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About the Author

Seshadri: Engineer, Storyteller, and Artist

Seshadri is a seasoned engineer with 35 years of leadership experience in public and private steel mills, both in India and abroad. After an illustrious career, he transitioned into consultancy and found a renewed passion for storytelling. In just four years, he has authored nine captivating books, including Stranger Moments, Eclipsed–Darker Moments Revealed, Them), Serendipity, Seshadri’s 10 short stories, Earth Reimagined, Mystique, Vikram & Betal in a Futuristic World, and Verse by Verse, a profound collection of poetry. He also regularly contributes to several online platforms, sharing his creativity with an ever-growing audience.

A true polymath, Seshadri wears many hats. As a steel plant executive, he led with integrity; as a cricketer, he embraced teamwork and strategy; as a family man, he remains devoted to his wife, three sons, and their families. An award-winning artist, he brings the same depth of emotion to his literary works as he does to his visual art. His stories and poems reflect a unique blend of realism and abstraction, capturing life’s joys, challenges, and mysteries.

In Verse by Verse, Seshadri delves into the essence of existence through free verse, weaving together emotions and experiences that resonate universally. Each piece serves as a poetic brushstroke on the canvas of life.

Residing in Mumbai, Seshadri continues to inspire through his writing, art, and enduring passion for creativity. Connect with him at seshadri90@gmail.com to explore the world he so vividly brings to life.


Welcome To “Mumbai Forever”

A Love Affair with Chaos

Mumbai, once known as Bombay, is a city of stunning contrasts. It’s a place where dreams soar as high as the towering skyscrapers that grace its skyline, and yet, where shadows stretch just as long in the bustling streets below. Known as the “City of Dreams,” Mumbai is a magnetic force that draws people from all walks of life—each one eager to carve out a future, to reach for something bigger. But in this city of ambition, something else pulses beneath the surface: a deeper, darker undercurrent of survival, struggle, and secrets.

The vibrant energy of Mumbai is undeniable—its endless sea of cultures, traditions, and aspirations weaving a tapestry that is rich and colorful. Iconic landmarks like the Gateway of India and Marine Drive serve as timeless symbols of the city’s legacy. And, of course, Mumbai is the heartbeat of Bollywood—the land where stories are spun from dreams, and every hopeful soul hopes to find their place in the spotlight.

But not all stories are born from the glitz and glamour of cinema. Beneath the shine of luxury, the city’s underbelly thrives. The crowded local trains, the teeming slums, and the distant thrum of the underworld serve as silent witnesses to the struggle that exists alongside the success.

In Mumbai Forever, I take you beyond the dazzling surface, into a city where ambition, crime, and survival collide. Here, the boundary between right and wrong blurs, and the gritty underworld becomes as integral to Mumbai’s story as its skyscrapers and movie stars.

The novel explores this duality—where every dream comes with its own shadow, and for every victory, there is a sacrifice. The lives of the people who inhabit this city are constantly shaped by forces beyond their control, and the narrative reveals these hidden corners of Mumbai with honesty and grit. It is a story of resilience, power, and the shadows that define a city of both wonder and woe.

In this tale, the Mumbai you think you know is only half the picture. It’s in the spaces between—the silence of the alleys, the whispers in the high-rises, the glint of the stars on the silver screen, and the darkness that waits behind closed doors—that the real story unfolds.

Mumbai Forever isn’t just a city; it’s a world of dreams, struggles, and untold secrets. So, welcome—take a step into this captivating and complex city, and let the journey unfold.

A Gentle Reminder

This is a work of fiction, crafted from the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to real people, places, or events is purely coincidental—though life, as it often does, inspires art in the most unexpected ways.

The characters in this story are independent beings, with minds and motives of their own. If they cause a stir, well, you’ll have to blame them, not the author.

Enjoy the journey with an open heart—and remember, the truths within these pages belong to the world of storytelling, not to the courtroom.
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Chapter 1

The Blood on the Island
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It had just passed 7 AM on Sunday and the weather in Mumbai was already oppressively hot and humid. The incessant whirr of the kitchen mixer echoed through Nimmi’s studio apartment, sounding as annoying as an aeroplane preparing to taxi down a runway. The small apartment-like space in a beach house featured a bedroom and a combined kitchen and living area.

She muttered a few choice words under her breath while continuing to feed ripe tomatoes into the relentless machine. Tomato juice was a reputed cure for hangovers, but it wasn’t alleviating her throbbing headache.

