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Chapter 1 - My Beguiling Date

The cabaret show was over. The lights had come on. Customers, who had been swilling alcohol, were beginning to leave. Yet she wasn’t here. 

I checked my phone for messages. “I’m right at the intersection. Will be there in 5 minutes” she had written. I wondered what she would be like. I had never met a woman through a dating site before. 

Her name was Reema Shome. She was 30 years old. She was a scientist at Imperial City Laboratory, researching the physiology of digestion. Apart from work, Reema had a few areas of personal interest like traveling, playing the sitar and taking long walks. She and I had decided to meet only after exchanging a few text messages. I had told Reema that I worked in the entertainment business, but hadn’t told her I owned “Shake your Booty”, the cabaret club we were meeting in. 

A young bespectacled woman walked in. I recognized her as Reema. Her white pants, skin-colored silk skirt and nude sandals flattered her delicate frame. “Debashish?” she asked smiling uncertainly. She was quite pretty, with small dainty features. The photos I had seen hadn’t done justice to Reema’s beauty. 

I smiled at Reema and led her to one of the tables. “Yes, I’m Debashish Ghosh” I confirmed “but friends call me Deb. it’s nice to meet you”. 

Reema gracefully slid into one of the seats. “Likewise” she said “I must say you’re very handsome”. 

I laughed self-consciously as I took the seat opposite my date. Indian women generally didn’t give compliments so quickly after meeting a man. I found Reema’s boldness refreshing, though

“handsome” wasn’t the adjective people generally used to describe me. My eloquent green eyes, slim aquiline nose and cushiony lips had earned me the sobriquet, “beautiful”. 

“I’ve never met a scientist before” I told the woman sitting in front of me “what exactly do you research?” 

Reema went into complicated details about digestive glands, conditioned reflexes and the functioning of the cortex. Her voice was clear like a ringing bell. She spoke in a clear, confident manner and used sophisticated scholarly language. The form and content of Reema’s speech was starkly different from the coquettish whispers and crude slangs of the cabaret dancers at “Shake your Booty”. Also, the women I came across on a day-to-day basis seemed to have the intelligence quotient of birds. Needless to say, I found Reema’s intelligence very attractive. 

Reema seemed to like me too. She was pleasantly surprised to find out that I managed a whole cabaret-club on my own “at the young age of 27”. My world of glamour was diametrically opposite of Reema’s. The contrast fascinated Reema and she seemed keen on dating me again. 

After a whirlwind romance lasting for a few weeks, Reema and I got married. Reema’s parents weren’t happy that their daughter was marrying a guy who was in the entertainment business. 

They firmly refused to attend the wedding. Reema’s parents had dreamed of a son-in-law who was a doctor, engineer or a scientist like their daughter. They, however, sent me many presents which included an Alto car, a Rolex watch and some cash. I didn’t refuse the gifts. Ancient Indian custom says that it is okay to accept gifts from one’s wife’s parents. Many people say that the “dowry system” is bad, but I wasn’t one of them. 

Since my parents were dead, I invited a few old friends for my wedding. Reema too invited her friends and colleagues. They were all warm and cordial, especially a man called Saurav Dutta. 

He was a tall guy in his mid 30s, well-built and attractive in a rugged way. Saurav worked as the caretaker of the animals that the scientists at Imperial City Laboratory used for experiments. He was in charge of bathing the dogs, getting them food on time and keeping their cages clean. 

I noticed Saurav’s immaculate white suit, Gucci loafers and Ray Ban sun glasses. “He appears too well-off for a caretaker” I whispered in Reema’s ear. 

“He  is quite well-off” Reema replied “Saurav’s family owns a pawnbrokers shop. Saurav works at Imperial City Laboratory just as a pastime”. 

“That explains his Gucci loafers” I said satisfied. 

The first few weeks of my marital life were smooth. Reema and I bought a house in the quiet homely neighborhood of Garia. Reema was an excellent cook, who prepared an array of cuisines like French, Japanese and Italian. The taste of the food was indistinguishable with the food I’d eaten at restaurants. Reema always arrived home from work early and prepared piping hot food for me. After years of eating out of cans as a bachelor, having a wife at home was a luxury. 

My friends too liked Reema. When they visited, my wife served them food with utmost poise and grace. Reema always wore a  saree (traditional Indian garment) when we had visitors. 

“You’re a lucky guy, Deb” they said “Reema  bhabhi (sister-in-law. A respectful term used to address/refer to a married woman) is a successful career woman as well as a great wife. She cooks like an angel. She dresses in a traditional manner. Women these days can hardly cook! 

Besides, they would hardly take the trouble of wearing a  saree!” 

It was clear that my buddies envied me. They had every reason to. Reema was a perfect wife until she became too busy with her work. Doing further research on the physiology of digestion and the theory of classical conditioning kept her out late for three days in a row. 

One night, I returned home hungry and dog-tired. Work had been hectic, with the dancers kicking up a row, demanding higher wages. Reasoning with the girls and requesting them to stay at “Shake your Booty” until I could afford to increase their salaries had sapped me of all energy. 

I walked into the house to realize that Reema had still not returned. 

I took a reconnaissance of the kitchen to realize that Reema hadn’t cooked for the night. I felt raw anger bristle at the back of my neck. Reema was becoming a careless wife. Was her career so important that she had to neglect her duties as a housewife? 

She couldn’t expect me to cook after a hard day at work. Husbands just didn’t do that. My parents had brought me up to believe that. I wasn’t going to change now. Picking up a ladle after marriage was beneath my dignity. 

I wearily lay down on the front-room couch. Fifteen minutes passed. I heard the door latch open. 

Reema hurried in. She appeared disheveled in a crumpled  Salwar-Kameez (an Indian dress with a long top and loose roomy pants. It is typically worn with a veil called the  dupatta). A few strands of hair had strayed out of her ponytail and were flying in all directions. Reema carried a shopping bag in one hand. 

“I’m sorry I got late” she said apologetically “you must be hungry. I’ll make something”. 

“Yeah” I said not moving. The sight of Reema irked me. My beautiful wife had begun to neglect her physical appearance. 

Reema dashed into the kitchen. I followed her and stood at the doorway. She boiled some water in a vessel and put some instant noodles in them. I felt my irritation rising. Before I could control myself, I found myself saying, 

“You made me wait for so long and now you’re making me something out of a packet?” 

Reema turned towards me. Her face was white with shock and disbelief. “I’m so sorry” she said

“I could prepare something better, but that will take time. Since you’re very hungry, I thought I’d make something instantly”. 

“That’s not fair” I said bridling “when I married you, I thought I’d signed up for something…

better. Not a wife who neglects her appearance and comes home late from work”. 

Reema’s dusky face turned red. She looked at me with flashing eyes and said: “When I married you, even I thought I was getting a better deal”. 

“What do you mean?” I asked offended “I have been the perfect husband”. 

Reema heaved a sarcastic sigh. “Perfect husbands don’t control purse strings the way you do” 

she said “after all; our bank accounts are joint ones. I earn as much as you. Why must you control all my purchases?” 

“When did I control the purse strings?” I asked indignantly “you spend on whatever you wish”. 

“I wished to buy a branded handbag the other day, but you put your foot down” said Reema furiously. 

I felt something within me snap. “That thing cost a whopping Rs.30K!” I yelled “some families struggle to earn even Rs.3K per month!” 

“Ha!” Reema spat “So suddenly, you’re a spokesperson for the poor?” She had her head cocked to one side and had archly raised an eyebrow. Her wide mouth seemed to mock me. I felt myself losing all control. I could barely contain my hand as it flew up and made resounding contact with

my wife’s cheek. 

Reema recoiled in shock. She caressed her slapped cheek with her dainty palm and ran out of the kitchen. 

Chapter 2 - The Dog Bite

I sauntered into the bedroom, but Reema didn’t come to bed. She stayed in the living room for a long time watching TV. I ambled into the living room to find her blankly staring at the screen. I glanced at the television screen. A bespectacled anchor was screaming his lungs off, mediating a debate between equally noisy panelists. 

I looked at my wife’s pale face and felt a bit bad about what I did. However, as a husband, I felt that it was my right to beat my wife if she did something wrong. I had witnessed my father slap my mother, but mom had never sulked in the manner that Reema did. She graciously accepted the punishment when she deserved it. 

“Not feeling sleepy?” I presently asked Reema. 

“No” replied my wife. She refused to make eye contact and continued staring at the TV screen. I sighed and went back to the bedroom. I lay down on the bed before sleep took over. 


***

I woke up the next morning to find Reema’s side of the bed empty. “Oh great” I thought irritably

“she slept on the couch”. I walked to the living room to find Reema dressed in a crisp cotton red and white  saree. I was stupefied to notice that she carried three packed bags. 

“I’m leaving” she said tersely and turned to go. 

I walked to my wife and caught hold of her arm. “Wait a minute” I said looking into her dark bespectacled eyes “you’re leaving  for work, aren’t you?” 

“Yes” said Reema “after that, I shall be moving into Ira’s flat. She doesn’t mind sharing it as long as I pay my share of the rent”. 

Ira was Reema’s best female friend. She was a boisterous, ultra-modern single woman who lived on her own in the buzzing area of Tollygunge. Ira led a super-busy life that revolved around work, shopping and juggling multiple boyfriends. I didn’t like the woman one little bit. 

“Why move into that whore’s flat when you have your own home?” I asked Reema “what’s your fucking problem?” 

“If you haven’t figured it out yet, chances are that you never will” my wife said dejectedly “and please don’t call my friend a whore. You have no right to judge anybody”. 

She heaved the three evidently heavy bags and walked out of the front door. As I heard the sound of Reema’s Nano start, I slumped down on the couch. I felt weary and defeated. My wife was leaving me without a concrete reason. 

I had been a good husband in so many ways. I allowed Reema to continue working, meet her

friends and wear western clothes. So many Indian men weren’t as accommodative. In any case, we Indian guys were much better than men from certain Islamic countries who covered their wives from head to toe and prohibited them from voting and driving. 

Was Reema upset because of a single slap? That was ridiculous. I tried to figure out the psychology behind her attitude. My wife was the only child of her parents. She obviously had been pampered by them and not taught how to behave with a husband. She also had no idea of what to expect in a marriage. 

I dressed and went to work. Since the manager was on leave, I was forced to do the planning and budgeting, problem analyzing and resource allocation all by myself. The work was heavy, yet I found it difficult to concentrate. My mind kept drifting back to my wife, her pained brown face and agonized dark bespectacled eyes. I was also disturbed by the fact that Reema was living with Ira, a woman of loose morals. That Ira bitch drank like a fish and smoked like a chimney. She opened out her legs to any fellow who came her way. She was the last person I wanted my wife to be living with. 

I tried calling Reema several times, but she wouldn’t pick up the phone. I considered going to the laboratory, but decided against it. Turning up at one’s spouse’s place of work could turn out to be awkward. 

At about 5 pm, the work load at “Shake your Booty” eased. I drove down to Ira’s house in Tollygunge. Ira lived in a non-descript apartment on the fourth floor. She opened the door, dressed only in a pair of frayed denim shorts and a skimpy cropped top with “Naughty Girl” 

scrawled on it. When Ira saw me, her smiling face turned into a scowl. 

“Reema’s not here” she said brusquely “Please leave”. 

“Where is she?” I asked keeping my tone polite. 

“She’s still at work” Ira replied reluctantly. She was obviously in no mood to converse with me. 

“Ok, thanks” I said and turned to leave. 

“Deb…wait!” Ira’s shrill voice beckoned me. I turned around. 

“I suggest you don’t go to the laboratory” she said “Reema is still enraged with you”. 

“Thanks for telling me” I said. I considered Ira’s suggestion. If Reema was still “enraged”, dropping in at her workplace wasn’t a great idea. There could be a scene, which could cause great embarrassment. 

I went home and made myself some  rotis (flat Indian bread) and instant  palak paneer (Cottage cheese in spinach gravy). My cooking was bland and unappetizing. I already missed my wife. 

Even her hurried cooking tasted better than the stuff I had whipped up. Besides, it was no fun eating alone. I missed Reema’s cheerful banter and merry laugher as she recounted events of the day at dinner. 

When in bed, I felt especially lonely. I missed the sight of Reema’s warm body beside mine, the sound of her even breathing and the touch of her soft lips on my cheeks. I missed holding her petite body in my arms and making love to her eager responsive self. 

