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The Deuteragonist

Prologue

o—

Car stopped near the big yellow board, written,
“Welcome to Aluva”.

“We are here”, said the guy driving. “I will take it from
here... wait near the bus stand...”, “Yes madam... |
think we have enough petrol to go back....”

“Great then... get down”, said the girl sitting in
the pillion. As the driver got down, she started driving
the car, looking now and then for assistance from the
GPS device. After 30 minutes of driving through the
busy streets of Aluva, she stopped the car near
Mangulam signal. Taking her mobile, “Hey, I'm in
Mangulam”, she said over the call.

“Good... don’t call me again ... once done... |
will call you, come and collect it”. Call went dead.

Dressed in shorts and T-shirt, he walked past the
living room, master bed room and reached the library in
the far end of the house. Expecting the access card
enable door, he took the access card from his T-shirt and
opened the door. Seeing the green light, he smiled

walking in.
He went straight to the Mac Computer inside the
room and opened it typing the password. He

connected the USB port and navigated to the folder titled
Geedam. It’s all here.

He selected all the files and sent to backup, the
drive connected.

Copying started. 11 Minutes to Complete.

11 minutes was more than he could spend inside.
He had no options other than to wait. Every minute
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inside, he was sweating with his legs constantly
shivering.

8 minutes to Complete.

He wanted to curse everyone he knew worked
for Apple, seeing the copy getting delayed than he
expected. Biting his nails, he walked to the window to
look out, and he could see two sentries covering the
entrance. Running back to the computer, it said 4

Minutes to Complete.

Hearing footsteps approaching, he switched off
the monitor and sat in between the computer table and
the almirah. That was the best he could do. He had no
clue what was happening on the other end, but he hoped
he knew who it was. Spending more than seven minutes,
he peeped to see the door and it was pitch black.

Crawling back to the computer, he switched on
the monitor.

Copy Completed.
Damn, God does exist. Calling to the same
number he got a call from, “Got it... come...”, “Come

where”, girl on the other end asked.

“Come straight... don’t stop anywhere,
superintendent’s house is on the same street... don’t
attract attention... drive till you reach the house in the
left corner with a big coconut tree ... you should be
seeing it pretty easy....” He collected the drive and
walked fast as he could, swiped the card for access and
exited the room. Job half done. He took the same path to
the main gate, one of the sentries stopped seeing him.
“Entha Sir... evide ei samayathil...?”

“Walking... valliya climate alle...?”,  “Nalla
climate Sir”, replied the sentry.

He walked out as the other sentry opened the door for
him. Seeing a black car cross him, he knew it was her.
The sentry came out lighting his beedi.
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She kept driving through the road looking for the house
with the big coconut tree, after 10 minutes of her driving
all she could see were only the coconut trees.
Controlling her desperation to call him, she kept driving
and her mobile rang, “Where are you...?”, she asked.

“Turn the car... I am standing behind”, he
whispered. He knew, he had to give the disk to her. This
is his fourth attempt of copying the information to the
disk. All his previous attempts failed miserably, without
even getting inside the room. This time, he made a
duplicate card for the entry, choose the time late enough
for everyone in the house to sleep; except for the two
sentries everything went as per his plan. Seeing no
vehicle, he wanted to call back but he held seeing the
sentry still finishing his beedi.

Stopping the car, she made a U-turn and came
back on the same road, which she crossed by. This time,
she could see the tall coconut tree, but it was no different
than any other tree. In front of the big blue gate, she
could see two men standing, one dressed in khaki with a
lathi in hand.

She stopped the car, seeing the guy. Before he could
speak, sentry approached the car, “Enthanu madam...
Evide...?”

“ don’t speak Malayalam... English...
Hindi...?”, she paused.

He stepped in, “Tell me... where do you want to
go...?”, he slid over the opened car window dropping
the hard disk over the car seat.

“Aluva Railway station, Sir”, she replied.

“That’s a 40 minutes drive from here... keep
driving straight, take the left... you’ll reach Mangulam
signal... keep driving straight... you’ll see the
government hospital ... take the next turn.”

“Thanks Sir...”, she changed the gear; as the
sentry turned back, she held his hands, “Thanks....”
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“One thing I could do ... now leave, before he
comes... drive safe.”
“You too... be safe....”

As she pressed the accelerator, “Hey ... he
didn’t tell me your name ... he said he will send
someone....”

“Rhea”, she said smiling.
“Hope you know my name.”
“I do”, she pressed the accelerator hard.
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Chapter 1

— ———

Kj came out of the medical shop with an application
form, for his new SIM card, after an awkward
conversation with the girl in the shop, “Excuse me, I
need a Cell call SIM card with a fancy number”, he said.
“Just a moment, Sir.... Sir... you are Kj, right...?”, he
nodded in reply. “I think this is your fiftieth SIM card...
right...?”, he nodded once again, “Why do you use so
many SIM cards...? Anyway you aren’t going to
recharge this.... I mean I have never seen you doing....”,
“No... I usually...”, she interrupted, “You just use the
free amount that is provided in every SIM and then
throw that... right...?”, this time he nodded for a much
longer duration and came out, she called him again,
“Sir... just stick your photo in the form, I will fill all the
other details”, he gave a sigh and started walking
towards the park. Kj is in his late-twenties, well built,
fair with trimmed goatee, working as junior programmer
in mobile application development.

Outside, commonly called as Bing, aka Ganesh
was standing with his laptop bag and a fresh KFC
Mojito; Ganesh is Kj’s best friend and the only friend.
“Dude... half an hour late... you think even I’'m idle like
you?”, asked Kj.

“Hopefully yes”, Ganesh continued, “Listen
man, everything is ready as of now to be”, Kj
interrupted, “This is not the place to talk what we are
supposed to talk, come let’s get to the Race Course and
park your vehicle two blocks away from that hotel. I will
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