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The Audition
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The waiting room on the seventh floor of Poonawala Pictures smelled like ambition and air conditioning. Forty-three men — Jishan counted, because counting was something to do — sat or stood or paced around the reception area of the casting division, all of them wearing some variation of the same costume: fitted shirt, dark trousers, polished shoes, careful hair. The collective anxiety was a physical thing, a low electrical pressure in the recycled air.

Jishan signed in, took token 31, and found a seat near the window.

He wore a fitted black shirt, top button open, sleeves sitting correctly at his wrists. He had chosen it deliberately — not because he was trying to look casual, but because black photographed well on his skin tone and he knew it. Four years in front of ad film cameras had given him an education in his own face that no acting school could match. He knew the angles. He knew what the lens liked. He knew that the particular combination of his jaw structure, his eyes — dark, watchful, with a quality people described as intense without being able to explain what they meant — and his mouth, which rested in a natural slight curve, gave him a readability that most actors spent years trying to manufacture.

He didn't open his phone. He watched the room instead.

His token was called at 11:23.

The audition room was clean and spare — camera on a tripod, three chairs behind a small table, a strip of gaffer tape on the floor marking his position. One of the assistants handed him two script pages. Scene fourteen. Dev and Aryan, hospital corridor, post-accident. The quiet scene. The dangerous one.

Preeti Sood sat center. She was efficient-looking, mid-forties, a red bindi, glasses on a lanyard, a stack of red-starred files at her elbow. Her eyes had the particular quality of someone who had seen ten thousand faces across this strip of tape and found most of them forgettable.

"Token 31, Jishan Khan." She glanced at his file. "Whenever you're ready."

He put the pages face-down on the chair. He didn't need them.

He stepped on the tape, found the camera, and became Dev.

The scene was deceptively quiet — Aryan's character sitting in a hospital corridor after surviving something catastrophic, Dev beside him. The trap was obvious. Play it too soft and it collapsed. Play it hard and it clanged false. The lines required a specific masculine tenderness — the kind that doesn't announce itself, doesn't perform, just is.

Jishan played it like breathing.

His voice stayed low. His pauses were confident. When the humor came — "Bhai, that nurse outside is clearly into you. I'm just saying, there are worse ways to recover" — he let the smile happen without pushing it. He let Dev be a real person rather than an actor playing one.

When he finished, the room held a particular kind of silence.

Preeti Sood put her glasses on. She looked at his file. She looked at him. She looked at his file again. Then she uncapped her red marker.

"Thank you, Jishan. We'll be in touch."

He walked out into the corridor carrying a low, steady certainty — not the frantic relief of a good audition, but something quieter and more solid. Like a note struck correctly that was still resonating.

His phone rang at 6:17 PM, masked number.

"Jishan Khan?" A woman's voice. Crisp, professional, Bombay-school English. "I'm calling from Poonawala Pictures. I'm Shalini, Executive Assistant to Madam Nancy Poonawala. You have been shortlisted for Producer review."

He tightened his grip on the metro overhead rail.

"Madam Nancy would like to meet you personally. This Saturday, the twenty-first, seven PM. Poonawala House, Juhu Scheme. Formal dress. Come alone. Security will have your name at the gate. No conflicts on that date?"

"None," he said.

"Good. I'll send a confirmation. Please don't share this invitation with others." A pause. "Any questions?"

He had seventeen questions. He said, "No. Thank you."

The line went dead. He stood in the swaying metro compartment as the city blurred past in orange light, and tried to identify what exactly had just shifted in the atmosphere of his life.

He met Raj at a dhaba near Carter Road — plastic chairs, cheap chai, the smell of frying pakoras. Raj Malhotra had been Jishan's first Bombay friend, his Versova flatmate, the man he had eaten midnight maggi with when both of them were broke and certain that the industry was about to discover them. Now Raj had a streaming show, a Lokhandwala flat, and reliable information about everything.

"Nancy Poonawala," Jishan said. "Tell me what I need to know."

Raj set his chai down. That particular look — a man deciding how much truth to measure out. Then he leaned forward.

"She called you to Juhu?"

"Saturday. Seven PM. Private."

Raj was quiet for a moment. Then: "Bhai, Nancy Poonawala doesn't invite shortlisted actors to her house to discuss scene breakdowns."

"I figured."

"Her husband is Ratan Poonawala. Sixty-two. Owns the money, the distribution, the real estate. She runs the creative division. The actual power — who gets made, who gets shelved, which scripts get greenlit — that is entirely her. Ratan doesn't look at a face unless she tells him to."

"And?"

Raj tapped the table once. "She picks people. Two, three a year maybe. People she finds genuinely interesting. A choreographer two years ago — nobody, absolutely nobody — she took him on and today he's working on every Poonawala production. Awards. Blockbusters. The man is set for life." He paused. "But she doesn't pick everyone. She has—" he searched for the right word "—standards. She actually has to want you. Not just find you useful."

"Has anyone said no?"

Raj looked at him steadily. "One guy, about three years back. Apparently a really good-looking fellow from Delhi, theater background, seriously talented. Turned her down. Went home." A pause. "No one from Poonawala has spoken to him since. The role he was being considered for — it's in its second sequel now."

Jishan drank his chai and said nothing.

"I'm just mapping the territory," Raj said quietly. "What you do with it — that's yours."

"I know."

Raj studied him across the table. "You're not surprised by any of this."

"No," Jishan said simply. "Not really."

And that was the end of that conversation, because this was Bombay, and some things didn't require more words than they'd already been given.

Back in his Andheri flat — one bedroom, a window that faced the building opposite, a bathroom with inconsistent hot water — Jishan hung his black shirt on the back of the door and sat on the edge of his bed with his phone in his hands.

He opened Instagram.

nancypoonawala. 2.3 million followers. Verified. He scrolled slowly, and Bombay's night sounds — an auto horn, someone's television two floors up, the distant suggestion of rain — filled the silence around him.

The first image that stopped him was from the STORM press conference, posted three weeks ago. She stood at a podium in a midnight-blue three-button pantsuit, the Poonawala Pictures logo illuminated behind her, one hand resting lightly on the podium's edge. Even in a press photograph taken with no artistic intention, the image had a quality. The suit was tailored in the way that only serious money achieved — not fitted to show off but fitted to contain, to give the body an authority that announced itself before she'd said a word. Her hair — dark auburn, that particular shade that existed between brown and red, rich and deep as old mahogany — was gathered in a smooth, low knot at the nape of her neck, leaving the clean line of her jaw and throat entirely visible. Cheekbones that could cut glass. A posture that didn't perform confidence — it simply was confidence, settled so deeply into her bones that it had stopped being an effort and become a fact.