That night I made a decision. I would go to Imperial City Laboratory the next day. 

I dressed in a pair of blue jeans, a white shirt and brown loafers before driving to Reena’s workplace. I drove for a few miles before the sober grey building came into view. I parked my car and bolted towards the lift on the ground floor. Reema worked on the third floor. I pressed the lift button that said “3”. 

Much to my surprise, the lift started moving downwards towards the basement. “Damn” I thought “somebody in the basement has punched the lift button earlier than I did”. I had no choice but to allow the lift to go down to the basement first before it took me up to the third floor. 

The lift landed at the floor marked “B” (Basement) with a thud. The door opened, but no one waited outside. “Strange” I thought irritated “what kind of an idiot would punch the button and then just disappear?” I waited for them for about a minute and then decided that maybe the person who had summoned the lift had been in a hurry and had decided to take the stairs instead of the lift. 

Strangely, the lift door didn’t close. It was obvious that something had suddenly gone wrong with the lift. 

I stepped into the basement mentally muttering curses. “Hell!” I thought “these guys have an impressive building, but such a useless lift!”The basement was a large empty place where cages of rats, guinea pigs and monkeys were stacked. The animals sensed an outsider’s presence and made strange, panicky noises. They climbed on sides of the grill trying to get away from me. 

I looked around the basement trying to figure out where the staircase was. The place didn’t have a single human, so I couldn’t ask anyone. I ambled around its echoing confines like a lost soul. 

Suddenly, a dog dashed out of one of side enclosures. It was a sleek charcoal grey German shepherd, obviously in a nasty mood. The dog waylaid me and crouched frighteningly. Its lips curled backwards exposing long, sharp teeth. 

I froze in fear. I had a debilitating fear of dogs after having been bitten by one in childhood. 

I noticed a red collar around the dog’s neck. Yet the canine didn’t look like a pet dog. He looked unkempt and wild. 

In my fear, I did the most ill-judged thing. I took to my heels and ran towards the lift. The dog chased me, nipping at my heels. I howled in pain as he sunk his juicy teeth into my ankle. 

A tall, well-built man came hurrying in from one of the inner enclosures. He looked immensely concerned and apologetic. “Oh my God” he said “are you alright, Mr. Ghosh?” He launched into a detailed explanation as to how the dogs were usually confined in enclosures and how Bruno

(the German shepherd that had bitten me) had escaped in spite of his strict vigilance. The guy clasped a leash around Bruno’s collar and tied him to a nearby pillar. 

As the pain abetted, recognition dawned on me. The guy was Sourav Dutta, caretaker of dogs at Imperial City Laboratory. “I think I’m okay” I said skeptically before rolling the bottom edge of my jeans up and examining my ankle. It had two sharp teeth marks on it. 

“The wound looks superficial” I said “I’ll wash it thoroughly with water and go to the third floor. 

I’m here to see Reema”. 

A strange, cryptic look crossed Dutta’s face. He probably knew about the quarrel between me and my wife. 

“Reema isn’t here yet” he said after a minute “she called to say that she would be coming at 10:30 am”. 

“That’s unlike her” I said frowning “my wife is usually here at 9 am sharp, as soon as the lab opens”. 

“True, but she has been working late hours these days” explained Dutta “apparently, she left home only at 12 am last night. Or so the security guard said”. 

“It is 10 am already” I said “I’ll go to the third floor and wait for Reema. Half an hour will pass in a jiffy”. 

Dutta frowned. “That’s not a good idea” he said hurriedly “Bruno hasn’t been vaccinated this month. He may carry the rabies-virus within him. I think you should see a doctor immediately”. 

“I don’t think that’s necessary” I said laughingly “Bruno is a laboratory dog, not a stray. I don’t think anything will happen to me”. 

“I’ll not let you take the risk” said Dutta “I feel responsible for what happened. Hence, I’ll take you to a good doctor located in the Dum Dum area. Once she checks you, I can be free of tension”. 

“Ok, if you insist” I said “however, I don’t think the bite is a serious one”. 

I followed Dutta up a flight of stairs leading to the ground floor. The two of us crossed a small reception area and walked out towards the parking area. Dutta led me towards a huge brown Audi. It seemed to be a pretty expensive car for the caretaker of a laboratory to own. I recalled Reema telling me that Dutta worked in Imperial City Laboratory only as a hobby. He hailed from a fairly wealthy family of pawnbrokers. 

On Dutta’s advice, I got into the backseat of the Audi. He said that I could stretch my legs on the seat and sleep if I wished to. 

“The doctor’s clinic is quite a distance away” he said in a wheezy voice “you might want to take a nap in the meantime”. 

Dutta sat in the driver’s seat and started driving. The roads were good and Dutta was a competent driver. I soon found myself being lulled into a deep, death-like sleep. 


***

The car came to an abrupt halt. I was jerked from my nap. It took me a good two minutes to recall how I had ended up in Dutta’s car. I sat up straight, rubbed my eyes and looked around. 

Dutta had parked on a roughly-paved street in front of a huge compound full of trees, a shop and a medium-sized brick-finish house. 

The set-up didn’t look like a doctor’s clinic. I was somewhat confused. I articulated my feelings to Dutta. 

“This doesn’t look like a doctor’s clinic” I said “does the doctor see patients in the house?” 

Dutta didn’t reply. He lit a cigarette and took a long puff. After smoking silently for a while, he turned around and handed me a bag. It consisted of a  saree, a blouse, a wig and some ornaments. 

The  saree was made of rich cream-colored Baluchari silk and was about 5 yards in length. Floral designs ran amok its body and the  pallu (the veil portion of the  saree) was resplendent with scenes from mythological texts. The blouse was a red sleeveless one. The ornaments consisted of clip-on earrings, a  mangalasutra (a beaded necklace that married Indian women wear) and bangles. 

“Take off your clothes” ordered Dutta “and put these on”. 

Chapter 3 -Tryst with a Madman

I blinked in disbelief. I couldn’t believe what Dutta was asking me to do. 

Dutta grew impatient. “Don’t waste time” he barked “do as I say quickly”. 

“Is this some kind of a joke?” I asked confusedly. 

Dutta turned towards me and glared with his tiny porcine eyes. It was clear that he was serious. 

“Put the  saree on” he said. Dutta’s voice carried a dangerous edge to it. 

I felt fear combined with indignation rising within me. “What if I don’t obey you?” I demanded. 

“I’ll kill your wife” said Dutta without hesitation “there are several bottles of potassium cyanide in our laboratory. All I have to do is give her quarter-teaspoon or so. She will be dead in no time. 

I could even mix it in the air only Reema is likely to breathe. Her skin could absorb the poison and she would be a corpse in no time”. 

I felt my mouth go dry and my heart race like a wild horse. Something in this deranged man’s tone scared me. I believed that Dutta would execute what he had threatened to do. I couldn’t bear the prospect of anything happening to my beloved wife. 

“I’ll obey you” I said quickly “please don’t harm Reema”. 

I peeled off my t-shirt and put on the blouse. It was padded in front and gave me the appearance of having breasts. I raised my buttocks off the car seat and draped the  saree around my jeans. I made pleats from the fabric and tucked them into the waistband of my jeans. I proceeded to cover the upper front of my body with the heavily decked  saree pallu. I quickly wore the ornaments. Dutta helped me fit the wig of long straight brown hair on my scalp. He appraised me for a moment and then fished out a  bindi (a red dot traditional Hindu women wear at the center of their foreheads) packet from the car drawer. Dutta took out a large red dot from the packet and struck it in the middle of my forehead. He retrieved a box of vermillion from another drawer and adorned the parting of my wig with it. Married Hindu women typically adorn the parting of their hair with vermillion. 

Dutta gave me a satisfied smirk. “You now look like a woman” he said “a beautiful, married Bengali woman”. He turned the car mirror towards me. I peeked into it to realize that he was right. No one could have confused me for a man in disguise. 

Umpteen questions continued to gnaw away at my insides. Why was Dutta doing all this? Was he a psychologically disturbed person, who required psychiatric treatment? Or was there a more elaborate, well-planned conspiracy involved in all this? Only time would tell. Right now, I could only make gentle enquiries. 

I talked to him in a friendly manner, hoping that he would soften. “Saurav, why are you doing this?” I asked “what have I done to deserve this?” 

“Ask no questions” Dutta warned “otherwise, you will be endangering Reema’s life”. 

His words made me shut my trap. I was ordered to get out of the car. Dutta led me into the spacious campus; towards the house “I live here with my mother and siblings” he said “I have a brother and a sister. My sister’s husband also lives with us. My family has been been pressuring me to get married for quite some time now. I’ll introduce you to them as my wife, Deblina”. 

“Deblina” I repeated stupidly “Not Debashish, but Deblina”. 

“Yes” said Dutta laughing “look at the bright side. You could still be called by your original nickname, Deb”. 

“For how long do I have to pretend to be your wife?” I asked Dutta. 

“Thirty days” replied Dutta. 

I followed Dutta into a narrow pathway leading to the house. It was flanked by lovely, colorful flowers. However, I was in no mood to admire them. When we reached the doorway, Dutta rang the bell. A young female face peeked out of the side window before opening the door. She was dressed in a pair of trousers and tight-fitting top. As the woman opened the door, I noticed that she wore a lot of makeup. I adjudged her age to be around thirty. 

“Hello,  dada (elder brother) ”  she said smiling at Dutta. Then her gaze turned towards me. 

Dutta’s sister’s face took on an expression of curiosity. She turned to her brother and raised a quizzical brow. 

“Pamela, this is my wife, Deblina” said Dutta vaguely “we had been dating for a while and decided to get married today. Deblina will live with us from today. You don’t have to cook anymore”. 

Pamela heaved a visible sigh of relief. “Thank God you brought a wife home,  dada!” she said “I was finding it so hard to manage the house on my own”. 

In spite of the fact that all this was a façade, I cringed. My “sister-in-law” didn’t even have the courtesy to congratulate me on my wedding and welcome me into their home. She thought of my addition to the household only as an extra helping hand. I was disgusted at the woman’s lack of good manners. 

Another part of me heaved a sigh of relief. If an observant woman in her prime didn’t realize that I was a man dressed in drag, there was little chance that anyone else would. My buddies had always joked that if I was dressed in female clothes, I could easily pass for a woman. It seemed that they were right. 

Dutta led me through the vestibule into the living room. It was an old-fashioned area with a high roof, red-oxide flooring and ebony furniture. A woman of about 65 sat on a high chair. She was dressed in a white  saree with pink borders and held a walking stick in one hand. A young man of about 25 lolled on the nearby sofa, reading what clearly appeared to be a pornographic magazine. 

Another man, aged about 35, polished silver vases at another end of the room. 

Dutta addressed the older woman. “Ma, this is your daughter-in-law, Deblina” he said “I married her today. You don’t have to worry about anything anymore. Deblina will look after you”. 

Dutta nudged me and asked me to take his mother’s blessings. I put the  saree pallu on my head and touched the older woman’s feet like a good daughter-in-law was supposed to. Ma appraised me like a butcher checking out a piece of meat. At the end of her scrutiny, she turned to her son and said, 

“She is beautiful, but lacks flesh. You should have chosen a girl with bigger breasts and buttocks”. 

I flinched as if I had been slapped. I couldn’t believe a respectable-looking older woman could have such a filthy mindset. Furthermore, I couldn’t believe she would comment on a woman’s physical attributes so openly. 

However, another part of my consciousness heaved a sigh of relief. At least, ma hadn’t recognized me as a man dressed in woman’s clothes. She thought of me as a not-so-curvaceous young woman. 

Dutta chuckled at his mom’s comment. “It’s okay, ma” he reassured his mother. He then introduced the guy lolling on the sofa as his younger brother, Arnab. 

“Arnab has got his engineering degree only recently” Dutta said “He wants to relax for a few days before he gets a job”. I realized that this was another way of saying that Arnab was unemployed. 

Engrossed in his magazine, Arnab barely looked up. Going by the kind of material the man read in public, maybe I shouldn’t have been so shocked at his mother’s mindset and choice of words. 

The Duttas seemed to belong to a singularly uncultured family. 

Just as the above thought had crossed my mind, the man who had been polishing silver at the other end of the room walked towards me. He wore a khaki  kurta and white pajamas. He had a noble respectable face and kindly brown eyes. 

