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Rosa

When I was nine, while reading a story, I came across this word called ‘Pariah’. Unable to decipher it’s meaning, I thought of asking my Granny who sat on the easy chair doing some embroidery work on pillow covers. Though my granny Remona was nowhere on my list of favourite people, since there was no one else around, I had to resort to asking her. As I approached her, Remona looked up from her work and passed an irritated glance at me. But I was used to the dirty looks she gave me and the glares I received from my mother Ruby whenever I approached them. Though I was only nine, I was wise beyond my years and I knew that the other mothers and grannies were not like mine. The others were always ready with their hugs, kisses and loving gestures towards their kids. But again the others had their daddies also with them but I did not have my daddy with me anymore as he passed away last year. When my dad was alive, Ruby my mother was an entirely different person, full of life and smiles. All the happiness from my life vanished after his death. It broke my heart each day thinking that I will never ever get to hug him or hold him or ride on his motorbike. Whenever Remona got mad at me, she would yell “Evil child, you have got your father’s wicked blood in you, no wonder you are like this”.  But every time she bad mouthed my dad I would do something to annoy her like hiding her ancient curlers as Remona was obsessed with curling her bob like the Hollywood starlets of yesteryear or I would hide her favourite tea time biscuit which would result in me receiving a proper caning from Ruby and pinches from Remona. Now getting back to the scene when I had asked her about the word Pariah. As soon as she heard it, she passed a sly glance at me saying “It means someone who is unwanted, a nuisance for example someone like you.”  “Enough mama, stop it right now” said my mother Ruby from inside her workroom where she was busy stitching clothes. Though my mother Ruby was not vicious like Remona, if I went near her seeking comfort she would shoo me away like a housefly. Remona’s harsh words should have made me feel hurt, that’s how a normal little girl would feel but I was a wicked girl who was already plotting to take the stick away from Remona’s easy chair before she sat on it the next time.  So that is basically a short synopsis of my life and well, I am Rosa Rodriguez aged 17 soon to be 18, daughter of Ruby Mendez and late Clive Rodriguez from a coastal city in Kerala.  So when we analyze the underlying reason for the animosity that Remona feels towards me we come to the conclusion that it is actually the mere existence of me. See, Remona and grandpa Richard had always wanted my mother to go to a good college and graduate and do something better with her life. My grandpa was a chief mechanic at a garage and Remona worked as a cook and housekeeper at the rectory for the priests. My mother Ruby had always wanted to be a fashion designer and she was extremely good at sketching, creating designs. Ruby even managed to crack the entrance exam but my grandparents did not have the money to afford the fees and other expenses as her college was in another city.  But one of the priests at the rectory somehow managed to find a sponsor for my mother to fund her expenses. So everyone was excited and extremely happy for Ruby thinking that this opportunity was going to change her life.  But unfortunately, the summer before she was about to start college, my mother often went to the rectory to help the parish priest with the accounts as the assistant priest had fallen seriously ill. That was when my mother met the bad boy of Rodriguez family who was the parish priest’s nephew. Rodriguez family was a well-respected family and they were the owners of a reputable catering business but my dad was the black sheep of the family. With his good looks and charming personality he was a serial womanizer. But as soon as he saw the gorgeous Ruby, he was on a mission to win her. Poor Ruby fell for his charm and ended up being pregnant with me. Thankfully the parish priest interfered and made him marry my mother at shotgun. Rodriguez family was so embarrassed that my father had married way beneath him that they cut him off completely. My dad Clive Rodriguez who had never ever done a day’s work in his life felt like he was stuck in a nightmare. My dad had to move into my mother’s house and started working in the garage along with my Grandpa Richard. My mother Ruby had to give up her dreams of going to college and started taking in tailoring work especially bridal gowns. Her designs were really good and she somehow managed to bring enough money to the table. Grandpa Richard was heartbroken seeing my mother’s state and their shattered dreams that he died of a heart attack. God rest his soul! But I do give the will power of dear old Richey, a round of applause for surviving Remona for those many years.  