Drinking tomato juice while suffering from a hangover might also be beneficial. Studies reveal that tomatoes contain substances that protect the liver from damage. Theoretically, tomatoes could reduce the consequences of alcohol use because excessive alcohol use can cause liver damage.

As she pushed the final tomato into the mixer, Nimmi’s mind wandered back to the rave party she’d attended the night before, a whirlwind of colour and sound that felt like a distant dream. The pulsating beats had thrummed through her body, a living rhythm that resonated with the very core of her being. In that electrifying moment, she had been swept away, lost in a sea of bodies moving in perfect harmony under the flickering strobe lights.

A fleeting moment of unadulterated happiness flashed in her memory—unrestrained laughter echoed in her ears, mingling with the intoxicating mix of ‘Ecstasy’ and champagne that had danced on her tongue. Each sip tasted like pure joy, liberating her from the burdens of reality. The vibrant lights spun around her, casting colourful shadows that made everything feel surreal, almost magical.

Amidst the chaos, the crowd had been a tapestry of society’s underbelly—Bollywood starlets flaunting their allure, their laughter as bright as the sequins on their dresses, mingling with small-time drug dealers and pimps who lurked in the shadows, their eyes glinting with opportunism.

The air was thick with a heady mix of excitement and danger as whispers of deals and illicit exchanges swirled beneath the music’s pounding beat. Nimmi had felt a thrill in being part of this world; however fleeting and dangerous it seemed, a part of something bigger, even if it teetered on the edge of chaos.

And then there was Nikhil, her past love. His presence made a warm comfort amid the turmoil. He had pulled her close, his laughter was infectious, and they had shared whispered secrets beneath the pounding bass, feeling like they were the only two people in the world. He always knew how to make her feel special, wrapping her in his charm as they swayed together, lost in the moment.

But now, where had he disappeared to in the harsh morning light? Anxiety flickered in her chest, cutting through the haze of nostalgia. Nimmi took a deep breath, pushing aside her worry, hoping he was out fetching some much-needed food. Her stomach growled in protest, a sharp reminder of the night’s indulgences. She was famished, craving something to anchor her back to reality, away from the fading echoes of last night’s euphoric escape.

Nimmi’s mind was a whirlpool of conflicting emotions as she stood in the kitchen, the faint smell of tomatoes and spices mingling in the humid air. She had always been good at compartmentalising, keeping the different aspects of her life in neat, separate boxes. But now, as she stared at the phone in her hand, uncertainty gnawed at her. The rave party from the night before still felt like a dream—an intoxicating blur of music, champagne, and Nikhil’s laughter.

But Nikhil had vanished without a word. His absence weighed heavily on her now, turning a night of carefree abandon into a haunting question mark. She needed answers. Her first instinct was to call him, to hear his voice, and to ease the growing knot in her stomach. Nimmi knew she should be careful; her family had no idea she’d spent the night at the party, let alone in Nikhil’s company. They would disapprove, just like they always disapproved of her choices. They still believed she was staying at a friend’s house, safely hidden from the world’s dangers.

Her fingers trembled as she dialled the number for the resort where the rave had taken place. Nikhil was managing the event; maybe someone there knew what had happened or where he had gone. The ringing on the other end seemed to stretch out endlessly, each tone adding to the unease coiling inside her. Finally, a voice crackled through the line.

“Resort reception. How may I help you?”

Nimmi swallowed, trying to steady her voice. “Hi, I’m looking for Nikhil—Nikhil Deshmukh.

He was managing the party last night. I... I haven’t been able to reach him.”

The receptionist paused momentarily, and Nimmi’s heart raced in the silence.

“I’m sorry, ma’am. Mr Deshmukh last came here in the early hours of the morning. He left before sunrise.”

“Did he say where he was going?” Nimmi asked, trying to keep the rising panic out of her voice.

“No, ma’am, he didn’t mention anything. He just left in a hurry.”

“Okay, thanks,” Nimmi replied, feeling the weight of uncertainty presses down harder. She hung up and stared at the phone, her mind racing with possibilities. Where could he have gone? Why hadn’t he called or sent her a message? A growing sense of unease crawled up her spine.

The confusion was eating away at her. She hadn’t told her family about the rave party. They still believed she was the obedient daughter who lived by their rules and never strayed too far from the path they had laid for her. If they found out she had stayed out all night with her past love, Nikhil, attending a party filled with Bollywood starlets, drug dealers, and shady characters, there would be hell to pay. They already disapproved of Nikhil, seeing him as nothing more than a slick talker from the entertainment industry—a world they saw as corrupt and dangerous.