“Congratulations, Sourav and  bhabi” he said cordially “I wish you both a happy married life. 

Welcome to our home,  bhabi” the man bowed at me courteously. 

Before I could open my mouth to say “thank you”, Dutta crudely cut in. “This isn’t  your home, Deepak” he said rudely “your status in this house is not more than that of a mere servant’s. Had you not been married to Pamela, I would have thrown you out on the streets years ago!” 

“I’m sorry” said Pamela’s husband. He stood in front of Dutta with his head hung in shame. I felt terrible for Deepak. 

“Go back to polishing the silver!” Dutta ordered “I married this Deblina bitch so that she could help you with household chores. There was no need to extend a warm welcome to her!” 

Deepak looked shocked, but didn’t say anything. Everyone else in the room—ma, Arnab and

Pamela—were staring at me. I could feel my cheeks turning hot. When Pamela tittered, I felt utterly humiliated. Being called “bitch” in front of everyone felt terrible indeed. 

I hung my head in embarrassment. “Enough of your melodrama!” ma reprimanded “bring me a cup of tea. Quick!” 

“Where’s the kitchen?” I asked clueless. Pamela led me through a narrow ill-lit corridor to a room with shelves, vessels and a gas stove. 

“The ingredients are on the shelves” she said in a languid drawl “hurry up and do the needful!” 

I quickly poured a cup of water into a broad steel vessel, ferreted out some tea leaves which I brewed along with milk and sugar. I strained the concoction, poured it into a huge mug and served it to ma on a tray. The old woman took a sip before spitting out the tea. It came oozing out of her mouth in a torrent. Her wizened face took on the expression of a scowl. She glared at me accusingly. 

“It was too hot!” she spat “did you conspire to scald my tongue, you malicious floozy?!” 

“Of course not, ma” I said earnestly “I’m so sorry”. 

“Sorry doesn’t change anything” said the old woman severely “you’ll have to be punished”. 

Ma’s tone was like that the head of the  khap panchayat (an informal court set up in Indian villages) announcing a verdict. I felt a film of perspiration form on my upper lip. Before another thought could form in my mind, ma ordered me to kneel down. I got down on my knees, but was still farther away from the old woman than she wanted me to be. 

“Come closer!” she said peremptorily. 

Putting my hands on the floor for support, I crawled towards the old woman. The fabric of my saree made a swish-swish sound under my knees. I could feel Dutta, Pamela and Arnab’s eyes boring into me. There was a glint of relish in their eyes, as if they took sadistic delight in watching me crawl up to their mother like an obedient dog. Deepak was nowhere to be seen. 

From deep within the recesses of the house, I heard the clatter of vessels. My co-brother was probably doing the dishes. 

Presently, I was inches away from the old woman. I could smell the musty scent of her ancient body. Ma gawked at me with her yellow lizard-like eyes. I felt the skin on my neck crawl. I had a not-so-great premonition about what was going to happen. 

Before my premonition would grow intense, I felt a hard whack on my back. As I grit my teeth in pain, I realized that ma had thwacked me using her walking stick. More raps from her cane followed. “Stop, ma, stop!” I shouted. But ma was unrelenting and unforgiving. 

My eyes involuntarily filled with tears. As the beatings stopped, I hauled myself from the floor and stood up. I clutched my back and moaned. Pamela giggled. 

Another voice chipped in for the first time. It was shrill, nasal and singularly unpleasant. Arnab spoke to me for the first time. 

“Ma likes her tea lukewarm” he said “never forget this,  bhabi, never forget”. 


***

After tea, ma and the rest of the family wished to have a meal prepared by the “new bride”. They desired to have rice,  macher jhol (fish curry), mutton roll and  Roshogolla (Cheese balls dipped in sugar syrup) for dessert. I didn’t have much experience with cooking. Even as a bachelor, I had mostly eaten off cans and packets. I, however, didn’t confide my inexperience in Dutta’s family. 

I had a feeling that the confession wouldn’t go down well. 

I realized that I could always rely on YouTube to teach me how to prepare the food items. Just then, I remembered that I had left my cell phone in the pocket of my jeans, which was lying in Dutta’s Audi. I beckoned Dutta inside the kitchen and explained the situation to him. My

“husband” smirked. 

“You don’t need you cell phone anymore” he said “I’ll be selling it”. 

“But—but I don’t know how to cook” I said haplessly “I need to follow a YouTube recipe”. 

Dutta retrieved his own cell phone from his trouser pocket and handed it to me. “Here you are” 

he said “give it back to me after you finish cooking”. 

“Thank you” I said accepting the cell phone with gratitude. 

“You’re welcome” said Dutta caressing my neck. The feel of his stubby, dark fingers on my fair, sensitive neck sent shivers down my spine. Dutta mistook my fear reflex for arousal and smiled knowingly. With a meaningful glance, he turned to go, before stopping in his tracks. 

“Remember, Deb” he warned “no funny tricks with the phone. Don’t try to contact friends or the police. If you try to do so, Reema will be…” Dutta tailed off and made a head-chopping motion with his hand. He winked and left the kitchen. 

It took quite some time for the palpitation in my heart to recede. 


***

The lunch fell short of everyone’s expectations. The rice was “overcooked”, the  macher jhol was

“too salty” and the  Roshogollas “sickeningly sweet”. Yet everyone ate heartily and didn’t punish me for my lack of culinary perfection. I was so stressed that I couldn’t think of eating a single bite. Of course, nobody suggested that I sit down with the family and eat. 

The rest of the day flew by in a flurry of making more cups of tea, pressing and massaging ma’s legs, helping Deepak with household chores and preparing yet another feast for dinner. While we were washing clothes, Deepak told me that he was a garment businessman who had married Pamela 9 years ago. Since he had suffered tremendous losses in his business, he was forced to borrow from Saurav Dutta and shift into his house. Deepak was treated like a servant ever since he moved in with his wife’s family four years back. Since he couldn’t repay the loan for quite some time, Deepak was forced to accept his status as a menial. 

His soulful brown eyes turned lachrymose. “I was besotted with Pamela’s beautiful face and married her” he lamented “little did I realize how ugly she was on the inside. I can’t grant her a divorce as I am indebted to her elder brother”. 

All I could do was listen and nod sympathetically. Telling Deepak about what Dutta was doing to me was out of the question. My beloved Reema would be killed if I uttered a single word to anybody. 

At the end of the day, I was exhausted and famished. Ma suggested that I eat a bit of leftover rice and  dal (a dish made of pulses) after the family had finished eating. 

I hungrily wolfed down the leftovers. In spite of the nourishment, my body felt weak and fatigued. Just when I had swallowed the last morsel, I heard Dutta’s raspy voice calling out to me. He asked me to come to his bedroom. 

Chapter 4 -When Night Falls

Dutta’s bedroom was a sprawling 8x10 area. Like the rest of the house, it was covered with red-oxide flooring, a high roof and wide curtained windows. A high king-sized wooden bed stood in front of the room. Dutta lay supine on it—naked. 

“Close the door behind you” he croaked as I entered the room. 

“Come to me” he then ordered. I walked to him like an obedient dog. 

“I’m dead tired” Dutta said “grab the coconut oil on the dressing table drawer and massage my back”. I looked beside the bed to find a vintage dressing table. Many items--combs, men’s deodorants, hair gels and oils—stood on it. I squeezed out a few drops of coconut oil from the bottle and rubbed it on Dutta’s back. His skin was as coarse as a crocodile’s. I massaged slowly, but Dutta commanded me to apply more pressure. I slowly graduated from light strokes to stronger strokes and circular kneading rotations. 

“Ah” said Dutta “that felt good”. He turned around to reveal his nude body. Dutta was dark, hairy and had a small paunch. He had a huge cock that had already begun to go hard. I was repulsed by the sight of his body. Dutta looked like a fat toad. 

Dutta caught me by the head and brought my lips close to his burgeoning cock. “Suck it, baby” 

he said hoarsely “suck my gigantic dick”. 

I haplessly closed my mouth around my “husband’s” dick. It tasted terrible. I rolled my head back and forth, running my head down the length of his shaft. Dutta grunted in pleasure and asked me to run my tongue on his organ. I obliged, feeling sick to the stomach. The next thing I was aware of was being drenched in icky, white semen. My “husband” had come all over me without a warning. 

Dutta nonchalantly got up from the bed and salvaged a tissue from the dressing table drawer. He handed it to me and said, 

“Here, wipe my cream pie off your pretty face”. I slowly wiped my face, feeling demoralized. I had never come on a woman’s face without asking for her permission. This guy was a classic bastard. 

When I thought we were done with oral sex, Dutta ordered me to suck his balls. As I took the nauseating ball of flesh in my mouth, Dutta moaned in ecstasy. The testicles were obviously a major erogenous zone for the boor. 

He wiped himself with one of the tissues and sat down opposite me. Cupping my face in his podgy hands, Dutta kissed me savagely on the mouth. His tongue explored my throat, nearly gagging me. He bit my lips so hard that I screamed. 

My scream evidently brought out the animal in Dutta. He ripped off my  saree and blouse and

forced me out of the jeans I was wearing underneath. Forcing me to lie down supine on the bed, Dutta tied my hands behind my back using a pair of handcuffs he had salvaged from a trunk underneath the bed. He stuffed a gag ball into my mouth, leaving me feeling mute and helpless. 

Beads of perspiration started running down my forehead. What was this monster going to do to me? Would I get out of this bizarre situation alive? 

Before I could ruminate any further, I felt my underwear being pulled down. Cool summer breeze caressed my bare bottom. Then I felt a searing pain in my asshole, as if someone was piercing it with a spear. I turned around to see Dutta perched on top of me, thrusting his humungous cock into my asshole. He continued thrusting until he was fully sheathed within me. 

I felt my self-esteem go to pieces as I realized what was happening to me. I was being sodomized. It was the worst thing that could happen to a person. 

Dutta started moving. The rocking to-and-fro movement caused such excruciating pain in me that I was certain I was going to die. I thrashed my legs and moved my handcuffed arms in agony. My screams were stifled by the huge gag ball and died in my throat. 

After a few thrusts, the pain eased. In a masochistic way, I actually started enjoying the rape. The speed and intensity of my “husband’s” thrusts increased. He spat a huge load of cum into my asshole before he slumped over my body in a blissfully spent mass of ecstasy. 


***

After using my body, my “husband” released my handcuffs and removed the gag ball from my mouth. He asked me to get cleaned up and change into a midnight blue night gown. I showered, hoping to erase all of my wretched captor’s stains from my body. I was humiliated to the bone, yet wore the frilly feminine garment that was given to me. Dutta ordered me to retain the wig over my head. 

“The wig of long hair makes you look ultra-feminine” he said “wear it—all the time”. 

I nodded. “Yes” I said meekly. The rape had removed all fight from my body. It had broken my spirit. I was ready to do whatever this man asked me to—to bask in his shadow, so that he wouldn’t commit any more bestial atrocities on me. 

Dutta was clothed now. He wore a respectable-looking white  kurta-pajama (a long Indian shirt with pants). He gave me a warm broad smile, as if the horrendous events of the last hour hadn’t occurred at all. “Come to bed, honey” he whispered softly “let’s lie down like a loving couple”. 

He lay on the left side of the bed and patted the right side. I ambled towards it and reluctantly lay down. Dutta switched off the night light. I could feel his odious, sweaty body clinging to me. 

“So the bastard likes a post-coital snuggle” I thought dully. 

With an arm still around me, Dutta fell into deep, heavy sleep. He snored so loudly that I couldn’t even dream of catching a wink of sleep. I ruminated on the events of the day. They

seemed so bizarre and unreal. 

I wondered how my wife was doing. Had she even realized I was missing? Either ways, it didn’t matter. As long as I continued to oblige this ogre, my beloved Reema would be safe. 


***

I must have snoozed off after a while as I felt a foul mouth raping my own. I woke up to realize that Dutta was savagely kissing me. I looked at the clock on the wall. The time was 5 am. 

Dutta slid my nightgown off my shoulders and tried to grope me. The realization that I didn’t have breasts infuriated my libido-charged “husband”. 

He turned on the lights. I was stultified to see his face livid with rage. He retrieved a whip from his trunk and whipped me black and blue. 

“You’ve cheated me, bitch!” Dutta bellowed as he thwacked me “you have a flat-chest like a wooden-puppet!” 

“Leave me alone” I yelled “there is no way I can have breasts. I am a man!” 