Anyways, getting back to our story, though my father absolutely hated his new life, he still stuck around for me and Ruby. Though both of them used to fight like two ninja warriors, Ruby was like oxygen for Clive. They fought, they made up which always annoyed Remona who believed that extreme passion was a sin. Whenever my parents were holed up inside their room on a Sunday, Remona used to walk around grumbling how skipping church was a venial sin and how her dear daughter was in bed with the devil. A few months before he passed away, my dad quit his job at the garage. He assured my mother that he had gotten a better job. I was not sure what he did but Remona was always warning my mother to talk some sense into my dad’s dumb head about quitting his new job. But my dad continued with his new job, the day before he passed away he informed my mother that he had to go to another district for his work and he will be back within two days. I still remember that scene when my mother stood wrapping her arms around him asking him to be careful and him pressing soft kisses on her face. They both looked so beautiful together my mother with her long silky hair and doe eyes and my dad with his tall lean muscular frame and striking looks. They looked like those couples on the front cover of a watt pad novel. Though Remona constantly ranted about how toxic my parent’s relation was, I knew that Clive and Ruby were meant for each other. The next day we received the news of his death. The vehicle had fallen into an abyss on the hilly road he took, my dad and the person along with him were burnt inside the vehicle. Even after so many years, my mother had not yet gotten over her grief, she hardly smiles and became distant with me and Remona. There were many men who wanted to court my mother and marry her but she refused everyone. My mother was young at 36, still gorgeous but she had no interest in anyone which irritated Remona as she was trying hard to find a god fearing and hardworking husband for my mother. I think that’s enough family saga for now as right now I am trying hard to find Remona’s special tea which her brother’s son had given her when he visited her. He works in a tea company so he keeps supplying her with her favourite tea. She just keeps it hidden not over the fear of it getting over but rather due to the fact that I really loved that tea. But I have my ways of finding it and can dig it out of her special hiding places like I was about to do right now. Remona was at the church attending mass after which she cooked breakfast for the priests and normally enjoyed her breakfast there itself. She was an excellent cook and a sweet talker. The priests and the brothers loved and respected their Remona aunty a lot. They always gave her good stuff to take home like fruits, nuts and at times sweets. All the best fruits she kept it for herself and my mother. But I am sure that my mother had no idea about it. She would always leave me the humbler ones like Papaya for which I am honestly thankful. While I was busy preparing tea with Remona’s tea, my mother Ruby came to the kitchen saying “I hope you are not using Granny’s tea because if she sees it, she is going to create a ruckus and today I need some peace and quiet as I have to finish the bridal gown for Lena”.  “Oh! that crazy girl who made you change the design three times” I asked her. “So what? for the amount they are paying, I really don’t mind, beggars can’t be choosers remember Rosa” said my mother before going from the kitchen. While I was about to sit on the parapet to sip on my perfect cup of tea, like a whirlwind Remona came through the front gate. Remona was always well dressed and with her neatly set bob, good skin and relatively trim physique, she looked pretty even at 58 and the worst part was that she knew that. She even had a fan club comprising of a couple of eligible bachelors over the age of 60. Today Remona was dressed in a floral skirt and a white blouse looking every bit like a kind, gentle pious woman. As soon as she saw my face, her expression turned sour and as she reached the parapet she sniffed and asked “Did you take my tea girl?”. “What are you even talking about, I am just drinking our normal tea with a bit of cardamom and ginger” I lied.  “Rosa Marie Rodriguez! You better stop lying, I can smell my tea from where I am standing” she barked at me. “Oh really! Have you suddenly developed some special olfactory receptors like some dog” I replied? “You think you are too smart? You are nothing but a lying thieving menace” she screamed at me. My mother Ruby came out of her work room angrily and shouted at us “Can you both stop this, I am fed up of you both, Mama stop fighting with a teenager and Rosa I asked you to give me some peace today but no you can’t do that. All that you have ever caused me is trouble and pain, I should have gotten that abortion when I had the chance”.  Her last words brought a pang of ache to my heart, I did not mind the cruel words sprouting out of Remona’s mouth but when it came from my mother it really hurt me. I knew that it was because of me that she had to give up all her dreams and toil day and night stitching clothes for the rich and snooty of our city. There was a well-known fashion designer for whom my mother designed and stitched the clothes which was branded and sold under her name for a hefty price. It should have been my mother’s name on that design if ‘I’ did not happen. Before I broke down in tears in front of Remona, I just fled to the backside of our house and sat on the old washing stone. “Why the hell are you looking like the heroine from those overdramatic shows that Remona watches, that too on a bright Saturday morning?” said the familiar voice of my best friend/sister/neighbor Henri aka Henrietta.  Henri who was just three years older than me but was my emotional parent throughout my childhood after my dad passed away. Though there was a perfect front door at my place as well as Henri’s, we still preferred climbing over the wall that divided our houses to reach each other’s house. Henri with her lovely curly hair, dimples and almond eyes was beautiful inside out. “So who made my little Rosa cry today? Remona or Ruby?” asked Henri. “No, it’s nothing Henri, leave it” I said smiling at her. “Ok, let’s leave it, come over, Mama has made appams (rice flour pancakes eaten in Kerala) with egg and sugar on top and your favourite banana stew.”  That got me smiling as I was always happy to be in Henri’s house which was the haven of all my good memories. 

