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is book is dedicated to all those who helped me overcome my cross roads in

the darkest points of my life.



Preface

Rough Times

W    paths of life, we cross many roads. With every road

comes another—crossroads that may present you with gifts and glory. Lest we

forget, no life is a fairy tale. Every successful trip can quickly turn to a series of

unfortunate events. Such was the case of twenty-seven-year-old software

engineer, Arrun Durai, living in Toronto, Canada. Arrun—who had lost both

of his parents to a brutal murder at the age of one—managed to live a pleasant

life, thanks to Sarah Gellis, a single mother who had raised six orphaned

children, including Arrun. at is, until Arrun stumbled into the pit, setting

off a chain of unexpected events.

Arrun spent several days sitting in a dark room secluded from the world

and the people who had once been in his life. Surrounded by dense marijuana

smoke, the burning sensation of alcohol in his throat, his only hope was to

forget his past, to forget her, Hasini Ravichandran, the girl that had walked

into his life, altering it forever. When she suddenly disappeared, it left a great

breach within his soul. What bad is there to say of an angel—and that she

sincerely was, a beauty that leaves an impression. No number of drugs or

alcohol would ever give him the peace he had once had. Instead, he is endlessly

reminded of her smile, her eyes, and her voice. Nothing would ever help him

forget, but to him, it was all he could do to reminisce in the times they had

shared, to remember the good times and forget the one incident that made

everything collapse.



e time was two thirty-four a.m. Not content with his daily dose, Arrun

met up with his usual dealer who lived two blocks away from his condo,

unaware that he was about to suffer the test of his life. It would be one that

would lead set him to embark on a journey like none before, a journey that

would show him the true colours of what life had to bring.

Z

Marona Duranji was known as the god of the criminal underworld. Only a

privileged few had knowledge of how the man from Chennai, India had

become one of the most feared dons of the twenty-first century, though his six-

foot-three-inch, broad frame might have had something to do with it. At the

age of fifty-six, Marona was the definition of fear. He might be old, but there

was no one—either local or of a higher authority—who dared to cross him.

His ventures in drug trafficking, extortion, kidnapping, prostitution,

assassinations, and the business world had rewarded him well, though his

empire threatened to come tumbling down in a final instant.

Arrun met up with Remone as he had every other day for the past three

months. As Marona’s twenty-seven-year-old henchman, Remone usually

handled small marijuana deals with the locals. Arrun had been off work for

some time by then and was low on cash, and his debt had increased, which

eventually led to a dispute with Remone. e argument eventually caught the

attention of others around them, Marona among them, though he didn’t seem

to actually care.

Something was not right. Arrun looked around in humiliation to spot one

of Marona’s henchmen as he stood in the near distance, his pistol pulled and

aimed directly at Marona. Without hesitation, Arrun rushed the henchman,

tackling him to the ground. He received a bullet to his right shoulder for his

troubles, the one that had been meant for Marona.



Arrun laid on the floor breathing heavily, looking up at the night sky,

preoccupied with the glow of the stars, knowing something was coming his

way, and he was ready for it.



Chapter One

A Beginning to an End

J ,   the day a woman by the name of Sarah Gellis changed

my life forever. Sarah, as she liked to be called, was twenty-five when she

adopted me. I wasn’t the only one she’d saved from a life of emptiness—Benny,

Mahat, and Asha had all been brought into the family at the same time as

myself. A year later, we were fortunate to have added Rohini and iru. A year

younger than the rest of us, they are, without a doubt, the most bothersome

twins you will ever meet, though I love them with every passing beat of my

heart. Yes, we had all been orphans, but we never had the cause to be upset by

it. Having brought us over from India, she gave us all a better shot at life,

raising us in Western society. ough Sarah was young and a single mother,

she filled the void better than anyone possibly could.

Sarah was the child of a single mother herself, and an extremely wealthy

single mother, at that. When her mother passed away in 1984, she had been

left a sum of money, and she was able to spend it on anything she desired. is

begged the question why she hadn’t gone out to enjoy the money for her own

pleasure, especially seeing how it would have been a reasonable thing to do at

twenty-five, but I never paused to question her because there had always been

something strangely remarkable about her. She had enough money to enjoy a

luxurious lifestyle, but she didn’t want that. Her only desire was for us to be

raised as friends, rather than a traditional sibling relationship. My “siblings”

and I all grew up knowing her beliefs were not customary, but that was what

had made her amazing.