Dutta put the whip aside. He picked up a brown transparent bottle standing on the dressing table. 

“These are Premarin tablets” he said “take three everyday and you’ll eventually transition into a woman”. He grinned from ear to ear. 

I gulped and looked at the bottle Dutta held inches away from my face. I had vaguely heard of estrogen tablets and the fact that they could help men develop breasts. I had been to Thailand a couple of times and had started chatting with a couple of lady boys. They had told me how their bodies had been feminized. 

Though I admired the beautiful lady boys, I didn’t wish to turn into one. In spite of having a beautiful face and a delicate body, I was a virile heterosexual man. I was married to a lovely woman and made libidinous love to her. I couldn’t imagine developing boobs like my wife. 

Presently, I shook my head. “There’s no way I’m taking those tablets” I told Dutta firmly. 

“Ok” said Dutta nonchalantly shaking his head “do as you please. Even I’ll do what I feel like…. 

A quarter spoonful of cyanide and your winsome wife will be a corpse”. 

Shivers of horror ran down my body. “Please” I begged “don’t harm Reema. I’ll do anything you ask me to”. 

I snatched the Premarin bottle from Dutta’s podgy hand. I retrieved a tablet, put one it in my mouth and swallowed it with the help of my saliva. 

“Good girl” Dutta cooed encouragingly “take the next one after lunch, okay?” 

I nodded mutely. I was indeed a trapped creature. 

***

After an hour, I was asked to have a bath and change into a printed yellow and pink  saree with a matching pink blouse. Dutta gave me a petticoat this time and taught me how to drape a  saree expertly. He rearranged the wig on my hair and asked me to put on some light makeup. I was also given earrings, bangles and a  mangalsutra to wear around my neck. 

I was ordered to prepare a breakfast of  luchis (fried Indian bread made of refined floor) and potato curry for the family. If Dutta’s siblings saw the whip marks on my arms and belly, they didn’t comment on it. Deepak seemed to notice. His large gazelle-like eyes filled with empathy. 

However, my hapless co-brother didn’t ask about my injuries. I was filled with indignation at what I perceived as Deepak’s cowardice. But I didn’t hold a grudge against him for very long. 

After all, Deepak was also at the receiving end of the atrocities of the Duttas. The man was sailing in the same boat as me. 

After breakfast, I was sent away to sit at the pawnbroker shop in the compound. I used a shawl to cover my bruised arms and belly before heading outside the house. The shop, known as “Dutta Pawnbrokers”, was an interesting little family business, which secured loans to people in return for items of personal property used as collateral. Customers dropped in throughout the day, bringing in jewelry, electronics, musical instruments and other tools. Before leaving for work, Dutta had warned me not to intimate or hint to anyone that I was being held captive, threatening that he would kill Reema otherwise. He’d also taught me the dos and don’ts of the pawnbrokers business. I was asked to give loans against collateral only after customers had shown some sort of an ID proof such as a drivers license or voters card. I was asked to use a microscope and carefully check for damages like scratches and other marks, which could affect the marketability of the product. Defaulted loans didn’t have to be reported, since the pawnbroker had the right to sell the item outright. Since customers brought in software and other computer related stuff frequently to the pawnbrokers, I was asked to research and keep myself updated about the salability of software, computers and other goods. 

Many people dropped by during the day. A few were old customers of the Duttas, the others were rank newcomers. Since this was the first time I was to deal with the public in the full daylight, I was especially apprehensive of being revealed as a man dressed in a  saree. I fretted about customers potentially discovering that I wasn’t a woman either through the structure of my body, the texture of my skin or the pitch of my voice. 

However, my fears were totally unnecessary. The old customers greeted me warmly and remarked that Saurav  babu (A term indicating formality or respect. Similar to “Mr.” or “Sir”) had got himself a super beautiful bride. The new customers, who came in to pledge their items, addressed me either as “ma’am” or “didi” (sister). I was never once subjected to an awkward gaze or glance. People accepted me in my new role easily, making Dutta’s trick an easy one to pull off. 

For the first time in my life, I rued having a pretty face and a fine-boned body. For the major part of my 27 years, they had served as an asset and had helped me attract women. However, when caught in the hands of a madman, the very same asset had turned into a disadvantage. My face conspired with the depraved Dutta to help him pass me off as a woman. 

I was asked to sit at the pawnshop until 12 noon. Deepak took over minding the shop. Pamela led me to the kitchen and gave me a list of dishes that she, her mother and younger brother wished to have for lunch. The list included thuppa ,  chicken-stuffed momos, spicy  biryani (a rice dish made of meat, vegetables and spices)   and  misti doi (sweetened curd). I used Pamela’s phone to access a YouTube channel and painstakingly prepared the dishes. After a meal of leftovers, I was asked to sweep and mop the house, do the dishes and wash clothes. The rest of my day passed in this tedious fashion. 

In the night, my husband came home and bestially raped me. He continued forcing me to take Premarin tablets. Deepak and I took turns to do household chores and look after the family business. The same routine continued for 10 days with no changes whatsoever. 

Chapter 5 -Saurav’s Wife Deblina

On the tenth day of my incarceration, I noticed a highly strange phenomenon. Two tiny buds had developed on either side of my chest. My areolas were darker than before and nipples more distended. I put a hand to my chest and winced. My chest was super-sensitive like a tooth that had undergone attrition. The pain disconcerted me. So did the occurrence which caused the pain. 

The Premarin tablets were working. I was starting to develop breasts like an adolescent girl. 

The nascent signs of feminization left me deeply disturbed. I couldn’t concentrate on business or household chores. I earned a reprimand from a customer and a couple of whacks from my mother-in-law. 

“Saurav has married a good-for-nothing girl!” the old woman spat, kicking me hard “the hussy’s mind wanders the entire globe!” Pamela agreed wholeheartedly with her mother and participated in antagonizing me. Deepak glanced into the house from the pawnshop, his eyes empathetic, but his tongue mute. He was evidently too afraid to openly take my side in front of his virago of a wife and monster of a mother-in-law. 

Arnab just lolled on the sofa, browsing pornographic videos. He sometimes went for a ride on his motorcycle and returned hours later. His eyes were beginning to look sunken. He appeared distant and withdrawn. Pamela worried about where her younger brother went and what he was up to, but ma dismissed her fears. 

“Leave him alone, Pamela!” she’d say “he’s a young man who needs a breath of fresh air!” 

Pamela’s feline eyes narrowed in suspicion. “I wonder if it is fresh air he’s after” she muttered. 

“It could be women” her mom said “who cares. It’s natural at his age. Don’t you think he needs to have sex?” 

“I guess he does” said Pamela shrugging “from his sunken eyes and weary look, it seems like he is screwing the bitches for whatever he is worth”. 


***

That night, my husband came home drunk. He slumped down at the dining table and ordered me to serve him dinner. As I bustled around, serving him rice and chicken curry, Dutta’s eyes seemed fixated on my chest. I felt immensely self-conscious and modestly adjusted my  pallu. 

After dinner, he summoned me to the bedroom. Possessed by an animal-like passion, Dutta unraveled my  saree until I stood in front of him, clad only in my petticoat and blouse. Dutta ripped off the skimpy garments remaining on my body until I was buck naked. Then he saw the buds. 

My husband’s pig-like eyes were glued to the twin developments. “Heavens be blessed” he

whispered in a voice dripping with awe and lust “you are beginning to blossom”. 

I felt a slow blush creep up my face. I didn’t know if it was embarrassment at my captor’s salaciousness or the impending fear of what he was going to do to me. 

Dutta spent the next hour pinching, squeezing and nibbling on my breasts. He salvaged a pair of nipples clamps from his trunk and fastened them on my long nipples. I bellowed in pain as the clamps bit into my soft skin, rendered sensitive by hormones. Dutta took them off the clamps. 

The pain eased for a moment. I heaved a sigh of relief. After a moment, the clamps were on again, biting into my nipples and threatening to tear them off. I screamed as if the sky had fallen down on my head. Yet no one came to my rescue. No one heard my blood curdling screams. 

Nor did they hear when Dutta whipped, handcuffed and whipped me like he did every single night. In this house of torture, everyone was a silent witness. 


***

Six painful months passed. The intensity of the rape and torture increased. I had completely lost my sex drive. Dutta forcibly made me watch pornographic movies, but they were wasted on me. 

The “romantic sex”, “girl-on-girl and fetish sex videos, which had never failed to arouse me and make me ejaculate, horrified me. I didn’t view the women, who starred in porn movies as sex objects anymore. I instead found myself empathizing with them. Having sex in front of an entire crew was possibly a nightmarish thing for a woman. 

Slowly, I started noticing other changes in my body and personality. I wasn’t very hairy to begin with, and now noticed that the hair on my face and body had reduced to zero. My face had become as smooth and velvety as a genetic woman’s. Pamela grew enamored with it and caressed it every day. Her fingers were cold like a corpse’s. Pamela’s gesture sent shivers down my spine. Not only was she a harridan, but also seemed to have lesbian tendencies. Pamela made a move on me more than once when I worked in the kitchen. She seized me by the waist and kissed me boldly by the mouth. Dutta happened to walk in on us and caught his little sister in the act. He was livid with rage. He pulled me towards him and put his arm around my waist, like a dog marking his territory. He turned to his sister and snapped. 

“Keep your hands off my wife! No one touches her but me”. Pamela turned beet red and ran out of the kitchen. She never touched me after this incident. 

The buds on my chest had gained considerable mass. I now had ripe, mature breasts like a genetic woman. My areolas had become larger than before. I freaked out as I noticed tiny bumps around them. My chest looked as realistic as any genetic female’s. Furthermore, the nipples had also developed. They appeared embarrassingly long, swollen and distended to grace the chest of any self-respecting genetic male. 

My breasts caused me extreme embarrassment. I tried to hide them away under the  pallu of my sarees or under the veil of my  salwar kameezes. However, my mother-in-law had a gimlet eye. 

She noticed that I had become more buxom than before. She seemed pleased by the occurrence. 

When I served the family at dinner, she glanced at Dutta and loudly said:

“Your wife is filling up. What have you been doing? Have you got her pregnant?” 

“No, ma” said Dutta chuckling “she’s putting on weight, that’s all”. 

“That’s a good thing” said the old woman laughing “men ought to have juicy wives”. 

I felt myself go deep red. As always, my mother-in-law was objectifying me. I felt terrible to be discussed like a commodity that had been purchased to satisfy the sexual appetite of her son. The entire Dutta family seemed unnaturally perverted. 

Other associated changes became apparent over a period of time. The muscle mass in my body decreased and the fat content increased. My hips and derriere became more rounded than before. 

My waist became smaller and decanter-shaped. 

The change that caused me maximum concern was the reduction in the size of my testicles. Since I started taking Premarin, my balls shrunk considerably. This was a factor that gave me sleepless nights. In spite of being feminized, I was still the husband of Reema. Our marriage was still very much valid. I hoped to get back with Reema one day. Though she and I hadn’t discussed children, we had tacitly decided to have them. I recalled an incident during the initial days of our marriage when Reema and I had gone to the park for a walk. A young mother walked along the joggers’ track, dragging a toddler with her. The child was throwing a tantrum, squatting on the track and refusing to move. I had walked up to the little moppet, scooped him up in my arms and twirled him around in the air. The boy was gurgling with laughter in no time, leaving a fond smile on his mother’s face. The woman had thanked me profoundly and walked off with her son. 

Reema turned to me, glowing like a light, and whispered, “You’ll make a great dad someday”. I could never forget the sparkle in my wife’s eyes. It was as if she was trying to convey how much she wished to bear my child. 

And now that dream had vanished in thin air because I was in the hands of a psycho—a psycho who had changed my body from a man’s to a full-fledged woman’s. 


***

A month passed. Christmas was here. In spite of being a Hindu-dominated country, the whole of India rejoiced. Decorated Christmas trees, buntings and carols pervaded the air. Dutta’s family too got into the mood of the season and demanded that I decorate the house with hollyhocks. I was also commanded to prepare a feast of the Christmas turkey and pudding. The Duttas also bought a small, already-adorned Christmas tree and kept it in the shop. 

Dutta had a holiday. He sat at the shop with me. He smiled broadly and chatted away with customers in the most affable manner. It frightened me to notice how effectively my “husband” 

hid his true nature. No one would have got a whiff of the psycho he really was. 