***
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Rosa

As we entered Henri’s house, the familiar smell of coconut and cardamom hit my nose which meant Henri’s mother Alice was on a cooking spree today. As soon as I saw Alice standing in the kitchen cooking something near the stove, I rushed forward and wrapped my arms around her planting a kiss on her cheek. Alice hugged me back while telling us girls to take a seat at the table to eat. Alice has always been there for me with her hugs, kisses and feeding me her excellent food. Henri’s dad had passed away two years back due to liver cirrhosis. They had to borrow a lot of money to cover for his treatment. After he passed away money was really tight for them as they could not manage everything with Alice’s income as a nurse. Henri also started working during the evenings after her college giving dance lessons at the upbeat dance school in our area. The pay was not much but still they needed every bit of that money. Seeing her mother struggle, Henri tried doing something stupid after listening to one of her college mate’s advice. Henri created an only fan’s account on Instagram thinking that she can make some easy money to help her mother. But Henri was too scared to do it so she decided to delete her account. Unfortunately, a few guys from college had already seen her account and started spreading rumors about it in the college. The next day Henri was greeted with hoots and cat calls at the college. Her WhatsApp was flooded with messages asking for her rates for blowjob, quickies and many other lewd requests. Soon most of the people in our area came to know about it and it was the latest gossip among the rumormongers. That was the only time I saw Alice being furious with Henri and she slapped her so hard that Henri’s cheeks were bruised. My mother Ruby was there at Alice’s side to offer her comfort as Alice was the only one in our locality whom my mother considered as a friend. Even Remona was not completely heartless as she was fond of Alice though she hated Henri. Remona gave a proper tongue lashing to any gossip queen who badmouthed Alice and Henri.  While Ruby sat with Alice coaxing her to eat something, Remona walked around grumbling at Henri saying “Such a floosy, troubling poor Alice like this, look at her face there is not even one bit of remorse, stupid girl ready to take off clothes for money for some bloody grammar”. “It’s not grammar granny, its Instagram” I said. “Shut up girl, a big expert you are to teach me, you will be the next to do some stupidity like this”.  Poor Henri was almost heartbroken seeing her mother’s distress. Alice sold some of her remaining gold to pay off some of the debts and the rest of it was paid off with the help of a wealthy lady from the Pallikadan family which was   the richest family in our area and one of the richest in Kerala itself. Pallikadan family was into liquor trade, finance and what not but according to rumors their main money came from smuggling and other illegal activities. Maybe to erase their sins they did a lot of charity and also give huge donations to church and many NGO’s. But the lady who helped Alice was a genuinely nice person. She was the wife of one of the Pallikadan brothers, her name was Lilly and was an artist who owned an art business. She was not at all snobbish like the other members of the Pallikadan family and always helped a person in need. With all their debts paid off, Alice and Henri were doing much better. After polishing off Alice’s yummy Appams (fermented rice pancake) and banana stew, I suddenly remembered that I had a shift at the café today. I quickly bid my goodbye to Alice and Henri before racing home. I started working at café Enigma a few months back but only during the weekends. At first my mother was against it but I somehow convinced her that it will not disturb my studies and I can also earn some pocket money instead of wasting time. She finally agreed after I promised her that I would only work after my studies, from afternoon till eight in the night and will again study once I reach home. I did not work for a month because of my 12 th grade exams, now that it is finally over, I can take as many shifts as possible before I start college. I am confident that I would be able to score good marks which would help me to get into St Agnes College to pursue Bachelors in Fashion Designing. Thankfully I do not have to think of moving away from our city since a lot of institutes here are offering Fashion Designing courses nowadays. I have big plans for my mother’s tailoring business, I want to have our own label selling clothes designed by my mother and me. I also want to start a label for youngsters selling punk rock and goth fashion. Well, these are all my big ideas, let us see how all these would pan out in the future.  