”. I was acutely conscious of Kaya surveying my body with a kind of undiluted lust in her smoky hooded eyes. Her glance was an unapologetically lewd one, rather akin to that of an ungentlemanly man checking out an attractive woman. Almost against my will, I felt a slow blush creeping up my face. It was evident that Kaya noticed me blush, for she laughed in a rather raunchy fashion. 

Her voice softened a little as she asked: “Darling Rachael, why do you  insist on dressing like a man? You are one of the prettiest girls that I have seen (she lustily appraised my body once again)…..And why do you run away from the hospital over and over again? Ashok and I worry like hell about you. ” 

This time I lost control. Forgetting my vow to play along with her, I snapped: “Listen Nurse, or whoever you are! My name is Ray and I am a writer by profession. I am very much a man and live in a swanky apartment in Bannerghatta locality with my wife. I haven’t set eyes on this

goddamn asylum of yours until today. I don’t know why you and that Ashok fellow are doing this to me. If it’s for kicks, it’s time to call off the bluff!”. 

Kaya’s smoky eyes filled with something akin to pity. Her full mouth contorted in evident sympathy as she said “You are really bad, aren’t you, Rachael? The fault is mine. I ought to make sure you take your medicines on time”. 

“What medicines, woman?” I shrieked in near hysteria “Are you out of your mind?” 

“Neuroleptics” said Kaya tersely, apparently answering the first part of my question “and you’re the one who is unwell, sweetie. That’s why you have been admitted to Vincent Asylum in the first place”. 

Kaya summoned Ashok and both of them yanked me to a ward that was as bleak as the rest of the hospital. Apart from a few beds covered with white bed sheets, the lack of furniture was conspicuous. As is the case in most mental hospitals, the beds were round edged: an apparent attempt to keep the patients from hurting themselves, inadvertently or otherwise. I noticed that the ward was bereft of sharp paraphernalia like pens; pen knives, scissors and even envelop openers. The shutters were locked and barred, but were bereft of curtains. Also, the ward also didn’t have ceiling fans. I surmised that the rationale behind these omissions was to prevent a situation in which patients salvaged curtains from the rods and hanged themselves from the ceiling fans. 

The inmates of the prison appraised me with great interest. One of them, a woman of about forty-five with a sweet face and unkempt hair, swayed to and fro, holding a rag doll in her hands. She looked straight into my eye and smiled beatifically. “I am Dolly Singh, wife of renowned industrialist Ramesh Singh” she said “I have two grown up children. Now that they are grown, they don’t need me. Even Mr. Singh doesn’t want me anymore. ‘He’s a respectable man’, everyone says.  But a skirt-chaser is what the bastard is! Had it not been” Dolly suddenly spluttered with rage “for that….for that Godforsaken whore, I wouldn’t have been here in the first place!”. 

“Shut your trap, Dolly” commanded Kaya tersely “that is more than enough. Play with your doll and stop slandering a respectable man!” 

“But he’s my husband, you whore!” cried Dolly flaring up “Ramesh Singh is my fucking husband”. 

“No, he’s not (and mind your language)” said Kaya “you are a poor, childless widow who is mentally unwell. Now, be a good girl and play with your doll. Let Rachael grab some rest”. 

Dolly shrugged and walked away to the farthest corner of the room, cradling the rag doll. 

Eventually, she sat down on one of the beds in and was lost in a personal, dreamy haze. Mr. 

Shiva ambled out of the bathroom and sat down next to Dolly. 

“Bear with me for a minute, while I make your bed” Kaya said to me peremptorily. As Kaya busied herself with the sheets and pillow covers, another inmate walked over and stood beside me. She was a youngish woman of about 35, with a Pan-Asian face. With her small tip-tilted

eyes, symmetrical features and petite figure, the woman might have been Indian, a Nepali or from anywhere in the Far East. She carried a searchlight in her hand that she kept switching on and off with a feverish working of her fingers. 

Presently, the lady edged close to me, positioned her mouth close to my ears and whispered with a kind of familiar intimacy: “they kill peacocks left, right and center in Jodhpur—the sheikhs. 

Peacock meat is a delicacy in the Middle East. The greedy authorities are bribed, so they look the other way while the sheikhs hunt peacocks. I threatened to expose the murky activities in the system, hence they dumped me here”. 

The woman’s words were obviously within the hearing range of Kaya. “Stop it, will you, Vina?” 

she commanded the young woman “what would you know about poaching and whistle-blowing? 

You’re just a Nepali prostitute from Kamathipura and mentally ill.”. 

“But they dumped me there!” Vina protested explosively “they dumped me in the brothel when I threatened to tell the District Magistrate that only challans, and not complaints were being filled against the culprits….!” 

“Dear God” muttered Kaya holding her head in her hands in seeming exasperation “I’ll start losing  my mind if I hear any more of this gibberish. Be a good girl, Vina, and go and sit on your bed. Let Rachael get some rest. She has escaped the asylum and has been running around in the sun the whole day long”. 

Vina dispassionately obliged and sat down in a corner. She continued playing with her flashlight. 

After having made my bed, Kaya left the ward. I was left staring at the ceiling, trying to fathom the bizarre situation that had become my reality. As I brooded, the other three inmates coyly sidled up to me. I was irked by their presence at first, but then saw this as an opportunity to reaffirm my true gender identity. If my surmise was right, these people were who they claimed to be and had been shut up in the asylum by people who wanted them out of the way. Dolly had probably been left here by her husband and children who saw her as a liability, Vina by the authorities whom she had threatened to expose and Mr. Shiva probably by a jealous colleague who didn’t want to share the credit of their path-breaking discovery with Shiva. 

My theory came to a resounding crash when Dolly sweetly said “I always meant to tell you this, Rachael. You’re very pretty. My eldest daughter must be about your age by now—I haven’t seen her in three years. If I recall right, she sort of resembles you”. 

“I am not a girl, Ma’am” I said perturbed “I am a MAN. I am a GODDAMN MARRIED MAN”. 

Then turning to Vina whom I expected to be saner, I asked: “what do I appear like to you, Vina? 

I hope I look like a male?” 

Vina looked at me as if I was speaking balderdash. “No” she said finally “you are a girl, Rachael, and a lovely one at that. In fact, one of my colleagues at the Kamathipura brothel used to resemble you”. 

I haplessly turned towards Mr. Shiva. He was the only one who could salvage my original gender that had been lost amidst these insane people and redeem me. Unfortunately, Mr. Shiva was to let me down, too. 

“You’re a girl, Rachael” he said in his elderly, tremulous voice “and a classically beautiful one at that. You rather remind me of my late wife. It’s not as if you look like her, but you possess the same old-world grace”. 

Goodness, what in the world was happening? And when were Dimple and Sanjay going to arrive? 

Chapter 3  - The Wild Cat

The day merged into dark. Yet Dimple and Sanjay didn’t come. Days turned to weeks. Yet there was no sign of my wife and friend. Meanwhile, dressing in that dainty cream negligee and being treated like a woman caused me ineffable distress. The humiliation of being ogled at by Ashok and sometimes even Mr. Shiva became unbearable . Many a times, I was sentient of Kaya’s hooded eyes salaciously appraising and lusting over my “luscious body”: the hypothetical breasts, imaginary curved hips and the chimera of a derriere. It was embarrassing to say the least. 

Being viewed as a sex object by men was bad enough, gawked at thusly by a lesbian woman, worse. For the first time in my life, I could empathize with what the other half of the population must go through. Being a woman was by no means easy. Apart from being expected to be high achievers, contemporary Indian women also had the onus of checking if their bra strap was modestly in place, make sure that their skirts hadn’t ridden up and most difficult of all, keep predators—majority of which are male, barring a few females like Kaya—at bay. 

Kaya insisted on bathing me. I would hold my breath as Kaya’s large creamy hands caressed the delusional mounds of my breasts and lingered around my non-existent pussy. But what made me uncomfortable weren’t Kaya’s hands—it was her eyes. The smoky hooded orbs of the succubus had an intense kind of lasciviousness in them that I had seldom even seen in the eyes of a male. 

Kaya would insist I wear panties and a bra. The aforementioned were singularly uncomfortable, as the bra strap cut into my dusky skin, leaving angry purple welts. To say that panties are technically inappropriate for a male would be an understatement. My penis would hardly be contained in the scanty frilly fold of the skimpy lingerie and would spill out, leaving me feeling acutely uncomfortable and vulnerable. 

Kaya also preferred that I have a touch of make up on. After the agonizingly intimate bathing session every day, Kaya would retrieve her makeup kit and add a hint of kohl underneath my hazel eyes. A firm believer in the fact that earthy shades flattered those with a dusky complexion; Kaya daubed my cheeks with a bit of orange blush and used an attractive brick red lipstick on my lips. On one occasion, Kaya decided that my eyebrows were getting too bushy. With slow fastidiousness, she pulled out one hair at a time, creating fine arches out of my eyebrows. After the tweezing session, Kaya salvaged a petite compact from her sturdy leather bag and held it in front of my face. 

“So Rachael” she asked in her eerily sweet voice “how do you like the results?” 

In tune with my resolve that I would humor the people in the loony bin, I lied: “Good. I like the results very much indeed”. 

A coy, complacent smile spread over Kaya’s hard face. “Ha ha…I am wasting my talents being a nurse…..perhaps I should be a beautician instead”. 

“Perhaps” I mouthed mechanically. 


***


One day, after our routine makeup session, I noticed Kaya retrieve a medium-sized syringe from her nurse’s kit and raise the sleeve covering my upper arm. A premonitory dread seized my heart as I cried: “What in God’s name is that?! What are you going to inject into me, you evil woman?!” 

“It’s just Saphris” replied Kaya nonchalantly “an antipsychotic to keep your delusions away”. 

“But I am not delusional!” I exclaimed hysterically “I am Ray: a man, and not ‘Rachael’. No antipsychotic could ever alter  that truth!”. 

“There you go again” said Kaya with a triumphant note in her voice “claiming that you’re a man. 

God, it is an odd delusion you suffer from! Which self-respecting woman would want to possess a penis and a flat chest, I wonder!” 

“Perhaps those who are born men?” I couldn’t keep sarcasm away from my voice. 

“Good Heavens, your condition is indeed bad” said Kaya and proceeded to empty the contents of the entire syringe into my arm. For the next 24 hours, I was a nervous wreck. As a freelance writer who wrote for medical journals also, I know that antipsychotics were known to cause a great deal of side effects like weight gain, a rise in cholesterol, blood sugar and triglyceride levels. Some were known to cause heart rhythm problems and required regular monitoring by a doctor. And the most terrifying part is, Vincent Asylum didn’t seem to have a doctor. It had only an odious owner cum manager and a half-baked, vamp of a nurse. 

The evil succubus would confiscate either my arm or the fleshy portion of my thigh and would empty the demonic contents of her syringe into my body every two weeks. In addition, Kaya also coerced me to swallow some sort of funny-looking tablets which she claimed were also antipsychotics. 

Heaven knows what was being done to me. Was I being used as a guinea pig to test some new drug that these psychos had invented? Or were they administering the mysterious substance to me just for kicks? Going by Ashok and Kaya’s strange antics up to the point, I wouldn’t put frivolity past them. Perhaps sadism was the only end of their atrocious machinations. Why did we young men drive bikes (or for that matter, cars) at high speeds on an empty highway? For kicks. Why did people take cocaine, heroin and marijuana? For kicks. Why did people climb on into those scary, stomach-churning roller-coasters? For kicks, again. 

Probably my captors had a slightly offbeat way of getting their high: injecting mysterious substances into people. I wouldn’t have minded had it been less dangerous. Ashok and Kaya were playing with fire. And the fire, in all probability, would scorch me. 

I’d never ached for my wife as much as I did at this point. Dimple’s glorious springy hair, deep ocean-like eyes and chiseled features repeatedly flooded my vision. The deep dimple on her chin, which had earned her moniker, incessantly tormented me. How I thirsted for Dimple to take me in her maternal arms, press my head against her bosom and reassure me that what I was going through was just a nightmare... Darling Dimple. Since she was a couple of years older than me, Dimple sported a slightly highhanded elder sisterly manner towards me sometimes. That sort of behavior annoyed and soothed me at the same time. At this moment, I hungered for the security

of my wife’s strict, but affectionate presence. It would have been such a solace at this point. 