When we took a break for lunch, Dutta told me that they had a Christmas party at his workplace that night. 

“They’ve asked employees to bring their spouses along” he said “I’m taking you. Be ready by 6:30 pm”. 

Hope rose in my heart. Reema would also be there at the Christmas party! I would finally get to see my precious wife after seven long months of separation! It had been only seven months since I had separated from Reema, but it seemed more like seven  years. During this period of incarceration and torture, I realized how much I loved my wife. Life without her had been miserable. I regretted raising my voice at her and slapping her. How could I ever have been such a jerk? Anyways, I’d make it up to Reema at the first opportunity I got. 

Dutta seemed to read my mind. “Don’t even dream of talking to Reema” his raspy voice warned

“You’ll be signing her death certificate if you do”. 

“I won’t” I replied trembling “but what do I do if  she talks to me?” 

“Remain silent” said Dutta “don’t utter a single word. She might recognize your voice even though you’ve altered it quite a bit in the past few months”. 

“Alright” I promised “I’ll keep mum”. 


***

Young Indian women usually wear western clothes during Christmas. I expected Dutta to give me an evening gown. Instead, I was given a beautiful blue Murshidabad silk  saree, a silver-colored blouse and delicate silver ornaments replete with filigree work. Dutta even presented me with a pair of silver-colored sandals. 

He asked Pamela to apply heavy makeup on my face. I surmised that this was so that Reema didn’t recognize me. Pamela obliged her brother by painting my face with foundation, heavy eye shadow and lip stick. With her expert makeup skills, she gave me Nicole Kidman’s super small upturned nose and Angelina Jolie’s luscious lips. At the end of the makeup session, I looked less like myself and more like some glamorous movie star. However, if anyone watched closely, they’d probably recognize me by my eyes. 

At 6:30 pm sharp, Dutta drove me to Imperial City Laboratory in the same Audi he had tricked me into all those months ago. As the sterile, grey building of the laboratory came into view; my mind recalled the incident that had transpired seven months ago. I surmised that Dutta had seen me through one of the laboratory windows and set a trap for me. He had deliberately tampered with the lift to bring me down to the basement and set the ferocious Bruno loose to charge in my direction and bite me. Dutta had probably lied when he said that Reema hadn’t yet turned up for work. My wife had probably been present on the third floor, forming hypotheses and working her ass off to prove them. 

Dutta had instilled paranoid fear in me by claiming that Bruno hadn’t been vaccinated. I had readily fallen into the trap. In truth, the claim about Bruno having rabies was a false one. Dutta hadn’t taken me to a doctor, but to his home. Several months had passed since and I hadn’t faced repercussions of the dog’s bite. 

Dutta’s claim had obviously been fabricated—a lie to abduct, captivate and feminize me. And I had foolishly fallen into his trap. After all, I had no reason to suspect him at time. In fact, I still didn’t know his reasons for detaining and feminizing me. 

The party was being held at a hall on the fourth floor at the conference hall. Dutta escorted me in the very lift that had landed me in trouble and took me upstairs. The conference hall was adorned with buntings and hollyhocks. Smartly-dressed scientists held goblets of wine and chatted away. 

They nodded as Dutta walked in with me. The guests gazed at me admiringly. I saw desire in the men’s eyes and envy in the women’s. However, their reactions to my beauty made no difference to me. It was water off a duck’s back. 

My eyes searched for Reema. I found her at one corner of the hall, talking to a female colleague. 

Unlike the other women who wore fancy Western clothes, Reema was dressed in a simple black salwaar-kameez. She wore no makeup and almost seemed to be grieving. Had she realized that I had gone missing? Did she think I was dead? Was that the reason my perpetually cheery wife looked so dejected even on Christmas day? 

She caught sight of Dutta and walked towards us. 

“Merry Christmas, Sourav” said Reema in her crisp, confident voice “who is the beautiful lady with you?” 

“Merry Christmas, Reema” Dutta said politely “this is my wife, Deblina”. 

I noticed an expression of surprise come over Reema’s face. “Oh, I didn’t know you were married” she said. 

“I got married a few months ago” replied Dutta “it was a low key affair, involving only a few family members. Hence, you don’t know about it”. 

“I see” said Reema smiling. She turned to me and politely said, 

“Merry Christmas, ma’am” 

I nodded, but didn’t speak. Dutta had threatened me with dire consequences if I opened my mouth in front of Reema. 

“You must excuse my wife for not responding” said Dutta smoothly “she hails from a village and isn’t proficient in English. She is also shy with new people, especially urban, educated ones like yourself”. 

Reema turned to me and indulgently said, “A lovely, graceful lady like you shouldn’t be shy. 

You should talk to people and try to make friends”. 

I raised my head a bit and smiled. Reema evidently noticed my eyes. Her expression changed. 

“You seem familiar” she said “I can swear I have seen you before”. She frowned, trying to remember where she had seen me. 

I could feel Dutta growing stiff. 

“Deblina has a very common face, Reema” he said “you would probably have seen plenty of women who look like her”. He gripped me firmly by the arm and steered me away from Reema. 

“Now if you’ll excuse us” he said as we left her “Deblina and I have to greet the others”. 

Dutta left a perplexed Reema behind and introduced me to his other colleagues. All of them complimented me on my beauty and grace. Dutta ambled to the drinks counter. He poured himself a pint of whiskey and returned to talk to his colleagues. Dutta swallowed the whiskey in one gulp. He ordered me to get him another pint. 

I promptly ambled to the drinks counter and poured another pint. “Some soda with it, ma’am?” 

the guy at the counter asked. I shook my head. Experience had taught me that my “husband” 

liked his whiskey neat. 

When returning with the drink, I collided against a guest. I lost my balance a bit and splashed a bit of drink on the front of his suit. Dutta noticed and was furious. 

“Watch your step, bitch!” he hollered “you’ve ruined Mr. Roy’s suit”. 

About forty pairs of eyes turned to gape at me. I felt flustered and uncomfortable. 

Roy turned to Dutta and laughed embarrassedly. “It’s ok, pal” he said “take it easy”. 

“No, Mr. Roy, it is not okay” replied Dutta “I’ve married a careless, absent-minded floozy. She needs to be taught a lesson!” 

Before Roy or other people in the hall could react, Dutta had sauntered towards me. He landed a tight, resounding slap on my soft left cheek. Stunned silence fell over the hall. I felt embarrassment pervade every pore of my being. Never had I experienced such intense public humiliation. 

I dashed out of the hall, into the empty corridor and into the welcoming isolation of the lift. Dutta followed me not long afterwards and dragged me towards the parking area. He ordered me to get into his car. Both of us didn’t utter a word throughout the drive. Nevertheless, I couldn’t stop tears from streaming down my cheeks. 

Chapter 6 -The Police Raid

Yet another miserable month passed. Since Dutta believed that I had made a fool of him at the office party, he never took me out again. Life became a torturous series of episodes involving endless work, humiliation, brutal flogging and rape. In spite of my having developed breasts, my

“husband” hadn’t stopped whipping me. In addition to other modes of torture, he had also started giving mild electric shock to my anus. 

I bore it all up for Reema. She was alive and well. That was more than enough for me. 

One lazy afternoon, the doorbell trilled. My “husband” was at work. I was doing the dishes. Ma had dozed off in her easy chair. Deepak was at the shop. Pamela was taking a nap in her room. 

Arnab was in his room, blankly staring at the wall. 

“Arnab” I said politely “could you please answer the door?” 

Arnab refused to reply or oblige. I repeated my request. My voice seemed to jerk my mother-in-law awake. Even in her drowsy state, she comprehended the meaning of my words. They made her shake with rage. 

“Answer it yourself, bitch!” she spat “don’t you dare order my son!” 

The doorbell trilled again, peremptorily this time. I took off my gloves and rushed to open the door. Much to my stupefaction, two policemen stood outside. 

“Does Arnab Dutta live here?” the older cop asked. His air of authority did justice to his khaki uniform and blue badge. 

“Yes” I said “what’s the problem please?” 

“There are plenty of problems” said the other cop “are you Arnab’s wife?” 

I hesitated for a moment. I was tempted to tell the policemen the entire truth of who I really was and divulge the fact that I was being held captive. However, Dutta’s warning ran through my head. “If you intimate the police, I’ll kill Reema” he’d said. I shivered at the prospect of what the villain could do to my wife if I tattled about him to the police. Under the circumstances, I thought it would be best to remain silent and pretend to be Sourav Dutta’s wife. 

“No” I said presently “I’m Arnab’s elder brother’s wife”. The cops nodded. 

“We have a search warrant” said the older cop flashing the warrant in front of me “please let us in”. 

I was shocked to hear the cop’s words. I moved aside to let him and his partner come in. Ma had heard the conversation between me and the policemen and had come hobbling down to the vestibule. Deepak, who had evidently seen the cops, had abandoned the shop and come inside the

house. 

Ma subjected the policemen to a harsh glare. “How dare you come barging into my house?” she demanded loudly “what has Arnab done?” Her voice brought Pamela to the living room. Her eyes looked sleep-groggy. She stifled a yawn. 

“He has been going around on his motorcycle, snatching women’s chains” the older cop told ma severely “one of his victims had the presence of mind to note his bike number. She reported it to us. We discovered that the motorcycle belonged to a man called Arnab Dutta”. 

“My son is not a thief!” ma spat “don’t go around insinuating without proof!”. 

“The proof is what we have come in search for, madam” the younger cop said “we’d like to search your son’s room”. 

Without another word, the cops barged into the inner changes of the house. They soon succeeded in finding Arnab’s room, which was located opposite the kitchen. Arnab jumped out of his bed like a scared rabbit and hid behind his mom who had gone hobbling into his room. Pamela, Deepak and I followed her. 

The police began their search. In less than ten minutes, they retrieved six ladies’ necklaces from beneath Arnab’s mattress. In addition, they also found three packets of cocaine. It was evident that Arnab had been stealing to support his drug habit. 

“You are under arrest, Arnab Dutta” said the older cop salvaging a pair of handcuffs out of his pocket “you are now accused of theft  and  drug abuse. The court may not take a lenient view of you”. 

A long, tortured veil emanated from Arnab. “I don’t want to go” he cried like a child “I want to stay at home”. I saw my mother-in-law weep for her youngest offspring. Pamela looked anguished too. Deepak appeared stoic. 

“Please cooperate with us, Arnab” said the younger cop “otherwise, you’ll be in greater trouble”. 

Arnab nodded in a defeated manner. He allowed himself be handcuffed by the older cop. While he was being led away, the rest of us followed. The younger cop happened to walk by my side. 

He seemed to be looking at me intently. I noticed his gaze fall on the whip marks on my arm and belly. I tried to hide them away using the  pallu of my  saree. However, it was too late. The younger cop had realized that something was very wrong. 

“Madam, how did you get those marks?” he asked authoritatively. His tone alerted his partner. 

The older cop stopped and turned to look at me. 

I was torn. I didn’t know if I should tell the policemen the truth or not. 

“I…actually, I…” I found myself stammering. 

“She fell down the stairs” ma chipped in hurriedly. 

“What stairs?” asked the older cop confusedly “your house is situated on the ground floor”. 

“My sister-in-law slipped and fell in the bathroom” said Pamela trying to cover up “There are no stairs in the house. My mom has got Alzheimer’s disease. She gets confused at times”. 

The younger cop frowned. He appraised my bruises again. 

“You can’t get these sorts of marks by falling in the bathroom” he said suspiciously. He and his partner exchanged glances. Clearly, their antennas had been raised. 

The older cop turned to me. “Where is your bedroom please?” he asked “we’d like to search it”. 

“It’s further down the corridor” I said quietly. 

“Please stay right here” said the younger cop “my partner and I will be back with you in a few minutes”. The two men disappeared down the corridor, into my room, tagging the handcuffed Arnab along. I could hear the cops moving around in my bedroom. 

I waited tensely. Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed Pamela anxiously biting her nails. Ma seemed to be on the brink of a nervous breakdown. Only Deepak appeared calm and relaxed. 

Seven suspenseful minutes ticked by. Soon, the cops came out of my bedroom carrying a trunk I was only too familiar with. They brought it close to where me and “my family” were standing and threw it open. Whips, hand cuffs, nipple clamps and other equipment of torture spilled out. 