She played the role of role model and teacher to the six of us, which is why

it was so difficult when we lost her at the age of forty-nine on July 16, 2010.

She was a strong woman, but sometimes even the strongest can fall prey to the

devil that is cancer. Times were hard, but it becomes a bit easier when you’re

one in a group of people raised by a tough, independent woman. Having left

us with a place to call home, an education, and knowledge of what it meant to

live life well, Sarah had opened the door to our futures.
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A year passed, and our wounds healed. We gradually grew accustomed to life

without Sarah, though her absence remained ever-present at the backs of our

minds. A few months after Sarah had passed, Rohini met Akil. A software

engineer like myself, Akil was honestly the spark the entire family needed. I

always knew she’d be the one to first fall in love out of the six of us, but she

shocked us when she’d announced their marriage only a year after having met.

I remember the day she told us like it was yesterday. She called us into the

living room. Akil stood beside her as she screamed, “We’re getting married!”

Only God knew how annoyingly loud she had been.

Asha joined her, the two of them jumping circles of joy. At that moment, I

was truly more worried about them knocking down the TV in their

excitement.

I put my feelings aside and went over to congratulate Akil to warn him of

what he was in for.

When Rohini finally settled down, I gave her a hug and asked her, “Is this

what you truly want?”

Her smile said it all. You could tell that she had found love. I had never

been a believer of eternal love, though having been raised by a woman who had

lived her life without a partner might have had something to do with it.



Everyone stood in the living room, congratulating the soon to be wed

couple. I was curious if I’d ever be as ecstatic as Rohini and Akil were in that

moment.

“Champagne…Champagne…Champagne,” Benny, Mahat, and iru

chanted, reminding me of the bottle of Cristal that had been in my room

collecting dust since my trip to France the month before. I ran up the spiral

staircase and went into my room, having no clue as to where the bottle might

be. I found it while digging through the junk I’d brought back with me, sitting

under a pair of my boxers. I resolved to keep that little tidbit from the rest of

the group.

When I got back to the living room, Benny, Mahat, and iru had their

glasses ready, smiles on their faces as if they had known I had it. I was not

surprised. e three of them had always been the sneaky ones.

We stood in a circle, and I poured the Champagne, thinking it might be

the appropriate time to make a toast. “We all knew it would be Rohini to first

find love,” I said, “and Akil, like I said, good luck dealing with this one.

“Jokes aside, I know I speak on behalf of all of us when I wish you the both

of you a long and healthy life together.

“We may all have been all adopted, and we refer to each other as friends,

but what an amazing feeling it is to have a family that you can treat as friends.

“Rohini, if Sarah were here with us today, she would be incredibly proud

of the beautiful woman you’ve become.

“Akil, if Sarah were with us, she’d be pleased to bring another son into the

family. Akil, you are now one of us, and if you ever need help, I want you to

know that your family will always be here for you.”

Z



I opened my eyes. e pain was obvious, but where I was seemed rather vague.

At first, my vision was a bit blurred, but as it cleared, I could tell I was in a

dark, abandoned warehouse. ere was a window to the left of me. I thought I

might recognize the view.

I heard voices. Nearly twenty men were standing a few meters away from

the table I on which I assume they’d left me after being stitched and bandaged.

Over their heads was the man that had shot me, chained there and beaten to a

pulp. It was apparent he wouldn’t live to see another day.

ere was a shattered mirror against a metal beam with dried blood on it.

It hit me I’d been so lost in thought that I’d forgotten how I used to look. e

man in the reflection, wearing a beard and relatively long hair, could not have

been me, but it was.

I got off the table and walked toward the group of men. Remone was

among them, his handgun holstered at his waist. I took ownership of his gun,

setting all eyes on me. At that moment, I paid no attention to the men staring

at me in disbelief nor the ones preparing to fire at me. My focus was purely on

the target as I stepped toward the man that had shot me, brought the gun to

his head, and pulled the trigger.

e bullet bored through his skull. It was something poetic. I had lost

people before, but it was something new to have been the person to end one’s

existence.

ere, on the floor, lay the body of a dead man; I would never know his

name. I stood there in front of the others, a cold-blooded killer, Marona

himself in front of me. I wasn’t that small in height, but given his height, I had

to cock my head back to look the man in the eyes.

