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Story 1 

 
 
“So what shall we do with this ghoul?” the first demon asked.  
 
“Let me open the logbook of her deeds.” The second one said and 
opened it, a huge book. 
 
“Okay, this witch befriended a girl half her age, with sole purpose to 
ruin her, because she was the thorn in her bed of roses, she conned 
her out of her very life, from everything that was actually hers.” 
 
“She spied on her, pried out her feelings, thoughts, weakness and 
strength so she could use every bit of information that she gathered 
against her, heard everything she said, read almost everything she 
wrote, peeped into her life like peeping toms do corrupted every 
possible thing she could.” 
 
“So let’s first melt her eyes out, pour hot mercury in her ears and 
skin her.” The first one said. 
 
“Okay! Let’s do it!”  
 
He whistled and his minions gathered around with their 
equipments, “Call us when you are done, we will fix her back so that 
you can read the second sin.” 
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Story 2 
 
 

 
“Did you feel any remorse when you stole the rightful lover and his 
wealth from an innocent woman? Her trainee asked Jaya. 
 
“Naah… I chucked that conscience part after becoming a pro, and 
you and I both know that too many people believe that pros too steal 
from the wives of the men they *** with.” Jaya answered. 
 
“That woman never knew that she was being robbed, nor did my 
husband, I got the chance of leaving my shady life behind and retire 
in paradise.” She grinned. 
 
Jaya stumbled upon this treasure while stalking a man who jilted 
her, that man was besotted by a woman who was besotted by God.  
 
She befriended that woman to keep him away from her lover, and 
with time, patience and skill she stole her identity on internet, and 
created a fake one in real life too, and bagged a millionaire who was 
in love with her. 
 
Her friends helped a lot, now she is helping them to catch fishes 
from the same site. 
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Story 3 
 
 

 
He entered her life, not directly, indirectly, invisibly to destroy her, 
her sin was she refused to marry his psycho brother, who could not 
accept the simple truth that love may not be reciprocated and killed 
himself. He stayed invisible but pulled every possible string with his 
money to ensure that her life becomes a living hell. 
 
Some people get tired and move on, some change with time see their 
own mistake but most probably his brother’s insanity was present 
in him too, so he stayed for years, to ensure that everything she 
touches, or tries to touch gets destroyed. 
 
Then when he became confident that he has destroyed her he 
moved on, maybe he was a bit bored. He never saw the car that hit 
him, when he woke up he was paralyzed waist below. 
 
Within six month he was penniless and his life was more barren 
than hers, and more tormenting because the friends, family that 
deserted him- he believed that they were the reason for his living. 
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Story 4 
 
 

 
“The advantage of being an Indian is your kids are insisted by 
everyone, everything around them to respect you, trust you with 
their everything. They of course go wayward but after an age, till 
then, if you tackle she will be a puppet in  your hand. She will always 
think that you are her mother, right?” Sima said. 
 
“All I want is revenge, she should pay for what her father has done 
to me.  She should become what he made me, willingly, that will be 
the best revenge.” 
 
“Don’t leave a single path leading to goodness in her life, ensure that 
every road she takes leads to hell or worse.” 
 
“You will get your salary every month in your bank account, if you 
fail I will take care that you go to hell.” 
 
“I am leaving but I will keep an eye on you, if you don’t do your job 
then I will make you regret.” 
 
She left leaving the infant in the arms of the older woman for UK. 
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Story 5 
 

 
God: “You know Lucifer, cheating too should have a limit! You have 
crossed all limits! I created the earth, toiled on it for six days, then 
took just one day break and you broke into my office, and created a 
creature, that looks like you, acts like you and believes that it is my 
reflection on earth!” 
 
“You placed that idea in its head so that it gives excuses for your 
wicked deeds, thinking that they are forgivable because God’s 
favorite is doing them!” 
 