Ma and Pamela had the grace to hang their heads in shame. Deepak looked shocked and relieved at the same time. An odd sort of relief swept over me too. My nightmare was finally coming to an end. 

The older cop’s voice reached me as if from another galaxy. “Mrs. Dutta, we’d like to take you to the station for interrogation” he said. 


***

I was taken to the police station in the same jeep as Arnab. Once we reached our destination, the cops took me to a separate room and asked me to take the seat. 

“Let’s hear your story now” the older cop said “how did you get those bruises?” 

“I was being raped and tortured by my captor” I said. 

The younger cop seemed confused. “You mean by your husband?” he asked. 

“Actually, Saurav Dutta isn’t my husband” I said “as a matter of fact, I’m not a genetic woman at all. I was a man named Debashish Ghosh, who was abducted, incarcerated, feminized, raped and tortured by Saurav Dutta over a period of seven months”. 

A look of sheer incredulity came over the cops faces. They seemed stupefied as I described the incidents that had occurred in the last 7 months in detail. They were especially empathetic when I

told them that I had not intimated the police or anyone else out of the fear that Saurav Dutta would kill my wife. 

The older cop frowned. He obviously remembered something important. “Is your wife’s name Reema Shome?” he asked. 

“Yes” I confirmed “how do you know?” 

“She was here about six months ago” the younger cop said “she said that her husband was missing and had lodged a missing person’s report. However, we were unable to find you until today”. 

I signed. Reema had probably returned home a month after her anger had cooled and found me missing. I felt sorry about the worry and stress she might have undergone in the past few months. 

It was all because of that monster, Dutta. I fretted about the fact that he was still roaming free. 

The younger cop seemed to read my fears. 

“You don’t have to worry now” he reassured me “we are going to Imperial City Laboratory and arrest Saurav Dutta immediately. Your wife will now be safe”. 

“Yes” the older cop confirmed “Saurav will be arrested on many charges i.e. that of abduction, unlawful incarceration, rape and torture. He’ll spend many years in prison”. 

I nearly fainted with relief. My wife was finally safe. However, I’d never be able face her again. 

I was so fully and completely feminized that I could never be her husband again. 

Chapter 7 - What Feminism Truly Is

I thought of joining an NGO and spending the rest of my days serving destitute women. There was no way I could go back to my old job. I’d decided to sell “Shake your Booty”. I felt terribly ashamed about running a business that grossly objectified women. 

I couldn’t return home. I was too embarrassed to display my feminized body in front of my wife. 

It was true that she had seen me at the office party, but at that time, Reema hadn’t known that the woman with Dutta was me. She had assumed that I was a genetic woman. 

As soon as I was released, I contacted an NGO called “Mahila Sadan” and immediately got a job. The employers sympathized with me when they heard my story and gave me free quarters within the campus to live in. It was a Spartan setting with one living room cum kitchen and a bathroom. I was also given two blue and white matching  sarees and blouses--uniform all NGO

workers were supposed to wear. 

My duties included teaching the women at Mahila Sadan the English language and computer skills. I wholeheartedly committed myself to the job, concentrating on empowering destitute and abused women. The morning hours kept me engaged, but my evenings were filled with sorrow and longing. I missed my darling wife and yearned to get back with her. I wished to go out and distract myself from my worries, but was too self-conscious of my feminized body to exhibit it outside my workplace. Hence, I didn’t move out of the campus. A fortnight passed. 

One lonely evening, I heard someone knock at the door of my room. I opened it to find my beloved wife Reema standing outside. She looked beautiful in a blue and red  salwaar-kameez, with her wavy black hair left loose. Her dark, kohl-lined eyes were filled with tears. 

“Deb” she said taking both my hands in hers “you had to endure so much suffering because of me. I’m so sorry” 

My own voice choked with emotion. “That’s okay, Reema” I said “you are not to blame for what that psycho did. Any other husband would also have been worried had Dutta threatened to poison their wife!” 

Reema bowed her head. I surmised that she had more to say. I invited her inside and asked her to sit on a plastic chair. One part of me was elated to see Reema, another part was embarrassed to reveal my body and living conditions to her. Reema didn’t seem repulsed by either. She invited me to sit down opposite her. I took a seat on the edge of my bed. 

“I may have triggered off Dutta’s actions” she said “but believe me, Deb, I had no idea at that time of his psychological state…I couldn’t imagine he could go to such extremes for my sake!” 

“How could you have possibly triggered off the fellow’s actions?” I said incredulously “I don’t believe it”. 

“I think Dutta always had a soft spot for me” Reema said “I confused it for friendship, but it

obviously was some sort of obsessive love. He believed in some warped version of feminism as he thought of me as a feminist. 

We were colleagues for 7 years before I got married. Yet Dutta never confessed his feelings for me. I think the fact that his status was beneath mine prevented him from doing so. 

When you and I got married, Dutta was overtly over the moon. Yet, looking back, I think he was bothered by intense feelings of jealousy towards you. He never expected me to marry, as Dutta was under the impression that bright, independent women never married. It infuriated him. His rage was directed towards you since he believe you had “stolen” me from him. 

When we had that terrible spat and you slapped me, I was tremendously upset. My colleagues asked me what the matter was. I broke into tears and discussed our quarrel with them. Dutta may have been present at that time. 

He was evidently psychotically enraged towards you. I think he abducted, feminized and tortured you as some sort of a sick revenge for slapping me. He feminized you so that you understood how difficult it was to be a woman. I think he beat, ill-treated and raped you, so that you learnt how it felt to be ill-treated by an abusive husband, which he no doubt thought of you as. 

Had I known how disturbed and depraved he was, I would never have mentioned our quarrel in his presence. I’m extremely sorry, my love. I can’t imagine the brutality you must have suffered at that monster’s hands. You must now be so depressed to be stuck in a feminized body”. 

“I feel bad about the feminization” I admitted “but I don’t think I wish to go back to being a man. I can’t bear the thought of gender reversal by stopping hormones or seeking counseling”. 

Reema was silent for one whole minute. “It’s okay if you wish to retain your feminized body” 

she finally said “I still love you. Please move back with me. Let’s give our marriage another chance”. 

I felt my heart fill with happiness and gratitude. “Are you sure?” I asked looking deep into my wife’s large eyes. 

My wife nodded. “Positive” she replied smiling. 

“I may not be able to give you children” I warned. 

“We’ll adopt them after a few years” said Reema reassuringly. 


***

I moved in with my wife. The two of us started working on our marriage. Since I didn’t feel like retaining my penis anymore, I underwent vaginoplasty. The penis that I had secretly begun to detest became the raw material for the creation of my new genitals. Its shaft was inverted and became the lining of my vaginal canal. The head of the penis became the clitoris. The remains of my scrotum were transformed into labia. 

During the post-operative period, I spent plenty of quality time with my wife. As our relationship blossomed, I began to understand what feminism was all about. It was about the equality of genders. It was about sharing equal responsibilities in a marriage including household chores with your woman, cultivating awareness about hidden prejudices against woman and rooting out discrimination. It was about letting your partner express herself in any manner she chose to and desisting from controlling her. 

Reema had proven that she was a feminist by letting me chose my gender and style of dressing. 

However, in the past, I had failed her by expecting her to cook for me and controlling her lifestyle. I had even been shameless enough to take dowry from her parents! I had behaved like a male chauvinist pig by not letting Reema buy what she wanted and by physically hurting her. I was presently so ashamed of my actions that I sometimes felt that I deserved what Dutta had done to me. 

Reema advised me to forget about the past and focus on the present. She encouraged me to work in Mahila Sadan and engage in my other hobbies and passions. She also persuaded me to try out new colorful female clothing, write poetry and exercise regularly. With her help, I slowly re-developed my drooped self-esteem. 

I, in turn, supported Reema in her endeavors. Reema did wonders in her career. She won the young scientist award for further breakthroughs in the area of classical conditioning. During the award ceremony, she dedicated the award to me. 

The same colleagues that Dutta had humiliated me in front of turned towards me. They stood up and gave me a standing ovation. I felt my eyes fill with tears of joy and gratitude. I silently vowed to continue to be a loving, supportive husband to my beloved, competent wife. 

The End

Introduction and Character Profile

27-year-old Debashish “Deb” Ghosh is a beautiful young man who runs a cabaret business. He meets Reema Shome, a young scientist cum feminist, through a dating site. Fascinated by Reema’s intellect, Deb marries her. However, after marriage, he becomes chauvinistic and controlling. Deb begins to resent his wife’s devotion to her career. One night, the couple has a terrible quarrel. In the heat of the moment, Deb slaps Reema. 

Reema leaves home and moves in with a female friend. Deb tries to contact her, but Reema avoids him. Meanwhile, Deb is abducted by Reema’s coworker and put in a life-threatening situation. 

Character Profiles:

Debashish (Deb)/Deblina Ghosh: is the protagonist of the story. He is 27 years old. He is pretty with green eyes, an aquiline nose and lush lips. Deb is a secret male chauvinist who believes that men are superior to women. Though he is overtly attracted to Reema’s intellect and modern outlook, he is unable to cope with her independence. Deb thinks Reema should devote more time to her domestic life than her career. The couple quarrel over the issue. In the heat of the moment, Deb slaps his wife. Later in the story, he is feminized and tortured. He eventually learns the true meaning of feminism. 

Reema Shome: is a 30-year-old scientist cum feminist. She is a pretty woman with a delicate build and dark eyes. She falls in love with Deb and marries him against her parents’ wishes. 

After marriage, Reema realizes that Deb is a male chauvinist. He accepts dowry from her parents, excepts her, Reema, to devote more time to her domestic life than her career and also controls the purse-strings. The couple has a quarrel during which Deb slaps Reema. A shocked Reema leaves the house and moves in with a female friend. 

Ira Basu: is a 30-year-old friend of Reema’s. She is a spirited, modern woman who drinks, smokes and has many boyfriends. Deb dislikes Ira and the feeling is mutual. After a quarrel with Deb, Reema moves in with Ira. 

Saurav Dutta: is a colleague of Reema’s. He is in his mid-30s, well-built and rugged. He is the caretaker of dogs at Imperial City Laboratory and also runs a business. Dutta is secretly in love with Reema and is shocked when she announces her marriage to Deb. When Deb slaps Reema and Reema divulges the detail to her colleagues (including Dutta), Dutta is incensed. He subsequently abducts Deb and holds him captive for 7 months. Dutta rapes and tortures Deb during captivity. 

“Ma” Dutta: is Saurav’s 65-year-old mother. She is afflicted with arthritis and walks using a cane. Ma is a depraved woman with a terrible mindset. She doesn’t object to her younger son reading pornographic magazines in her presence. When Saurav brings Deblina home and introduces her as his wife, ma makes derogatory comments about her daughter-in-law’s body. 

She makes Deblina do a lot of work and inflicts tortures like beating and starvation on her. 

Pamela Dutta/Sen: is Saurav’s 30-year-old married sister. She is tall, slim and uses a lot of makeup. Pamela is a harridan, who treats her husband like a servant. She also ill-treats Deblina by making rude comments and making her do strenuous work. Pamela also develops sexual attraction towards Deblina and makes a pass at her. 

Deepak Sen: is Pamela’s 35-year-old husband. He is a good man, with a long respectable face and soulful brown eyes. He suffers losses in his business, which forces him to borrow from Saurav. Deepak is also forced to move into the Dutta residence. He is subsequently treated like a servant by the Duttas. His own wife holds Deepak in contempt. Though Deepak feels bad about the ill-treatment being meted out to Deblina, he is unable to do anything about it. 

Arnab Dutta: is Saurav’s 25-year-old brother. Arnab is a puny, shrill-voiced unemployed young man. He spends his time reading pornographic magazines. Arnab develops a drug habit. He starts stealing women’s jewelry in order to support his drug habit. One of his victims sees the number plate of his motorcycle. Policemen raid the Dutta residence. During the raid, the cops discover that Deblina is being held capture and tortured. They subsequently take Deblina in for interrogation. 

Mr. Roy: a guest at the office party. Deblina accidently spills whiskey over him leading Dutta to humiliate her. 

Bruno: The charcoal grey German shepherd that bites Debashish. 
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A Mysterious Boy

35-year-old renowned writer Sarah McCartney is a secret lesbian with a fear of betrayal in love. 