He watched a Filmfare interview next. She sat in a cream armchair, legs crossed, completely relaxed — and yet controlled, the way certain animals are relaxed. Wearing a chocolate-brown silk blouse and fitted caramel leather trousers, one long leg folded over the other, the leather lying against her thigh with a quality that made you aware of how deliberately she occupied space. When she spoke, her voice was low, unhurried, certain — the voice of a woman who expected to be listened to and had never once been wrong about that expectation.

"The mistake people make," she was saying, "is thinking that creative production is about taste. It isn't. It's about power. Taste without the power to execute it is just a preference. My job is to build and hold the power to make what I believe in actually exist in the world."

Jishan paused the video on her face mid-sentence.

And then his memory did what memory does — it offered him something he'd put away and not looked at in over a year.

An ad shoot. Luxury watch campaign. Oberoi Grand Ballroom, fourteen months ago. He'd been background-plus talent — long day, production running three hours behind, the main European model in hair and makeup for the better part of an hour. Jishan had been standing near the catering table when the energy in the room changed. Not dramatically — no announcement, no entrance music. Just a shift, the way air pressure shifts before rain. People straightened slightly. Conversations lowered themselves a half-register.

Nancy Poonawala had walked onto the floor.

She was in a black pantsuit that day — sharp, structured, the jacket sitting perfectly across broad, strong shoulders that tapered to a waist and then — and this was what the camera noticed, what every eye in the room noticed, what Jishan noticed from across twenty feet of marble floor — flared again into hips that the tailored trousers followed with a precision that was almost aggressive. She was tall. Not model-tall, but real tall — five feet nine, maybe five feet ten in the block heels she wore, their click on marble a sound that cut cleanly through the ambient production noise. Her hair was down that day, falling past her shoulders in those auburn waves, and she wore no jewelry except a single wide-band gold watch on her left wrist.

She had come to review the campaign visuals with the creative director. Jishan had watched, trying to be casual about it, as she stood at the monitor reviewing playback — one hand on her hip, the other holding a takeaway coffee cup, her eyes moving across the screen with an expression that was neither warm nor cold but simply evaluating. She spoke in short sentences. The creative director, a man twenty years older than her, nodded at everything she said.

At one point she had turned and their eyes had met — briefly, accidentally, the way eyes meet across a room. She had looked at him for perhaps two seconds with that same evaluating quality, the same unhurried assessment, as if she were noting a detail and filing it. Then she looked away, and that was all, and he had spent the rest of the shoot acutely, uncomfortably aware of exactly where in the room she was at any given moment.

He had thought about her for a week afterwards. Then put it away, because she was Nancy Poonawala and he was background-plus talent eating catering food, and some distances are not distances at all — they are different categories of reality.

Now he sat on his bed in Andheri and let himself think about it properly for the first time.

Nancy Poonawala.

Not just her face, though the face was extraordinary — that combination of strong structure and dark, layered beauty that didn't soften with proximity but deepened. Not just the body, though the body was the kind that made the mind slow down and pay attention — genuinely athletic, not decorative, the kind built from actual physical discipline, yoga or training or both, all curves and controlled strength, the kind of body that moved through rooms like it owned them because it did. It was the whole composite of her that wouldn't leave him alone.

She was thirty-eight. Nine years older. That number settled somewhere in him not as a complication but as a fact — a gravitational fact, like density, something that explained the particular weight her presence carried. She had been doing this, building this power, for longer than he had been in Bombay. Every decision she made, every room she walked into, every sentence she spoke in that low unhurried voice — it was backed by a decade of being exactly the most powerful person present.

And that was the thing. That specifically. It wasn't just that she was beautiful, though she was, devastatingly. It was that she was powerful in a way that was entirely, absolutely hers. Not reflected from her husband's name, not inherited, not performed — earned and held and worn like the tailored leather trousers she favored, fitted so precisely to her that it had stopped being clothing and become a second skin.

His type. He had never articulated it quite this clearly, but sitting here in his small flat with the city buzzing outside, he understood it: he had always been drawn to women who didn't need anything from him. Women who wanted — specifically, consciously, deliberately wanted — but didn't need. There was a difference, and Nancy Poonawala was the difference rendered in human form.

And now she had looked at his file and drawn a red star on it and invited him to her house on Saturday at seven PM.

Come alone. Formal dress.

He knew what Raj had told him. He knew what was being offered and what the offering required in return. He understood the architecture of what Saturday night could become.

And the thing — the true thing he was only admitting to himself now, alone in his flat, no audience, no performance required — was that he wasn't afraid of it. He was something else. Something he would have called anticipation in a less honest moment. Something he had to call desire now, when honesty was the only option.

He wanted to be in a room with her again. Wanted to be in her specific gravity. Wanted to know what it was like to be the person she had chosen.

He stood, pulled his best suit from the back of the wardrobe — charcoal grey, worn twice — shook it out, and hung it on the door. He found the iron under the bed. He set up the ironing board in the narrow space between bed and wall.

The suit was already clean and barely wrinkled. He ironed it anyway, running the iron in long, deliberate strokes over the jacket lapels, the trouser legs, the collar of the white shirt he would wear beneath it. The steam rose white in the dim light of his bedroom.

His heart was doing something specific. He noticed it with a kind of clear-eyed awareness — not the nervous hammering of audition anxiety, which he had learned to manage and somewhat ignore. This was different. This was slower, steadier, deeper in the chest. The feeling of standing at the edge of something and knowing it, and choosing to stand there anyway.

Saturday. Juhu. Seven PM.

Poonawala House. Formal dress. Come alone.

He pressed the iron along the trouser crease and watched the steam curl upward and dissolve, and thought of dark auburn hair against a cream-coloured armchair, of leather trousers and block heels on marble, of two seconds of eye contact across a ballroom floor that he had stored in a folder he never opened and was now opening completely.

He hung the suit up. Turned off the iron. Stood in front of the bathroom mirror for a long moment, looking at his own face — the jaw, the eyes, the slight curve of the mouth.