But where was Dimple? And was Sanjay: the man I had grown up with? Surely, the guy I had shared my childhood with, gone through the roller-coaster of adolescence along with and had often unburdened my feelings to, wouldn’t abandon me thusly? 

At this point, another thought made its home in my mind and tormented me. Were Sanjay and Dimple safe? Had they had an accident while on highway NH4 and been instantly killed? Had my wise and best friend been abducted and being held hostage? In the absence of a person to fetch the demanded ransom, had they been killed by their captors? God, these imaginings were too dreadful for me to endure. I wish there was some way of confirming that my terrible envisaging weren’t true. 

However, there was no way in which I could do so. Vincent Asylum was sans newspapers, a television set or a computer with an internet connection. The land line on the third floor was the only connection one could have with the outside world and under Ashok and Kaya’s hawk-eyed vigil, it was impossible to even think of gaining access to the telephone. 

A week or so after Kaya had started giving me injections; I started feeling a tingling, pleasurable pain around my nipples. To describe the sensation most accurately, I felt as if someone had fastened clamps on my nipples and was tugging gently. What on heaven and earth was going on? 

Had I been stung by some sort of an insect? Was I having an allergic reaction to something these people had been feeding me? I did a mental revision of what I had been fed with for the past few weeks. It was the usual fare: rice, lentils and vegetables. I had heard that fenugreek   seeds and some varieties of fish sometimes caused this sort of a reaction, but I couldn’t recall any instance in which I had been fed with any of the above. 

Over the weeks, I noticed that my voice had grown sweeter than before. Many a times, I was under the impression that Kaya, Dolly or Vina were speaking, only to realize that the honeyed dulcet tones were emanating from my own voice-box. What in the world was going on? Why was my once normal male voice turning so soft and delicate? 

It was only when I saw a breast stick out through my night gown, did I realize what was happening. Kaya had been giving me female hormones all these weeks, not antipsychotics. I rushed to the mirror and was horrified to see two plump “buds” on either side of my chest. Over the next couple of months that I was held in captivity, the buds gradually started gaining mass. 

Also, I could swear that my areolas had become much larger than before. It was inexpressibly distressing to notice tiny bumps around them, more conspicuous than the ones I had seen on any female. Also, my nipples had started appearing disconcertingly long, turgid and distended to grace the chest of anyone who prided himself on being male. 

Kaya continued giving me the injections every two weeks. Once, when she arrived to coerce the unwelcomed foreign hormone into my reluctant body, I gripped her by the scruff of her collar (I know it was an ungentlemanly thing to do, but I was profoundly flustered) and snapped:

“Estrogen. Estrogen hormones are what you have been injecting into me, haven’t you, you bitch? 

In addition, have you been giving me androgen blockers, too? Tell me; what are you and that wretched dog, Ashok, up to? Have you been conspiring to certify me, and other perfectly sane

people that you’ve held captive here, insane? What do you gain by all this: speak, bitch!” 

Kaya remained silent. She responded to my overreaction with her trademark smug smile and a suggestive little wink. Kaya’s understated reaction spooked the hell out of me. I would have felt infinitely better had she slapped and manhandled me, and commanded me to shut my mouth. 

Instead, Kaya gave a self-assured little reaction: an indication of little or no fear of the consequences of her deeds. Kaya very well knew what she was doing, and wasn’t in the least deterred or disturbed by the unethical nature of it. 

I was much agonized trying to imagine how my wife would now perceive me. Dimple, as far as I knew, was bereft of any lesbian tendencies. Would she rue the fact that her husband now had a pair of breasts? Or would Dimple find the bizarre twin developments tragically comic and have a rueful laugh over my matured mammary glands? Would she secretly be aroused at the thought of making love to a shemale: a creature blessed with the double appendages of balls as well as breasts? Though none of the above speculated reactions of Dimple thrilled me much, the last alternative was somewhat bearable. If my breasts happened to turn Dimple on, at least our sex life wouldn’t suffer. 

There was another alternative that I had overlooked. Probably the size of my breasts was in my mind after all. They were probably exaggerated only in my mind and were not so conspicuous to other people. There was a chance—however slim—that Dimple wouldn’t notice them and that we would have simple, vanilla sex without my breasts becoming an issue. However, going by the fact that my breasts received more attention than my face in Vincent Asylum, I omitted the chance of Dimple not noticing them as non-existent, instead of slim. Everyone—Ashok, Kaya, Vina, Mr. Shiva and even the motherly Ms. Dolly—gawked at my chest area as if my twin hillocks enticed and invited their eyeballs to settle on them against their will. 

Kaya continued to bathe me. When her large, creamy hands moved over my chocolate-mocha body, I was sentient of my skin having become thinner, more translucent and smoother than before. When I applied the after-shower lotion that had been given to me by my captors, I was, in a horrified way, fascinated to see my skin glimmer like burnished copper. “Dark Silk” that was the unconscious nickname that I had given myself off late. However, it in no way implied that I was pleased with the new texture of my skin. The self-given nickname was just a mournful reaction to the dark, horrifying, bizarre situation that I found myself in, not an expression of joy. 

My hips were getting wider. My buttocks were getting more rounded. My testicles had reduced considerably in size. My sex drive had depleted completely (though nothing about my dreadful situation was exactly a turn on). My dark tresses had become longer and silkier in texture and were loosely braided, with assiduous care, by the succubus. I was fast transmuting into Rachael. 

A vagina was the only thing that I lacked. 

There was no saying when my captors would decide to provide me with one. I had to do something.  Fast. 


***

The afternoon was a soporific, monotonous one. Dolly had fallen asleep in one corner of the ward, while still cradling her rag doll. Vina was murmuring something about “the voice of truth

constantly being stifled”. Her tone was flat and expressionless; Vina gave the impression of a barely conscious person speaking to herself. I poised myself in front of the woman and waved a hand in front of her face, but Vina barely registered my presence. She continued to murmur

“whistleblowers should be given protection in the embassy” and suchlike. Her eyes were seeing, yet unseeing. She clutched the searchlight to her bosom as if it was something precious. 

Mr. Shiva had managed to procure a piece of chalk from somewhere and was doodling some sort of complex indecipherable equations on the old-fashioned red-oxide floor. Every once in a while, he’d shake his head in evident frustration; rub off an equation before rewriting it. I inched close to his silvery head and asked:

“Sir, what are you calculating?” 

Mr. Shiva didn’t as much as raise his head. He made an impatient gesture with his hand as if he was trying to shoo away a particularly annoying mosquito. 

The inmates of the asylum were immersed in their own private worlds. I decided to sneak a peek downstairs to check on what our captors were doing. I tip-toed down half a flight and saw Ashok and Kaya entwined around each other like two creepers. Kaya’s healthy, creamy arms were coiled around Ashok’s sturdy neck. Ashok’s short, muscular arms were circled around the lady’s waist. Kaya’s skirt had ridden an inch or two higher and her cap had shifted to a side. Her chignon had come loose, spilling forth a cascade of thick blonde-dyed hair. The captors were kissing away, oblivious to the evil little world they had mutually built. 

The coast was clear. Now was my chance. 

With silent, yet stealthy motions, I dashed to the third floor. I reached the room, in which I knew the telephone was kept, to discover that it was locked. On further scrutiny, I found that it wasn’t locked; only bolted. The bolt creaked a bit as I unlatched it. I pushed the door open and strode in fervently hoping that my captors hadn’t heard the creaking of the bolt. Faith in God and a leap of faith was all one could bank on in situations such as these. 

At the sight of the black, old-fashioned telephone, my heart gave a joyous leap. Here was the key to my freedom! I would talk to my wife who would come and whisk me away to safety in no time. The telephone was the instrument through which I would beckon my knight in shining armor: my precious wife, Dimple! 

I touched the telephone as if it was made of priceless gold. With trembling fingers, I began to dial my wife’s number. I dialed all eight digits; there were just two more to go. I dialed away, breathlessly imagining Dimple’s adorable husky voice saying: “Hello darling, I am on my way. I am going to come and get you, my pet”. 

Instead I heard a flat, non-descript yet menacing male voice. “You slut!” hissed Ashok with one brawny arm gripping the back of my neck “you sneaking, snitching slut!”. His hair was disheveled (undoubtedly from his recent erotic escapade) and face flushed red with anger. What petrified me the most were Ashok’s eyes: they were sleep-deprived and bloodshot, and murderous at the moment. The next thing I was aware of was being beaten black and blue. A yowl escaped my lips as Ashok kicked my pelvis. I bellowed like a hapless animal when a sharp

punch landed on my jaw. By the time Ashok had his short, brawny arm around my neck and was squeezing it with slow, sadistic deliberation, I was doing two things-- gasping for breath and begging for mercy--at the same time. 

Ashok’s grip around my neck relaxed, as a soft cloyingly sweet female voice behind him said:

“Stop it, Ashok! You’re going to kill her!” 

Kaya had come in, with her nurse’s bag slung on one arm. Never had I been so glad to see her as at the moment. Kaya almost seemed like a divinity, an angel. Her clothes were impeccable and hair combed neatly and worn in a chignon under the well-fitting nurse’s cap. She had obviously taken some time to readjust her clothing and rearrange her hair after the amorous encounter with Ashok a few minutes ago. 

“Why should I, Kaya?” demanded the enraged Ashok “this little whore had traipsed up here and was trying to use the telephone. She’s too clever for her own good, this Rachael”. 

“Relax, Ashok” said Kaya smiling smugly “I have a better idea to tame this wild cat”. 

After mouthing the above words, the damnable woman retrieved a mammoth-sized syringe from her bag and approached me with it. “No!” I managed to protest with a dry mouth “please don’t!”. 

As Ashok held me tight, Kaya lifted my night gown and jabbed the needle in the fleshy part of my thigh. Slowly, but surely, I could feel my world going dark….. 


***

When my eyelids fluttered open, I was sentient of a massive weight on my body. As my eyes regained focus, I realized that Kaya was sitting on top of my pelvis, looking lustily into my hazel eyes with her own smoky ones. The cool draft of air that had come in through the partially opened shutter and caressed my body told me I had been stripped naked. As I watched with horrified awe, Kaya unbuttoned her shirt, and pulled off her skirt and stockings. There was something petrifying, yet fascinating about her motherly spherical breasts, slightly paunchy stretch-marked belly and neatly-trimmed pubis. My first instinct was to shirk away from Kaya, yet I found that I couldn’t move. Through the power of her smoky eyes, the succubus had numbed my senses and paralyzed my will, so I lay helpless underneath her…. 

Kaya bent over and landed a ripe, rich kiss right in the center of my cheek. It was slobbering and messy and I detested it. Yet I found that I was unable to budge. Kaya poised her dribbling, rubbery lips on my jaw and traced a steady line of kisses along its path. Her mouth progressively moved southwards and lingered on my brown silky neck, velvety collarbone, breasts, tummy, before she reached my silky hair covered groin region…. 

I was numb, but was conscious enough to realize that the succubus was seducing me in the ward. 

Hazy, blurry silhouettes and faces around told me that Vina, Ms. Dolly and Mr. Shiva were very much present in the ward and were fascinated spectators of the erotic goings-on. 

Kaya paused for a moment, eagerly delved her hand into her bag and retrieved a huge, unbelievably realistic-looking dildo. As she strapped it around her waist and teased the tight star of my anus with it, I screamed: “No, please don’t do this….I don’t want to be entered with that!” 

Kaya was unrelenting. She pushed the dildo into my rear orifice until it was completely sheathed within me. I looked around me and appealed to the other inmates to stop Kaya. “Please….” I whispered desperately “I don’t want this…make her stop….please help me”. 

No one budged. They gawked wonderstruck, obviously fascinated by the scene unfolding before them. I am sure nothing as sensational as public sex had ever happened in Vincent Asylum before. 

Kaya’s ample hips crushed against mine. She started out slow, but soon increased the speed and intensity of her thrusts. Since I wasn’t aroused or lubricated, the violation of my body hurt like hell. At this moment, my body galvanized into action. I violently thrashed my arms and legs and tried to fight Kaya off, but in vain. For a woman, she was sturdier than me: a man. 