Now, caught between her secrecy and her need to discover what had happened, Nimmi felt the walls closing. She wanted to trace the call to find out if Nikhil was okay or if something had gone terribly wrong. But how? Her mind raced with scenarios—had there been an argument? An accident? Was he in trouble? Or worse, was she kept in the dark about something far more sinister?

Her thoughts spun as she paced the small kitchen, her eyes darting to the window, where the bright morning light seemed harsh and out of place compared to the confusion in her heart. She couldn’t shake the nagging feeling that something was terribly wrong. The Nikhil she knew would only leave her like this with a word or sign.

She dialled his number, but it went straight to voicemail. Frustrated, she hung up and stared blankly at her phone. Her reflection on the shiny surface looked as bewildered as she felt. Nimmi didn’t know where to turn, who to call, or how to explain her absence to her family. The lies she had told to protect herself were now boxing her into a corner.

Her chest tightened as the thought of coming clean flashed through her mind. But she quickly dismissed it. No, that would be the worst decision. They wouldn’t understand. They never did. If anything, her family would use this to pull her away from Nikhil, to tear them apart, saying he wasn’t good enough for her and that his world was too dark and dangerous.

But then, where was he?

Her fingers hovered over the phone, contemplating another call—perhaps to his friends or someone else from the party. But what if that drew attention to her? What if word got back to her family? She was trapped between two worlds, one of youthful rebellion and the other of stifling tradition. And now, Nikhil’s disappearance had made that line even blurrier.

She let out a frustrated sigh, clutching the phone tightly. Time seemed to stretch, and the morning dragged on as her confusion deepened. What had been a night of temporary escape was now turning into a tangled mess she wasn’t sure how to unravel. All she knew was that something wasn’t right, and she couldn’t stay in this limbo forever.

Suddenly, the shrill ring of the landline in her bedroom tore through the monotonous hum of the mixer, as piercing as a scream in the silence. The sound seemed to slice through the air, sharp and intrusive, making Nimmi flinch. Her annoyance flared. The morning had already been unbearable—humid and sticky, her head still pounding from the previous night’s indulgence. She wiped her hands hastily on her apron, her movements jerky with irritation.” Who the hell calls this early?” she muttered, her heartbeat quickening for reasons she couldn’t explain. She snatched up the receiver, her voice as cold and sharp as the knife she was about to face.

“Hello?” she snapped, her frustration palpable, clashing with the gentle sunlight spilling through the window.

On the other end of the line, there was nothing. No static, no voice, just an oppressive silence that made the hairs on the back of Nimmi’s neck prickle.

“Who is it?” she demanded, her voice rising in anger and something else—something that felt like the edge of panic. But the silence remained. Unyielding. Mocking.

She slammed the receiver down with more force than necessary, the loud clatter echoing in the stillness. Annoyed, she turned back towards the kitchen, shaking her head at the absurdity of the moment. Her mind was still foggy, replaying fragments of the night before—Nikhil, the party, the flashing lights, the laughter. The alcohol. The drugs. A fleeting thought crossed her mind: Was this how it all ended? Hungover and cranky?

She was so caught in her own thoughts that she didn’t notice the dark and deliberate shadow creeping from the corner of the room. It wasn’t until a subtle shift in the air reached her—a sensation of something not quite right—that she turned.

Too late.

The gleam of cold metal in his hand was evident as a hulking figure emerged from the shadows near the back door. The dim light obscured his face. The twelve-inch knife briefly caught the sunlight, reflecting an eerie shimmer that made Nimmi’s blood cold.

Her breath caught in her throat. Time seemed to stretch and warp in that instant, the seconds dragging into an eternity. Her body froze as if in suspended animation, her mind screaming to react, move, or do something—but the fear gripped her, paralysing her in its icy clutch.

Without a word, without hesitation, the killer advanced with the chilling calm of someone who had done this before. His movements were disturbingly fluid, his expression blank—devoid of emotion, as though this act of violence was as routine as brushing his teeth.

The knife plunged into her chest with a sickening, fleshy thud, the force of the blow knocking the air from her lungs. She gasped a wet, ragged sound that barely escaped her lips. Her hands instinctively flew to her chest, grasping at the cold steel now buried deep in her heart. The pain was immediate, searing—an intense, white-hot agony that radiated through her body like wildfire.

She staggered backwards, her vision blurring, the world around her spinning. The blood flowed freely, warm and thick, seeping through her fingers as she crumpled to the floor. The kitchen tiles felt cold against her cheek, but the sensation was distant, far away, drowned out by the overwhelming pain.

