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Introduction

In the blinding, sunlit sprawl of Parramatta, where the Parramatta 

River’s ancient, muddy currents continuously whisper forgotten, 

watery secrets to the restless, sun-baked concrete of Sydney’s 

rapidly expanding western frontier, nine desi women arrived much 

like a heavy, darkening monsoon cloud pregnant with both immense

promise and devastating peril. They were a striking, vibrant 

collective: Sumitri, Puju, Rashmi Bongi, Komal Gupta, Pallavi, Priya 

Sharma—who boldly, loudly stylized herself as Ms. 

Aussie—Priyanka, Khushboo, and the stoic Rohini. They were 

intricately bound together by the thick, invisible threads of shared 

cultural heritage, the deep, aching, nostalgic longing of the 



immigrant experience, and the fierce, burning ambition that 

relentlessly propels the displaced toward terrifying new horizons. 

Together, they sought to plant the seeds of their grandest culinary 

dreams deep into the gleaming, highly polished, and entirely 

synthetic soil of the Eastfield Mall food court.

Against the harsh, cold bluish glare of the mall's fluorescent canopy,

nine distinct restaurants violently bloomed in an act of fragrant, 

unapologetic defiance. The air in their designated corridor was 

instantly, heavily transformed, vibrating with a dizzying cacophony 

of scents and sounds. There were the rich, buttery aromas of royal 

thalis, the sharp, tangy, street-side bite of lively chai chaats, and 

the deep, mustard-oil pungency of fiery Bengal feasts. One could 

smell the earthy, robust warmth of Punjabi prides, the delicate, 

slow-cooked perfume of Awadhi elegances, and the sharp, 

confusing, yet alluring sizzle of modern hybrid flames. Adding to 

this sensory overwhelming tapestry were the clean, garlic-laced 

broths of Himalayan havens, the intensely spiced, intoxicating 

clouds of aromatic wazwan delights, and the sharp, tamarind-laced 

tang of enduring coastal curries. The visual array was staggering—a

riot of saffron yellows, deep crimsons, and ocean blues cutting 

through the mall's sterile beige. Each brightly lit storefront stood as 

a powerful, living testament to sheer human resilience, and each 

served as a perfect, glittering mirror reflecting the incredibly 

vibrant, yet fundamentally fractured, soul of the massive desi 

diaspora. 

Yet, deep within this beautiful, chaotic garden of spice and 

desperate hope, the dark, scuttling crabs began to stir in the 

shadows. Jealousy, that ancient, timeless, and completely 

paralyzing affliction of the fiercely ambitious, quickly began to pull 

at the women's legs with sharp, invisible, and deeply venomous 



claws. The auditory landscape of the corridor shifted; the joyous 

clatter of pots and pans was slowly replaced by the sharp, sibilant 

hisses of whispered rumors and the heavy, lethargic silence of 

apathetic kitchens. Difficult, demanding, and constantly cheating 

customers, perfectly personified by the loud, indomitable, and 

endlessly complaining Chunmun Singh, feasted heavily at their 

tables and maliciously faulted their every minor misstep. Behind the

swinging doors, lazy cooks, utterly exhausted by the windowless 

heat and the grueling, endless mall hours, faltered completely under

the mounting pressure, allowing the sharp, bright flavors of their 

homelands to dull into murky mediocrity. 

The visual decay was slow but undeniable. The practice of blatant 

overcharging was heavily utilized to artificially mask the sad reality 

of culinary shortcuts, while desperately stale, reheated offerings hid

cowardly behind thick, seductive, and deceptively beautiful aromas. 

Online, devastatingly bad digital reviews sparked and spread like a 

violent, uncontrollable wildfire ripping directly through the tight-knit

digital alleys and WhatsApp groups of the local community. 

Meanwhile, a collective, stubborn refusal to improve or adapt their 

methods only served to harden the women's proud hearts against 

the freezing, inevitable winds of commercial change. 