“You are coming with us to Tamil Nadu,” he said with his dread-filled

voice.

I did not need to say a word. It was as if Marona had known I would go.

Maybe he had seen the gash in my soul—he was the devil, after all.



He took off with a smirk on his face as his henchmen made their way

toward me. Two of them walked by me, toting the body.

I stood there without a care in the world after having killed a man.

Remone stepped toward me. “Welcome to the family,” he said.

Family. It is funny that I haven’t thought of the importance of family in

some time now. At one point in my life, it was the only thing for which I had

lived. I have not considered why I’d pushed my family away, even after their

constant attempts to talk some sense into me. It might be because I did not

have the love I had once felt or maybe it was because walking life alone is

sometimes the more favorable option.



Chapter Two

A Walk Down Memory Lane

O    May 26, 2011, I awoke to what was arguably the

worst hangover of my life. It was also the day before Rohini and Akil’s

wedding. I remember it as if it were only a few months ago that we were in our

living room, making a toast to the newly engaged couple. I guess they must

have been in a real rush to get hitched. I do believe Rohini is always in a hurry

with things, and to be honest, I would not be surprised to learn she would

make me an uncle in a few months. ough she was always in a rush to do

things, I knew she considered everything a million times over before

committing to a decision. I was confident with her decision to get married,

knowing it would not have come without long deliberation beforehand.

I rolled over in my bed and turned toward the lamp desk to my right to

find my sunglasses. Everything that happened the night before was still a blur.

I looked through my resort window at the view of the beautiful blue sea,

knowing it must have been a crazy night. Although the wedding had quickly

come, I was thrilled that Rohini and Akil had come to the decision to have it

in the Dominican Republic. Given my headache, I felt as if I could’ve probably

stuck around in my hotel room in my boxers for the rest of the day, but I

wasn’t prepared to waste a day in paradise. Being twenty-five-years-old, you’d

think I’d be a more organized individual, but I liked things messy.

My hangover was getting the best of me by the, and I didn’t give single care

as to what I wore. I found my black basketball shorts and a black t-shirt lying

on the bed from the day before, and I put it on, figuring the cute girls wouldn’t



be up at seven in the morning—honestly, I didn’t even know what I was doing

awake at that moment.

I headed over to the washroom, in need of some urgent attention. My

body was asking me to take care of its needs as soon as possible, and when I

did, my word, it was heavenly. After I washed my hands, I brushed my teeth. It

felt great to get rid of that nasty morning taste after a night of drinking.

A lot of people with whom I have drunk in the past have told me that a

shot of alcohol helps cure hangovers in the morning. Hey, I thought, why not

drink a mickey of whiskey from the mini-bar? I’m not an alcoholic or

anything, but when I drink, I drink!

It only took a few minutes for me to get back on my feet again. My

immediate reaction was to call to check on my three idiot brothers. Asha was

probably still asleep. Rohini was most likely dealing with wedding stress.

Getting those goofs to pick up their phone was probably going to be extremely

hard. If they weren’t in their rooms asleep, they were in the beds of some

random girls. Either way, I figured I probably shouldn’t disturb them, and I

headed over to get some breakfast. It seemed like the more reasonable plan.

I grabbed my pack of smokes and my lighter and made my way out the

door, almost bumping into the maid right outside the door. I smiled and

warned her, “Good luck in there.” I could tell she wasn’t looking forward to

tackling my room. To ease her pain, I slipped her a twenty-dollar bill. Her

reaction made it seem as if she was able to face the largest army if that was

what she’d find crowded into my room.

On my way to the elevator, I saw Paradise through the enlarged glass

doors. Outside of the hotel, I was welcomed by the tall palm trees, morning

risers, and the glorious sun rising on the horizon over the water.

In the courtyard, I encountered many friendly, smiling faces. I continued

along the path and over the small bridge to see Mahat sleeping near the pool.

We must’ve been out there sometime last night. At least I was able to make it

to my bed. I was struck with an amusing thought: what if I were to push him



into the pool? He’d probably be upset, but I couldn’t care less because it would

be hilarious.

As I tiptoed toward him, I wondered why I was trying to be quiet, seeing

as how the guy was out cold. Instead of tiptoeing toward him, I rushed him,

smashing him with a powerful kick to his ass.