She chose you, he told his reflection. Out of forty-three men. She put a red star on your file.

He turned off the light.

He did not sleep for a long time.


Juhu, Saturday, 7 PM
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The gates of Poonawala House opened before Jishan had fully rolled down his Uber window.

The security guard — navy uniform, a lanyard with a laminated ID, the particular posture of a man who took his job seriously — checked a tablet, confirmed his name, and waved the car through with a nod. The driveway was lined on both sides with low lighting set into the ground, small warm pools of amber that guided the car forward without demanding attention. Mature trees on either side. The sound of the sea before he could see it.

The house revealed itself gradually, the way expensive things tend to — not all at once, not showing off, but allowing comprehension to arrive at its own pace. It was wide rather than tall, three floors of white limestone and glass, the kind of architecture that said we have nothing to prove in the specific language of old Bombay money. The ground-floor windows were lit from within, warm light spilling across the driveway. On the upper floors, the windows that faced the sea were open, gauze curtains moving in the October night air.

Jishan stepped out of the car.

A uniformed attendant — older man, immaculate white kurta with a navy trim, silent shoes — was already waiting at the front steps.

"Mr. Khan." Not a question. "Please come in."

The interior was marble and restraint. High ceilings, walls in a shade between cream and warm grey that absorbed light without reflecting it, artwork placed with the deliberate spacing of a gallery rather than a home trying to fill its own walls. A wide staircase curved up to the right. Somewhere — and it took Jishan a moment to locate where — a piece of classical music was playing, so low it existed at the edge of perception rather than in it. The smell hit him as he stepped inside: ocean air pulling through the open rear of the house, layered beneath it something warm and complex, oud and something floral, expensive and unhurried.

He followed the attendant left, down a corridor, past a room where he caught a glimpse of a large study — bookshelves, a dark wood desk, no one at it — and then into a dining room.

It was set for two.

A table for six had been reduced to an intimate arrangement at one end — two place settings facing each other across perhaps four feet of white linen, crystal glasses catching the light from a low chandelier above and the six white candles burning in a row down the center. White wine had already been poured into both glasses, the bottle in an ice bucket to the side. Orchids, white, in a low glass vase. The French doors along the far wall were open, and beyond them a terrace, and beyond that the Arabian Sea — dark tonight, restless, the sound of waves continuous and low.

"Madam will be with you shortly," the attendant said. "Please sit."

He didn't sit. He stood near the French doors and looked at the sea and tried to keep his breathing even.

He was wearing the charcoal suit he had ironed three times. White shirt beneath, top button fastened, no tie — he had tried the tie and it had looked like he was attending a board meeting. The shoes were his best ones, black Oxford, polished that afternoon until he could see his own face in them. He looked good. He knew he looked good. He was, at this particular moment, not remotely comforted by knowing it.

He checked his watch. Seven-oh-two.

He heard her before he saw her.

The heels first — a specific sound, block heels on marble, not the rapid staccato of someone hurrying but the measured, deliberate click of someone who understood that their arrival was an event and was in no rush to abbreviate it. Then the door behind him opened, and the scent arrived a half-second before she did — oud and jasmine, warm and complex and entirely hers — and Jishan turned.

He stood up straighter without deciding to. It happened below the level of conscious choice, the way the body responds to gravity.

Nancy Poonawala walked into the room.

She wore a deep burgundy silk blouse — not tucked, draped, the fabric moving with her like liquid — with two buttons open at the collar, revealing the clean line of her throat and the faintest suggestion of her clavicle. The single gold chain at her neck was fine, delicate against her skin — one note of warmth against the deep red of the silk. Below, fitted black leather trousers, tailored within a millimeter of precision, followed the full curve of her hips and the long, athletic line of her legs with a quality that was less clothing and more architecture. The leather was soft-looking, not rigid — the kind that moved with the body rather than constraining it, that announced itself quietly and refused to apologize. Her block heels were black, adding perhaps two inches to her height, bringing her to somewhere near five-eleven, and they struck the marble with that measured, certain rhythm that had preceded her into the room.

Her hair was down. Dark auburn, the color of old mahogany in direct light and something closer to deep red at the edges, falling in loose, heavy waves over her left shoulder, leaving the right side of her neck entirely bare. She wore no earrings. She didn't need to.

Her face — and Jishan, who had paused a YouTube interview on this face three nights ago and studied it like a student before an exam, discovered now that the screen had not done it justice — was the kind that stopped being pretty somewhere in its thirties and became significant. Strong cheekbones that cast actual shadows in the candlelight. A jaw that was clean and certain. Eyes that were dark — almost black in this light — carrying that particular quality of a person who is always, always registering more than they say. And a mouth, a full, dark-red mouth that rested in a natural expression that was not quite a smile and not quite not one, that suggested she was privately amused by something and had no interest in explaining what.

She looked at him.

Not quickly. Not scanning. She looked at him the way you look at something you are genuinely considering — a long, unhurried movement of those dark eyes from his face to his shoulders to the full length of him and back again, without embarrassment, without performance, as though this appraisal were entirely her right, which, in this room, it was.

Then she smiled.

"Sit, Jishan," she said. Her voice was exactly as it had been in the YouTube interview — low, certain, the kind of voice that didn't raise itself to reach you, that expected you to lean in. "You photograph well. Let's see if you're interesting in person."

He sat. She moved to the opposite chair with the fluid economy of someone who had long ago stopped thinking about how they moved, and took her seat, and lifted her wine glass — not to drink immediately, but to hold, her fingers loose around the stem, the gesture entirely comfortable, as though she had been sitting in candlelit rooms with nervous men for years and had found the whole enterprise rather enjoyable.

"Tell me something true," she said. "Not your résumé. Something I won't find on the Poonawala Pictures intake form."

He looked at her for a moment. Then: "I came to Bombay with sixty thousand rupees and told everyone it was two lakh. I thought if I said a bigger number people would treat me like I belonged here."

She tilted her head slightly. "And did they?"

"Some of them. The ones who were also lying about their numbers."

A short, genuine laugh. Not performed, not polite — actual amusement. "That's an honest answer dressed as a confession. I appreciate the architecture." She sipped her wine. "Where are you from originally?"

"Lucknow."

"Family?"