I love working at the café Enigma which is owned by Abhay and Maya. They met and fell in love while working for the same company in Singapore, after they got married they worked for a few more years in the cooperate world, got bored of the fast life and travelled the world for two- three years doing free-lance work. Now in their early thirties, they started this café two years ago and it has been doing quite well. They both are into fitness so all the food served is fresh and organic. The food and the drinks are just awesome right from their smoothies, fruit bowls, gluten free baked goods and what not. Though it is quite expensive, people flock to this place for their amazing food and hospitality. The tips are also great as most of the people who visit are nice and friendly, tourists also leave good tips.  As soon as I reached the café I was greeted by Maya who gave me a big hug. She was always so open with her affection and treated me like a little sister rather than an employee. Abhay was nice but was very strict and that guy hardly smiled, which was the complete opposite of Maya who was forever smiling and joking with everyone. “So how was the exam Rosakutty, will you pass or flunk” Maya asked me with a grin. “I am sure that I will score at least 85 percent” I replied. “Obviously you are a smart girl, after getting my 12 th marks I was hiding in my washroom as my Amma (mother) was standing outside it ready to whack me for scoring 40 marks out of 100 for Math, she was a math teacher and I got barely passing marks, after a good half an hour thinking that she had left, I slowly came out but there she stood with my Maths book and she whacked me on the head with that” she said. Maya’s comical expressions and dialogue delivery made me laugh out loudly. As we both stood there laughing, Abhay strode towards us saying “Rosa start working on your shift instead of wasting time and Maya there is problem at table 3 please check and save your stand-up comedy for later.” Maya gave him a big salute and said “Yes Sir, on my way right away”. I could see Abhay trying hard to suppress a smile and as Maya made her way to the table, he was looking at her with so much love and adoration that it melted my heart. Maya was also a trained classical dancer who looked and moved like one, she looked a lot like the malayalam actress Shobhana. Though Abhay was a nice guy, at times I would catch him watching me which creeps me out a little bit. But each time I brushed it off convincing myself that it was just my imagination.  My shift was going quite well and I was asked to serve table number 5, as I approached the table I saw that the guy who occupied the table was engrossed in sketching the sea view, he looked a little older than me around twenty-one- twenty-two. He looked so immersed in his work that I felt it was rude to interrupt so I cleared my throat to get his attention. As he looked up from his work, I was staring into one of the most angelic faces I had ever seen. His features were so pretty, yes I would call it pretty rather than masculine and his eyes were a light brown colour. He gave me a genuine smile and said “Sorry, I was so caught up with my sketching that I did not see you approaching, this is my first time in this café so I need you to suggest something light for me”. “Ok well do you want something like a salad or something fruity or maybe some baked stuff?” I asked him. “Let me see, maybe something fruity, you tell me, what is good here?” he asked. “Maybe you can try the mango and coconut fruit bowl its really yummy and healthy” I suggested. “Right then, please get me one of those” he said. After a few minutes as I approached him with his order, he extended his hand towards me saying “Hi, I am Raphael Pallikadan and you are?”. Holy shit! This guy must be from the pallikadan family   yet he was so simple and friendly and he really looked like the archangel Raphael from the paintings that I had seen of him. Suddenly I realized that my ogling was making him uncomfortable and my impulsive brain blurted out “I am sorry for ogling at you but you looked so angelic that I couldn’t help myself”. Hearing my confession, he laughed out loudly saying, “You really are something and I like it, blunt and sweet, still you haven’t told me your name.”  “I am Rosa Rodriguez” I said with a smile and then left from there to get back to work. Before Raphael left he waved at me, I also waved back. Once I was about to leave the café, Abhay called me to his side and handed me a 500 rupee note which was left for me as a tip by Raphael. As I took the money from him, Abhay said “Rosa just a word of advice, be careful, he is from the Pallikadan family, though I think he is one of the better ones but still don’t be fooled by his pretty face”. “Ok agony aunty, how exactly do you know so much about them” asked Maya. “I know them pretty well, as they are famous for their extracurricular activities around here” he said with a cheeky smile.  