“They don’t even get the hints- I am formless, you take form, I can 
only communicate them through hints, which they can merrily 
ignore but you- you can actually persuade them through strong 
passions, obsessions which they can rarely refuse!” 
 
“Look at my other kids, they have rules, principles, ethics and they 
abide them quite to the T, when they don’t nature punishes them, 
often destroys them, but your creation? They get away with every 
wicked thing possible and then improve their evil!” 
 
Lucifer: “He He…” 
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STORY 6 
 

 
We hear about shapeshifters in horror stories, watch them in 
movies, how they change their outer appearance, they become 
another person or beast at will. 
 
These shapeshifters well, they certainly changed their identities, 
they had a good network that worked globally, whenever a prey 
walked in, who had a good past, preferably impeccable one without 
many friends and selfish or non-existent relatives they trapped him 
or her in. 
 
S/he vanished but his identity stayed alive. Sometimes they helped 
people to swap their identities with those too. 
 
A fugitive becomes Mr. good guy and one of the gangs starts using 
his identity to make quick money, the fugitive gets a clean slate with 
all past money and the shape-shifter gets a ready-made connection 
in underworld. 
 
Ms. Naughty girl becomes a gorgeous girl with enviable background 
and impeccable character, plus the must in most societies huge 
amount of dowry, the shape-shifter gets Ms. Naughty girl’s clientele, 
Ms. Naughty girl starts an enviable life. 
 
The only evil thing was evil ending of originals! 
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STORY 7 
 

 
They played games that only women can play one will guess, after 
centuries of being oppressed by men the power hungry women 
discovered ways, methods that will keep the upper layer of 
innocence intact when they hit. Mostly those hits were lethal, one hit 
and poof! 
 
She was outspoken, her only fault, she had huge yardsticks of 
morality that she followed and no, she did not wanted the world to 
be like her, she just wanted people close to her be like her and 
clearly, bluntly told others to take a hike. 
 
Lata  took it as an offense,  when she called her types corrupt, of 
course she was not in her true form, hiding behind the layer of 
innocence but little must have shown through the façade because 
“She” got a bit suspicious about Lata’s actual intentions. 
 
Lata settled her score by taking a step backwards and unleashing 
her entire coven after her, they branded her as one of them to the 
whole world. 
 
Then Karma stepped in, to balance. 
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STORY 8 
 

 
 
They had a sick game! They loved to play it, like some predators 
they hunted in packs. When someone earned their ire they got after 
that person together. 
 
No, they did not ripped him to pieces or cornered him in the alley, if 
he had a girl friend they all hunted her, that is flirted with her, woo 
her, till either she broke off the relationship or he out of jealousy or 
suspicion. 
 
Then just like they attacked they backed off too, leaving the couple 
absolutely confused.  
 
If that person was a woman then she became the target of course. 
They even picked up the slogan of a famous television series, “One 
for all and all for one.” Never even feeling the underlying nobility of 
that slogan and how unworthy their lips were for those words. 
 
Sometimes monkeys mimic human beings with utmost perfection, 
we don’t know, they may think that they perform better than human 
beings, who can say what goes on inside the mind of a performing 
monkey. 
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STORY 9 
 

 
 
Different people think different ways when they stumble upon 
miracles of nature, some gush, some praise God and some find out 
ways to exploit them. 
 
When Monster Kumar stumbled upon one his deranged mind 
devised a bizarre plan, long running but useful one. 
 
He already was a hardcore criminal and this key seemed quite good 
for him to keep, it was a village where twins were the regular way of 
having kids, sometimes more than two and often identical. 
 
He collected the identical ones, every possible pair he could, 
sometimes by hook, sometimes by crook. Then he tried to corrupt 
both, if not possible at least one, that done, one became the alibi and 
the other perpetrator. 
 