One by one, the heavy, rattling metal security grilles came crashing

down. The restaurants permanently shuttered, their once-vibrant, 

inviting lights dimming into complete, suffocating blackness beneath

the mall’s cold, indifferent fluorescence. This is their shared 

story—it is not merely a dry, financial chronicle of suburban 

commercial failure, but rather a profoundly deep, devastating 

human epic detailing the soaring, blinding rise of raw ambition and 

the terribly quiet, lingering tragedy of its ultimate fall. Through 

these nine interlocked chapters, we directly bear witness to exactly 



how a supportive, beautiful sisterhood tragically soured into an 

ecosystem of active, vicious sabotage. We see how grand, beautiful 

dreams, when too heavily seasoned with the bitter spice of dark 

envy, inevitably turned to ash in their mouths. It reveals how the 

immigrant heart, incredibly resilient yet terrifyingly fragile, must 

eventually confront the absolute, hard limits of pure pride when 

attempting to take root in a land of borrowed, concrete soil. Exactly 

like a great, sweeping novel of our modern times, this saga 

fearlessly explores the deep, universal human truths of community 

reliance, the fracturing of cultural identity, and the incredibly 

delicate, dangerous balance between honoring strict tradition and 

embracing necessary adaptation while navigating the ever-shifting, 

treacherous currents of modernity. 

Chapter 1: Sumitri's Spiced Mirage

In the sun-dappled sprawl of Parramatta, where the Parramatta 

River's distant breath mingled with the diesel hum of Sydney's 

western arteries, Sumitri arrived like a monsoon cloud heavy with 

promise. The light in her eyes was sharp, carrying the dusty, golden

memories of Rajasthan's Thar desert. She was the eldest among the

nine, a woman composed of fire and grit who had traded the quiet 

rhythm of ancestral fields for the loud, fluorescent promise of 

Eastfield Mall. With her husband, a taciturn engineer whose own 

dreams had slowly calcified into the rigid rows of digital 

spreadsheets, she poured their collective life savings into Sumitri's 

Royal Thali. 

When the restaurant first shimmered into being, it felt less like a 

commercial enterprise and more like a carefully constructed mirage 

amid the mall's synthetic opulence. The visual contrast was striking:

outside her doors, the cold neon signs of chain stores blinked in a 

sterile, bluish hue, but inside, the air was bathed in a warm, amber 



glow. The walls were heavily adorned with richly printed tapestries 

depicting Jaipur's majestic palaces, vivid fabrics bought cheap from 

an online bazaar that nevertheless captured the ruby reds and 

sapphire blues of her homeland. The scent of the place was 

intoxicating. The air was perpetually perfumed with the sharp, 

sweet bite of bruised cardamom and the heavy, buttery aroma of 

simmering ambition. Customers flocked to her tables at first. Weary

office workers craving the fiery authenticity of a home-cooked meal 

and local families seeking a taste of weekend nostalgia were drawn 

by the irresistible, yeasty scent of fresh naan blistering in the 

tandoor. They were equally captivated by the gleam of Sumitri’s 

welcoming smile, which flashed bright against the saffron silk of her

swirling sari. 

Sumitri moved through this sensory wonderland like a high 

priestess commanding her domain. She spoke to patrons in hushed,

reverent tones of "pure desi hospitality," spinning tales of secret 

recipes whispered directly from her grandmother's lips over 

crackling wood fires. Yet, beneath this glossy veneer of cultural 

purity, the bitter seeds of jealousy stirred early and silently. The 

other eight women, her supposed sisters in this grand suburban 

odyssey, watched her initial success with narrowed eyes, displaying 

the quiet venom of crabs trapped in a bucket. The auditory 

landscape of the community began to shift. Puju's bright, ringing 

laughter began to carry cruel barbs at weekend community 

gatherings. Rashmi Bongi's low, conspiratorial whispers drifted 

through the mall corridors, painting Sumitri as "too flashy, too 

Western," a betrayal of their shared roots. Sumitri, her pride stung, 

responded in kind. She began undercutting her rivals' prices just 

enough to leave a lingering sting, and she seeded the local 

grapevine with toxic rumors of watered-down spices simmering in 

her rivals' kitchens. 