Her eyes fluttered as the darkness closed in, inch by inch. She could feel her heartbeat slowing, her body growing heavier, and her legs refusing to respond. The light in her vision dimmed, and her consciousness slipped away like water through her fingers. There was no panic now, only a strange, detached acceptance.

In those final, fleeting moments, Nimmi’s mind spiralled into a strange kind of clarity. The pain was fading, but not because it had lessened—it was simply becoming irrelevant. She realised, in that brutal instant, that death was not what she had imagined. It wasn’t dramatic or terrifying. It was indifferent.

A crude, violent act had stolen her life, but the process of dying itself was quiet. Cold. Detached. Almost peaceful in its inevitability.

She realised death wasn’t some monstrous figure lurking in the shadows, waiting to claim you. It was simply… nothing. It was an absence, a violent eruption followed by silence—the mirror image of birth.

She had always feared death, but now, as the world faded to black, she understood. There was no need to be afraid. There was nothing left to worry about. The body was just a vessel, and that vessel had been empty.

She had no more thoughts, regrets or worries about the lies she’d told or the secrets she’d kept. In those last, fleeting moments, she was simply—gone.

A beautiful, vibrant life snuffed out in a heartbeat, reduced to a crimson pool spreading across the tiles.
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The killer wiped the blood from the blade, indifferent to the life he had just taken. To him, it was just another task—another contract. As long as people were willing to pay, there would always be knives. Governments could try to crack down on the underworld to curb the growing menace of hired killers, but in the end, money spoke louder. Money made the world go round.

He knew that, just as he knew, his work was far from over. Death was a business like any other. It had its clients, suppliers, and silent, shadowy transactions. And as long as people had enemies and greed, jealousy and power existed, there would always be someone like him.

He glanced at Nimmi’s lifeless body one last time, his expression unreadable, then slipped out through the back door, closing it softly behind him.

The quiet of the morning resumed, broken only by the faint hum of the mixer, still whirring away in the kitchen as if nothing had happened.

Knives are a popular choice for murder: affordable, accessible, and often untraceable. For a contract killer, they’re a tool as ordinary as a pen in the hands of a writer. The weapon that ended Nimmi’s life—a rusted, jagged blade set in ageing wood—was chosen with cold precision. The handle’s crooked construction and brass-looking screw held it together while serving its essential but valuable purpose. This wasn’t a crime of passion. It was a calculated execution, cold and efficient, driven by money, not emotion.

The killer worked with practised ease, rifling through Nimmi’s expensive handbag, extracting cash and a pair of diamond ear studs. He deftly tucked them under his reversible jacket. Stealing from the dead wasn’t personal; it was a bonus. As he moved silently towards the back door, he closed it softly behind him, leaving no sign of a struggle.

Once outside, he made a brief call to an unknown number—his only communication with the one who had ordered the hit. No words were exchanged, just the sound of breathing and a click. His message was clear: the job was done. Mounting his motorcycle, he sped off towards the highway, blending into the early morning traffic like any other commuter.

On his way, he stopped by a secluded creek. Checking his surroundings, he ensured no prying eyes were watching. After relieving himself, he carefully wiped the blood from the blade and cast it into the creek, where it disappeared with a soft splash. He had no sentimental attachment to the weapon. It was just another piece of disposable evidence, like the handle he would later discard at a nearby construction site, tossing it into a half-filled concrete mixer. It was Sunday, and there’d be no activity at the site. When workers returned, the handle would be buried deep in the foundation of another luxury high-rise.

As he continued towards Bandra, a sense of relief washed over him. His first order of business was a piping hot masala tea at a local stall—an ordinary ritual for an ordinary man. To the world, he was invisible. His oversized jacket, dark helmet, misshapen trousers, and dirty shoes made him appear unremarkable—someone easy to forget.

Everything had gone according to plan. No calls were needed now; everything had been predetermined. The killer would collect the remainder of his payment at the agreed-upon location. A wry smile crossed his face as he took his first sip of tea. It was remarkable how smoothly life could run for someone willing to do society’s dirty work. For him, it was just another day at the office.

After carrying out the grim task, the killer took a moment to gather himself, his heart still pounding from the adrenaline. He pulled out a battered phone, dialing an unlisted number with shaky fingers. The phone rang three times, and then silence—an unspoken code indicating the job was done. Satisfied, he crushed the phone in his palm, shattering it into useless fragments. 

