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Dedication
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To those who stand between chaos and order—
even when the world never sees their fight.
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“Power is never taken in a single moment.
It is built—silently, patiently—until the world forgets it was ever stolen.”-Fazal Abubakkar Esaf
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Every city has two stories.

The first is spoken aloud—in headlines, reports, and public speeches.
The second lives beneath it—in whispers, fear, and influence that rarely reaches daylight.
“Supremacy – Shadows of Power” is built on the second story.

This novel is not merely about crime. It is about how systems evolve when ambition outgrows accountability, and how power—once rooted in fear—begins to behave like governance itself. It follows the slow transformation of disorder into structure, and structure into domination.

At its core, this is a story about investigation—not just of criminals, but of institutions, motivations, and the invisible networks that connect them. The officers who pursue the truth are not untouched by it. Neither are the citizens who live within its consequences.

What begins as scattered violence becomes a mapped empire.
What begins as enforcement becomes pursuit.
What begins as control becomes confrontation.
And somewhere between these shifts lies the question this book refuses to answer too easily:

When power becomes shadow, who exactly is in control?
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The district did not change overnight.

It never does.

It begins with small distortions—unanswered complaints, unexplained silence in certain neighborhoods, names spoken more carefully than before. Then comes normalization. Fear adjusts its volume. People adapt. Systems delay.

By the time attention arrives, the structure is already in place.

This is the world where Supremacy begins—a region where organized crime is no longer chaotic but systematic, where influence travels faster than law, and where authority is no longer clearly defined.

The narrative follows multiple layers:

	The emergence of a criminal network that behaves like an institution 

	The intelligence apparatus trying to piece together fragments of truth 

	Political and economic intersections that blur accountability 

	And the operational response that escalates into a full-scale manhunt 


This is not a story of good versus evil in simple terms. It is a study of how power adapts—how it recruits, expands, protects itself, and survives even when confronted directly.

As the investigation deepens, the boundary between observer and participant begins to fade.

And every answer leads to a deeper question.
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Author Note
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This book is a work of fiction inspired by the structural realities of organized crime and investigative systems. It does not reference any specific real-world case, individual, or agency.

Any resemblance to actual events or persons is unintentional.

The intention is not to glorify violence or crime, but to explore the mechanics of power—how it is built, maintained, challenged, and sometimes, how it persists even after confrontation.

If the story feels familiar, it is only because the patterns of power are universal.
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1.  A City Living in Fear
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The city did not announce its fear loudly. It never does. Fear, in places like this, does not arrive like an event—it settles like humidity, slow and invisible, until people stop remembering what it felt like before it existed.

In the coastal district of Mumbai, mornings still began with the same routine sounds: the grinding of tea stalls opening shutters, municipal water trucks struggling through narrow lanes, school buses honking through traffic that never fully obeyed discipline. On the surface, nothing had collapsed. There were no burning streets, no emergency sirens dominating the skyline. Yet something had changed in the way people looked at each other. Conversations ended earlier. Names were spoken more carefully. Certain roads were avoided after dusk without anyone needing to explain why.

At the district police control room, the first briefing of the day was rarely dramatic. It was procedural, repetitive, almost dull by design. That morning, however, Sub-Inspector Raghav Sen noticed a shift in tone that even the most experienced officers could not ignore. The night report folder was thicker than usual. Not because of a single incident, but because of accumulation—small, fragmented entries that refused to form a clear pattern when read individually, yet hinted at something structured when placed together.

A constable read aloud from the log. A late-night assault near the old bus depot. A missing delivery truck from the industrial road that reappeared empty three hours later. A shopkeeper refusing to file a complaint after a forced “settlement” that had been verbally arranged, not documented. Two unnamed men seen collecting “protection contributions” near the construction zone by the riverfront. None of these incidents qualified as extraordinary in isolation. Together, they suggested coordination.

Deputy Commissioner of Police Harshvardhan Kulkarni did not interrupt as the report was read. He had learned, over years, that silence was sometimes more productive than reaction. His attention remained fixed on the district map pinned to the wall, where red pins marked incidents reported in the last ten days. The pins were not clustered randomly. They were forming a corridor—one that connected the industrial outskirts to the older commercial belt, cutting through markets, transport hubs, and construction zones. It was not yet a pattern that could be legally named, but it was no longer accidental.

After the briefing ended, the room did not empty immediately. Officers lingered, not because there was more to say, but because leaving meant acknowledging that something larger might already be in motion. Kulkarni finally spoke without turning away from the map.

“Any confirmed identity behind these incidents?”

No one answered immediately. Intelligence inputs existed, but they were incomplete, often delayed, and sometimes deliberately diluted before reaching field units. That was not unusual. What was unusual was the consistency of absence—no single identifiable gang name, no known local enforcer stepping forward, no visible leadership figure demanding attention. It was as if the violence was being administered without a signature.

A young intelligence officer eventually responded, hesitantly. “Sir, local sources mention a name being used informally. Not confirmed. They’re calling it ‘Varchasva.’”

The room reacted subtly, not with surprise but with recognition of how quickly informal labels could become operational problems. Kulkarni finally turned, his expression unchanged.