His reaction was priceless. He was not pleased, a fact clearly visible in the

look on his face. He got out the pool and walked by me, giving me a dirty

look, grumbling, “Not cool, bro. Not cool at all.”

It was hilarious to me. I watched him walk back to the hotel, getting the

remaining laughs out of my system. When I was done, I put a smoke between

my lips, and light it up, and went on my way to the outdoor breakfast buffet.

ere were already a few families sitting at the tables, eating breakfast over

conversation. I wasn’t all that hungry, but I’d have considered some coffee more

than beneficial. After grabbing my cup of coffee, I decided to take a seat at a

nearby bar. I flicked my smoke into the distance and took a place at the bar on

a stool, making a concerted effort to remember the events of the night before

as I took steady sips from my cup. I should’ve probably asked Mahat if he

remembered anything instead of pushing him into the pool, but it had been

completely worth it.

After about fifteen minutes, a gorgeous woman came to sit next to me. She

seemed a tad bit familiar. I do not think she acknowledged the fact that I was

sitting next to her. Either that or she did not care I was there.

I am the worst when it comes to speaking to women. I never knew how to

start a conversation with them. I realized she was eating breakfast at the bar

and not at a table like the other folks, though she did not seem like much of a

morning drinker to me. I built up some courage and managed to ask her why

she was eating breakfast alone at the bar, though her facial expression clearly

reminded me to mind my own business. e fact only made me increasingly

curious. It could have been the remaining alcohol in my system, but I

managed to ask her if we had met before.



“You mean to say that you don’t remember me?” she said. “You don’t

remember bumping into me last night, knocking down not only my luggage

but me as well? How does one not remember being shirtless, running down

the hallway dancing, and yelling Tamizh folk songs at two a.m.? Clearly, you

were drunk, though you could have had the courtesy to help me up, asshole.”

I stared at her blankly, having not recalled a word she had said. Still, it was

starting to come back to me. I love Western music—I grew up listening to it—

but I loved Tamizh music to another extent. I used it to stay connected to my

culture. To be honest, all I really took from what she had said was that she

knew that whatever I had been singing was Tamizh, so she must have been

from a similar background. Without thinking twice, I asked, “Are you

Tamizh?”

“Seriously? All that, and that’s what you think to say to me?” Her anger

started to build anew.

“What else did you expect for me to say?” I wanted to be nice, but I didn’t

know what she wanted from me.

“Um…how about an apology?” she shouted.

“Right. I’m extremely sorry for whatever I did last night,” I replied, hoping

it would be enough to ease her state of mind.

“Apology not accepted. Now, would you be kind enough to let me eat my

breakfast in peace?”

She seemed obnoxious. Since I had apologized, and she couldn’t accept it,

it was probably my cue to leave, but I still wanted to know if she was Tamizh.

She seemed a bit fair-skinned to be Tamizh, but she knew the language of the

song I had supposedly sung last night.

Giving it another shot could not really do much more damage, I thought,

so once again, I asked if she were Tamizh.

“Seriously, who are you, man? Can’t you just leave me alone? If it matters

that much to you then yes. Yes, I am Tamizh! Are you satisfied now? I’m



expecting my friend soon, and I’d really appreciate it if your hideous face

wasn’t around when she got here.”

I turned to the mirror under the shelves of booze bottles and took a good,

hard look at myself. I had always thought I was a handsome guy, and the guy

in the mirror looking back at me thought the same. Silly girl—she probably

just did not have any taste.

“Bitch,” I whispered.

“Excuse me, did you say something?” she asked. I was pretty sure she’d

caught me mumbling.

“Nope. Not a word, ma’am! I’ll just be on my way now,” I replied. It was

probably time for me to get going anyway. I would not have wanted to end up

leaving the bar with a slap.

Just as I was about to get up from my seat, I saw Rohini walking toward

me. She waved, and I waved back, staying in my seat while the gorgeous but

horrifying girl sitting next to me gave me a look that could kill.

With much excitement, Rohini said, “So, you’ve already met my friend?” It

took a moment for what she was saying to sink in, but it seemed like the friend

the girl had been waiting for was none other than my very own sister! Oh,

coincidence is an amusing thing.

“Hasini, meet my brother, Arrun,” Rohini said by way of introduction.

“is is your brother?” she asked quietly.