Spent and defeated, I thought I’d focus on something until the atrocity ended. Dolly’s face came into view. A slow, salacious smile spread across her features and she covered her face like a coy bride. 

I meanwhile wondered when Kaya tire of my body, so that I was left alone at least for now. 

Chapter 4 - She’s  My Wife It became routine for Kaya to unleash her voracious sexual appetite on my feminized body. And it was invariably in the ward, with the other three inmates gaping. I had, long ago, lost the energy and motivation to fight Kaya off and surrendered to her lustful attentions with a kind of listless apathy that comes only after months of putting up a fight. In other words, I accepted my fate and had partly yielded to it. 

Kaya seemed to be very pleased with me. She heaped lavish attentions and bought me flowers and chocolates like a male suitor wooing his lady during the initial days of courtship. I surreptitiously threw away the flowers and distributed the candy among the inmates. As our carnal relationship progressed, Kaya graduated to bringing me pretty dresses, jewelry and all sorts of brooches for the hair. Given a choice, I would have opted to wear only the baggy denim pants and checked shirt I had arrived to the asylum in, but if I had to survive, I had to be a slave to the desires of this bisexual cougar and her odious lover. Hence, I gratified Kaya by wearing the lovely strappy dresses, feminine skirts and tops and evening gowns that she bought me. 

During the evenings, I would brush my long hair until it gleamed like polished silver and add a touch of makeup to my mocha skin. At nights, before Kaya arrived to carnally possess me, I decked my hair with fragrant flowers that she freshly brought every day (after a few days of throwing, I’d decided to keep the flowers, after all). The whole routine and pandering to Kaya made me feel like a harlot, yet one has to sometimes do the most distasteful of things during the waiting period. 

Yes, this was just a waiting period. Nine months might seem like infinity, but it would really amount to nothing when seen on the entire canvass of a person’s life. I still waited—patiently—

for an apt opportunity to amble up two floors, get to the telephone and talk to Dimple. I saw my status as a “woman” as just external and temporary; on the inside I was still a man who deeply loved his wife and it would be a matter of time before I would revert to being one. Since the only thing my captors were administering to make and keep me a female were hormones, there was a lot of hope: once I stop taking them, the breasts would disappear and hopefully, my genitals would regain their original size. I only had cause for worry if my captors did something permanent to change the geography of my body. 

That evening, Kaya seemed flagrantly dissatisfied after she had used my body. She strode downstairs in a disgruntled fashion. I couldn’t resist tip toeing behind her. She bunched up her blonde-dyed hair and scrunched it up into a high ponytail in a frustrated manner. 

“What’s the matter?” sniggered Ashok sardonically “wasn’t your little whore up to the mark today?” 

“I suppose she was” Kaya shrugged “Rachael really doesn’t give much trouble nowadays. Just lies back and takes it”. 

“So, we’ve tamed the wild cat, eh?” Ashok guffawed unpleasantly “then what’s the problem?” 

“Anatomy” my lesbian lover replied tersely. 

“Please elucidate” her boyfriend urged. 

“Well, though Rachael’s body is feminized, she doesn’t have a vagina” Kaya complained “that becomes a bit of a frustrating point in bed”. 

“I can understand, honey. I myself am a great fan of twats” said Ashok crudely. 

“What do you think we should do?” Kaya asked eagerly. 

“Provide Rachael with a twat, of course” replied Ashok in a matter-of-fact manner. 

“But how?” said Kaya tensely “I haven’t performed Sex Reassignment Surgery for a long time”. 

“Just brush up the basics, baby” replied Ashok rakishly “it shouldn’t be difficult for an experienced nurse like you who has witnessed umpteen bottom surgeries. Dr. Mehta even let you perform it, right?” 

“Yes, he did, even though it is illegal to allow a nurse to perform surgery” Kaya giggled nervously “and was I good at it! With a bit of brushing up, I should be able to perform it with a fair degree of ease”. 

Kaya’s words sent my head spinning so fast that I had to clutch the staircase railing to steady myself. SRS. Sex Reassignment Surgery. It, put in the simplest of terms, amounted to either chopping off or inverting parts of your penis and substituting it with a vagina. Once a “twat” was instated, I could never go back to being Ray again. A vagina would fully and completely trap me in Rachael’s body and there would be no going back after that. I would never be a man, never be able to ejaculate, or make love to my wife again. I would never be able to father children. It was a terrifying thought. 

I had to do something urgently even at the cost of being caught, beaten, assaulted or murdered. I had to.  At any cost. 

At one am the next morning, I stopped at the bed of every inmate to make sure that their breathing revealed the steady rhythm of sleep. I slowly tip toed to the second floor where my captors usually slept. The blaring loud snores of Ashok and the more subdued ones of Kaya reassured me that my captors were deeply immersed in the throes of slumber. I managed to get to the usually elusive room on the third floor. I discreetly opened the latch and let myself inside. On the table stood the invaluable telephone! I picked it up and dialed my wife’s number (that I had committed to memory) with quivering hands. The telephone rang once, twice, thrice before the sleep-groggy voice of Dimple came on line. 

“Who is th--?” my wife started out, before she probably recognized the familiar number on her mobile phone screen. 

“Ray?” she asked incredulous “where have you been all these months, honey?! I have been worried as hell about you! And what has happened to your voice? It’s yours, yet so different—

somewhat effeminate. What in the world is going on?!” 

“It’s a long story” I said evasively, before saying “hey, why didn’t you and Sanjay come and get me?” 

“Sanjay and I searched until both of us were nearly dead with fatigue. We combed out the entire NH4 route and ferreted out even a burrowed rat. However, this Vincent Asylum was nowhere in the vicinity. We asked umpteen people—some of them old residents—none of them had ever heard of it. So, all we could do was throw our arms up in defeat and despair and go home. We didn’t even see your blue Alto anywhere on the way”. 

“It must have been towed away by the cops” I said dismissively, before almost accusingly asking

“speaking of the cops, why didn’t you contact them? They’d have able to help you find Vincent Asylum or, at least, have been able to trace the number I called from!” 

“Ask them to trace a place that seemed non-existent and request them to trace a number from which a call had been made four hours previously?” my wife said “the cops would have asked me to get my head examined. As it is, they’re a rude callous lot”. 

“I get your point” I told my wife “I am sorry if I’ve sounded indignant…it’s just that I’ve had to endure hell…” 

“What’s happening, Ray?” a note of worry had crept into my wife’s voice. 

“I’ll explain in detail later. There is no time now” I said quickly “I’ll just re-explain the landmarks and hope you and Sanjay find the place”. 

“I am all ears” said my wife attentively. 

“I think this Vincent Asylum place lies somewhere between Bangalore and Tumkur” I said in an urgent whisper “closer to Tumkur than Bangalore, if my estimate is anything to go by. I can’t be very sure” I said trying to exercise my memory and make it regress to that fateful day I had stepped into the asylum “but I think there is a pond or some other source of water close to the asylum. I didn’t actually turn to see, but, on hindsight, could feel a sudden cooling of air when I was about 100 meters away from the asylum. I attributed it to the presence of a water body nearby. Then, as I told you before, the place is partially obscured by a big banyan tree. It’s impossible to miss it. That’s the most prominent landmark to the asylum that I could possibly give”. 

“We tried looking for it the other day, but couldn’t find it” Dimple said “anyway, I hope Sanjay and I will be luckier this time. I have my fingers and even toes crossed. Hopefully, it will be easier this time, now that you’ve mentioned the water body….” 

I would have loved to talk to Dimple for hours, except I heard Ashok’s snores subdue. It was evident that he wasn’t sleeping as deeply as before. It would be prudent to hang up now that Dimple had all the landmarks I could possibly give. 

“Okay sweetheart, I’ve got to go” I said exigently “hope you guys find the place tomorrow”. 

“I’ll try my best” said my wife in a placating manner “now go to bed on a free mind”. 

“Good night, honey, I love you” I croaked. 

“Good night, Ray, I love you too” Dimple said. 


***

I woke up the next day to streaming sunlight. The shutter was partially open, letting in a flood of sunlight. I looked around me. Ms. Dolly was in deep slumber with the inseparable rag doll clutched tightly to her bosom. Vina was looking blankly into space as was her wont. Mr. Shiva was nowhere to be seen—I surmised he must be in the bathroom, going through his morning ablution rituals. The clock on the wall struck nine: God, it was so late and I hadn’t even realized! 

Probably, I had overslept as a consequence of my late night escapades .My unsuspecting captors had, for once, been merciful enough not to jerk me awake the way either of them usually did at 5:30 am. 

Dimple! She and Sanjay were due to come to rescue me today. I crossed my fingers and every conceivable part of my body and fervently prayed for deliverance. It would be a welcome development after nearly ten months of feminized incarceration. Freedom had been so long back that I could only imagine what it had tasted like: getting up at 7 am, going out for a morning jog and hitting the desk right after breakfast. It had felt good to be an unshackled male. It had been heavenly to spend the evenings in one’s beautiful-cerebral wife’s company and while away the nights ensnared by throes of passion. 

The sound of an abruptly pressed clutch break jerked me back to the moment. I peeked out of the partially open shutter. A black sedan had come to a screeching halt right in front of the gate of Vincent “Hospital”. My heart beat a tad faster. My friend Sanjay owned a similar automobile! 

My joy knew no bounds when Sanjay himself stepped out of the driver’s seat, his well-toned form clothed in a pair of sleek black trousers and a pinstriped shirt. His black loafers and goggles glimmered in the already intense nine o’clock sun. Sanjay’s enviably thick dark hair had been combed and slicked back with hair gel. Never had my boyhood pal looked so dashing before! 

A woman got off the other front seat. It was none other than my beloved Dimple! My dimples of the deep ocean-like eyes, chiseled features and the deeply-etched dimple on her chin that had earned her the moniker. Dimple’s lush glorious hair was carelessly piled on top of her head in a casual bun and she wore shades just like Sanjay’s. She was dressed casually in printed slacks, an olive green cropped top and white slippers. Dimple’s face was bereft of makeup. 

Every pore of my being was suffused with unrivalled ecstasy. I can’t recall another instance in my life when I had been so insanely happy! 

“Dimple!” I yelled out through the semi-open shutter “Hello darling, I am here!” 

Dimple lifted her face up. She made a mini-umbrella of her palm to keep the sun out and tried to locate the source of the sound. 

“Dimple!” I called out again “Over here, my darling!” 

My wife saw me—finally. She lifted a white arm and waved. Her chiseled features broke into a

smile. That smile! I could have killed for that smile! 

Presently, I saw my wife and Sanjay enter the gate. As they disappeared out of my sight, I presumed that they had gone into Ashok’s office. Soon they’d be parleys and I’d be taken away from this Godforsaken place! My excitement and impatience was such that I had to assume the meditative posture to keep my mind from galloping ahead of me! 

I could hear voices downstairs. One of them was the flat, non-descript one of Ashok and the other the eerily sweet one of Kaya’s. The other two, of course, were the familiar ones of Dimple and Sanjay’s. Ten painful minutes passed: my wife and best friend still seemed to be immersed in a discussion with my captors. Well, I could imagine. Talking, reasoning and negotiating with two veteran criminals may not have been easy. After thirteen whole minutes, curiosity got the better of me and I tip toed down a flight of stairs. I could see the side profile of my wife and the jet black gel-slicked head of my best friend. I could only hear the voices of my captors. Their odious faces were thankfully obstructed by a part of the staircase. 

I crouched at the landing and listened with uncompromised attention. “The problem is that she is one obstinate patient” I could hear Ashok’s flat, monotonous voice saying “we tried everything: neuroleptic, antipsychotics, but she persists in believing that she is Ray”. 

“It’s a very unusual case” I heard Kaya say in her cloyinging sweet voice “schizophrenia takes many forms. Most suffer either from erotomania, delusions of grandeur and persecution and somatic hallucinations, but this is bizarre. Throughout my career spanning two decades, I haven’t seen a patient who believes that she is a member of the opposite sex”. 

Ha! Schizophrenia indeed! It was Kaya who was raving mad. And so also her oily paramour Ashok. I was as right as rain. In a moment, Dimple and Sanjay would clarify that. 

“That’s really unfortunate” replied Dimple “we were expecting a significant improvement”. 