It was good to see Abhay loosening up a bit. “Sounds like the characters out of some mafia movie, are there more of such bad boys from these Pallikadans?” I asked him. “Pathros Pallikadan, Raphael’s cousin and son of the head of the Pallikadan Empire is a real devil from hell and I am not exaggerating, he is a real beast, I hope that he never shows up at my café again because the last time he and his entourage showed up, those assholes were smoking weed inside my café and I couldn’t even yell or start a fight with him as it would be the end of this cafe, somehow I managed to coax him to take it outside.” Hearing that I laughed and said “Really you and coaxing someone, Oh god! I really missed that scene.”  “Maybe if we are lucky, we can witness it again if that Pallikadan turns up here” Maya joked. “Yes that’s all I need now, dealing with someone who has the social intelligence of a toddler” Abhay said with irritation. After my shift was over, on the way home, I took a detour to meet Sebastain who was the butt of all lame jokes in our part of the city. Sebastain was a homeless person who is not that sound in head. He came out of no where two years back and was roaming around here and there mumbling rubbish. The priests took him in and gave him the job of ringing the church bell so as to keep him occupied. He sleeps in a small shed outside the rectory. Many people are scared of him though he won’t hurt a fly also. I had a feeling that something bad had happened in his life which made him lose his mind. Overtime, I have become friendly with Sebastain and I feel proud to say that I am one of the few people whom he trusts. Whenever I can, I do take some leftovers from the café for Sebastain, like at times people order huge portions and don’t even touch it.  Instead of throwing away good untouched food, I share it with Sebastain. It was a pleasure to see Sebastain who had absolutely nothing or anyone in his life enjoying little joys of life. On reaching the rectory, I found Sebastain asleep on the stone slab in the compound. I gently shook Sebastain to wake him up. As soon as he saw me there was a genuine smile on his face. “Here you go, take this” I said extending the huge sandwich to him. “take half, take half” he repeated. That’s one thing about Sebastain, he always shared it with me. After breaking off a tiny piece to please him, I asked him to eat the rest. Sebastain shoved the sandwich into his mouth and started chewing. I gave him a bottle of water saying “Here, drink water Sebastain and eat slowly”. Once he had finished with his food, Sebastain bid me goodbye with his typical phrase “Lal Salam Sakave” (red salute comrade) which is a greeting quite common among the communist in Kerala. I slowly made my way towards my home preparing myself for Remona’s dramatic performance as I had stolen two chocolate biscuits from her stock which was given to her by one of the brothers at church after his visit to Rome. So we were going to have a war over Italian biscuits, I thought smugly.

***
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Pathros

“Why the fuck am I feeling like as if someone is trying to squeeze the hell of out of me”!  Trying to figure out what was happening and which motherfucker was going to face my fury, I opened my eyes. It was not just one but two females who were clinging onto me like I was some kind of bloody lifejacket. Shoving away those two from my body, I walked towards the balcony of my sea facing villa. First I need to throw those two out of my house, well yesterday was fun but I hate second helpings which meant I never want to see these two again. I had specifically told them to leave before I woke up maybe they thought I was joking. No worries, I am a very nice guy so I am going to ask them to leave quite nicely. “Oh! so you are awake before us, so what are you going to feed us for breakfast and your driver will drop us back to our hostel right?” said Bitch no 1 in a husky voice like she was some kind of sex kitten. By now Bitch no 2 was also awake and was gaping at my abs like some desperate shit. I moved towards my wardrobe, I could see them watching me with fascination. Bitch no 1 was a yapper so she continued talking “What is the meaning of the tattoo on your back”. My headache is getting worse with the voice coming out of her mouth. I opened the drawer and pulled out my gun and reached them in a few strides. I put the gun in that yapper’s mouth and warned “One more sound from you, I am going to pull the trigger, I will give you 5 minutes, get out of my house and never show your face again”. As I withdrew my gun from her mouth, they both made a run for the front door like their backside was on fire.  Finally, some peace and quiet, I am Pathros Pallikadan “the rock on whom we are going to build our future business empire” as my father says. I am the youngest son of Chandy Pallikadan the current head of the Pallikadan business empire. My history is quite colourful, after being expelled from two boarding schools, one in India and one abroad for starting fights, possessing weed and other interesting things, my father decided that I should be put in a more normal environment, per say a school full of rowdy boys who would sort me out in no time. That’s how I landed in St Joseph’s High school run by Father Joseph Chullickal aka Godfather.  