"Father is a school teacher. Mother runs a small tailoring business. One younger sister." He paused. "They think I'm doing better than I am."

"How much better?"

"Considerably."

"Mm." She looked at him across the candles. "That's not unusual in your profession. Or mine, for that matter." She set her glass down. "What have you done that I should know about?"

"Twelve ad films. Pepsi, Royal Enfield, two financial services campaigns that no one remembers, a luxury watch shoot for a Swiss brand—" He stopped.

"The Oberoi shoot," she said. Calmly. As if she had simply been waiting to see whether he would mention it.

He met her eyes. "Yes."

"I noticed you," she said. It was not a compliment, precisely — it was a statement of fact, delivered with the same register she would use to note weather. "You were standing near the catering table eating a sandwich and you were watching the room instead of your phone. That's rarer than it should be."

He said nothing. The candlelight moved between them.

"And the STORM audition," she continued, shifting the subject with the ease of someone who controlled conversations the way a driver controls a vehicle — not effortfully, not dramatically, just directing. "Scene fourteen. Dev and Aryan. Preeti called me within an hour of your slot. She said you put the pages face-down and didn't look at them again."

"I didn't need them."

"She said you made her feel like she was watching a real conversation." Nancy picked up her wine again. "That's harder than any technique they teach at any acting school."

"I don't read as an actor," he said. "I watch people. I've been watching people since I was twelve. My mother's tailoring clients — women coming in for their wedding blouses, their party wear — I used to sit in the corner and watch them talk and think and want things. It teaches you how people actually move."

She was looking at him with a quality of attention that was — and he felt this specifically — almost physical. Not sexual, not yet, just focused, the way a lens focuses, the way everything sharpens when the glass is correctly aligned.

"Tell me something about Dev," she said. "Not the character breakdown. What you actually think."

"Dev is the most interesting person in STORM and nobody knows it yet, including the writers."

She raised an eyebrow.

"Aryan's character — Vikram — he's built for the action sequences, for the franchise poster, for the trailer cuts. Dev is built for the scenes between the action. And those are the scenes people remember five years later. Those are the scenes that make you want to see the sequel." He paused. "Dev is the role that actually tests the actor. Vikram is the role that tests the stuntman."

Nancy was quiet for a moment. Then: "Have you told anyone else you think that?"

"No."

"Good. Don't." But she was almost smiling. "It's correct. And it would get back to Aryan inside twenty-four hours and create problems I don't need." She leaned back slightly in her chair. "STORM will launch three careers alongside Aryan's. The director. The female lead. And Dev." She looked at him directly. "The boy who gets Dev becomes a household name within eighteen months. I've done it before. I know the exact mechanism of how it works."

"Who did you do it for before?"

"Vikram Rao." She said it simply.

Jishan processed that. Vikram Rao — currently one of the three highest-paid actors in Hindi cinema. He had appeared on the scene six years ago, apparently from nowhere, in a supporting role in a Poonawala production. Within two years he was carrying films alone.

"He was nobody before that film," she said. "He was good — genuinely, technically good. But good isn't enough in this industry, and you know that. What he needed was one person to decide that the camera was going to love him and to build the machinery around that decision. I made that decision." She lifted the wine bottle. "More?"

"Yes," he said.

She poured — not from across the table but leaning slightly forward, one hand resting near his glass as she poured with the other, and her fingers, as she set the bottle back, brushed his hand on the table. Light. Unhurried. Entirely deliberate.

The candles between them moved in the sea breeze from the open doors.

"Are you seeing anyone?" she asked.

"No."

"No girlfriend? Nothing informal?"

"Nothing."

She studied him for a moment. "Good," she said. "I need people who are fully committed to what they're building. Divided attention is how careers plateau." A pause. "And how other things become complicated."

He didn't ask what other things.

She picked up her glass, turned it slightly in her fingers, and said — in exactly the same tone she had used to discuss Dev's character arc, in the same register she had used to mention Vikram Rao's career trajectory, without lowering her voice or shifting her posture or changing a single element of her delivery: "I want to be honest with you, Jishan. I like you. Not only professionally, though I do like you professionally. I find you — personally — very attractive. And I have a proposal that goes beyond the role."

He went still.

She continued, unhurried: "My husband owns this company. I run it. Those are not the same thing, and the distinction matters in every direction. What happens in my private life is my business. I have managed that for fourteen years without difficulty. I am completely discreet, and I expect — I require — the same from anyone involved with me."

She stood.

She moved to the open French doors — not quickly, not dramatically — and stood at the threshold looking out at the sea. Her profile in the mix of candlelight and ocean dark was extraordinary: the clean jaw, the auburn hair moving slightly in the breeze, the leather trousers following the full curve of her as she stood with one hand resting lightly on the doorframe.

She didn't turn back when she spoke.

"Spend the night. Please me." A pause, the sea audible between her sentences. "And on Monday morning, your name goes on the contract for Dev. You become a star. I will build the machinery. I've done it before — you know that now." She turned then, and looked at him across the room with those dark, entirely calm eyes. "Or — you finish your wine, you go home, and we agree this conversation was only about acting. No hard feelings. No consequences." The ghost of a smile. "You were genuinely good in that audition. Preeti will always take your calls."

Jishan sat at the table in the candlelight with his wine glass in front of him and felt three things happening simultaneously.

His pride — the Lucknow boy, the school teacher's son, the man who had told himself since the day he arrived in this city that he would make it without owing anyone anything — said stand up, thank her, leave. His ambition — the part that had watched Vikram Rao's career and done the arithmetic and understood exactly what Nancy Poonawala's machinery could build — said stay. But underneath both of those, quieter and more honest than either, was a third thing. The thing he had felt standing in front of his bathroom mirror three nights ago. The thing that had been in the room since the moment he heard her heels on the marble corridor. Something about the way she stood at that doorframe — entirely without need, entirely without performance, offering rather than demanding, her power so complete it required no display — something about the leather trousers and the oud and jasmine and those two seconds of eye contact at the Oberoi ballroom that he had stored for fourteen months and was now, finally, being given permission to spend.

His body had already decided. He recognized this with a clarity that was almost peaceful.

He set his wine glass down on the white linen.

He looked at her — at her face, at those dark eyes watching him from the doorframe with that expression of complete, unhurried patience.

"What do you want me to do?" he said.