She lives a lonely life with her maiden aunt, Mary. When returning from a writing workshop, Sarah finds a young man being manhandled by thugs in the shady area of Moss Side. Sarah scares away the thugs with her emergency whistle and brings the unconscious man home. The young stranger is about 18 years old and is unusually beautiful, with thick black hair and dainty chiseled features. The young man is accommodated in the guest bedroom. Sarah stays by his side the entire night. When the young man regains consciousness the next morning, he claims to be a woman and Sarah’s spouse. 

Forbidden Red Shoes

15-year-old orphan Max Robinson is adopted by the kindly Samuel Wright, a businessman. 

Samuel owns a striptease club called Tantalize and has a 15-year-old daughter called Ava. She is loving and giving towards her foster brother. However, she allows no one to touch her one possession: her red shoes. After Ava tragically passes away in a car accident, Max can’t resist the temptation to wear her red shoe. A series of strange occurrences follow this event. Max’s body begins to feminize and he loses his penis. 

The Devil with an Angel's Smile

Willie Hall is a confused 18 year old trying to find his purpose in life. He becomes fascinated by 30-year-old Bella Myra, who is a spiritual teacher and social media celebrity. The desire to be with Bella takes Willie miles away from Utah to Costa Rica. He joins a 2 year diploma in New Age Spirituality at Flora, a spiritual retreat cum learning center run by Bella and her husband, Marcel. Willie has a revelation during the Inner Child Meditation. He has been abused as a child by his own dad. Through hypnosis and other techniques that tap into the subconscious, Willie learns that he was a famous gay man in his past life. Furthermore, Willie learns that he is a woman trapped in a man’s body. Will Bella Myra help Willie get in touch with his true inner self? 

My Dad Was My Hero

36-year-old Zack Rossi leads an ideal family life with wife, Donna and 16-year-old daughter, Aria. All is well until Donna accidentally kills a woman at a crossing. The woman had abruptly crossed when the traffic lights had turned green. However, lawyer Wade Ferri claims otherwise. 

He represents the accident victim’s 93-year-old father, Antonio Serra. Together, they are fabricating a vicious claim. When they are unable to pay the demanded amount, the mafia threatens to take Aria away and force her into prostitution. Zack volunteers to go instead of the daughter. 

Feminized for Inspiration

Alicia Tinley, a 34-year-old author, has just won the Man Booker Prize for her book “When it Happened”, which revolves around the “corrective” rape she and her partner Lia Costa had suffered 17 years back. The Booker Prize catapults Alicia into fame after which she marries Theo, a beautiful 21-year-old Briton. In many ways, he reminds Alicia of Lia… Alicia starts writing her next novel and is inspired to write the story of Desire, a young carefree trans woman. 

Alicia is only used to writing about events which have transpired in reality. She, therefore, decides to feminize her husband--for inspiration. 

Feminized in the Name of God

Laksh is born to a prostitute named Anita. Anita is a good woman who is controlled by her evil mother. Laksh’s grandma is unhappy that her fair and lovely grandchild is a baby boy. She had hoped that Anita would give birth to a baby girl, who could later be forced into prostitution. As Laksh grows into puberty, his evil grandma surreptitiously feminizes him. Laksh, now called Lily, is now a beautiful young woman. Lily, a trained dancer, is forced to perform for Abby Desai, a depraved rich young man. Abby Desai wishes to make Lily his mistress, but Lily wants to grow up to be an educated trans woman and marry her boyfriend, Vivek Joshi. Will Lily be able to live the life of her dreams and escape the web of prostitution her grandma has spun for her? 

Voices from the Past

21-year-old Briton, Peter Wright marries his sweetheart, Libby Brown. The two visit Kolkata for their honeymoon. The newlyweds decide to visit the Dakshineshwar Kali Temple to seek blessings of the deity. When inside the temple, Peter Wright goes into a trance and starts hearing a voice. The voice commands Peter to walk along the banks of the River Ganges, cross a mini forest and stop at a side street where vendors sell women’s clothes, jewelry and makeup items. 

Under the influence of the hypnotic voice, Peter dresses like a woman and sits under a tree for hours until his wife finds him. The voice persists and seems bent on feminizing Peter. Is it a supernatural force or does it only exist inside Peter’s head? 

The Androgynous Model

Oliver Evans, an 18-year-old androgynous model, is terrified of heights. His manager cum best buddy, Jasper Robinson, tricks Oliver into going to Morocco, where Oliver models for renowned photographer Dame Felicity Wright. Oliver finds himself mesmerized by a group of female Shikhat (traditional Moroccan dance) dancers. He starts dancing with them. The dance moves come to Oliver magically, even though he has never heard of nor learnt the Shikhat dance. Oliver discovers that he is comfortable in a female dancer’s costume. He, eventually, begins to develop a desire to transition into a woman. Oliver’s desires turns life as he knows it topsy turvy, but helps him find the love of his life. After becoming "Amina", Oliver discovers the reason for his fears. 

Abigail Resurrected

18-year-old Noah Edwards is a professional mourner. He has lost his parents a long time back. 

Noah attends 18-year-old Abigail Lewis’s funeral along with his colleagues. Abigail is a sick, young girl who has succumbed to an unusual type of tuberculosis. At the end of the funeral, 

Abigail’s mother, Imogene Lewis, asks Noah to stay back. She offers him a job for a large sum of money. The job entails Noah dressing up like the deceased Abigail by wearing her clothes, donning a blonde wig and blue contact lenses. 

Forbidden Memories

Dean Baker is the 32-year-old protagonist of the story. He is a journalist, the owner of a reputed publishing house and a recently turned author.When walking alongside the Arno River, Dean is abducted by three men. They take him to the North of the country and shut him up in a small room in a three-unit apartment. Thereafter, Dean receives one riddle after another. Solving them, evidently, will lead him to discover who the mastermind of his abduction is. Dean succeeds in finding the mastermind, but pays a price for a “dark deed” he’d committed in the past by being forcibly feminized. 

Slippery Slope in a Reality Show: feminized by destiny

The 23-year-old protagonist is one of the contestants of Pyar Villa, a reality show in which 7

dashing guys are supposed to woo 7 lovely damsels. Though not interested in women, the protagonist, idly courts a leggy dusky beauty named Jacqueline Lobo. Prince Ash, the winner of a major model hunt, is introduced as a wild card entry on Pyar Villa. Slowly but surely, the protagonist begins to develop feelings for the ruggedly handsome Ash. Ash reciprocates his feelings and the two men begin a secret affair. Ash coaxes the protagonist to dress in women’s clothes bringing the latter’s suppressed desire for feminization to surface. 

Embarrassing Punishment: a transgender romance story

Jacob King is boastful and claims that if made president of the Blue Bonnets Association, he’ll be able to extract maintenance dues from a habitual defaulter in 3 months. Jacob also says that if he fails in his self-imposed challenge, he will live the rest of his life as a woman. Jacob fails in the bet, which forces him to transition into a woman. Transitioning affects his life negatively: he loses job and his wife leaves him. 

Playmate: a transgender romance story

10-year-old Daryl has been more like an adoptive “sister” to Rupert Meadows, the young scion of a rich business family. It is customary for 11-year-old Rupert to dress Daryl as a “bride” and playact being married to him. Disapproving of the two boys’ closeness and silly games, Rupert’s father sends Rupert away to a boarding school in Berkshire and, subsequently, to the US, far away from Daryl. When the two guys meet as adults, sparks fly.  Daryl undergoes sex change to please his lover. 

Impersonators: go out for wool and come home shorn

Haruto and Daigo are two small town 18-year-old boys who shift to a university in Tokyo. They fall in love with their classmates Sara and Karen, but the girls don’t reciprocate the boys’

interest. 

In order to get closer to the girls they love, the two guys dress as young women and seek admission in the women’s dormitory. 

Missing in Nepal:forced feminization into damsel in distress

Reuben Young is the 18-year-old protagonist of the story. Reuben hails from Colorado, but

studies in a university in Tokyo. He is of average height (5’8), has copper-colored hair and beautiful brown eyes. Though Reuben is Caucasian, he has 1/8 of Japanese blood in him, which gives his face a a soft, feminine quality. 

Feminine Desire: a monk who failed to be a nun

Fabian is an 18-year-old monk living in a secluded monastery at Montserrat. Ever since he was 10 years old, Fabian has experienced an overwhelming desire to dress and behave like a girl. One day the head of the monastery, requests Fabian to accompany him to Barcelona. Rev. Jovel sends Fabian to fetch him ginger from Santa Caterina Market. Fabian starts wandering the streets of Barcelona and finds himself in the notorious area of El Raval in the night. He spots a woman called Reneta (a prostitute) and asks her for directions to his hotel. Subsequently, Fabian witnesses her murder, and the murderer has seen Fabian. Fabian’s life is now in danger. He is forced to be disguised as a woman and call himself “Flavia” to protect himself. 

Forbidden - Transgender Horror  series

Forbidden Academy: Feminized by Hypnosis

Liam Bailey is the 19-year-old protagonist of the story. Liam is a British citizen with Nordic looks: pale translucent skin, fair hair and eyes, which are as transparent as ice. Liam has been taking ballet classes for years, but is still not a great dancer. This is owing to the fact that he is too lean and weak to perform the pas de deux (a ballet movement, which entails carrying female dancers over the head). After joining the Sokolov Academy of Ballet in Russia, Liam falls in love with its scion cum principal, Anya Petrovna. He eventually comes under Anya’s trance and is transformed into a beautiful young woman called Lisa. 

Forbidden Asylum: Feminized in Insanity

A transgender horror story. Ray’s car breaks down in a deserted section of a highway. There is nobody in sight. His cell phone is dead. He walks a few minutes looking for help and finds a building which appears to be an old hospital.Ray walks in and feels something is very wrong. 

The place is called “Vicent Asylum”. The manager calls him Rachael and treats him as if he was a woman. So does the nurse. Ray is stuck in Vincent Asylum. 

Forbidden Circus: Feminized Forever

A transgender horror story. Alfred Batista is a beautiful 18-year-old boy. His life changes when a traveling Spanish circus called ‘Esplendor Circus’ comes to town. On the night of a show a talking parrot, the star attraction of their circus is missing. The manager of the circus tricks Alfred into dressing as a girl. Alfred parades as a part of the exotic animal menagerie to divert people’s attention away from the missing parrot. He bravely tries to escape after the show, but is assaulted by the manager who intends breaking Alfred’s spirit with violence. However, Alfred still continues working on his plan to escape. 

Forbidden Gift

Trevor is a pretty boy born with extrasensory abilities. He has dark hair and teal blue eyes. 

Trevor is neglected by his parents and is ostracized by the community that believes him to be Satan. As a result, the misunderstood child becomes silent and withdrawn. Trevor’s alienation is

taken advantage of by family physician and secret pedophile Dr. Jacob Fallon who manages to win Trevor’s parents’ trust and gain informal custody of the troubled child. Once he has gained systematic access to Trevor, Dr. Fallon brainwashes Trevor into believing that he is the reincarnate of the wicked biblical queen, Jezebel. Over the next few years, Trevor is forcibly feminized and is now called Tessa. Tessa suffers horrendous abuse at the hands of his guardian for ten long years. 

Forbidden Hotel: Feminized Perpetually

A transgender horror story. Troy, an 18-year-old Miami boy travels to UK to live with his half sister Julia when his father dies in a car crash. Julia lives with Sykes who owns Hodgson Hotel in Dartmoor region of England. Three young men had been reported missing in that area and Troy felt that there was something wrong.Cab drivers refuse to go to the area. Troy succeeds getting to the Hodgson Hotel helped by a pastor of nearby church and meets Julia. Troy is poisoned and imprisoned in the hotel by Julia's husband. 

Forbidden Island

A Transgender Horror Story. On a bright Sunday morning a handsome young man is abducted by a bunch of villains and is taken to a dark brooding island to the north west of the UK, which is some people refer to as Medusa Locks. He is thrown into a gigantic cage in its premises. He is astounded to find 6 other abductees of different nationalities in the cage with him. 

Forbidden Memories: Feminized as a Punishment

Dean Baker is the 32-year-old protagonist of the story. He is a journalist, the owner of a reputed publishing house and a recently turned author. When walking alongside the Arno River, Dean is abducted by three men. They take him to the North of the country and shut him up in a small room in a three-unit apartment. Thereafter, Dean receives one riddle after another. Solving them, evidently, will lead him to discover who the mastermind of his abduction is. Dean succeeds in finding the mastermind, but pays a price for a “dark deed” he’d committed in the past by being forcibly feminized. 