“Yeah” Sanjay chipped in “after all, she has been here for a good ten months….” 

I froze on the landing. For a moment, I couldn’t believe my ears. I couldn’t believe I was awake until I pinched myself hard. What were Dimple and Sanjay saying? Were they actually echoing the sentiments of those two brazen criminals? 

No, this couldn’t be true. There had obviously been some mistake. Else, my hearing had gone awry. That’s because what I was hearing couldn’t possibly be true! 

Sanjay’s cultured, well-modulated voice corroborated the veracity of what I had previously heard. 

“Well Mr. Ashok” he said suavely “you and Nurse Kaya must do everything in your power to ensure that Rachael recovers soon. After all, she is a very good friend of me and my wife Dimple’s”. 

 “My wife Dimple?”  Had Sanjay actually said  “my wife Dimple??”.  The scoundrel. To confiscate a friend’s wife and claim she is yours when he is away was the height of inappropriateness. I had

dubbed Sanjay to be a decent guy. I certainly hadn’t expected this of him. 

The blood in my body boiled. I was acutely aware of an angrily throbbing vein in my left temple as I sprinted downstairs and dashed into the front office—a typhoon in a cream lace nightgown. 

Before, I knew it; I had usurped Sanjay from his chair, sent him staggering to the ground and had encircled my palms around his neck in a vice-like grip. 

“You fucking bastard!” I said fury rising within me with each passing minute “Dimple is  my wife. How dare you claim that she is yours, you viper in the bosom!” 

“Let go…” the hapless Sanjay spluttered, his face going blue “please let go of me, Rachael…you aren’t well”. 

“I am well enough to know truth from delusion, you cad!” I spat and continued squeezing his neck hard. 

“Stop it, Rachael!” the command that had come from Dimple made me stop in my tracks “leave my husband alone!” 

“Your  husband?” I turned to face Dimple and asked dully “Is that what you just said, Dimple?” 

“You heard right” Dimple’s tone had a no-nonsense ring to it. 

“But Dimple darling, you are married to  me!” I burst out “How could Sanjay possibly be your husband?”. 

“Rachael…honey” said Dimple sporting the manner of one reasoning with a child or a hopelessly disturbed person “You are a  girl. And so am I. How could we possibly be married to each other? Same-sex marriages are illegal in India. Besides, I don’t have any such….inclinations, nor do you when you are your normal self”. 

Dimple’s words pierced me like a shard of glass. “How could you say all this….” I said, my voice choking with emotion “after all that we’ve shared”. 

“Sure Rachael, we’ve shared some very good moments” said Dimple walking towards me and taking both my hands in hers “but as best female friends. We’re not lesbians and can’t be married. Please get that out of your mind. I am Sanjay’s wife and have been married to him for the past three years”. 

Dimple’s words weren’t making any sense. How could she possibly be married to me  and to Sanjay for the past three years? A sense of helplessness flooded me. My body became rigid and I became as immobile as a statue. 

With a final pity-suffused glance at me, Dimple and Sanjay locked arms and walked out of Vincent Asylum. In two minutes, I could hear the sedan engine rev up and the car drive away…. 

….Abandoning me. Abandoning me in Vincent Asylum. Throwing me to the mercy of two spawns of the devil. 

It had begun to make sense now…. all that which had seemed innocent then. The way Dimple’s eyes lit up when she saw Sanjay and the ostensibly sisterly kiss she planted on his cheek while parting after an outing…. The seeming brotherly casualness with which Sanjay put his arm around Dimple’s shoulders when we posed for a threesome selfie…. The obvious pleasure they took in each other’s professed “familial” company. Both seemed overtly calm…but beneath the surface had bubbled something deep, dark and passionate. 

I must have been blind not to see. I must have been a fool not to decipher the simple cryptic codes right in front of my eyes. 

What evident reason did a young good-looking man like Sanjay have to spend some of his evenings and nearly all his weekends with a married couple? With his dashing good looks and charming manners, Sanjay could have had a rocking social life. Yet he chose to spend most of his free time with me and Dimple. Sanjay had claimed that the reason was that he wanted to spend time with me: his soul-brother. Now I knew otherwise. It was to hang out with my wife. 

“Awesome threesome” Dimple had, in a moment of levity, referred to the three of us as. Now they apparently had decided to become “Sneaky Twosome”. What had been the reason for Dimple’s decision to totally oust me out, I wonder, when she was having the cake and eating it too? I think it was the sizeable inheritance I had received from my deceased parents. As the only child of my progenitors, only I was entitled to the property. My lawyer had asked me to choose a nominee in the improbable case of demise or insanity. Naturally, I had chosen Dimple as my nominee. She was my closest, living relative. 

Dimple had not hired contract killers to finish me off, but had decided on the other option to appropriate my property for herself and her lover: getting me declared insane. And it was obvious that she and Sanjay had collaborated with the vile Ashok and Kaya to execute the scheme. 

But many unanswered questions niggled in my brain. Dimple knew my penchant for driving, but how did she know that I would drive on NH4 that fateful day? How had she manipulated my car into breaking down at that particular place closest to the asylum? Was Dimple an oracle that she could predict that I would take that particular route only and mentally meddle with my automobile so that it broke down at that precise point only? It sounded a little too far-fetched. 

An observation introduced me to another, very disturbing line of thought. The comfort levels between Sanjay and Dimple suggested much more than easy camaraderie and even a torrid affair. 

The comfortable familiarity with which they were seated next to one another, their intimate eye contact, and the pattern with which they spoke to and moved with each other suggested something else….something that I was innately familiar with—the marital state. So, was it possible that Sanjay and Dimple were indeed man and wife? 

And was I truly Rachael, Dimple’s BFF, who was under the delusion that she was male? Was I indeed mentally ill—a schizophrenic?? 

Chapter 5 - Truth is Stranger than Fiction No, that could not be. I was as sane as the honest daylight flooding into the ward through the partially opened shutters. I was Ray: a biological male, born to affluent parents 26 years ago in New Delhi. I currently lived in Bangalore with my wife Dimple who worked as a systems engineer in a company situated in Electronic City. I was a freelance writer, who wrote on different themes, but my training as a medical transcriptionist made me the perfect contributor to medical journals. 

This was my reality. Clinging on to it was my only hope. I had to hold on to it with all the tenacity left in my exhausted body. 

Tiptoeing to the telephone and calling Dimple wasn’t the solution to my problems, now that my wife had volte-faced. Dimple had turned out to be a turncoat of such behemoth proportions that I still couldn’t believe she had betrayed me. Anyway, I had at least fifty years of longevity left within me. I still had a long, (hopefully) fruitful road ahead. I had to move on and get ahead in life, in spite of Dimple’s betrayal. I had lived primarily for her up to this point; I vowed to live for myself from this moment on. But how? How could I possibly manage to reclaim my life when my gender identity itself was progressively being wrenched away from me? 

As I was dwelling on these profound questions, Kaya tiptoed into the room. Ashok trotted in behind her, looking as disreputable as ever. Who the devil had spawned this evil pair? How on earth had the two depraved like-minds managed to get together and give birth to a place like Vincent Asylum to consistently carry their vile legacy forward? 

“It was mighty impertinent of you to barge in like that when we were talking to your guardians” 

said Ashok jeeringly. 

“They aren’t my guardians” my hazel eyes rose challengingly to meet Ashok’s mean little slits

“that woman is my wife and that man is…or rather  was  my best buddy”. 

“That’s what you say” cooed the demonic Kaya “but according to the two of them, you’re Rachael: Dimple’s BFF. And Dimple, FYI, is married to Sanjay Shroff”. 

“Ha!” it’s all fabricated, I said, a spark of my original spirit returning. 

“Your mind is fabricating stuff, that’s what is going on” sniggered Ashok “You’re unwell, Rachael. Why don’t you just accept the fact and let us cure you”. 

“Cure me, my foot!” I snapped indignantly “Given the chance, I’d shut the two of  you up in the loony bin”. 

“You were so wrong, Ashok, when you said we had tamed the ‘wild cat’” sneered Kaya, her smug features distorting in a hideous manner “Rachael is as vicious as ever”. 

“So, do it darling” Ashok prompted “do whatever it takes to tame her”. 

“I know but one method” cackled Kaya wickedly. Predictably, she retrieved the behemoth-sized syringe out, hitched my floral-printed skirt up and emptied the contents of the syringe in the fleshy portion of my thigh. 


***

I woke up wearing a hospital gown. I mean, it wasn’t the cream lacy hospital gown that we inmates of Vincent Asylum were forced to wear, but a regular blue johnny that patients in regular hospitals are given. While the light blue hospital gown covered the front of my body, I could feel the back that I was lying on brazenly exposed and secured by tassels. The smell of disinfectant and something that I couldn’t quite name hung in the air. The asylum had always been called “Hospital”; right now it totally justified the sobriquet. 

I looked around me. I was not in the general ward, but in what seemed to be an ICU. Several needles and tubes were attached to my arm, and a monitor that was poised directly overhead showed my vital parameters. I wasn’t a great interpreter of vital signs, but my limited knowledge assured me that I was doing fine. 

I was suddenly seized by an urge to relieve myself. Since calling out the name of my captors yielded no results, I detached myself from the needles and the tubes and let myself out of the ICU (which seemed to be situated somewhere on the second floor of Vincent Asylum). After a bit of reconnaissance, I succeeded in locating a small toilet down the corridor. By force of habit and dictates of gender and conditioning, I hitched my johnny up while standing and subconsciously reached for the organ that would launch my urine into the commode in a faultless, projectile arc. Surprisingly, I found no organ to grasp. Then the most astonishing thing occurred. The pee, held in my bladder for a significantly long time, demurely trickled down my thighs. When I lifted the johnny up to see what was going on, I was in for the shock of my life. 

I didn’t see the familiar shriveling penis beneath my flat belly. Instead, I saw an obviously new, perfectly formed vagina. I parted the lips of my nether region to behold a faultless labia and an impeccable clitoris. 

Kaya hadn’t been so out of practice, after all. And she had done more than a great job in brushing up her fundamentals. 

I was a total wreck because I had permanently lost my virility. I had lost the last remaining organ that could transmute me back to Ray again. 

I had now become Rachael, totally and completely. Rachael: “the sufferer of delusions”. 

Rachael: Dimple and Sanjay’s “good friend”. Rachael: Nurse Kaya’s young lesbian wife. 

Rachael: Kaya’s whore. 

“Out flew the web and floated wide; 

The mirror cracked from side to side; 

Oh, the doom has come upon me, 

Cried poor whore Rachael!”. 

Terrible was my pathos. Bubbling was my rage. I stormed out of the little toilet and saw my two captors heading in my direction. 

“You did it, didn’t you?” I demanded of Kaya “you performed the sex reassignment surgery so that you could fuck me in the cunt!” 

“What in the world are you talking about?” asked Kaya perplexed, apparently shell-shocked by my using brazen language “and since when have you started swearing like a slum-dweller? It’s not ladylike, Rachael, whatever would your two refined friends say?” 

“Don’t play the innocent!” I snapped at her and Ashok “You know very well what I am talking about…. SRS. Or Penis Inversion Surgery. That’s what you’ve performed on me, haven’t you? I have done a course in medical transcription and have been regularly writing for medical journals, so I know. You, by using your mean genius, probably inverted the shaft of my penis, so that it became the lining of my vaginal canal. The head of the penis became my clitoris. The scrotum was transformed into the labia majora and excesses of urethra were utilized to create the labia minora”. 

“You certainly seem to have a very scientific brain, honey” said Kaya “but what use is all that if your premise itself is wrong or, rather, non-existent? You  never ever possessed a penis in the first place, Rachael”. 

“She’s right, zat” Ashok chipped in coarsely “you were always born with a twat!”. 

“No, it can’t be true” I said backing away from the lethal duo “the two of you are playing tricks on me again. I was born Ray, a biological male! I was not born a woman!”. 

“Denial” said Kaya clucking her tongue in apparent sympathy “the symptom of every delusional patient. I really pity you, Rachael”. 

“Yeah” Kaya’s bawdy paramour agreed “It must suck to be born a member of the fairer sex, and yet think you’re a bloke.” 