The silence lasted perhaps three seconds. Then Nancy Poonawala smiled — slow, from one corner of that full dark-red mouth, spreading with the deliberateness of someone who was enjoying something and saw no reason to rush it.

"Good boy," she said softly.

And outside, the Arabian Sea moved against the shore with its continuous, ancient indifference, and the candles between the crystal glasses burned without flickering, and the night, which had been full of possibility, became something else entirely.


Madam Nancy's Rules
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Nancy rose from her chair with the same unhurried grace she had shown all evening. The candlelight caught the deep burgundy of her silk blouse and the soft gleam of black leather trousers that clung to every curve of her hips and thighs like a second skin. She didn’t offer her hand. She simply turned toward the wide staircase and said, without looking back, “Follow me, Jishan.”

He did.

The marble steps were cool beneath his polished shoes. The classical music grew fainter as they climbed, replaced by the steady hush of the Arabian Sea rolling against the private beach below. On the top floor the corridor narrowed, the lighting softer, more intimate. She stopped at the last door, pushed it open, and stepped inside.

The private suite was everything the rest of the house had hinted at and more. Floor-to-ceiling glass doors opened onto a wide balcony overlooking the dark water. Inside, the room was dominated by a king-sized bed dressed in charcoal silk sheets, low lamps casting warm gold pools across the floor, and a single armchair turned toward the sea. The air smelled of ocean salt, oud, and something unmistakably her.

Nancy closed the door behind them with a soft click. She walked to the centre of the room, turned, and looked at him. The block heels made her tall enough that she seemed to fill the space without effort.

“Sit on the edge of the bed,” she said. Her voice was low, calm, final. “And listen carefully, because these are the only rules you will ever need tonight.”

Jishan sat. The silk was cool against the backs of his thighs through his trousers. He kept his hands on his knees and looked up at her.

“First,” she continued, “tonight you do not speak unless I ask you a direct question. Second, you do exactly what I say, exactly when I say it. Third, you call me Madam. Always. Every single time. Can you do that?”

He nodded.

She stepped closer. One finger slid under his chin and tilted his face up so he had to meet her eyes.

“Words, Jishan.”

“Yes, Madam,” he said. His voice came out steadier than he felt.

A small, satisfied smile curved her dark-red mouth. “Good boy.”

She walked to the armchair, turned it to face the bed, and lowered herself into it with deliberate elegance. Crossing one long leather-clad leg over the other, she picked up a fresh glass of wine from the side table and took a slow sip.

“Now,” she said, “stand up and strip for me. Slowly. I want to watch every button, every inch. No rushing. This is not a race.”

He stood. His fingers went to the top button of his charcoal jacket.

“Madam,” he began, already moving too fast.

She raised one eyebrow.

He froze.

“Never disobey an order on the first night,” she said quietly. “That was not slow.”

Before he could apologise she rose again, stepped behind him in two measured strides, and brought her palm down hard across his right ass cheek through the trousers. The smack echoed in the quiet room.

He gasped.

“Sorry, Madam,” he said immediately. “It is my first time.”

Nancy laughed — a low, rich, genuinely amused sound that sent heat rushing down his spine.

“Such a sweet boy,” she mocked softly, and smacked the same spot again, harder. The sting bloomed warm under the fabric. “First time and already eager to please. How adorable.”

She returned to the armchair, wine glass back in hand, legs crossed once more.

“Begin again. Slowly.”

This time he obeyed. Jacket first — one button, then the next, sliding it off his shoulders and folding it neatly on the bed as she watched. Shirt next. He undid each button with deliberate care, revealing the smooth plane of his chest, the faint ridges of muscle earned from years of auditions and gym discipline. When the shirt hung open he shrugged it off and let it fall.

“Very nice,” she murmured, sipping her wine. “Continue.”

He unbuckled his belt. The leather whispered as it slid free. Trousers next — he pushed them down over his hips, stepping out of them one leg at a time. Socks last. He stood in nothing but black boxer-briefs, the front already tented obviously.

Nancy’s gaze travelled over him without hurry.

“Come here.”

He crossed the few steps between them. When he was close enough she reached out, hooked two fingers into the waistband of his briefs, and tugged him forward until he stood between her knees.

“These too,” she said. “Off. Slowly.”

He pushed the briefs down. His cock sprang free, hard and flushed, bobbing slightly in the warm air. He stepped out of them and stood naked before her fully clothed form.

Nancy set her wine down. She ran one manicured hand lightly up the outside of his thigh, then around to cup his ass where she had spanked him. The touch was possessive, not gentle.

“Beautiful,” she said. “Now get on your knees.”

He sank down instantly.

She spread her legs, the leather trousers creaking softly, and slid forward on the chair until the warm V of her crotch was inches from his face.

“Hands behind your back,” she ordered. “You will use only your mouth tonight until I say otherwise.”

He clasped his wrists behind him.

Nancy reached down, opened the hidden zip at the crotch of her leather trousers with a slow, deliberate tug, and parted the soft leather. No panties. Just smooth, warm, already glistening skin and the dark auburn curls neatly trimmed above her sex.

She threaded her fingers into his hair, gripped firmly, and pulled his face forward.

“Kiss me first,” she said. “Softly. Show Madam how grateful you are.”

His lips brushed her outer lips — once, twice, reverent. She tasted clean and warm, faintly sweet.

“Good boy,” she breathed. “Now lick. Slow circles around my clit. No rushing.”

He obeyed. His tongue traced slow, wet circles exactly as instructed. Nancy’s hips rolled gently against his mouth, guiding him. Her fingers tightened in his hair when he found the right rhythm.

“Mmm… just like that,” she murmured, voice low and filthy. “Feel how wet you’re making Madam already? That’s it… flatten your tongue… yes… good boy. Suck my clit gently now… ahh… perfect. Don’t stop. Never stop unless I tell you.”

She ground against his face in steady, rolling waves, using his mouth exactly as she wanted. The leather of her trousers creaked with every movement of her thighs. Her breathing deepened, but her voice stayed calm, instructional.

“Deeper now. Push your tongue inside me… fuck me with it… yes… that’s my sweet boy. You’re doing so well for your first time. Madam is very pleased.”

Her praise mixed with dirtier commands as her pleasure built.

“Harder on my clit… suck it like you mean it… yes… fuck… just like that. You’re making Madam’s pussy throb. Look at you — naked on your knees, cock leaking all over the floor while you worship me. Pathetic and perfect.”