“Yeah. Arrun’s the quiet, reserved one out of the six of us. He’s also my

favourite.” Rohini continued, “Arrun, this is my best friend. I roomed with her

at university.” I vaguely remembered Rohini mentioning the name, Hasini, a

few times, but I had never even seen a picture of her. I wanted to turn to

Hasini and laugh, but I had already started off on the wrong foot.

“Ah, I see, I see. Hasini seems to be a very kind person,” I said, trying my

best to hold in a burst of laughter.

is time around, I wasn’t the one with the blank look on my face. Hasini

was left in utter shock. She could not believe that she had sat there, insulting



her best friend’s brother the entire time. With a smirk on my face, I looked at

Rohini and said, “You probably have lots to catch up on, so I’ll leave you to it.”

I walked toward the hotel doors but turned to glance back at Hasini, who

was still staring at me from a distance, wearing an embarrassed face. She was a

beautiful girl, there was no denying that, but there was something more to her,

too, something I could not figure out. Something inside wanted to get to know

her more.
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It was the day before the wedding, and after a long day of preparations, we

were finally able to sit at a table full of family and friends to have dinner. Our

seating had been pre-arranged. It was quite weird the way it worked out, but I

had been assigned a seat next to Hasini. I prepared to see more boldness come

my way, seeing as how she really did not like me.

Once we had sat down for our meals, I didn’t speak even a single word to

Hasini; it was actually a tad more awkward than I’d expected. Sitting across

from me were the soon to be wed, to my right was Hasini, and to my left was

Benny. e family playboy, Benny always managed to smooth-talk the ladies.

Most of the time, Benny didn’t leave any girls for the rest of us to talk to.

A moment after we sat down, Benny nudged me, wanting to sit next to

Hasini after having seen how beautiful she was. I gave him the kill-eye and let

him know I saw her first. en I glanced at Rohini, who delivered me a wink. I

had a weird vibe that Rohini might have sat me next to Hasini on purpose, as

she knew how much difficulty I had talking to women on my own.

After some time, the dinner was about to begin. I felt something drop on

my foot. When I looked down, I saw a note. “Pick it up,” Hasini whispered.

“Pick it up.”

I picked it up and opened it curiously. “Meet me at the beach after dinner

is over,” it read.

I looked over my shoulder to see Benny who grunted at me as I glanced at

him. “You have got to be kidding me,” he said. I guess it surprised him that it



was me who was getting a chance to speak with a pretty lady for a change.

When dinner concluded, I saw Hasini make her way toward the beach,

and I followed her. With the moonlight shining and the water resting easy, I

saw her in the distance. She had let her hair down, and the wind was blowing

gently through it. She seemed even more beautiful with every moment that

passed, but I was incapable of knowing why. e moment felt like a movie in

my mind, but it wasn’t like I was in love. ough knew Cupid wasn’t about to

warn me before he shot his damn arrow, I walked toward her. It was more

difficult than I had expected. is time around, I didn’t have the alcohol-

steaming bravery from within.

Hasini kept her eyes steady in sight of the silent sea, and I walked up next

to her. We shared a quiet moment. I was the first one to break the silence.

“Is there something you wanted to talk about?” I inquired. “Why’d you ask

me to meet you here?”

She took a fleeting moment before turning toward me to reply, “I just

wanted to apologize for how rudely I behaved earlier today. Maybe we can start

fresh? As friends?”

I had hoped for a fresh start.

Her expression showed how pleased she was to see my reaction. I stood

there, wondering what to say next. As I took my sweet time, she smiled and

paced away back toward the hotel. I had a hard time letting her walk away.

With every step she moved farther away, I was left hoping I’d see her smile

again.

I built up the courage to call to her, “Are you really going to go back to

your hotel room already?”

“Is there something you had in mind?” she questioned with a laugh.

I turned to my left to look at the sea. “Why don’t we learn more about

each other?” I asked, not knowing whether Hasini would even be interested.

Her acceptance seemed transparent when she made her way back toward

me. Given the dark night consuming our surroundings, her presence seemed



to bring the moon to life. e moon always shines brightly, but I had never

noticed its magnificence.

We spoke for hours. By the end of it, she seemed more beautiful. At first

glance, it was her beauty that had caught my eye—her long, wavy, black hair,

the way her mesmerizing hazel eyes sealed shut when she laughed, the way I

wanted to rest my hands on her sharp jawline, and her smile, enough to make

me forget everything around me.