“Meaning?”

“Dominance,” the officer replied. “Control. But it’s being used like a brand, sir. Not a person.”

That distinction mattered. In policing, individuals could be tracked, arrested, interrogated. Systems were harder. Brands were worse—they spread without central visibility.

Kulkarni dismissed the briefing without concluding remarks, but his instructions followed shortly after: increase surveillance on transport corridors, cross-check recent bail releases tied to extortion cases, and quietly map financial anomalies in construction contracts awarded in the district over the past six months. There was no declaration of emergency, no formal escalation. The machinery of response moved quietly, as it always did when uncertainty was still being measured.

Outside the control room, Mumbai continued its day unaware of the invisible recalibration occurring within its enforcement structure.

What the police did not yet fully understand was that the network they were beginning to sense was not emerging suddenly. It had been assembling itself in layers, using the city’s existing weaknesses as structural support.

In the northern edge of the district, near the industrial freight corridor, a man known in police records only as “Ilyas Contractor” stood inside an unfinished warehouse that officially belonged to a shell subcontractor. The structure was incomplete by design—roof panels partially installed, lighting intentionally uneven, entry points controlled through informal checkpoints manned by workers who were not listed on any payroll.

Ilyas was not the kind of man who raised his voice. He did not need to. The men around him spoke less when he was present, not out of fear alone, but out of adjustment—like machinery aligning itself to a calibrated pressure.

A shipment had arrived that morning. Not illegal in itself—steel components, legally purchased through intermediaries—but rerouted through multiple invoices to obscure final ownership. Paperwork was a language Ilyas understood better than threats. Violence was inefficient unless necessary. Systems were more reliable.

One of his associates entered, placing a mobile phone on the table. The screen displayed a short message: “Collection updated. Market zone compliant.”

Ilyas nodded once. Compliance was not achieved through persuasion alone. It was maintained through predictability. Shopkeepers paid not because they were forced daily, but because refusal had already been tested somewhere else, by someone else, and the outcome was remembered more than the act itself.

Across town, in the crowded lanes of the old market, that memory was still fresh.

A cloth merchant there, once vocal about refusing unofficial levies, now kept his shutters half-closed even during business hours. He told customers it was for ventilation. Everyone knew it was not. Two weeks earlier, a neighboring shop had been vandalized—not fully destroyed, just enough to make restoration expensive and insurance complicated. No group claimed responsibility. No names were mentioned. But the message had been absorbed more efficiently than any formal warning could achieve.

Fear did not need repetition when it was well designed.

At the district headquarters, the Intelligence Analysis Unit began compiling a consolidated report. Analysts worked late into the evening, stitching together fragmented inputs: CCTV gaps near transport hubs, unusually synchronized withdrawals from multiple small business accounts, unexplained subcontract reallocations in municipal tenders, and a rising pattern of “informal mediations” recorded in police station diaries but never escalated into FIRs.

What emerged was not a gang profile in the traditional sense. There were no clear leaders, no identifiable hierarchy captured in one place. Instead, there was a distributed structure—multiple nodes operating with aligned incentives but no visible central command. It resembled governance more than crime, at least in its outward behavior.

One analyst noted in his margin: “System behaving like parallel authority structure.”

The phrase was not included in the official summary. It was too interpretive. Too uncertain. But it stayed in the internal draft.

That night, Kulkarni reviewed the preliminary analysis alone. The office was quiet except for the occasional flicker of fluorescent light adjusting itself to unstable voltage. He had seen patterns like this before in other districts, in different forms. What concerned him was not the existence of organized crime—it was the speed at which informal systems were beginning to replace formal ones in public perception.

A knock interrupted his reading.

It was Inspector Meera D’souza from the Special Operations Cell. She entered without unnecessary formalities, placing a sealed envelope on his desk. Her expression suggested she had already read its contents multiple times.

“Intercepted communication,” she said. “Not encrypted heavily. Either careless or intentionally traceable.”

Kulkarni opened the file. It contained transaction notes, meeting references, and coded location tags tied to three separate municipal contractors. All three had recently won tenders in road repair and drainage development.

Meera continued, “The pattern suggests coordination beyond local enforcement groups. There’s financial alignment across contractors who previously had no business overlap.”

Kulkarni looked up. “Political linkage?”

“Indirect so far,” she replied. “But the funding flow suggests someone is stabilizing operations, not just extracting money.”

That distinction mattered again. Extraction implied opportunism. Stabilization implied long-term design.

Outside, Mumbai’s night traffic moved with its usual uneven rhythm. Trucks carrying goods through industrial routes. Autos weaving through narrow lanes. Pedestrians walking home with phones held close to their ears, half-distracted, half-alert. No one noticed that certain intersections were now controlled by informal presence—men who did not wear uniforms but understood timing better than signals.

In one of those intersections, a young man waited near a tea stall, watching vehicles pass. He was new to the role, recently recruited, not through coercion but through persuasion framed as opportunity. He had been told he was part of something that was growing, something that would “organize the city properly.” He did not fully understand what that meant. He only understood that he was now being paid more than he had ever earned legally, and that questions were discouraged not through threats, but through absence of answers.