She rode his face harder, fingers twisted tight in his hair, thighs trembling around his ears.

“I’m going to come on your tongue,” she warned, voice husky. “And you will swallow every drop like a good boy. Ready?”

He moaned against her, the vibration drawing a sharp gasp from her.

“Yes… now… don’t you dare stop—”

Her body locked, thighs clamping around his head as she came with a low, shuddering groan. Hot, slick wetness flooded his mouth. He swallowed greedily, tongue still moving exactly as she had taught him, until the tremors finally eased.

Nancy released his hair slowly. She looked down at him — lips swollen, chin glistening, eyes dazed — and smiled with genuine satisfaction.

“Very good,” she said softly. “Now get on the bed. On your back.”

He obeyed, cock aching, hard and flushed dark.

She stood, stepped out of the leather trousers completely, and let the burgundy blouse slide from her shoulders. Naked now except for the thin gold chain at her throat and her block heels, she was magnificent — athletic curves, full breasts, strong thighs, the kind of body that commanded worship.

She opened the bedside drawer, took out a condom, and rolled it onto him with practised fingers. Then she climbed onto the bed, straddled his hips, and took his cock in one hand.

“Look at me,” she ordered.

He met her eyes.

She sank down slowly, taking every inch in one smooth glide. Both of them groaned.

“Fuck… you feel good,” she said, voice thick. She began to ride him — not frantic, but deep, rolling, powerful strokes that used her entire body. Her hands planted on his chest, nails digging in just enough to sting.

“Madam is using you now,” she told him between thrusts. “This cock belongs to me tonight. Say it.”

“It belongs to you, Madam,” he gasped.

“Louder.”

“It belongs to you, Madam!”

She rode harder, breasts bouncing, leather heels still on, digging into the mattress beside his hips.

“Who decides when you come?”

“You do, Madam.”

“Who is giving you your career?”

“You are, Madam.”

She stopped moving instantly, hovering just above him, his cock buried deep but motionless.

“Try again,” she said, voice dangerously soft.

He understood.

“You are giving me my career, Madam.”

The smile that spread across her face was slow and radiant.

“Good boy.”

She slammed down again, riding him with renewed force — hips snapping, nails raking his chest, dirty praise pouring from her lips.

“Fuck… that’s it… take Madam’s pussy… you’re so hard for me… leaking inside that condom like a desperate little slut… I can feel you throbbing… hold it… don’t you dare come until I say… yes… just like that… fuck me harder from below… good boy… good fucking boy…”

Her second orgasm hit like a wave. She ground down hard, body shuddering, a low moan tearing from her throat as she clenched around him.

Only then did she lean forward, kiss his forehead almost tenderly, and whisper, “Come for Madam. Now.”

He came with a broken groan, hips bucking up into her, the condom filling as pleasure tore through him.

Nancy stayed on top of him for a long moment, breathing hard, then slowly lifted herself off. She disposed of the condom with calm efficiency, pulled on a black silk robe, and sat at the edge of the bed looking perfectly composed.

He lay there, spent, chest heaving.

She reached into her handbag on the nightstand and took out a brand-new iPhone — latest model, still in its box.

She opened it, set it up in thirty seconds, then kissed the screen once before handing it to him.

“Take this,” she said. “My private number is already saved. Not as ‘Nancy Madam’. As Mommy. Understand?”

He nodded, still dazed. “Yes… Mommy.”

She smiled — slow, satisfied, possessive.

“Good boy.”

She poured two glasses of water from the carafe and handed him one.

“You did well,” she said, completely in control again. “Better than I expected for your first night.”

He drank, throat dry. “The role… is it confirmed?”

“Monday morning at ten. Preeti will call you. The contract will be waiting.”

She watched him dress without moving from the bed, robe loosely tied, one long leg crossed over the other. When he was fully clothed again she rose and walked him to the door.

At the threshold she stopped him with two fingers under his chin.

“One more thing,” she said. “You will be available when I call. Not sometimes. Always. Day or night.”

He looked into her dark eyes and felt the weight of the new reality settle over him.

“Yes, Mommy.”

Her smile was slow and deeply satisfied.

“Go home, Jishan. Get some sleep. Your life is about to change.”

She closed the door behind him.

Outside, the Arabian Sea continued its endless murmur, and somewhere in the dark, a new star was already rising.


The Star is Born
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Six months changed everything.

Not gradually, not in the slow accumulating way Jishan had always imagined success would arrive — but suddenly, the way the monsoon arrives in Bombay, all at once and without apology. One morning you are an actor with a file in a casting office. The next morning your face is on a forty-foot hoarding on the Western Express Highway and three brand managers are competing for your manager's attention.

He had a manager now. Sunaina Kapoor, forty-one, sharp as broken glass, who had called him two days after Preeti's Monday morning confirmation and said, "I've been watching you. I think you're about to become very valuable and I'd like to be the person who protects that value." He had signed with her the same week.

He had a new flat in Bandra West — second floor, a bedroom with an actual view, a kitchen he used approximately four times a month because the production always had catering. The Andheri flat, the ironing board between the bed and the wall, the bathroom with inconsistent hot water — all of it was already acquiring the slightly unreal quality of a previous life.

And he had STORM.

The shoot was in its fourth month, filming at a massive set constructed at Film City — a fictional South Asian city that the production designer had built from scratch across six acres. Jishan had been on professional sets before, ad film sets, but nothing like this. The scale was its own kind of education. Forty technicians. A camera department that operated like a military unit. Aryan Mehra — superstar, genuine box-office force, surprisingly professional in person — who had taken one look at Jishan during their first rehearsal and said, "Good. You don't look like you're acting. Let's keep it that way."

Their chemistry on camera was real and both of them knew it. The director, Kunal Kamra, had extended their scene count twice already — from fourteen to nineteen, and two days ago to twenty-three. Word was moving through the production in the way word moves on big sets, quietly and everywhere simultaneously: the new guy is something.

Jishan ate it with both hands and kept his face composed about it.

The messages came every ten to fourteen days.

Always from the same saved contact. Always the same format: Tonight. 9 PM. Come to Juhu. Sometimes with a single addition — wear the grey shirt or bring nothing — but mostly just those four words, those numbers, that address that he now knew the way he knew his own building's entrance code.