Most of the boys in the school were sort of anti – social elements who were sent to this school to correct their behavior along with the orphans from the orphanage run by the priests. Since my father paid a huge donation, Godfather closed his eyes at my colourful history. In all the other schools among the sissy posh boys I was the Capo (mafia boss) but at St Joseph’s there were only Capos. But like everywhere else there was one King who ruled the roost. That king was none other than Markos kochuparambil. Whatever you needed in that place whether it be alcohol, weed or drugs, your go to person was Markos. Without his permission not even wind blew in that school. Markos at his six foot 3 inches and muscular body was feared by everyone. He is the byproduct of some scandalous affair of some rich lady during her college days and soon after Markos was born, he was dumped in that orphanage but that lady made sure that he was well taken care of. Markos had spent some time in the juvenile home, there were many rumors about it, some said that he killed a priest, others believed that he was part of some cult and killed children and many more ridiculous stories. The  day I arrived I could feel the eyes of Markos and his gang on me trying to analyze my every move. I could make out from his face that he felt threatened by my presence though I was shorter than him at my height of 6 foot and leaner than him. Looking at me, he knew that it was time for his throne to collapse. Slowly a few boys who hated Markos started hanging out with me as they wanted to make me their leader though I had no interest in their friendship. They followed me around the school and was making pathetic attempts to get into my good books. Out of pity I gave those losers some weed from my stash, later that night once I came back from the washroom, I was attacked by a bunch of boys, I couldn’t even fight back as they had tied my hands and legs with rope and pushed me onto the floor. As I lay on the ground, they kicked and punched me. In the end Markos sat down facing me and said in a threatening voice “This school will have only one king and that’s me, engrave it in your dumb brain, Pallikada”. The next day when  Father Joseph chullikal/ Godfather saw my face, he said to me “Markos will not stop until and unless you give him a taste of his own medicine, every evening he goes to the old chapel near the cemetery to pray secretly, you can deal with him there”. “Why are you telling me this, aren’t you supposed to be protecting your students?” I asked. “Yes, but I need you here because of your father’s huge donation, if you move away that will stop, there are many desperate souls who need that money so I don’t mind sacrificing one for the greater good” he said and walked away from there in true Godfather (a famous Hollywood mafia film) style. Father Chullickal was a real savage with style and I felt that I was going to enjoy my time here. That evening I caught hold of Markos near the chapel and attacked him all alone, I was more agile than him. Once I defeated him I pointed my hidden gun at him saying “We Pallikadans are not pussies attacking from behind, if you ever try to act smart with me that will be your last breath”. We both turned around to see Father Chullickal standing behind us along with the guards and we both were taken to Father Chullickal’s office where he complained to my father and Markos’s mother about our fight and how difficult it was to keep us there. They pleaded with him and offered a huge amount to keep us there and Chullickal finally agreed. After which he took out a cigar and lighted it looking at us. Both of us started laughing. “You are one hell of a con artist; how do you manage to do all this wearing this vestment (holy dress)”? I asked. “It’s all strictly business my boys” he said while blowing the cigar smoke. From that day onwards a deep camaraderie formed between myself and Markos. We did all the adventures together. We were caught many times by Father Chullickal but money solved almost everything.  Seeing our adventures my father was fascinated as he envisioned me to be heading the illegal side of our business alongside Markos. Both of us were ruthless, emotionless and watched each other’s back, our bond was stronger than blood brothers. Once we graduated from 12th grade, my father kind of adopted Markos into our family. From that time onwards we have been inseparable, we were sent to the U.S (united states of America) for our graduation which neither of us completed as we were too busy partying, whoring and doing all sorts of shit. Finally, the degree was bought by my father and Markos’s mother. His mother kind of confessed about her natural child to her husband who wanted to adopt him as their own son was sickly. But in true Markos style he showed them the middle finger. That night we both got completely drunk and peed in front of his mother’s luxury SPA. Though she would have found out it was us from the camera footage, she never asked us anything.  