He observed a municipal vehicle slow down at the junction. No instructions were given. He simply nodded slightly to another man across the road. The vehicle passed without inspection.

Later, he would not remember making a decision. That was how systems like this survived—they distributed responsibility until it no longer felt like responsibility at all.

By midnight, the city had fully transitioned into its quieter state. Not peaceful, not violent—just controlled in ways most of its residents could not yet define.

In the police headquarters, the final update of the day was logged: surveillance expansion approved, financial monitoring activated, field units reassigned to corridor observation. No arrests were made. No confrontations occurred. Yet the tone of the district had changed internally.

Kulkarni closed the file and leaned back in his chair. On paper, nothing definitive existed yet—no named syndicate, no confirmed leadership, no prosecutable structure. But in practice, something had already begun to behave like authority.

And authority, once normalized, did not announce itself.

It simply replaced what came before it, quietly enough that people only realized the shift when they stopped remembering how things used to function differently.

Outside, Mumbai slept under the illusion of routine.

Inside the system that governed it, something else had already begun to wake.
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2.  The First Gunshot

[image: ]


The first gunshot did not feel like an event when it happened. In Mumbai, it was just another sound layered into the night—brief, sharp, and then immediately swallowed by the usual noise of a city that never fully slept. A truck horn somewhere on the highway. A generator coughing back to life. A dog barking at nothing in particular. Life continued in its fragmented rhythm, refusing to pause for meaning.

At 2:17 a.m., the control room log recorded it as “possible firearm discharge, Sector 4 industrial fringe, unverified source.” The wording itself reflected uncertainty more than urgency. Incidents in the city often began like this—ambiguous enough to delay response, familiar enough not to trigger alarm.

The first patrol unit arrived twelve minutes later.

By then, the body had already become part of the environment.

It was found near a half-constructed drainage culvert behind an abandoned logistics yard. The area was technically under municipal development, but work had stalled months ago due to contractor disputes. That detail would later matter more than it initially seemed.

The victim was a man in his late thirties, dressed in a light shirt and dark trousers, one shoe missing, the other half-submerged in shallow water that had collected in the uneven concrete base. No wallet was found. No identification on him. The absence of immediate identity was not unusual, but it always complicated the first hour of investigation—when facts mattered less than speed.

Sub-Inspector Raghav Sen crouched near the body, observing without touching. He had learned early in his career that the first impression of a crime scene often changed once bureaucracy arrived. What looked random at first glance sometimes revealed structure under repetition.

“Single shot,” the constable said after a quick scan. “Entry through chest. No exit visible.”

Sen did not respond immediately. He was looking at the surroundings instead of the body. The placement was too deliberate for a random street killing. The location was isolated but not hidden. Visible enough for discovery, quiet enough to ensure delay. That balance usually meant messaging, not robbery or personal revenge.

“Any casing?” he asked.

The forensic technician shook his head. “Not yet. Could be removed. Or revolver-type weapon.”

Sen stood up slowly. The air carried a faint metallic smell mixed with damp cement and stagnant water. Industrial zones always smelled like unfinished decisions.

Behind him, the assistant sub-inspector was already on the phone with headquarters, repeating coordinates and requesting forensic reinforcement. The language was routine, but the tone had shifted slightly. Even without official classification, everyone understood when a scene was not ordinary.

Within an hour, Inspector Meera D’souza arrived.

She did not approach the body first. She walked the perimeter, observing entry points, sightlines, and possible escape routes. Her attention was not on the victim but on movement—how someone arrives, how someone leaves, and how unnoticed that transition can remain in an area like this.

“Any witnesses?” she asked.

“None confirmed,” Sen replied. “A night guard from the adjoining warehouse reported hearing something. But he called it ‘like a tyre burst’ initially.”

Meera nodded. That description was common. People often translated violence into familiar sounds before accepting what they actually heard.

She finally stepped closer to the body, crouching slightly but not touching. Her eyes moved to the shirt, then the ground beneath it.

“No struggle,” she said quietly. It was not a question.

Sen agreed. “Either he knew the shooter or was already controlled.”

That single observation shifted the case from random homicide to premeditated execution.

By 5:00 a.m., the scene had been sealed, documented, photographed, and slowly stripped of its immediacy. What remained was data—blood pattern readings, soil samples, partial impressions of footwear near a broken concrete slab.

But the most important detail was not physical.

It was absence.

No CCTV coverage within a 400-meter radius had captured the moment. The nearest camera feed from a private warehouse showed a brief power fluctuation during the estimated time of death. The outage lasted forty-seven seconds.

Too precise to be coincidence, Meera noted internally.

At headquarters, the morning briefing was quieter than usual. Kulkarni listened without interruption, his fingers resting on a printed map of the industrial corridor. A single red marker had been placed at the crime scene.

“Any identity yet?” he asked.

“Not in system,” Sen replied. “No match in missing persons database so far. But fingerprint extraction is underway.”

Kulkarni leaned back slightly. “This is not about one man,” he said after a pause. “Treat it
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