One lived a neat and clean life, no one could raise a finger at him, the 
other one cashed his image and did nefarious things using his 
identity, if someone saw him, well, the other one was at home, doing 
something in presence of at least five people to witness for his 
innocence. 
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STORY 10 
 

 
 
She fell in love, deeply, nonchalant to the fact that he was not rich, 
nothing close to the suitor her family might have chosen for her. 
That is what love is all about! 
 
He was her colleague, a silent type of man who preferred not to 
notice her signs, her hints that she wanted to take next step, turn 
their friendship into something deeper. 
 
Then things went wrong, the decent, silent man all of a sudden 
started to act like a sick, depraved type of man, she still could not 
stop loving him, it was really deep and strong, then she started to 
notice weirder things, like little changes in him, a mole coming and 
going, colour of eye, hair thicker, thinner as if there were multiple 
persons using the same name, same office, same designation of 
course.  
 
Well, naturally cupid ran off as fast his wings could take him, leaving 
her absolutely shocked and shattered.  
 
The only thing she thanked God was that this did not happened after 
marriage! 
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STORY 11 
 

 
 
Evil puppeteer laughed from background, that was the fun of being 
puppeteer, he controlled everything yet the blame went on the 
puppets. 
 
Those puppets could feel his tug yet they refused to acknowledge 
that the same might be happening with others too! 
 
He picked up a puppet from a loving, caring family and replaced it 
with one that looks just like it but a wicked to the core one. 
 
The fun begins! The whole family dotes after the puppet that has 
been removed but its lookalike is nothing like it, and how it baffles 
and torments them, they just can’t understand what went wrong! 
 
They try to ask, convince, make him act like before, well how could 
he? He had no idea about how the original puppet was, so he acts the 
way his own nature is and the puppeteer laughs. 
 
He rubs his hands and giggles like child but his eyes only show his 
darkness, alas the puppets can’t see him, so they just fumble around 
making more mistakes. 
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STORY 12 
 

 
 
“All you will have to do is convince everyone that she is your wife, 

and this child is your child with her.” Mr. Das said, “If you don’t, just 

brace yourself for passing the rest of your life behind bars, I will 

take care that you spend that in the company of the worst criminals, 

with history of grisliest abuses.” 

 

He knew he did not have much choice, he could commit suicide but 

it is not that easy, is it? Das was promising him a way out after he 

did his part, out of the country with a new identity. That will mean 

he will be able to start fresh. Maybe he can select the country, some 

country where people are nonchalant to people like him! 

 

So he started living in a single room attached to her room, she never 

saw him, but he did, quite minutely so he could tell everyone that 

they were married. 

 

After a while when she left the house she told everyone she has 

eloped! 
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STORY 13 
 

 
 
In public eyes they were sworn enemies, bayed for each other’s 

blood, there was no mingling, even formal between the two clans. 

 

But behind all that curses and bellowing they worked for the same 

boss, in his chamber they were just two hunting dogs. 

 

Why did they act otherwise in open? Well, that was an idea of their 

master, a genius of criminal activities. That gave them excuses to do 

the worst evil for their boss, under the disguise of “blind hatred”. 

Ssuppose Mr. Das fell for a girl (who incidentally was a 

whistleblower) now Mr. Mandal, his arch enemy vented his 

frustration on that poor woman, Mr. Das retaliated, Mr. Mandal was 

not able to touch Mr. Das but hey! He could easily touch his beloved, 

because that woman knew nothing of their enmity, she was a peachy 

tool to settle each and every score on Mr. Das, so he did that! 

 

He not only had his clan to help but some strangers too sympathized 

with his fake sob-story. 
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STORY 14 
 

 
 
She was brilliant at this role, when she was a small child her mother 

took her to places where no child goes, by the time she was ten she 

was thoroughly corrupted and a puppet in her mother’s hand. She 

became quite an expert in acting, especially the role of victims, 

victimized truly it did not required much skill to play victim on 

every role offered to her, no not by silver screen, by her mother at 

first then the eternal trap – money. 