He always went.

The arrangement had evolved in the way that arrangements between intelligent people evolve — without explicit renegotiation, simply by practice and mutual understanding. Nancy had begun inviting him to certain industry dinners, positioned as exactly what she told everyone he was: a promising new talent I'm personally mentoring. He played the role with the same naturalism he brought to Dev. Charming at tables. Deferential to her in the specific, graceful way that read as professional admiration. He called her Nancy in public, spoke of her with the appropriate reverence of a young actor grateful for a powerful patron, and watched the industry make its assumptions and arrive at the wrong answer with complete confidence.

Only in the Juhu suite did the other language operate. The one with different rules, different titles, different architecture entirely.

He had stopped examining whether he was comfortable with this. Comfort, he had decided, was the wrong metric. The correct metric was something closer to true — and the Juhu suite was, in its particular way, the truest room he inhabited.

Rhea Mathur had joined the production in month three — playing Vikram's love interest, fifteen scenes, a genuinely talented actress from the theatre circuit who approached the camera with the fearlessness of someone who had spent years performing to the back row. She was twenty-six, small and quick, with a laugh that arrived without warning and eyes that missed nothing.

She had started finding reasons to be near Jishan's part of the set. Catering runs at the same time. Lingering at the rehearsal monitor when his scenes played back. Conversations that started about the script and ended somewhere else entirely.

He liked her. He was honest enough with himself to admit it. She was sharp and funny and she looked at him like she was genuinely interested in the specific person he was rather than the asset he was becoming. There was a simplicity to it that was — he recognized this clearly — something he did not have in any other dimension of his current life.

It created a conflict he had no clean language for.

He was technically free. Nancy had never used the word exclusive. But her rules were her rules, and her rules were total, and available when I call, always, day or night did not leave significant architecture for what Rhea was beginning to offer.

They were between setups on a Wednesday afternoon, sitting on the steps of one of the exterior set pieces — a fake marketplace, the vendor stalls empty between shots. Rhea was telling a story about a disastrous theatre audition in Delhi, doing impressions of the panel, and Jishan was laughing, genuinely, the kind of laugh that arrives without being manufactured.

His phone buzzed on the step beside him.

He glanced at the screen.

Mommy calling.

He watched it ring for two seconds. Rhea was still talking, mid-impression, gesturing with both hands. He reached over and cut the call.

He put the phone face-down on the step.

Rhea finished the story. He laughed in the right place. The phone stayed face-down.

Four minutes later she picked up her own phone and said, "I have to get to hair for the next setup. Walk me?" And he did, and the afternoon continued, and he told himself it was fine.

It was not fine.

***

Three hours later he was alone in his vanity van — door closed, script pages open on the small table, a cup of cold coffee beside them. He was running the next scene in his head, which required a particular kind of quiet, which was why he heard the knock immediately.

One knock. Then the door opened before he could respond.

Nancy Poonawala stepped into the vanity van and closed the door behind her. Locked it. The small bolt sliding home with a sound that was somehow louder than it should have been.

She was in full producer-on-set mode — fitted charcoal blazer over a black silk turtleneck, dark slim trousers, ankle boots with a low heel. Her auburn hair was pulled back in a clean knot. She was wearing her gold watch and no other jewelry. She looked, as she always looked in professional contexts, like the most powerful person in any room she entered.

Her eyes found him immediately. They were not warm.

She said, without preamble, without raising her voice even a fraction: "Why the fuck didn't you pick up."

Not a question. A flat statement of something unacceptable.

Jishan felt the specific cold of having been caught at something he had known, at the moment of doing it, that he should not do.

"I was with someone," he said carefully. "Rhea — the actress. She was right there. She would have heard your voice."

Nancy looked at him for a long moment. The van felt significantly smaller than its actual dimensions.

Then something in her expression shifted — a fraction of a degree, the specific recalibration of a person who has received new information and is processing it without letting the processing show. She moved to the small bench opposite him and sat, crossing one leg over the other, entirely composed.

"Rhea Mathur," she said.

"Yes."

"You like her."

He paused. "She's—"

"I'm not asking for a character assessment, Jishan. I'm asking if you like her."

A beat. "Yes."

Nancy nodded once. The nod of someone filing information rather than reacting to it. She reached forward and picked up his cold coffee, looked at it, set it back down.

"Here is what you need to understand," she said, her voice dropping to that low, absolutely final register. "I don't care who you talk to on this set. I don't care who makes you laugh between setups. I don't care about your personal life in any dimension that doesn't intersect with mine." She looked at him directly. "But when I call — when that screen lights up with that contact name — you pick up. You walk away from wherever you are and you pick up. Even if you are sitting next to the Prime Minister. Even if you are in the middle of a scene. You find a way to pick up."

"She was right next to me. If she'd heard—"

"Then you walk away first and then answer." Her voice remained completely even. "This is not negotiable. There is no version of events in which you cut my call. Do you understand me?"

He held her gaze. "Yes, Mommy."

The word in this context — professional blazer, locked vanity van door, cold afternoon light through the tinted window — landed differently than it did in the Juhu suite. More exposed somehow. More real.

Nancy was quiet for a moment. Something in her expression changed again — the severity not dissolving, exactly, but shifting its quality. The way a storm doesn't stop being a storm but changes direction.

She tilted her head slightly.

"Do you think," she said slowly, a new tone entering her voice, something lower and more dangerous and almost amused, "that you can charm your way out of this?"

"No, Mommy."

"No?"

"No."

She stood. She crossed the two steps between them in no hurry at all, and stood directly in front of him where he sat on the narrow bench — close enough that he could smell the oud and jasmine beneath the professional exterior, close enough that the charcoal blazer was inches from his face.

Her hand moved. Not to his face, not to his shoulder. Her fingers closed around him — around the front of his trousers, cupping him with a grip that was possessive and deliberate and entirely without warmth.

He went completely still.

"Mommy," she said softly, tightening her fingers, "is very upset with her bad boy."

The grip tightened. A sharp, precise squeeze that was not pain and not pleasure and was entirely, unmistakably, a demonstration of ownership.

He exhaled carefully.

"I'm sorry, Mommy."

"Mm." She squeezed again — harder this time, her manicured fingers pressing in with a specificity that made his vision blur slightly at the edges. "Sorry doesn't undo a cut call, darling." Another squeeze, slow, controlled, making its point with absolute precision. "Be ready for your punishment this week. I haven't decided what yet. But you'll know when it arrives."