My two captors looked at me with eyes gleaming with mock empathy. True, I was to be pitied. 

But for the right reasons…. 


***

A newly ordained vagina was a very novel experience. After a bout of intense denial and feelings of revulsion against my newly inducted organ, curiosity began to get the better of me. In the privacy of the dark, after all the other inmates had gone off to sleep, I would slowly ease my panties down my now rounded thighs, part my puffy nether lips and feel an unaccustomed moistness inside. It felt dreadful, yet in a peculiar way, thrilling. Soon, I learnt to insert a finger or two inside and stroke myself to a massive orgasm. Vaginal stimulation was okay, but I discovered that stimulating the clitoris gave me greater pleasure. 

Vigorously and incessantly pleasuring myself took my mind off the wrong that had been done to me by my detainers. Turning myself into an erotic mass of twitching, convulsive spasms was all I could do to keep myself on brooding on the loss of a penis. Or the fact that Ray had been lost—

forever. And that Rachael was here to stay. 

Most of the time, I felt terrible. A part of the time I felt privileged, blessed almost. After all, I had been fortunate enough to experience pleasure as a man  and  as a woman. How many human beings could possibly lay a claim to that? 

Having an extra orifice in my body became a liability. Now, with an extra slot dedicated to my body, I ended up getting the amorous attentions of not one, but both my captors. Kaya carried on with me as usual, enjoying the luxury of two orifices in my body instead of one. She even purchased a double dildo, which could simultaneously be inserted in both my slots and make me reach the acme of pleasure. 

The cries that emanated from me during these times obviously aroused Ashok. One day, when Kaya was bathing and dressing the other inmates of the asylum, he tiptoed into the ward and abraded my full lips with kisses. His lips were coarse, rubbery and rough just like the rest of his personality. After a bit of fumbling around, Ashok freed his hard mean shaft and plunged it deep into my molten center. I tried to fight him off, wildly clawing away at his back and neck, but the man was indubitably stronger. We went all the way, with Ashok letting out animal-like grunts of exertion with every thrust. Droplets of sweat trailed down my silken mocha body. I loathed Ashok and what he was doing, but surprisingly my body responded to his assaults. My turgid nether lips actually throbbed and tightened around him, as I broke into a series of simultaneous explosions. 

This happened everyday or, rather, every night. Kaya would take her share of pleasure, turn the lights off and leave the general ward at ten pm sharp. After ten minutes, her paramour would surreptitiously arrive, sheath himself inside me and spurt seed after seed into my womb. The onslaught of his fluid was so intense that I found myself thanking fate that I couldn’t get pregnant. However, I hoped that Ashok didn’t have any venereal disease that he could transmit to me through sexual contact. 

It’s true. I looked forward to the rest of my life. I looked forward to it with a renewed zest for life after SRS had been performed on me. Ray was dead, that was true enough, but from his ashes had arisen Rachael. And Rachael was determined to actually  live the rest of her life. She wasn’t content with merely “existing”. 

There  had to be some way of escaping from Vincent Asylum. In a moment of inspired optimism, I almost believed that escaping would be as easy as opening the front gate and walking off the way I had come. But after having been fucked to exhaustion by both my captors, my spirits dampened a little bit. Getting out of this hellish asylum couldn’t possibly be as easy as that. 

Besides, from what I had learnt by peeping out of the shutters, Ashok nowadays kept the front gate under lock and key, almost as if he knew what was in my mind. 

There was one sure-shot way of getting out: jumping the not-so-high wall. Since I was tall and still had an athletic body, jumping it and getting on to the other side would be a piece of cake. 

However, the only catch was that the walls of Vincent Asylum were electrified. Anyone foolish enough to jump it would be scorched to cinders. 

However, I am sure there was a way to get around the situation. As in case of most buildings, I was certain that Vincent Asylum had one transformer that supplied electricity to the entire building. I speculated that the transformer that lit the bulbs, and supplied electricity to the inside of the building, fed the wall too. That meant, the switch marked “Main” should kill it all, but there potentially could be other locations where the switches might have been thrown. 

However, in the situation that I found myself in, I realized that I couldn’t afford to toy with any

“ifs”, “buts” and “maybes”. What I needed to do was take a leap of faith and engage in some action in the next 48 hours. 

However, the million dollar question was: where was the main switch? Was it situated somewhere in the ward? This was not very likely as the captors would be wary of either of the inmates switching it off and cutting off the power supply to the entire building. Could it be on the second floor? That was possible, but not very probable. After all, which prudently-planned building would wedge the mains between two floors? It was only logical that the mains were situated on the topmost floor, which was the third floor in Vincent Asylum. 

A vision flashed in front of my eyes—that of a small square metal panel, fastened by a hook, attached to the wall. Behind the metal panel, no doubt, lay the main switch! I knew I had seen it somewhere in the precincts of Vincent Asylum. However, much to my chagrin, I could not remember where. I closed my eyes and concentrated on the steady rhythm of my breathing. 

Illumination came to me in this moment of meditative bliss. Of course, the main switch was on the third floor, in the very same room that accommodated the telephone. It was situated diagonally opposite the medium of communication and was the first thing I had noticed when I had stepped into the asylum a year ago. My mind had registered having seen the metal panel, but had long forgotten about it. But somehow the information had been stored somewhere deep within the recesses of my subconscious. I had to thank the power of meditation for retrieving the crucial piece of information at this opportune moment. 

I was aware of the way in which I was going to escape. All that remained to be done now was the execution. I visualized it over and over again in my mind. I estimated the height of the main switch to be at about 6 feet 6 inches. That means I wouldn’t be able to manage to reach it even if I stood on tip toe. I needed something—like a rod or a pole—to be able to reach the main switch and switch the entire power supply off. 

I looked around. There was no rod or a pole in sight. Kaya and Ashok kept them away, lest one of us tried to hurt ourselves with it. What could I possibly use in lieu of a pole? I abstractedly looked around, thinking hard. The dildo, slathered with my juices, caught my eye. Kaya had carelessly left it lying in a corner after she had used it on me. I evaluated it with an objective eye. 

It was about six inches long. Wow, of course! I could use the dildo as the pole to switch off the main switch! 

But wait a minute. I would be plunged in darkness the moment the mains were turned off. I desperately needed to make prior arrangements to counteract the darkness. 

I remembered that Vina perpetually carried a flashlight along with her: her only possession in the otherwise bleak asylum. I inched close to note that the whistleblower was in deep slumber. Her shapely bosom rhythmically rose and fell with every breath she took. The flashlight lay curled in her little palm. 

I unwrapped Vina’s fingers gingerly and one by one. All fingers relinquished their hold easily, except for the obstinate pinkie. I cautiously went about the nerve-wracking task of uncovering Vina’s little finger from around the searchlight. As I did so, she stirred slightly. My heart did a nervous flip flop. But Vina didn’t awaken. She slowly released her hold on the tightly-clenched object. The searchlight now was mine! 

At 2 am that night, I checked the breathing of Vina, Ms. Dolly and Mr. Shiva. They were, no doubt, sleeping soundly. With dildo and flashlight in hand, I surreptitiously tiptoed up to the second floor and heard the reassuring snores of my captors. Great, they were fast asleep. With my heart thudding with excitement, I scurried up to the third floor. After noiselessly opening the latch, I dashed inside and switched the tube light on. The square metal panel came into sight—

my key to liberation! 

Remembering words of caution uttered by my late father, I stood to the right of the room so that I wouldn’t be standing directly under the mains. I then shifted my dildo to my left hand and used it to open the hook of the metal panel. As it flung open, the main switch came into view! I stood on tip toe, reached out for the mains and switched it off with authority. 

The asylum was instantly plunged into darkness. The tube light in the room that I was in was switched off and so were the dim corridor lights. I switched the searchlight on and dashed downstairs, trying to tread as silently as possible. I passed the second floor and heard Kaya and Ashok snoring. They, obviously, hadn’t come to know that I had switched off the mains. Without losing a moment, I sprinted down two floors. Before I knew it, I found myself in Ashok’s cramped office. I wished I could just fling the front door open and walk out, but it wasn’t as easy as that. 

A huge gargantuan lock stared me in the face. As a measure of extra precaution, Ashok evidently locked the door on the inside and kept the key with himself. Sneaking into Ashok’s room and salvaging the key from his person was too risky a business. I was at a temporary loss as to what to do. 

Then it came back in a flash, a trick Sanjay and I used to engage when in our teens. The two of us would stealthily flick hairpins belonging to our respective moms and would pick people’s locks. It is not as if we looted houses with vengeance, but only pilfered minor things such as someone’s used cricket ball, smelly socks or worn out shorts. The enjoyment had lain in the risk factor involved in the endeavors, rather than full-fledged ransacking. The old, discarded things that we had flicked were more of a memento rather than anything else. 

I presently rummaged through my dark, silky long hair for a hairpin. I found one; it lay concealed beyond the velvety nub of my ear. I lost no time in retrieving it and trying its magic on the lock. Did I still remember the art of picking locks? Only time would tell. I inserted the hairpin into the massive lock and twisted it around. Click. The lock suddenly opened. Indeed, my

adolescent shenanigans had come handy! 

I opened the door breathlessly, not heeding the noise it made. I dashed across the short length of the courtyard and jumped over the wall and emerged on the other side to freedom. 


***

I walked on as fast as my legs would carry me. There was no ruling out the possibility that either of my captors had been awoken by the bang the front door opened with and were currently at my heels. After having walked half a kilometer or so, I dared to look back. Thank Goodness, there was no one chasing after me. 

Far into the distance, I saw a speck. As the speck became larger, I realized that a two-wheeler was coming my way. I discarded the gross dildo among the shrubs nearby and started animatedly flagging down the two-wheeler. Whoever the driver was, they might be kind enough to give me a ride back home. As the vehicle jerked to a standstill in front of me, I realized that it was a rickshaw with one headlight, not a two-wheeler! 

“Where to, Madam?” asked the driver. If he felt that finding a young woman wandering all by herself in a lacy cream night gown at the unearthly hour unusual, he didn’t show it. 

“To Peony Apartments, Bannerghatta Road” I said, getting in. 

“That’s quite a distance off” replied the driver “I’ll have to charge double the fare on the meter”. 

“In that case” I said, not one to be cowed “I’ll have to tell the cops that you flouted traffic rules by driving with only one headlight on. I have memorized the number of your rickshaw, so I can jolly well throw up the details”. 

“You win” said the driver grumpily “just give me Rs. 50 extra on the meter”. 

After about an hour, the rickshaw stopped in front of Peony Apartments. I caught sight of the security guard snoozing in his booth. I walked up to him and jerked him awake. “Bahadur” I said as the man abruptly woke up “I am a cousin of Ms. Dimple’s: the lady who lives in Apartment No, 4 of the 4th floor. Since I have run out of cash, could you please lend me Rs. 200? I’ll return it to you in the morning”. 

The man looked indecisive for a moment. It was obvious that he hadn’t recognized me in my female avatar. I had known Bahadur for the past three years and he hadn’t come across as a particularly charitable person. But probably since I was now a female and everyone loves helping a damsel in distress, Bahadur reluctantly retrieved his wallet from his pant pocket and handed me the required amount. 

“Please don’t forget to return the amount tomorrow, Madam” he said a bit sharply “I am a bit short of cash off late. BTW, how do you know my name?”. 

“I definitely will” I said heartily “I’ll return the money as soon as I wake up tomorrow. And oh! 

Dimple mentioned your name on the telephone. She told me you were a kind, helpful man”. 

Bahadur looked suitably gratified upon hearing my comment. He gave me a broad, toothy smile. 

I then walked to the rickshaw and paid the driver his fare. The rickshaw sped away. 

I turned towards Peony Apartments and gazed at it for a long time. A lump formed in my throat at the sight of the high rise apartment built of solid brick. I was home. I had actually survived a year of bizarre events and unspeakable horrors and made it back home. I was a winner. I was a survivor. Besides, I was also a person who didn’t let persons who had betrayed me get off. I meant to confront Dimple. She needed to provide me with a plethora of explanations that day. 

I climbed into the lift and punched the button which said “4”. The conveyance quickly took me to my floor. I got off and walked towards my apartment, my jaw set in determination. Today my wife’s mask would finally come off. Her tale involving passion, lies and deceit would become known to me completely. 