 

She started to work for an organization that stayed invisible and 

worked through greedy persons like her, spread all across the globe. 

 

Their job was quite unique, ruining reputation, credibility. Perks 

were mind-blowing! 

 

One of her ex husbands is now living in Germany, he not only got a 

new cast, creed also fifteen year bonus in age, when they played 

husband and wife to ruin a whistleblower he was fifty, now she sees 

his picture in newspapers, a thirty five year old entrepreneur 

embracing high and mighties! 
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STORY 15 
 

 
 
They were childhood friends, doted after one another, love of that 

proportion is rare to found. They thought that God kept a watch for 

their love, well someone else to eyed that affection, and was waiting 

for a chance. 

 

For one celestial minute God got occupied with something else and 

the green goblin stepped in, in one second he replaced one of the 

friends with one of his minions and started to watch, he loved it, 

meddling with God’s plans and especially with those She had for her 

favorite children. 

 

One of them was still a devoted friend, looking up at the other like 

he was an angel straight from heaven, could never do him any harm, 

could not even dream of doing anything like that. 

 

Well the minion was nothing from heaven, he was from exactly the 

opposite place, so he acted just like that, he made arrangements that 

his prey ends up at his place, hell. 

 

When God returned everything was ruined , the culprit goblin was 

gone. 
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STORY 16 
 

 
 
They were the bad ones, the wicked ones, they defied the rules of 

society, its ethics and morality and lived like kings and queens. 

 

But, no matter how hard Hades tries people will always add the 

“underworld” before his king designation, and that is what made 

them angry. 

 

So they tried to convince everyone that the whole world is wicked, 

evil so they too are no different, they are just like everyone else, so 

they should be treated as good and virtuous. Or the whole world 

should be called wicked and evil. 

 

Some half agreed with them, some fully and others did not. Now 

these “others” made them really angry especially if they were vocal 

about their disapproval. 

 

They firmly believed in the old saying, “united we stand, divided we 

fall!” so they chased those rebels down the alley to underworld. 

Some ended up there, some died, some ran away as far as they could 

from them but by the end of the day there were no more rebels left. 
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STORY 17 

 
 
The sun was blazing, sweat was trickling down his body in small 

rivulets, sudden gusts of winds even though hot were soothing his 

body. He took a few steps back and looked at the rock… perfect! 

He cocked his head from side to side before deciding that it is placed 

exactly where, how he wanted to place it. He turned back and went 

down the hill to work. 

Next morning he heard his supervisor exclaim and expertly hid his 

chuckle. 

“What in the God’s name is that? Who did that?” he was staring at 

the rock he has placed on the top of the hill, using his magic glue. 

 

Centuries passed by, railroads now ran beside that hill, a little girl 

was sitting on one, with her nose pressed to the window. 

“Look mama! Look at that rock!” she tugged her mother’s sleeve 

reading a novel. 

“It must be Hercules!” she said. 

“Maybe Hanuman or Bhima?” her father chuckled from the seat 

across. “After all, they are the locals right?” 
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STORY 18 
 

 
 
When they met she was lonely after break-up with her almost fiancé, 

she blamed over possessive future mom in law. He was married and 

bored, she was good friend, who acted more like lover than friend, a 

very possessive lover to be precise, soon rumors started and his 

wife divorced him, walked away from him with their kids. 

 

She became his solace, but he loved a cyber-friend. He begged her 

for help, she asked him to introduce her.  

Ah! Internet is such a good weapon in hands of the shrewd. She 

picked up an ugly fight with his actual girlfriend using his phone, 

email id, which he had left with her when he went overseas for a few 

months!  

So ugly that the girl erased him from life, in came her brother’s 

fiancé, duh! She has changed her number, email when he was 

overseas, next came her marriage invitation. 

 

He married the serpent, years later the truth came out but it was too 

late, she has already poisoned his world! 
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STORY 19 
 
She settled down on the chair, he could see she was in the mood! She 

started talking after a brief pause, enough to gather her arguments 

together. 