I hadn’t expected to know someone like I did Hasini after only a few hours

of conversation. I saw the sadness in her joyful eyes when she spoke of her

parents—she had lost both of her parents to a fatal car crash when she was

thirteen, leaving her in the care of her uncle. She told me of how her uncle had

treated her like she was his very own daughter. Like her parents, he, too, had

been taken away from her. She was in her first year of university at the time.

With all that had been taken from her, she remained brave, stuck it

through, and followed her dream to become a journalist. is was where she

got to me—the amount of energy she had while talking about her plans for the

future. She carried on about how she wished to travel around the world to

spread awareness and stories that would help the innocents who needed a

hand, and how she looked forward to being in love with a man she could

consider a friend. en, she went on about how she would like to adopt a

child, and Sarah came to mind.

e time neared two a.m. It was probably time for us to head back to the

hotel, but I wanted to wait for her to say she wanted to leave. At that point,

the hours I had spent with her was not enough. She continued to talk, going

on about the things she had done or wanted to do for a few more minutes

before she said she felt tired, and we decided to head back to the hotel.

As we walked through the courtyard toward the tall, glass doors, I wished

that time would stand still, but that night was the first of many moments I had

planned to spend with her.



Hasini’s room was only a few doors down from mine. As we said our

goodbyes, she leaned in for a hug. Her head pressed against my chest, and I

knew I wanted the moment to last forever. As crazy as it may sound, I felt like

I was really falling for that girl.

I waved to her as she entered her room and then opened my own. I closed

the door behind me and leaned my back against it. Never had I felt that way—

ever! I wasn’t sure if it was love. at was the first day I had ever crossed paths

with her—was I crazy to be calling it love?

I saw my face in the mirror next to me, and I was incapable of erasing the

harmonious smile from my face. I felt like dancing and jumping around like I

had just won the lotto.

I lay on my bed, my mind lost in another world, trying to figure out why I

had fallen for Hasini and no other before her. Even with my eyes shut, her

beauty kept presenting itself. My fingers tapped my chest gently, feeling the

rise in beats with every moment I thought of her.

I never had the chance, nor will I ever get the opportunity, to meet my

birth mother. I will never feel her care, love, and compassion, but thanks to

Sarah, I never missed it. Sarah was my mother, and I long felt the emptiness

after missing her presence—until that very moment. It struck me of how

Hasini made me feel brand new; she reminded me of Sarah. Hasini was a

strong, independent woman, with a dream, someone who desired not only

look out for herself, but for the lives of others, as well. In life, one meets many

girls, and some of them might become friends, but no woman ever measures

up to the standing of a mother. But when a woman reminds you of your

mother, even to the slightest degree, you do not let her go.

I didn’t know how Hasini felt about me, whether she just considered me a

friend or her friends’ brother, but from that point onward, I knew she wasn’t

someone I wanted to leave my life.

g



Around five twenty-three a.m., I was rudely awakened by a knock on the

door—it was iru and Mahat. e two of them were prepared for the

wedding, and there I was, still in my boxers. Apparently, they had decided to

wake me up, knowing that I had probably gone back to my room late the

night before. It was a great call on their part—I might have missed my sister’s

wedding otherwise.

ey barged in and took my pack of smokes before walking out the door.

iru reminded me to call them when I was ready.

I stood in front of the bathroom mirror and applied shaving cream to my

face and had a sudden realization as the blade stroked my cheek: what if Hasini

wasn’t awake yet? Should I make sure that she had woken up?

I rushed out of my room and knocked on her door, forgetting I was still in

my boxers with shaving cream all over my face.

Hasini opened the door wrapped in a towel, her hair wet, drops of water

kissing her skin.

She laughed uncontrollably. I stood there, thinking that I should probably

leave—she was wrapped in a towel! I might have excellent self-control, but I

was still a guy, and the thoughts will flow.

Amid laughing, she asked, “You really like stripping in the hallway, don’t

you?”

at was when I realized I was still in my boxers with shaving cream on my

face—how embarrassing! Especially when standing in front of the girl you

want to impress.

I watched her laugh and put my shame aside when I couldn’t resist

laughing along with her.

As I was walked away, wearing a smile on my face, she called my name.

“Come knock on my door when you go down. Try to wear more clothes

next time,” she joked.

She had a good sense of humor. It was something else I loved about her.