I rang the bell once, twice. Dimple opened it shortly after I’d rung it the second time. A far cry from the beautiful woman who had come to the asylum and had lied through her teeth, Dimple was now reduced to a haggard, emaciated being. She had lost a lot of weight and had bags under her eyes. I could see that her once lush, springy hair had grown thin and even had a few grays in them. She looked way older than her 33 years. 

Could a person have changed so much in two months? That required too much suspension of disbelief. 

“Yes?” asked the pitiable creature at the door, before her deep-set eyes lit with recognition. 

Dimple flung her frail arms around me and hugged me with all the strength remaining in her emaciated body. “Ray!” she exclaimed, brushing away tears of joy “it you, isn’t it, honey? I don’t know how or why you are in a female body, but I know it’s you! Darling, how can I ever forget your beloved hazel eyes?! I thank the Almighty a thousand times for returning you to me!”. 

What in the world was going on? Was this the same woman who had claimed that she was married to another man and had abandoned me in the asylum of horrors barely two months ago? 

If yes, the transformation (both in persona and behavior) was way too drastic. 

“Dimple” I addressed my wife “tell me frankly. Why did you do that to me? Why did you abandon me at Vincent’s Asylum?” 

I understood the true meaning of “perplexed” when I looked into my wife’s ocean-like eyes. 

“What are you talking about, honey?” Dimple asked in a mystified voice “I don’t understand”. 

“Come on, Dimple, call off the charade” I said fiercely “didn’t you come to the asylum two months ago with Sanjay and claim that you were married to him? Didn’t you side with my captors and claim that I was a genetic female? Didn’t you call me your BFF and deny being married to me? Didn’t you and Sanjay walk off arm-in-arm, abandoning me at the asylum? 

Didn’t you throw me at the mercy of my captors? Why did you do it? Why? Was it for inheritance? Did you wish to get me certified insane so that you could marry your lover Sanjay?” 

“Mind your tongue, Ray” Dimple spoke to me peremptorily “Sanjay was like my brother. Why are you insinuating such terrible things?” 

“Was, I scoffed. He WAS like my brother! Your using the past tense shows that the sibling status is passé and that you and Sanjay are now lovers!” 

“Ray” said Dimple in an icy voice “I used the past tense not because of the rubbish you are insinuating. I used it because Sanjay is dead”. 

I could barely believe my ears. “Sanjay….dead?” I repeated blankly “when?” 

“It’s been nearly a year” Dimple answered “he was killed in a car crash barely two days after your unexplained disappearance”. 


***

To state the obvious, Sanjay’s demise had come as a tremendous shock to me. If he had passed away nearly a year back, who the hell was the guy who had come to Vincent Asylum two months ago with Dimple? I told Dimple about my experiences in Vincent Asylum from beginning to end. Much to my stupefaction, she had no recollection of receiving any phone calls from me. Needless to say, Dimple never had set foot in the asylum. 

While Dimple empathized with all that I had had to endure at the hands of Kaya and Ashok, she couldn’t keep the skepticism out of her eyes. “Yet there must be some truth in what you say” she told me “for otherwise, how could you have possibly ended up in a female body?” 

That was a relevant point. And I had to find out the truth. 


***

The scenery isn’t much to speak of. I have veered a long way off my home, and am currently glissading down NH4 Highway. The vegetation is sparse, with an isolated tree or two standing fifty meters apart from one another. The tar and concrete roads reflect heat off the surface of the road. 

I am driving down the same route as I did last year. But there is a significant difference. Last year, I was Ray. This summer, I am Rachael. 

“Wait, pause and look for landmarks” I say to myself “I’ve passed the water body (it happened to be a pond); the banyan tree couldn’t be far off. 

Sure enough, the huge banyan tree appears. I get off my car and look past the foliage, expecting to get a glimpse of the only-too-familiar non-descript white building. 

It isn’t there. In the place of Vincent Asylum is a field rich, ripe and green with paddy. Where did Vincent Asylum disappear? Assuming it was razed overnight, a full-fledged paddy field couldn’t possibly have been instated in its place so soon. 

I walk down the path I had come towards my car, carrying with me the only evidence that Vincent Asylum had ever existed—my feminized body. 


***

I returned home to find Dimple sitting cross-legged on the sofa. She looked up as I came in and asked: “Ray (she still called me Ray by force of habit), where had you been?? I have been rather worried about you. Of course, Bahadur told me you had gone somewhere, but apparently you hadn’t mentioned your destination”. 

“I had gone looking for Vincent Asylum” I said tersely, hoping that Dimple wouldn’t sense the tension bubbling inside me. 

“Did you find those two criminals?” asked Dimple in an impassioned voice “did you succeed in filing a police complaint? After all, the other inmates are still trapped in there, aren’t they?”. 

“I didn’t find anythig, Dimple” I said. 

“What?” asked Dimple uncomprehendingly. 

“I didn’t find Vincent Asylum” I repeated. 

“Huh?” said Dimple “but how could it be? Did you take the same route?” 

“Absolutely” I replied “I took the very same route. But the goddamn place is just not there! In its place is a green, thriving paddy field. 

Dimple was silent for a moment. She then asked: “Why did you have to go alone? Why didn’t you take me with you?” 

I didn’t have a simple answer to Dimple’s question. Since I had come back, umpteen questions flooded my brain. For instance, how did Dimple feel about my reappearing at Peony Apartment as a woman? Yes, she had embraced me tightly as soon as I had come back and had thanked God fervently for returning me to her. However, was she as glad today as she was yesterday now that the first sheen of happiness had worn out? How did Dimple feel about the fact that the macho man that she had married had turned into a tawny, attractive woman? Was she glad? Indifferent? 

Jealous?? 

Since I couldn’t possibly abbreviate the plethora of feelings I was going through in just a few sentences, I merely said: “You were asleep. I didn’t wish to disturb you”. 

“That’s a ridiculous excuse!” burst out Dimple “you very well know that you can approach me at any time. Have I suddenly become a stranger to you?” I could see the hurt in Dimple’s fathomless ocean-like eyes. 

“No, it’s not like that” I hastened to assure her “please don’t feel that way”. 

“Fine, I won’t” replied Dimple “You looked for Vincent Asylum alone. Let’s now look for it

together”. 

“You mean at  this moment??” I asked incredulous. 

“Yes” Dimple’s husky voice was steady. 

“If you say so” I said dubiously. 


***

Before I knew it, Dimple and I were scudding down NH4 again. Dimple was driving now, and I was demurely seated next to her wearing one of her chintz-printed skirts and an orange top with a plunging neckline. Dimple looked dashing in her mustard-colored mini-skirt made of imitation leather, black polo-necked top and fawn-colored jacket. Her long legs were encased in knee-length boots. 

While driving down the highway, my wife looked the picture of competence: her jaw was set in determination and her deep ocean-like eyes were focused and purposeful. In spite of her emaciated frame, Dimple looked like a woman who could love, protect and nurture unconditionally. But the million dollar question was: was she ready to do all of the above for a husband who had turned into a wife? 

“Is this the pond you were talking about?” asked Dimple snapping me out of my reverie “isn’t it one of the most note-worthy landmarks leading to the asylum?” 

“It absolutely is!” I said, the blood in my veins stirring with excitement at the sight of the pond. 

Perhaps I had been too tired in the morning and had been delusional enough to see a plush, verdant paddy field instead of the asylum. Now that I was with Dimple, I expected to see Vincent Asylum so that the skepticism in Dimple’s mind would disappear. I would do anything to make my wife believe me. 

I waited with bated breath for the banyan tree to appear after we had crossed the pond. 

Predictably, it did. “The asylum is situated beyond this, isn’t it?” Dimple’s excited tone matched the frenzied palpitation of my own heart. 

I nodded. My heart had leapt to my mouth; hence I couldn’t trust myself to speak. 

Dimple and I got out of the car and gingerly moved closer to the banyan tree. As in the morning, the verdant paddy field stared back at us instead of the stark, non-descript building of Vincent Asylum. After the tension Dimple and I had built up inside throughout our drive on NH4, the results were anticlimactic. I had to endure the added onus of being adjudged as a delusional person (or worse, a liar) by my wife. 

“You probably don’t believe me” I said bending my head in disappointment. At the moment, I was close to tears. 

“Rachael” said Dimple comfortingly “Look at me. Straight in the eye. What do you think I feel?” 

I obliged and looked into Dimple’s eyes. Those clear, dark pools were sans the skepticism I had seen yesterday. 

“You believe me?” I asked incredulously. 

“Yes, my darling, I do” said Dimple caressing my face with her soft palm “I trust you, which is why I married you in the first place”. 

“Do you….” I asked haltingly “Do you still honor the vows of our marriage?” 

“Yes, my beloved” said Dimple kissing my estrogen-plumped lips “nothing has changed. I love you and always will”. 

“Darling” I whispered kissing Dimple back with equal fervor “I love you, too”. 

“Then prove it” said Dimple in a thick desire-laden voice “prove that you love me”. 

She languidly took my palms and placed them on her breasts. I too guided Dimple’s soft hands to my bosom. We stood in the position for a long time, gazing into each other’s eyes. 

“Shall we get into the car?” Dimple presently suggested “and finish what we started…?” 

Her lips were wet, eyes intoxicating. 

“You bet, honey!” I said picking Dimple up and walking towards the car “I have yearned for this moment for so long….”. 

Ensconced in my arms, Dimple laughed merrily. Indeed, nothing had changed. And Vincent Asylum could soon be forgotten like a rotten dream. 

 The End

Introduction and Character Profile Descriptions Introduction: Ray, a 25 year old happy-go-lucky man is glissading down NH4. His car breaks down suddenly in a deserted section of the highway. There isn’t a single soul in sight. Besides, Ray’s cell phone is dead, so he can’t contact anyone for help. 

Ray walks a kilometer and finds a white, non-descript building called “Vincent Hospital”. He walks in and asks Ashok, the owner cum manager of the hospital, if he could make a call to his wife, Dimple. 

Ashok says that the hospital doesn’t allow cell phones or an internet connection as they wish to keep the patients undisturbed. He leads Ray to the third floor, where the land line is accommodated. Ashok steps out and discreetly closes the door after him as Ray speaks to his wife. 

When Ray remerges after having made the call, he finds Ashok standing right outside the door. 

“Finished calling your friend, Rachael?” Ashok asks. 

Ray interprets Ashok’s behavior as a joke. “Ha ha ha….you have a great sense of humor, Mr. 

Ashok” he says “imagine calling a virile young man like me ‘Rachael’!” 

Ashok doesn’t laugh. His face remains as dead pan as ever. “Have you been taking your medicines regularly, Rachael?” he asks. 


***

Eventually, Ray finds himself stuck in Vincent Asylum, where he is perpetually addressed and treated as “Rachael”, a young woman suffering from a form of schizophrenia in which she believes that she is a biological male called Ray. Ray is forced to dress in female clothes and pander to the sexual needs of Ashok and bisexual Nurse Kaya. 

Is there a way out of Vincent Asylum? Or is Ray doomed to be shut up there for life? 

Characters:

Ray/Rachael: is the 25 year old protagonist of the story. Appearance-wise, Ray is fairly tall (5’9), dusky and has hazel eyes. When Ray’s car breaks down on NH4, he seeks refuge in Vincent Hospital. He makes a call to his wife through the hospital land line. After he emerges from the room after making the call, the owner cum manager addresses him as “Rachael”. Ray is told by Ashok, Nurse Kaya and the inmates of the hospital that he is actually a young woman suffering from the delusion that she is male. Through his stay in Vincent asylum, Ray actually finds his body turning into a female’s and finds himself questioning his own sanity. 

Dimple: is Ray’s 32 year old wife. She is a beautiful woman with lush springy hair, deep ocean-

like eyes, chiseled features and a dimple on the chin. She is very protective about Ray and often treats him like a younger sibling. When Ray phones from Vincent Asylum and explains his predicament to Dimple, the very dependable Dimple promises to come and fetch him in no time. 

Sanjay: is Ray’s 26 year old childhood friend. Sanjay is a good-looking guy with lush black hair. 

He is of medium height and is physically fit. Sanjay is a good friend of Dimple’s as well and spends a lot of time with the couple. He is a reliable friend who’d even sacrifice his life for Ray. 