We had some unfinished business in Dubai, after finishing it, now finally we are in Kerala. Both me and Markos need to make a customary visit to my parent’s house and I hope that asshole Markos has chucked out all his ladies by now. “I heard that you sent those girls running from your room, were they so unhappy with your small appendage?” asked Markos laughing.  “Shut up motherfucker, in fact they got terrified seeing my monster” I said grinning. “Whatever makes you happy Bruh, by the way, I heard that Raphael had arrived a week back, how come he has not even called us? asked Markos.  “Who knows? I don’t really care though you are somewhat nice to him, must be busy trying to use his artistic charms and pretty face to woo some boring local girl, bloody sissy” I said and then continued, “We better get ready quickly, my father has already called me twice”.  Within a few minutes we got ready and headed to my parent’s place The meeting with my father Chandy Pallikadan went quite well, I could make out that he was becoming more and more impressed with me as I was getting more unhinged. But my mother Elsy was just the opposite of my father, she was  a delicate society doll who was busy the whole day with her so called social activities, brunch meets and various charities. My mother had a major break down two years after my birth, when she lost my younger brother at birth. The loss of my sibling was unbearable for her but to be honest, it is a wonder that my parents wanted to have more kids after having two terrors like my elder sister and me. But after a lot of therapy sessions she was almost back to normal but the days she was in a melonchaloic mood, you could find her cooped up in her studio making sketches of her baby who never got to see the world. My father worships the ground she walks on and treats her like a porcelain doll, keeping her away from all dirty business. In spite of all her difficulties, my mother showers us with love and attention but at times a bit too much. Whenever we met, my mother advised me to grow my hair longer and not to get any more tattoos as it was making me look scarier. She also suggested some cream to apply on the small scar that runs from my left ear towards my cheek. It is funny how my mother thinks that by doing a little bit of grooming, I will turn out to be the most eligible bachelor in our circle. My only sibling, my sister Pearl who is two years older than me at 26 is married to one of the leading criminal lawyers in our city. I was never close to Pearl and I know that even   she is not fond of me other than trying to set me up with one of her bimbo friends. She is in fact closer to my cousin Raphael and introduces him to everyone like he was her sibling. Though Pearl tried to act all nice and sweet around her husband, I knew that she was as mean and selfish as me. By evening myself and Markos left from my parent’s place and headed towards our villa. We took the route near the cemetery, as we passed it we could see a couple walking ahead of us on the pavement. As our car neared them, I could see that I was looking at one of the nicest pair of backsides I had ever seen. In fact, the girl had an amazing body a perfect hourglass which has to be natural. Markos interrupted my thoughts by announcing “Isn’t that Raphael, looking at that hot piece of ass I can understand why he was incognito for so long”.  We stopped the car and Markos rushed out calling Raphael. As they turned around, I was looking into an extremely gorgeous face like the ones which can roll out of bed and still look like a million bucks. With her long straight silky hair, sharp features, she was a stunner. I generally liked tall girls with supermodel legs, but this girl looked elegant even though she was petite.  Raphael looked annoyed but Markos who would never miss out on an opportunity to bang anything that was female, was already putting on his charming act to impress her. As her eyes landed on me, I could see that she was a bit intimidated and intrigued by me. Though her floral dress looked cute, you could make out that it  was cheap, she could be dirt poor or minimalist rich, the only way to know is to find out. While Raphael continued giving me hostile glances as he introduced us to her. I didn’t even say hello to her instead was busy taking in every inch of her.  I knew that we had to leave before we annoy Raphael as he was acting all territorial around the girl.  So I signaled Markos to put an end to his bullshit and get into the car. As we got into the car, Markos looked at me and burst out laughing. “Horny bastard, you are thinking about her right?” he said. “Find out how much or what to gift her to get her into my bed” I said. “Yes Boss” Markos said laughing.