I finished shaving and hopped into the shower as it was too soon to be

slipping into my clothes. After drying off, I put on my black pants, tucked in

my white shirt, and set about knotting the black tie around my neck. After

putting on my black blazer, I went out the door and walked toward Hasini’s

room. She, too, was coming out of her room. I was blown away by how fast

she got ready—the girl just got better and better; she looked breathtaking in

her white saree.

“Hasini, you look gorgeous!” I said. Her beauty made me nervous.

“Well, Arrun, you clean up very nicely, though the boxer look is better on

you,” she responded.

We shared a brief laugh and made our way down to the lobby where I saw

Mahat and iru, having a smoke over coffee. Benny was facing the opposite

direction in the distance, flirting with the smoking hot receptionist.

“You could at least try not to stare,” Hasini said, a smile on her face. I

really needed to clean up my act. If I wanted to impress her, I needed to stop

getting caught doing stupid things.

“I’ll get us some coffee—we both probably need it after getting only two

hours’ sleep,” I suggested.

Somehow, I managed to escape the embarrassing situation. After grabbing

a cup of coffee, I decided to introduce Hasini to Mahat and iru first because

Benny was wholly occupied. ey were still smoking away. While walking

toward them, I had the urge to ask for a smoke, but I wasn’t sure if Hasini

would care.

“Guys, this is Hasini,” I said. “She’s Rohini’s best friend. You guys

remember seeing her at dinner, right?”

Hasini just stood there with a smile on her face. She shook their hands,

and Mahat asked, “Why are you hanging out with Arrun, of all people? He’s

boring.”

“ere’s a lot more to him than you think,” Hasini praised.



I felt great. Who wouldn’t feel great being defended by the girl you

treasure?

A few moments after my brothers stopped insulting me, Hasini asked

iru for a smoke.

“You smoke?” I asked, completely astonished.

“Rarely. I do at times, though, when I have a feel for it. Don’t you?” Hasini

asked.

“No, I do, but I thought you might be disgusted by it,” I responded.

She laughed and said, “Don’t pretend like you don’t smoke just because

someone else would care; do as you wish.” I swear, the girl never ceased to

amaze me. She kept saying things that made me only tumble deeper into love

with her. If she didn’t fall in love with me by the end of it all, I swear I

wouldn’t know how I’d deal with the heartbreak.

I was not the only one who was surprised. Mahat and iru were

speechless themselves.

“You’re pretty awesome,” iru screamed.

“I know, right?” she said cheerily.

Mahat was standing to my right. He came close and whispered, “She’s a

keeper, bro.” It seemed as if I wasn’t the only one enjoying her company. She

was slowly stealing the hearts of my friends and family, one person at a time.

Being occupied, I didn’t notice how the time had flown. Hasini stood at

my side the entire morning. It was eleven a.m. before we even had a moment

to check the time. In a moment, Akil would tie the auspicious thread around

Rohini’s neck, pronouncing them husband and wife, according to our birth

culture, followed by the exchanging of rings.

Standing there amongst family in the midst of those I loved, I took a

moment to think of Sarah. e wedding was conducted exactly the way she

would have wanted it. ough we were all adopted, Sarah had taken the

initiative to make sure we remained close to our roots. She even tried to learn



more about our culture so she could teach us about it in the future—a

wonderful mother, indeed.

e big moment finally arrived. Akil grabbed hold of the thread, brought

it around Rohini’s neck, and tied the first of three knots.

Rohini held both of her hands, palm to palm, and I saw a tear drop down

her cheek. She looked at me, and I tried my best not to shed a tear myself; she

looked beautiful.

Hasini had a hand on Rohini’s shoulder as she looked at me and smiled. I

had a wild thought of marrying Hasini one day, so I could have her to myself.

With the third knot, the confetti flew, my three brothers jumped in joy, and

Asha hugged Rohini tightly. Emotions were heightened, and I felt Hasini wrap

her arm around me and lean her head against my shoulder. I glanced at Hasini

with a smile and turned to have a look at everyone in celebrating. e moment

was irreplaceable.

e celebration continued throughout the day. By nightfall, it was time to

party. We sat around the bar as a family, the same bar where I had met Hasini

for the first time. Ironically, both Hasini and I were sitting in the same spot as

we had before. I just hoped that this time around, she wouldn’t tear me apart

with her “kind” words.

e drinks flowed as did the laughter and cheesy speeches. e best time of

the night came when we hit the dance floor. I might not be so great talking to

the ladies, but I can sure as hell impress them on the dance floor. We danced to

our heart’s content. With ten minutes remaining in the evening, the DJ began

playing music for the couples. For most of us, it was our cue to take a seat.