When Ray makes a call to Dimple from Vincent Asylum, Sanjay is present with Dimple. Though he hasn’t heard of “Vincent Hospital”, Sanjay also promises to come and fetch Ray soon. 

Ashok: is the owner cum manager of Vincent Hospital. He is in his mid 40s and has a good complexion, curly pepper and salt hair and a fairly good physique. However, Ray thinks that the cheap polyester shirts and the tasteless gold-plated chains he wears make Ashok look gross. 

Ashok treats Ray as “Rachael”, a young woman suffering from delusion that she is a biological male. He and Nurse Kaya force Ray to dress like a female and coerce him to pander to their sexual needs. 

Nurse Kaya: is a nurse who works in Vincent Hospital. She is in her mid to late 40s, has creamy skin and thick features. Kaya is tall and sturdily built and has smoky, hooded eyes. She has a dominating streak in her and makes the inmates of the asylum submit to her commands. Her way of “taming” the inmates is frequently tranquilizing them. Kaya too treats Ray as “Rachael” and chides Rachael for her “masculine” behavior. She makes Ray dress like a female and eventually makes him the object of her lust. 

Ms. Dolly: is a 45 year old, sweet-faced inmate of the asylum. Dolly is evidently a destitute widow, but falsely believes that she is the wife of Ramesh Singh, a rich industrialist. Dolly insists that she is dumped in Vincent Asylum by her husband and grown up children who don’t want her anymore. However, Dolly’s behavior is otherwise unpredictable, making it difficult for anyone to take her seriously. 

Mr. Shiva: is an elderly, disheveled inmate of the asylum. He is a destitute man who believes that he is a great cosmologist who has had a major breakthrough in his research. Like Dolly’s, Shiva’s behavior too is inconsistent making it difficult for people to believe him. 

Vina: is a 35 year old inmate of the asylum. Vina has pan-Asian looks with small tip-tilted eyes, symmetrical features and a petite figure. Vina always carries a searchlight with her. She believes that she is a whistleblower who has been imprisoned in Vincent Asylum by mendacious authorities she had threatened to expose. However, Kaya claims that Vina is actually a Nepali commercial sex worker, hailing from the red-light area of Kamathipura in Mumbai. 

--------------

Books by Yu Sakurazawa

Visit Yu's website at http://tg-books.com/  for trial reading. 

A Slippery Slope in an Amish Community

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

Laila Sethi, a 27 year old research scholar doing her PhD on the Amish Community, falls in love with Amos Fisher: a pretty, effeminate young man belonging to an Amish community in Lancaster County. On the afternoon of Pentecost, when the other Amish members are at the feast, Laila persuades Amos to dress in a ghagra-choli (Indian skirt and blouse), jewelry and make up. Much to the young couple’s shock, the other Amish members return unexpectedly and catch Amos dressed in drag. Amos is accused of coming under the spell of the “evil” Laila and getting spoilt. He is subsequently excommunicated for non-conformity. 

Obsessed by Noble Resemblance

Razia Sultan was the Sultan of Delhi in India from 1236 to May 1240 and was the first female sultan. Razia abandoned the veil and adopted masculine attire. She possessed all necessary qualities of a ruler and was an efficient sultan. Razia's romance with Malik Ikhtiar-ud-din Altunia is well known. "Obsessed by Noble Resemblance" is a about a young soldier who is astounded by his resemblance between himself and Queen Razia Sultan, the ruler of the regiment. His desire to imitate the queen becomes a prime obsession, leading Farhan to neglect his duties as a rough and tough soldier. 

A Slippery Slope in an Airline

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series

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

Carlton eventually transforms into an attractive, shapely, long-haired woman and starts living with Rosaline as her young lesbian wife. In spite of being in a relationship with Rosaline, Clarissa yearns for Gina. 

The Murder of a Yoga Guru

Transgender sleuth Hannah Brown signs up for a detoxification and rejuvenation program at Ananda Kuteeram, a yoga center headed by young charismatic spiritual leader, Swami Sadananda. During the course of her stay at the ashram, Hannah befriends Natalia Adamovich-Chaplanski, a transsexual woman from Ukraine. Distraught for some reason unknown to Hannah, Natalia abruptly leaves for Kiev. On the next morning, the devotees of Swami Sadananda find him on the marble floor of his chamber, brutally burgeoned to death. Since the occupants of rooms adjoining the guru’s chamber remained undisturbed through the night, Hannah concludes that the guru was drugged before being attacked with an axe. The convoluted

murder investigation carried out by Hannah points fingers at people as different as chalk from cheese: from a suave Bangalore-based politician to an erudite temple trustee based in Madurai. 

Mikhail Adamovich and Oleg Chaplanski, the brother and husband of Natalia respectively, also come under the radar of Hannah’s suspicions. From the beginning of the case, Hannah has suspected that the distinctive gender identity shared by her and Natalia is connected to the god man’s gruesome murder. Will Hannah Brown succeed in decoding the cryptic psychology of warped human minds and get to the bottom of the mystery of Swami Sadananda’s murder? 

Murdered Queen Bee of a High School

While on an all-night trek in Riverdale area of “Mini England”, 17 year old schoolgirl, Camellia Davis is pushed to death from a hill. Transgender sleuth, Hannah Brown, is requested to assist the police in the case. Hannah drives down to the scene of the crime and carefully studies all those who had been on the trek with Camellia. The suspects include a middle-aged professor of English literature, a kindergarten teacher in her early 20s and an introverted school-fellow, who was routinely taunted by Camellia. It also includes another classmate who might have begrudged Camellia for having played dirty with her. As Hannah is sucked deeper into the case and Camellia’s murderer takes another life, Hannah unearths a few more suspects including Camellia’s fiery-tempered stepfather and a male cousin who secretly nurtures a desire to be female. During the course of investigation, how many shocking secrets will Hannah ferret out? 

How many suspects discover Hannah’s true gender-identity and use the fact to taunt and assault her and threaten her very life? 

The Murdered Heiress

The first episode of "Hannah Brown, Transgendered Sleuth" series. 

On the night of her birthday party at Queen’s Court Hotel, 33 year old heiress Arlene Rainford is brutally stabbed to death. Hannah Brown, the nondescript 25 year old receptionist of the hotel, is the first one to reach Arlene after she has been stabbed. The dying woman beckons Hannah close to her and whispers two cryptic words in her ear. They are “Glass Beads”.As the police interrogates the murder, Hannah too gets sucked into the investigation. She is convinced that Arlene’s last words hold a clue to the identity of her murderer. Hannah starts working on the case by interviewing all the guests at Arlene’s party; each of whom, by default, is a murder suspect. 

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

A Slippery Slope in a Hospital

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series

Craig/Carol Lovatt: is the 28 year old protagonist of the story. He is a petite, slender, pretty-faced Anglo-Indian who works as a nurse in the renowned Acesco Hospital. He is a responsible nurse, but commits a rare mistake on Valentine’s Night. As a result of his negligence, a patient dies. 

The patient happens to be the wife of Norman Abbott, the dean of Acesco Hospital. In lieu of being sued for negligence, Craig opts to sign a contract drawn up by Mr. Abbott. The terms of

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

A Slippery Slope in a School

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series

Sandeep is the 18 year old protagonist of the story. Sandeep is of average height (5’8), is slim and has a smooth face like a girls’. He is from an ordinary family and is at Somerset High on a scholarship. Sandeep is bright and has many talents. After accepting Richa’s offer, Sandeep eventually takes on the identity of “Susanna Marino”, who is purportedly an Italian princess sent to Somerset High on a student exchange program. As the feminization process begins, Sandeep discovers that he is transforming into a beautiful, curvaceous woman. Susanna’s charm has the whole school in its thrall, and in a curious irony, even her sworn enemy Sid falls for her. 

Dance Like a Woman

Mahesh is the protagonist of the story. He is tall, slim and has fine features. Mahesh comes from a family of Kathakali performers, living in Kerala. One night when he is 14, Mahesh realizes that he is a girl trapped in a male body. Sunaina, a half-European girl from Bangalore and Mahesh become good friends. Sunaina leaves her contact number with Mahesh before returning to her hometown. When things become difficult at home for Mahesh because of his desire to express his femininity, Sunaina suggests that he come over to Bangalore. Once in Bangalore, Sunaina introduces Mahesh to beautiful hijra guru, Cabaret Kalki. Mahesh falls in love with Kalki and becomes her loyal chela. Kalki helps Mahesh transform into “Minching Meena”, a female cabaret dancer. 

A Slippery Slope in an Ad Agency

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series

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

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

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series

Alex Pinto is the protagonist of “None of the Nuns May Dress Improperly” (Magdalene Sorority). Alex is quite a good-looking boy, 5 feet 9 inches tall, with an athletic body, honey-brown eyes and copper-streaked hair. He has a long face, a noble nose and full-lips: features that earn him the ‘beautiful’ sobriquet. Mesmerized by the beauty of Irish nun, Stella Mary, Alex trespasses into nunnery grounds. He is caught and bullied by the young nuns, led by three lethal

females called the Three Musketeers. Much to Alex’s embarrassment, the Three Musketeers decide to punish him by forcing him to wear a pale pink tunic and a wimple. Since they haven’t had much straight sexual activity in recent times, they also get Alex to pleasure them. 

A Slippery Slope in Military Academy: A Frail Cadet

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series

In an attempt to cure himself of GID, 19 year old honey-complexion boy, Deepak Bhatia joins Everest Military Academy: a private training institute that trains young people to become brave and competent soldiers. However, the delicate Deepak finds he is unable to cope with the strenuous army life and finds himself failing all PET tests. (Retd.) Brigadier Mehta, the principal of the academy, gives Deepak an ultimatum: either quit the academy or continue as a female cadet. Deepak embraces his deepest, darkest desires by opting to transform into a female cadet. 

He is ordained into femininity by being forced to wear the female cadets’ uniform which comprises of a puff-sleeved OG shirt and a leaf-green pleated skirt. Eventually, Deepak’s feminization includes HRT and SRS conducted/supervised by doll-faced 29 year old army doctor, Dr. (Capt) Sophie Mistry. As Deepak eventually transforms into gorgeous, diva-like Diana, Dr. (Capt) Sophie makes it clear that her interest in Diana is more than professional. 

Diana, however, has lost her heart to Capt. Eric Saldana, her young and dashing Military History teacher. Diana is shocked when she learns that Capt. Saldana is interested in Dr. (Capt) Sophie. 

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

Trapped in Circus

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series

Alfred Batista and Ethan Faria are 18 year old boys living in Goa. Alfred is very “pretty” and is often teased by other boys “as one with a pussy”. However, it is Ethan who nurtures a secret desire to be a girl. The boys’ life changes when a traveling Spanish circus called ‘Esplendor Circus’ comes to town. On the night of a show, the circus’s owner and manager realize that the star attraction of their circus: a talking parrot is missing. Alfred is tricked into wearing girls’

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

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

Unicorn and Hourglass: Subconscious Desire for Feminization

Leon Thomas/Lynette: is the 20 year old protagonist of the story. Leon is a ‘regular’ guy who likes his drink, soccer and revels in robust male company. As a man of science, he is skeptical of the paranormal. However, a recurring dream harangues him enough to seek the help of a psychic

called Naomi. Drawn to Naomi’s physical and spiritual beauty, Leon falls in love. She also feels drawn to him. After employing a series of psychic techniques, mainly the tarot card reading, Naomi divulges that Leon’s recurring dream symbolizes his subconscious desire to be female. 

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

Sachet dies on his 21st birthday in a traffic accident. God allows him to return to life in a then-available body. When Sachet wakes up he has a strange feeling. Sachet is a "normal" boy. 

Aarush, who has been his best friend, doesn't see Sacheta in the same way as he did to Sachet. This is a sentimental romance story of a boy who ends up as a beautiful bride. 

Muse and Vampiress

Muse and Vampiress is a most tender suspense-romance story between a female pathological doctor from Transylvania and a pretty-looking boy who entered a northern Bulgarian medical school. The student has a gender identity disorder which he didn’t recognize by himself. A quiet yet sweetest love develops between the two. 