***
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Rosa

I have always wondered how a devil would look like if it were a person, today I can say that I have met the devil of my imagination. His intense eyes held a magnetism which was exciting and overwhelming at the same time. His sharp jawline, winged eyebrows and the small scar on his face gave him the look of a villain albeit an extremely attractive one.  This was the first time I was feeling so attracted to a guy, obviously I had several crushes but I have never dated anyone. One reason was that my mother was extremely strict with me as she did not want me to make the same mistake as her and another reason was that I was a firm believer in true love and happily ever after. But I have not yet found a candidate for that happily ever after. The other guy who was with them, though looked equally scary was still friendlier than our devil. Raphael had introduced them as his friends. But the devil did not even utter a hello, he leaned against his Jeep Wrangler and was busy scrutinizing my cheap dress. He must be mentally calculating how poor I was. Not that I cared about it but still a part of me wished for him to be as attracted to me as I was to him.  After they left, me and Raphael continued talking, it was so easy to talk to him in spite of us coming from two entirely different backgrounds. He was 22 years old and had completed his art degree from some fancy school in France, he will start working with his parents who owned an art business.  As we were talking I found out that Raphael’s parents were Lilly and Chacko from the Pallikadan family, the same Lilly who helped Henri’s mother to pay off the debt. No wonder he was so nice. Though I wanted to ask him about the devil, I was too shy to ask him anything. After Raphael and me parted ways, I went to Henri’s house as I couldn’t wait to tell her about the devil. We both were sitting on the wall between our houses and were giggling as I was telling about my encounter with the devil. “At least you have someone to crush on, look at me , I am viewed as the painted Jezebel of the town though I have never even had an orgasm ” she said with a dramatic expression. “yuck, Henri, what about that snack of a guy whom you said you saw at church” I asked. “Don’t even get me started, that dude is a brother who is training to be a priest, most of the young guys stay away from me after my scandal and there are no hot unmarried older men as the hottest you can get is Michael Rosario who walks around in those skinny jeans and tight t-shirts with a pot belly” she said. Then went on to make a sexy siren expression and said in a sultry voice “I need some hot Zaddy in my life”. Seeing her comical expression, I burst out laughing. We could feel that someone was watching us and as we looked up, we saw Remona standing there with a sour expression on her face muttering something like Floozies. To irritate Remona further, Henri blew a kiss at her while singing “Remona, oh my Darling” along with a cabaret style step.  Remona walked away from there in anger. The next day I went to the café in the morning itself as I wanted to do as many shifts as possible before college started. Once I start going to college then my shifts would be reduced to over the weekends and maybe some evenings on weekdays. Towards the end of my shift, someone walked inside. I was a little taken aback seeing that person. It was none other than the devil himself, as soon as his eyes found mine he nodded in greeting. Though someone else was serving him, I could feel his eyes on me which was making me giddy with excitement, I guess. Why was I acting like a total idiot? I chided myself.  After promising myself not to steal glances at his direction, I got on with my work. But still my eyes found him standing outside the balcony talking over the phone. As he stretched his hands up, his shirt rolled up and I got a glimpse of his chiseled abs. While I was busy gaping at them, his eyes caught mine and he smirked at me like he knew what I was doing. Embarrassment flooded my cheeks and I escaped to the kitchen. “You know you need to come out of that kitchen sometime, our customers are hangry girl” Maya said standing at the door. Wiping my face with my handkerchief, I slowly made my way out. “What’s with you today? Why were you gaping at that psychopath /serial killer lookalike like he was some chocolate fondue?” asked Maya.  “Was it that obvious?” I asked sheepishly. “I could literally see saliva coming out of your mouth” teased Maya. Why was I acting so needy and pathetic! I didn’t even know the guy’s name for god’s sake. Though I was trying my hard not to glance over at his direction, I still caught glimpses of him looking like he owned the world aesthetic so effortlessly.  As I was almost done with the shift, I could hear someone saying from behind , “Excuse me, could you take an order”. As I turned around to politely refuse and tell that person that my shift was over. On seeing the person, I stopped my mouth from uttering those words. “Yes sure” I said a little too excitedly. I could spend the whole day taking your orders, I thought in my mind. Yuck! that was indeed a vomit inducing pickup line and thank heavens! I did not blurt it out loudly. “Hi, hope you remember me, I saw you yesterday with my cousin Raphael, I am Pathros” he said extending his hand towards me. I tried to hold his hands with my sweaty cold ones. Holy mother! Even his fingers were tattooed. “Pathros, she has just finished her shift, I will send someone else to take your order” Abhay said from behind me. As I made my way away from there, I could hear Abhay saying “What are you trying to play at? She is underage and definitely not your type, leave her alone”.  “Come on Abhay, I was just having a friendly chat with her nothing more” Pathros said.  As I left the café, I saw him near his car talking to a few local kids who were trying to touch his sports car and trying to snap pictures in front of it. Looking at him and the way he was interacting with kids made me feel that in spite of all that rugged exterior, he was kind and down to earth. As he saw me, he waved at me and passed me a smile which was making my heart run out of my body. I waved back and walked towards home exhilarated imagining a thousand scenarios of when I would meet him next.
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