Meanwhile, across town, the contact, a disheveled man nursing a brutal hangover, cursed the intrusion of the call. Groggy and irritable, he squinted at the screen, but as he read the brief message—a simple missed call confirmation—an unsettling grin spread across his face, revealing yellowed, stained teeth. He scratched his unkempt beard, his mind racing with thoughts of the bagful of currency notes that would soon arrive, a reward for his complicity and silence. With the promise of wealth looming over him, he settled back into bed, a smug smile curling his lips as he drifted back to sleep, blissfully unaware of the chaos his actions would set in motion.
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Chapter 2

Lights, Camera, Chaos
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Bollywood, often called Mayanagari or the ‘City of Dreams’, is a place where the transformative power of cinema is palpable. It is more than just a place where movies are created; it is a world where dreams are brought into existence and transformed. Within its borders, there is commonly a thin line between real and mere imagination that cannot be easily distinguished. Even as the city animates tales onto cinema screens, so do thousands of actors, developing artists, directors, and crew workers whose effort remains unseen save when their moment under brighter lights comes.

Coined as Bollywood in the 1970s through a blend of ‘Bombay’ (current Mumbai) and “Hollywood,” it refers to the Indian film industry that produces Hindi-language films with the highest number worldwide. Bollywood churns hundreds of movies annually, making it a global entertainment giant with revenues that amount to billions. Initially only well received in India and some parts of Asia, Bollywood has taken over the world’s audience with a combination of lively song and dance sequences, intense physical combat scenes, touching emotional stories, and characters beyond human imagination proportions.

All kinds of people are attracted to Bollywood for different reasons. Many cannot resist the idea of being a star someday. With its promise of fame and wealth, Bollywood serves as a beacon of hope for those with skills, talents, and hard work. Men and women alike yearn for the Hollywood style “red carpet” glamour, admiration from crowds while on stage musical productions, and the ability to feature in simple but emotional love stories or dramas that move people.

For the young generation, Bollywood is synonymous with hope—this is where dreams come alive. They regard their role models as heroes whose feats are worth emulating because they entertain and provide motivation. Conversely, older people remember Aditya Chopra as someone who inspired them through his songs and films back when life was simple. It is customary for families and friends to watch the newest Bollywood movie together, as it is a shared experience. Shallow though it may seem so, some others admire how sweet the melodious tunes from famous film soundtracks are.

[image: ]

On a typical morning at Film City, the bustling heart of Bollywood, director Shravan Mishra was already on the move, pacing the studio floor urgently. His voice resonated through the vast space as he addressed his crew, his passion palpable despite the lingering scent of fresh paint and the hum of equipment being set up. Once hailed as a golden boy of the industry, Mishra now grappled with a string of disappointments that pushed him to obscurity. Yet, even in the face of adversity, he commanded respect, presenting himself as an intellectual—a frequent commentator in televised debates on the evolving landscape of cinema.

As he ran a hand through his tousled hair, his eloquence 
in chaste Hindi drew the crew’s attention, though many seemed more focused on their tasks than his words.‘We are the pulse of this city’, he proclaimed, his voice tinged with fervour. ‘If the economy of Bollywood crumbles, so does Mumbai. 
This industry is more than just entertainment; it’s our identity. Our future’.

The assistant director, a fresh-faced youth just out of his teens, and the producer’s son nodded enthusiastically while clutching a steaming chai. Meanwhile, crew members trickled in at their own pace, some still rubbing sleep from their eyes, others lazily adjusting lights and cameras. Though it was only 8 AM, everyone knew the real work wouldn’t begin until after noon, a rhythm as familiar as the rising sun. The air was thick with potential and the unspoken hopes of everyone present, each awaiting the moment when Mishra’s vision would come to life on screen.

The lead actor, Nikhil Mathur, was in his usual corner, trying to catch up on lost sleep blissfully unaware that the love of his life, Nimmi, had taken her final bow in a far more tragic script. The previous night had stretched into the early hours, and his body ached from rehearsals. He glanced towards Shravan Mishra, who was now deeply engrossed in an animated conversation with the scriptwriter.

“Here we go again,” Nikhil thought, running a hand through his thick hair. “More lines to memorise.”

His mind drifted to Nimmi. He hoped she was still asleep, recovering from the exhausting rave party she had insisted on attending the previous night. He made a mental note to ask Chotu to send her some lunch later. The food on set was terrible—oily, spicy, and utterly unappetising.

Switching off his phone, he leaned back in his chair and closed his eyes. Within minutes, sleep overtook him, a rare luxury amidst the chaos of the film world.