 

“He is too good for her!” she said. “She is downright ugly.” 

 

“Our son can’t see, in case you have forgotten, physical charm will 

hardly matter to him!” he said with a little sarcasm. Their son was in 

love with a colleague, mustered up the courage to bring her home, 

his wife was downright cold. 

 

Of course the girl was not perfect, she was not good looking, maybe 

not pretty as his wife but certainly not good looking, but she was 

gentle, kind and most of all, she was in love with their son. 

 

“He will get better than her!” she said defiantly. 

 

“He is already thirty eight… clock is ticking!” he muttered before 

getting up for a walk, there was no chance of watching the game, not 

tonight. 

He wondered he had two eyes with perfect eyesight,  why did he 

choose her? 
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STORY 20 

 
She turned back, he was still following her. His skeletal body, hungry 

eyes bore straight into her heart. But her hands were already full… 

 

She walked on hoping he will walk away, find someone else to stalk 

but when she turned before entering her home he was standing, a 

little distance away as if he knew that she was about to desert him, 

leave him out in the street to fend himself. His huge brown eyes 

looked at her, full of plea. 

 

“You win!” she muttered, “You wicked mutt!” 

“Chitra we have another member for the home, he is standing 

outside, on the pavement, take him in if he is still there!” she called 

out before entering. 

When she entered the kennels half an hour later, he was standing in 

the courtyard, clean and fed, wagging his little tail with joy. 

“Who says dogs are dumb animals!” she looked at him with smiling 

eyes, “You picked me up from the crowd of the entire marketplace!” 

He wagged his tail harder. 
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Review: Spirits of Darkness and Light 
 

 
 

Kevin Cooper 

 

Kevin Cooper is musician, author and critic. You will find his 

published book in Amazon and his blog in WordPress. You can 

contact him to get your book critiqued by him. 

 

Kevin blogs at: 
http://Kcbooksandmusic.wordpress.com 
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ABOUT THE AUTHOR 
 

 
 
 

Sharmishtha Basu is a bookworm, who can no longer count the 

books she has read seriously, forget about those she has browsed 

casually or read half-heartedly. 

 

She is a music lover, a worshipper of beauty in every form, starting 

from the designs of a butterfly’s wings to the patterns on a 

passerby’s dress. 

 

She croaks, therefore she can’t sing but after passing her first thirty 

years on planet earth relishing the paintings and writings left by 

others she is trying her hands on these two blessed arts- writing and 

painting, both digitally though!  

 

You are absolutely welcome to contact her with your works, albums, 

artworks etc. If you want a critique for them, want to share your 

achievement with world or announce your next creation. Her email 

id is agnishatdal@hotmail.com and agnijaat@hotmail.com plus 

sermistabasu@gmail.com, send a copy to each, to assure that they 

reach!  

mailto:agnishatdal@hotmail.com
mailto:agnijaat@hotmail.com
mailto:sermistabasu@gmail.com
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Her social media mumbo-jumbo for you: 

If you want to approach her as a buyer, or place an order for 

her works: 

Facebook: 

https://www.facebook.com/agnijashatadalama 

Wordpress: 

https://agnijashatadalama.wordpress.com 

Blogspot: 

https://agnijashatadalama.blogspot.in 

Email id 

agnijashatadalama@hotmail.com 

agnijashatadalama@gmail.com 

If you want to join her friend circle, reader circle: 

Facebook: 

https://www.facebook.com/sermistabasu 

https://www.facebook.com/agnishatdal 

Wordpress: 

https://agnijaat.wordpress.com 

https://agnishatdalezine.wordpress.com 

linkedin: 

https://in.linkedin.com/in/authorsharmishthabasu 

Amazon: 

https://www.amazon.com/author/sharmishthabasu 

Email id 

agnijaat@hotmail.com 

agnijaat2016@gmail.com 
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