Forbidden Mirror: The Fatal Gift of Beauty

A transgender horror story. Aaron is the only son of a British business tycoon. When Aaron is 12

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

Trapped in Lunatic Femininity

A light horror transgender novella. Hugo was 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. 

Slippery Slope - Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform  series

A Slippery Slope in Shakespearean Theatre

Thirty six year old Ivy Douglas is a star actress in Shakespearean theatre. She is gorgeous, rich and famous. Ivy has a secret problem: she is unable to sleep. Memories of the brutal 11 year old murder of her lover Rebecca Scott come to haunt her every night. Rebecca had been strangled—

with her own underwear. Autopsy reports suggested that she had had sex only minutes prior to her murder. The evidence in the case was circumstantial; it hadn’t been enough to convict the two prime suspects: Oscar Scott, Rebecca’s jealous husband and Lydia Baker, Ivy’s hysterically envious girlfriend. The case had eventually turned cold, but is still fresh in Ivy’s mind. Following the lead of an anonymous note, Ivy goes to Dartmoor and rents the house in which Rebecca was found murdered. Apart from the murder, Ivy relives memories of her torrid love affair with Rebecca and her eventual feminization from Ivan to Ivy. Eventually, the young transsexual woman meets and falls in love with the handsome melancholy Noah Campbell: a man she later suspects to be Rebecca’s murderer…

A Slippery Slope in an Airline

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series

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

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

A Slippery Slope in a Mall

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series A soft, sensitive story of an mtf individual who finds great joy in mothering her little nieces. 

Finn O’Brien is a 19-year-old British boy who wants to retain the custody of his deceased sister’s children. When his boss offers a 20% raise under the condition of working dressed as a female shop assistant, Finn reluctantly agrees. He comes to work dressed as Florence, a sales assistant with oodles of persuasive charm. As Finn is sucked deeper and deeper into the quagmire of feminization, he meets with professional success and personal joy? One of his nieces recognizes Finn as her “Mommy”. 

A Slippery Slope in a Bank

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series

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

A Slippery Slope in a Cabaret

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series

35-year-old American lyricist Jay Armstrong, who is vacationing in Thailand, visits a cabaret called Slice of Life. He falls in love with a beautiful Thai singer cum cabaret performer called Dream. However, Jay eventually realizes that Dream is not like other young women in the cabaret. One by one, Dream’s secrets start tumbling out: she used to be Deng, a young male who aspired to be an English teacher. However, Deng was forced to transform into “Dream” and perform in the sleazy cabaret as a result of the strange contract the owner of the cabaret made him sign by deceit. 

A Sloppery Slope in a Call Center

"Forced to Work in Girls' Dress" series

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

A Slippery Slope in a Hospital

Craig/Carol Lovatt: is the 28-year-old protagonist of the story. He is a petite, slender, pretty-faced Anglo-Indian who works as a nurse in the renowned Acesco Hospital. He is a responsible nurse, but commits a rare mistake on Valentine’s Night. As a result of his negligence, a patient dies. The patient happens to be the wife of Norman Abbott, the dean of Acesco Hospital. In lieu of being sued for negligence, Craig opts to sign a contract drawn up by Mr. Abbott. The terms of the contract bind Craig to carry out a series of strange instructions given by Mr. Abbott without questioning. One of them entails going to hospital dressed in a female nurse’s uniform and identifying himself as “Nurse Carol Abbott”. 

A Slippery Slope in a Hotspring

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series

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

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

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series

Alex Pinto is the protagonist of “None of the Nuns May Dress Improperly” (Magdalene Sorority). Alex is quite a good-looking boy, 5 feet 9 inches tall, with an athletic body, honey-brown eyes and copper-streaked hair. He has a long face, a noble nose and full-lips: features that earn him the ‘beautiful’ sobriquet. Mesmerized by the beauty of Irish nun, Stella Mary, Alex trespasses into nunnery grounds. He is caught and bullied by the young nuns, led by three lethal females called the Three Musketeers. Much to Alex’s embarrassment, the Three Musketeers decide to punish him by forcing him to wear a pale pink tunic and a wimple. Since they haven’t had much straight sexual activity in recent times, they also get Alex to pleasure them. 

A Slippery Slope in a School

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series

Simon is the 18-year-old protagonist of the story. Simon is of average height, is slim and has a smooth face like a girls’. He is from an ordinary family and is at Somerset High on a scholarship. 

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

A Slippery Slope in an Ad Agency

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series

Zack is the 34-year-old wild, unconventional and attractive protagonist of the story. He is tall, has expressive dark eyes and colors his hair blue. As the Creative Head and co-owner of leading ad agency Impressions, Zack has many admirers. His life has its share of schemers with his brother Ben and girlfriend Tania desiring his feminization to meet their own selfish ends. By making a laughing stock of Zack, Ben wants to amass all his popularity. By feminizing him, Tania wants to satisfy her deepest fantasies. On Tania’s suggestion, Zack dresses as “Zina” to be

able to write the perfect ad copy to endorse women’s cosmetics, dresses and lingerie. Slowly and steadily, Tania and Ben trick Zack into completely becoming Zina? with silky long hair, breasts and a pussy. Though Zina is loyal to Tania, she finds that she is powerfully attracted to her client, Daniel Garfield. 

A Slippery Slope in Military Academy: A Frail Cadet

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series

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

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

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

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

A Slippery Slope in Amish Life

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. 

Hijra, the Third Gender  series

Abducted into the Third Gender

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

A Dancer of the Third Gender

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

on the spot, and the son must leave his family and live on his own. The boy is (a kind of) saved by the "hijra" community and he (she) tries to become a Kathak dancer. 

A Feminized President: Losing Bet into the3rd Gender

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

Born in the Third Gender: A Truth About Roopini

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

Conspired into the 3rd Gender

The protagonist is a son of IAS officer (selected elite Indian administrative officer) and a 12-year-old cricket player. He is unexpectedly kidnapped and is forcibly castrated and feminized. 

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

Dance Like a Woman

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

Enchanted into the Third Gender

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

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

Forced into the Third Gender: The Champion's Bride

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

framed by the stepmother to be feminized and become a "hijra". 

Transgendered People of India: Forsaken Tributaries

This is a non-fiction book about Hijla. 

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

Transgender Sleuth  series

The Murder of a Yoga Guru

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

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

Murdered Queen Bee of a High School

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

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

The Murdered Heiress

On the night of her birthday party at Queen’s Court Hotel, 33-year-old heiress Arlene Rainford is

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

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

Other Books

Obsessed by Resemblance: Destined to be Feminized

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

Unicorn and Hourglass: Subconscious Desire for Feminization

Leon Thomas, a 20-year-old physics undergraduate, is harangued by a recurring dream of a small pink round circle with an equilateral cross beneath it. After the repetitive dream develops an extension, Leon goes and meets Naomi, a beautiful young psychic. Leon feels an instant attraction towards Naomi. She also feels drawn to him. After employing a series of psychic techniques, mainly the tarot card reading, Naomi divulges that Leon’s recurring dream symbolizes his subconscious desire to be female. 

Die as a Bride: A Sentimental Romance Story

Sachet dies on his 21st birthday in a 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. His best friend doesn't see Sacheta in the same way as he did. This is a sentimental romance story of a boy who ends up as a beautiful bride. 

Muse and Vampiress

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

Feminized in the Pyrenees

A transgender romance story. 

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

Everland: Beyond Gender & Species

"Transgender Mystery" series

Juan is a happy-go-lucky young man, but his beloved wife Moira seems to be unhappy with her gender. She suggests that both of them go to Everland, a country bordering south west England, where people change into members of the opposite sex. Once there, Juan transforms into the beauteous Jasmine and Moira into a handsome man, Glenn. Jasmine discovers that the rules of Everland are a bit unconventional: women and castrated men are expected to be registered and to wear a collar bearing details of the registration around their necks. The above-mentioned 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 is thrown naked into a large cage along with large male dogs. Jasmine and the dogs are to be gassed to death the following day. A magnificent black Great Dane comforts Jasmine and the most beautiful soul-to-soul love blossoms between the two. The next day, both of them escape being executed. Jasmine goes home to her husband and the Great Dane disappears into a forests. Are the two destined to meet again? 

Reincarnation: Relived Love & Justice

Love beyond Age & Gender

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

Lilies for Ms.Tracy

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

who the father is and decides to make a revenge. 

Diamond in the Rough

Diamond in the Rough is a serious MTF Transgender mistery-suspense story. Renato (or Renata, after changing the gender) appears in the scene as a 15-year-old boy living in the “Hood” located in the outskirts of Sopianae, Hungary. It is a very impoverished area without proper and people living in the Hood don’t have education or employment. A majority of inhabitants depend on social welfare, and/or illegal activity. Driven by the fear of becoming “the Freak of the Hood”, Renato wants to improve the situation and to fulfill his dreams. When leaves the Hood behind, he became 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 30-year-old fully grown up woman. 

Kyle's Feminine Roots

"MTF Autobiography Story" series

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

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

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

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

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

This is not an erotica. 

A Supermodel: Fairer than the Fairer Gender

Sara was a 15-year-old boy when she (at that time ‘he’) finally mustered the courage to tell her mother that she wanted to be a girl. Sara’s parents decided to take her to a doctor, who diagnosed her as GID. Sara was lucky to have understanding parents and could start hormone therapy young enough. Sara made her way to become a fashion model. However, the modeling industry is not an easy place for a male-to-female transgendered person. 

The Superior Gender: The Triumphants & The Infradigs

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

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

Dreams Don't Die

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

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

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

Queen Lysandra

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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

Good Cop - Sam O'Yeah: FTM Cop Story

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

Ghosts Alive: Time Travel Transgender Romance

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

The tickets cost a fortune, but temptation is so strong, that some people are willing to sacrifice all their money and belongings to buy a ticket, even if it’s one way. 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. 

Feminized in Himalayas: Eve of the Arcane Waters

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

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

Miller, goes to North-East India in search of The Spring of Reincarnation. He returns to Boston

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

The Birth of Delilah

"Gender Swap Fantasy" series

Tyro is a 35-year-old loner who has impressive height, well-built body, strong jaw and a distinctive Greek nose. He categorizes himself as arn energetic alpha-male but deals with many suppressed anger. Due to a painful divorce, he has very low opinion of women. That’s why his small business has a specific profile: he sells and installs surveillance systems for catching cheating wives. Although he’s financially stable, he still lives in an existential crisis. He denies every weakness and judges everyone from this point of view. He cannot cope with his own feelings and he blames women for everything. Tyro is trapped in female body and goes through hell - injured, homeless, treated as a slave. This ultimate life experiences force him to face what he is now: a woman who needs help. 

The Animal in Me: Resurgence of Transhumans

In a future society technology and biological engineering reshaped human life. The earth is not divided anymore to nations or races but to subcultural groups. Many people are trans-humans, and are treated as second-class citizens, since they are technologically or genetically modified. 

The Purity Party has a majority in the current government, led by President Yceberg, who believes in the sacredness of the body. The question is: how far he’d go to prove his point? Theo Ruby is 32 years old, single man, a loyal soldier. He worked as the Head of Security at the Purity Party. Right after elections, he’d got infected with a mysterious virus which was deteriorating his body fast: within days he became paralyzed, unable to speak and on the very edge of death. It was an experience what would change anyone. After he was captured by the trans-humans and copied into Babel, he lives on in her body as a clear consciousness. After some time to adjust, his personality becomes more unpredictable and revengeful. 

Underwater Escape to the Other Gender

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

The Kantuta Bond: A Bond that Swapped the Lovers

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

This is an exotic and beautiful story that happens in an exotic place called Amantani, which is an island in the Lake Titicaca. About 150 years ago a virus called PSY-12 destroyed the majority of Earth’s populations. The virus drove people mad and suicidal. The rest had constant nightmares what they’ve called “the nightmares of the Earth”. The people who were immune recolonized the Earth. Some tried to rebuild a technologic lifestyle, others decided to start new, more nature-friendly communities. They call themselves the Kantuta Tribe after the flower which grows

there. Outsiders call them “Hippies with guns”. They prefer to live in isolation. During 150 years the local Quechua survivors and the new pioneers (mostly Americans and multiethnic Peruvians) formed a spiritual local community. Their lifestyle includes the usage of ayahuasca. 
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