A Sloppery Slope in a Call Center

"Forced to Work in Girls' Dress" series

The protagonist is a pretty-faced, effeminate boy living in a rural town. Even though he is born male, he hasn’t attained puberty yet. Performing a feminine dance on a college stage creates a scandal in the social circles when his family moves in. Fearing further stigma,  the parents ask him to leave the town. He travels to a big city and joins a call center of a San Francisco based telecom company called Ursa Major. He is given the job of a customer service representative. 

He finds himself deeply fascinated by his beautiful and powerful boss, Barbara Turner. Barbara takes a personal interest in him and even helps him neutralize his accent. The sexual tension between the two provides fodder for some office gossip. Since he has a high-pitched, girlish voice, Barbara asks him to identify himself as ‘Arianna’ to customers who call. ‘Arianna’s’ life takes an unusual turn when Barbara coaxes him to wear feminine clothes on the ethnic day held in the office. 

Transposed on the Pyrenees

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

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

which are rumored to have miraculous healing properties. The paralyzed have been able to walk and the terminally ill have been cured. Fergus and Jock traverse many miles and after an intensive, insane search, find the secret grotto with its waters shimmering like black gold in the night. 

A Slippery Slope in a Bank

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series

26 year old effeminate-mannered, pretty faced man, Vicky Pereira wishes to marry his long term girlfriend, Edwina Joseph as soon as possible. However, his current job in a lesser-known bank doesn’t accord him enough financial security to take such a big step in his personal life. Vicky applies for the post of senior manager in a renowned bank known as Trust Bank. A goof-up at the interview leads to an underestimation on the part of the recruiters: Vicky is now employed as a clerk in Trust Bank. To comply with the rules, he must wear a uniform just like the other clerks: a jacket with an in-built bra and a form-fitting skirt. Customers are uneasy interacting with a man dressed in drag, hence Vicky is ordered to undergo laser treatment for removal of facial hair and a tracheal shave to get rid of his Adam’s apple. Vicky is under the impression that his feminization is a superficial one, done only for professional reasons. However, his girlfriend Edwina has other plans and Vicky permanently becomes a girl. 

Everland: Beyond Gender & Species

"Transgender Mystery" series

Juan is a happy-go-lucky young man, but his beloved wife Moira seems to be unhappy with her gender. She suggests that both of them go to Everland, a country bordering south west England, where people change into members of the opposite sex. Once there, Juan transforms into the beauteous Jasmine and Moira into a handsome man, Glenn. Jasmine discovers that the rules of Everland are a bit unconventional: women and castrated men are expected to be registered and to wear a collar bearing details of the registration around their necks. The abovementioned people are also to have a leash attached to the D-rings of their collars and are chained by their masters. 

When Glenn is brutally bashed up, Jasmine is roaming the streets all by herself. The cops find her and take her to an animal detention center where she thrown naked into a large cage along with large male dogs. Jasmine and the dogs are to be gassed to death the following day. A magnificent black Great Dane comforts Jasmine and the most beautiful soul-to-soul love blossoms between the two. The next day, both of them escape being executed. Jasmine goes home to her husband and the Great Dane disappears into a forests. Are the two destined to meet again? 

Trapped in Lunatic Femininity

A hard suspense MTF transgender story. 

Hugo is twenty-one years old, rather a phantasta than a practical thinker, caught up on the idea of becoming a successful writer. Opportunity knocks but once. A mysterious man shows up on his doorstep with a job offer impossible to turn down: to become the personal assistant of the

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

Feminized in the History: Relived Love & Justice

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

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

Transgendered People of India: Forsaken Tributaries

This is a non-fiction book about Hijla. 

Be an armchair traveler to the world of Hijras, the Third Gender. This is a comprehensive guide book about Hijra of India if you want to find what Hijra is. The author has published seven books in the series of “Hijra, the Third Gender” which are autobiography style fictions. This is a book based on the author’s hearing and witnessing as a foreigner in India as well assubstantial studies on various existing publications and social trends. 

Lilies for Ms.Tracy

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

Diamond in the Rough

Diamond in the Rough is a serious MTF Transgender mistery-suspense story. Renato (or Renata, after changing the gender) appears in the scene as a 15 year old boy living in the “Hood” located in the outskirts of Sopianae, Hungary. It is a very impoverished area without proper and people living in the Hood don’t have education or employment. A majority of inhabitants depend on social welfare, and/or illegal activity. 

Driven by the fear of becoming “the Freak of the Hood”, Renato wants to improve the situation

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

A Slippery Slope in a Hotspring: Yumori of Kasuga Hotspring

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series

A retiree, 60 year old Japanese businessman Mr.Suzuki, visits Kasuga Hot Spring and meets a young yumori (hot spring keeper). The two men get into interesting conversation. The yumori takes Suzuki deep into the woods in the back of the hot spring, where Suzuki finds an astounding secret spring where animals are bathing. The combination of the human bath and the secret animal bath gives a magical effect of rejuvenating into the opposite sex. 

Kyle's Feminine Roots

"MTF Autobiography Story" series

16 year old Scottish lad Kyle Morrison’s world comes crashing down when his boyfriend leaks their sex MMS, making it go viral on mobile phones. Before long, it makes headlines and Kyle is rusticated from school. Taking advantage of the bog of depression his wife has sunk into, Kyle’s pedophile of a stepdad bandies him into the streets. Kyle is provided shelter by Natasha who instinctively senses Kyle’s desire to be a girl. Natasha spends a whopping amount on Kyle’s sex reassignment and estrogen therapy following which she employs Kyle (now Sheena) in her

“massage parlor”. Whist working there, Sheena captures the fancy of LA based adult-movie maker, Jayden King, who converts the young prostitute into ‘Sensuous Sheena’, the porn star. 

While shooting her porn flicks, Sheena continues her quest to be a top star in Hollywood. During her journey replete with dramatic rise and ebbs, Sheena meets Chase Perez, a top action movie star; Alexander Turner, the fatherly mentor and Brice Meyers, her PRO and best friend. Will Sheena’s dark past catch up with her, endangering her stupendous success in Hollywood? Does Sheena find all answers to life’s questions in LA or does she need to reconnect with her roots? 

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

Aryan always played with Vani, a girl of his age living next door and felt that he should have been born as a girl. He had this feeling of “trapped in a wrong body” since he was little. His discomfort had grown into agony by his puberty. Aryan’s mother understood his problems, but was not ready to help him to change into a girl. His father was a hard boiled man and throws out Aryan and his mother when he caught them attending a transgender support group. This story is for young readers who wish to know the feelings of transgendered children and young adults. 

This is not an erotica. 

A Supermodel: Fairer than the Fairer Gender

Sara was a fifteen year old boy when she (at that time ‘he’) finally mustered the courage to tell her mother that she wanted to be a girl. Sara’s parents decided to take her to a doctor, who diagnosed her as GID. Sara was lucky to have understanding parents and could start hormone therapy young enough. 

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

The Triumphants and The Infradigs

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

The rule of the Regime is a skewed one, wherein women are persecuted and treated like cattle. 

The mirific waters of the Well of Reincarnation subvert The Regime by transmuting potent, tyrannical men into comely helpless maidens called ‘The Infradigs’. The prototypal women organize themselves into an all-woman clan called ‘The Triumphants’. The principal motto of the clan is vendetta: paying ‘The Infradigs’ back with the same coin. How far will ‘The Triumphants’ go with their theorem of hate? Are the canons of avengement more imperative than concerns of humanity? 

Dreams Don't Die

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

Mario Keshav Rodriguez, the grody old curmudgeon of Goa, is the product of a ‘sacrilegious’

union between an upper-class Indian lady and a common Portuguese soldier. The multi-talented Mario happens to be a prolific genius of a writer, yet has the stars obstinately crossed against him. In a period spanning many decades, Mario hasn’t been able to get a single line published. 

Upon drinking Feni (a Goan alcoholic drink) concocted from the sap of a magical toddy, Mario is reincarnated as the beautiful young Sophie. Will Sophie succeed in getting Mario’s rich, literary works published? Or will his dreams die a sad, lingering death? 

Queen Lysandra

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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

Sam O'Yeah: FTM Transgender Story

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

Ghosts Alive: Transgender Fantasy

We are in 2030. Time travel has been made possible and become a luxurious way of tourism. 

The tickets cost a fortune, but temptation is so strong, that some people are willing to sacrifice all their money and belongings to buy a ticket, even if it’s one way. For those who make the jump anyway, there’s no return to their time. The trick of future travel: it’s not your body that travels to the future, but only your psyche and you wake up in a “clean body”, in a host on the other side. Time travel industry made the experience even more exotic: the host is always a body of the

opposite gender. Lindsay and Rob have been married for seven years now, they are both in their early thirties. Their willpower and values have been in jeopardy since their son, Hadrian went missing a year ago. They have done everything in their power to find him, but no results. The couple struggles to stay sane, both of them are afraid to accept the fact: their son is most probably dead. Rob is constantly suffering from the endless doubts and guilt. Eventually he cannot cope with guilt and grief, and decides to “jump”. Lindsay is left behind, and she has to make a choice, how far she would go to keep her darling in her life. 

Eve of the Arcane Waters

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

His imagination stimulated by the ‘Legend of the Stag’, diehard psychoanalysis aficionado, Prof. 

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

A Feminized President: Losing Bet into the3rd Gender

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

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

The Birth of Delilah

"Gender Swap Fantasy" series

Tyro is a thirty-five years old loner who has impressive height, well-built body, strong jaw and a distinctive Greek nose. He categorizes himself as arn energetic alpha-male but deals with many suppressed anger. Due to a painful divorce, he has very low opinion of women. That’s why his small business has a specific profile: he sells and installs surveillance systems for catching cheating wives. Although he’s financially stable, he still lives in an existential crisis. He denies every weakness and judges everyone from this point of view. He cannot cope with his own feelings and he blames women for everything. Tyro is trapped in female body and goes through hell - injured, homeless, treated as a slave. This ultimate life experiences force him to face what he is now: a woman who needs help. 

Abducted into the Third Gender: 180 Degrees Turn

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

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

Forced into the Third Gender: The Champion's Bride

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

The beautiful loving mother of a boy (the protagonist) dies, and his father (a navy captain) marries a Punjabi woman with two kids. The boy loves the new elder sister, but the new brother who happens to be of the same age as him is a nuisance. The stepmother makes every attempt to humiliate him and try to let his father to "disown" him, so that her own son can be the heir. He is framed by the stepmother to be feminized and become a "hijra". 

The Animal in Me

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

This is a SciFi story of a future society where technology and biological engineering has reshaped the human life. The Earth is not divided anymore to nations or races but to subcultural groups. Transhumans are not pure humans, but with genetically or technologically modified people and they are treated as second-class citizens. On the other hand pure human people belong to the Purity Party which has the majority in the current government. The leader of the Purity Party is President Yceberg, who believes in the sacredness of the body. The question is: how far he’d go to prove his point? 

Conspired into the 3rd Gender

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

The protagonist is a son of IAS officer (selected elite Indian administrative officer) and a 12 year old cricket player. He is unexpectedly kidnapped and is forcibly castrated and feminized. He (now she) keeps receiving unfair/unexpected treatments and assaults. She doesn't know who is the mastermind. At the end of the story, she realizes that she deserved such punishment. 

Born in the Third Gender: A Truth About Roopini

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

Dancers of the Third Gender

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

Underwater Escape to the Other Gender

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

The Kantuta Bond: A Bond that Swapped the Lovers

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

Enchanted into the Third Gender: A Truth about Lala

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

A Japanese businessman travels to India and is deeply moved by the Roma-style music and dance that he saw in the state of Rajasthan. He actually falls in love with a tall beautiful dancer called Sangita. He is totally enchanted by Sangita, who takes him to a whole different world of

"hijra". The Japanese businessman is voluntarily (almost forcibly) changed into a "hijra" and experiences life as a hijra, then later as a prostitute. This story is his autobiography (which sounds real, but is a fiction) involving Japan, India, Thailand, the United States, and again, Japan. The story is really engaging, but his (her) talking style is something like "Forest Gump". 

Greetings from Yu Sakurazawa

[image: Image 2]

Hello, everyone. I am Yu Sakurazawa. Yu is a Japanese female name and is pronounced as

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

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

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