Suddenly, a voice pulled him out of his dreams.

“Saheb! Saheb!” Chotu, the production assistant, called out urgently, shaking him gently.

Nikhil groaned and squinted into the bright studio lights. His head throbbed as the set’s chaotic energy assaulted his senses.

“Saheb, wake up. The set’s ready. Your makeup man is waiting!”

Reluctantly, Nikhil stood up, stretching and yawning, and sauntered towards his makeup van. He knew it would still be hours before any actual shooting happened. But as he shuffled towards the truck, a loud, authoritative voice suddenly echoed through the studio.

The day had started like any other on the set, with crew members lazily preparing for the shoot and the director engaged in his usual monologues about the importance of the film industry. The cameras were almost ready to roll when an unexpected sound broke through the usual hum of activity—an approaching vehicle’s low, throaty growl.

It wasn’t the usual delivery van or one of the luxury cars driven by actors. This was different. A deep rumbling vibrated through the ground, making heads turn in curiosity. The sound of tires crunching gravel announced the arrival of a police jeep, an old, rugged model that screeched to a halt just outside the main gate of the studio.

The noise sent a ripple of unease through the film crew. What’s a police jeep doing here? Whispers flitted from one end of the set to the other, crew members exchanging nervous glances. This wasn’t the type of interruption anyone expected during an ordinary film shoot.

Before anyone could react, two policemen climbed out of the Jeep, their boots hitting the ground with heavy thuds that echoed through the air. The taller officer adjusted his cap, eyes scanning the scene with sharp intent. He carried an air of authority that made people instinctively step back.

The smaller of the two, no less menacing, followed closely behind. Together, the policemen cut a path through the set, stern expressions and stiff postures silencing any chatter. Their footsteps sounded louder with each step, like the approach of a storm no one could avoid.

Suddenly, the tall officer raised his voice, his deep Marathi accent reverberating across the studio. “Nikhil Mathur kaun hai? Who is Nikhil Mathur?”

The booming demand shattered the air, turning heads in an instant. A wave of panic swept across the set. Conversations halted mid-sentence. The assistant director dropped his clipboard, and a young junior artist, startled by the volume, nearly spilt the masala chai she had been carrying.

Shravan Mishra, usually the most vocal and commanding presence, froze in his spot. His eyes widened as he registered the seriousness of the situation. He had directed enough police dramas to know this was


























OEBPS/nav.xhtml






		Half Title



		Titel



		Copyright



		Dedication



		Disclaimer



		Contents



		About the Author



		Welcome To “Mumbai Forever”



		PART 1



		Chapter 1 The Blood on the Island



		Chapter 2 Lights, Camera, Chaos



		Chapter 3 A Silent Agreement (a day before nimmi’s murder)



		Chapter 4 The Partnered Pursuit



		Chapter 5 The Ties That Bind



		Chapter 6 Waves of Grief



		Chapter 7 Family Ties, Broken Lies



		Chapter 8 A Shattered Legacy



		Chapter 9 Entangled Hearts and the Spark of Affection



		Chapter 10 The Fractured Connection



		Chapter 11 Threads of Deception



		Chapter 12 Wedding Bells and Hidden Ties









		PART 2



		Chapter 13 Fatal Attraction



		Chapter 14 Shattered Illusions



		Chapter 15 A Fragile Bond Begins to Crack



		Chapter 16 Crossroads of Conscience



		Chapter 17 A Honeymoon Cut Short









		PART 3



		Chapter 18 Evidence and Enemies



		Chapter 19 Trails of Deception



		Chapter 20 Curtains for Parkar



		Chapter 21 Shetty in Bengaluru









		PART 4



		Chapter 22 Nadia—The Queen of Shadows



		Chapter 23 Guardians of Justice



		Chapter 24 The Fall of Nadia Begum



		Chapter 25 Shadows In Pursuit



		Chapter 26 Under the Police Commissioner’s Eye



		Chapter 27 Shetty’s Calculated Game Plan



		Chapter 28 From Kingpin to Shadow King



		Chapter 29 The Press Club Meet















		The Final Part











OEBPS/html/images/image-01.jpg
]
BDIGITALSPINES





OEBPS/html/images/image-02.jpg
G —+¢





OEBPS/html/images/image-03.jpg





OEBPS/html/images/Cover.jpg
FOREVER

The NeverEnding Story

A Gripping Novel
by
S. SESHADRI






OEBPS/html/images/image-04.jpg