Rohini and Akil shared their first dance. Asha danced with her boyfriend,

Benny with some random girl he’d sweet-talked, and Mahat and iru were far

too busy at the bar.

I took a seat next to Hasini at one of the empty tables at the side of the

dance floor. “Aren’t you going to ask me to dance?” she questioned. I can’t

believe I didn’t think to ask her! I gazed at the dance floor for a moment and



grasped her hand. On the dance floor, I put my hands on her waist as she

wrapped her arms around my neck. With the night sky glowing brightly with

stars, the dance floor was packed with couples, but my full attention was on

Hasini alone. At that moment, I felt the presence of no one around us. It was

only she and I accompanied by the stars and the moon. “Brittle Pieces” by

Zemmy was playing in the background. e music created the right

atmosphere. at was when I saw it for the first time—her eyes seemed to

glow. It was something I hadn’t seen in anyone else. I had the feeling that she

felt the same way as I did, but I couldn’t find the courage to ask, so I’d know

for sure. e dance lasted for ten minutes, but it felt like I’d danced with her

for an eternity.

e DJ played the last dance of the night. Everyone ran back to the floor,

jumping and screaming, but Hasini and I continued to hold each other,

oblivious to everyone going crazy around us.

Asha and Rohini bumped into us, bringing us back to reality. We glanced

at each other before she drifted away to be with the girls. I stood in the middle

of the dance floor, my hands clasped against the back of my head, feeling more

alive than ever. I watched Hasini as she turned back to glance at me—it was a

fantastic feeling. My brothers, including Akil, soon circled me, and I tagged

along with them as they danced like a bunch of crazy people.

It was three fifteen a.m. when the party wrapped up, and it was obvious

that all were tired. Countless people started making their way back to their

respective hotel rooms. I stood there for a moment with Benny, Mahat, and

iru, having a smoke.

Hasini stepped forward through the crowd of friends and asked me,

“Heading back upstairs soon?”

“You three don’t mind if I head back with Hasini, right?” I asked, hoping

my brothers wouldn’t be upset.

“No, you go ahead,” iru replied. “We’re probably going to go sleep, too.”



We made our way back to our rooms, remaining moderately quiet. Neither

of us broke the silence until we’d made our way to the elevator.

“Great wedding, right?” I asked, unable to bear the peace.

“It was amazing,” Hasini responded with enthusiasm. “I’m actually pretty

drunk,” she shouted. “I don’t even remember drinking that much.”

I gave her a smile and responded, “Oh, trust me—we all drank plenty

enough today.”

She confessed that she thought she might have trouble finding her room,

so I accompanied her all the way to her door. Once she had walked in, I

turned to go to my room.

“Going back to your room already?” she asked.

I turned back toward her and asked, “Why? Is there something you had in

mind?” We laughed for a moment, realizing the roles had been reversed from

the night before.

She stepped into the bathroom to change. I took my blazer off and

loosened my tie before getting comfortable on the couch next to her bed.

When she came out, she took a seat on the bed, and we continued talking

about the day, including our dance. An hour in, I thought I should maybe hint

at how I feel, just to see her reaction, and so I did.

“It’s funny how we just met yesterday, but I feel like I’ve known you my

entire life. at probably never happens for many people. I can still see the

sight of you, standing under the moonlight. Now, I have the memory of your

beauty when we shared a dance. I have met a lot of girls, many of whom I’ve

even tried dating, but none of them made me feel anything special. You did. I

don’t know how you pulled the string, but I am in no way able to let you go.

“I never met my birth mother, and then a year ago, I lost the mother who

helped me feel like I was never at a loss. After you came along, all that

heartache I had locked up inside me disappeared, and I feel nourished from

within.

“You know, you could say something.”



I hadn’t realized I was looking down while pouring my heart out to her.

When I glanced up, she was fast asleep. It was annoying but amusing at the

same time. I’d finally gained the courage to express myself, and she fell asleep

—it was just my luck.

Lying on her side, her back turned toward me as she slept, she was more

beautiful than Sleeping Beauty herself.

I turned off the lamp at the side of the bed and took a rest on the couch.