She held for one more moment. Then released him.

She stepped back. Straightened her blazer lapel with one hand, a gesture so calm it was almost comic in its contrast to the previous thirty seconds. She picked up her handbag from the bench where she'd set it on entry. She glanced at herself briefly in the narrow mirror on the vanity van wall and adjusted one strand of auburn hair that had not actually moved.

Then she turned back to him, and the wicked smile that crossed her dark-red mouth was the most dangerous thing in the room.

"Don't look so tragic," she said lightly. "You're going to be a star. Stars have complicated lives."

She leaned forward. Her lips arrived at a point approximately three centimeters from his cheek — close enough to feel the warmth, close enough for the jasmine to fill his entire awareness — and delivered an air kiss with a precision that was its own kind of cruelty. Intimate without being intimate. Possessive without leaving a mark.

"Nine PM Friday," she murmured, her lips still near his ear. "Don't be late."

She straightened.

Unlocked the door.

Stepped out into the Film City afternoon as though she had simply stopped by to discuss script notes.

The door closed behind her with a soft, final click.

Jishan sat in the vanity van for a long moment, script pages still open on the table, cold coffee untouched, the smell of oud and jasmine dissipating slowly in the closed air.

He looked down at his hands. They were, he noticed, entirely steady.

He picked up his phone. Opened the contact. Looked at the name saved there.

Mommy.

He set the phone face-up on the table this time.

Outside, someone called his name — third AD, setup ready, they needed him on set. He stood, straightened his shirt, checked his face in the same narrow mirror she had just used.

The man looking back at him was different from the man who had ironed a suit in an Andheri flat six months ago. Not better, not worse. Just — different. More complicated. Living in a story whose full shape he couldn't yet see from inside it.

He picked up the script pages, folded them once, and put them in his back pocket.

He went to set.


Punishment
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Friday night arrived with the kind of humid stillness only Bombay in October could manage. Jishan’s car crawled up the familiar Juhu driveway at 8:57 PM. The same security guard checked his name, the same warm amber lights lined the path, the same distant murmur of the Arabian Sea greeted him like an old secret. Six months ago this house had felt like the edge of a dream. Tonight it felt like the centre of his entire life.

He stepped out in the charcoal suit she liked — the one she had once peeled off him button by button while whispering “good boy” against his throat. His heart was already beating faster than it should.

The front door opened before he reached it. Ratan Poonawala — sixty-two, silver at the temples, still imposing in a crisp white shirt and black trousers — was on his way out. The man who owned the company, the buildings, the empire. The man whose wife Jishan had been fucking for half a year.

Ratan smiled first. Warm. Polite. The smile of a man who had seen everything and decided none of it surprised him anymore.

“Jishan Khan,” he said, extending a hand. “Nancy speaks very highly of you. The Dev role is shaping up nicely, I hear.”

Jishan shook it firmly, keeping his voice steady. “Thank you, sir. It’s an honour to work with the family.”

Ratan chuckled, low and genuine. “Family. That’s one way to put it.” He glanced toward the staircase where Nancy was descending, then back at Jishan. “Enjoy your evening, boy. I’m off to Delhi for the weekend. Take care of her.”

He clapped Jishan on the shoulder once — friendly, almost paternal — and walked out into the night without another word.

Nancy reached the bottom step at the exact moment the door closed behind her husband. She wore a black leather corset laced tight over her full breasts, pushing them up into perfect, creamy cleavage. Below it, glossy black leather pants hugged every curve of her hips and thighs like liquid sin. Ankle-high block heels clicked softly on marble. A thin wisp of smoke curled from the cigarette between her gloved fingers.

She stopped two feet from him, tilted her head, and smiled like a cat that had already decided how it would play with the mouse.

“Punishment days are my favourite,” she whispered right against his ear, her breath warm, her lips brushing the shell. “Behave tonight and maybe I’ll be gentle.”

Then she turned and walked away from him — not upstairs, but toward the open French doors that led to the terrace, leaving him standing alone in the foyer with his pulse hammering and his cock already half-hard.

He stood there for three full seconds, stunned.

They have an open marriage, he realised. Ratan knows. He smiled. He left us alone on purpose.

The thought should have terrified him. Instead it sent a dark, electric thrill straight down his spine.

He followed her upstairs.

The private suite was dimmer tonight — only the low balcony lights and two scented candles burning on the nightstand. Nancy was already standing in the centre of the room, cigarette between gloved fingers, leather corset gleaming, hips cocked. She took one last slow drag, exhaled a perfect ring of smoke, and crushed the cigarette in a crystal ashtray.

“So,” she said, voice low and velvet-rough, “do you like what Mommy is wearing tonight?”

Jishan swallowed. His eyes traced the corset, the way the leather pants hugged her powerful thighs, the shine of her heels. He opened his mouth, then closed it again.

Nancy’s eyes narrowed, amused and dangerous. She stepped forward until the tips of her heels were almost touching his shoes.

“Fucking use your mouth, Jishan,” she said softly. “I asked you a question.”

She reached out with one gloved hand, grabbed his jaw firmly, and squeezed just enough to make his lips part.

“Yes, Mommy,” he managed, voice hoarse. “I like it very much.”

She laughed — low, rich, delighted — and released his jaw only to slide her gloved thumb across his lower lip, smearing it slightly.

“That’s better. Look at you — already hard.” Her gaze dropped to the obvious bulge in his trousers. “So you really loved seeing my husband smile and walk out, didn’t you? Knowing I’m about to ruin you while he’s on a plane to Delhi.”

Jishan’s cock twitched visibly. He couldn’t lie. “Yes, Mommy.”

“Good boy.” She turned, hips swaying, and sat on the edge of the bed. “Sit.”

He sat beside her.

Nancy reached down, opened only the crotch zip of her leather pants with deliberate slowness — the metallic sound loud in the quiet room. She didn’t remove the pants. She simply parted the leather enough to reveal smooth skin and the dark promise beneath.

From the bedside drawer she pulled out the toy he had come to fear and crave in equal measure: a thick black double-sided dildo. One end was round, ridged, designed to sit deep inside her. The other was an intimidating eight-inch veined cock — shiny, realistic, slightly curved, already gleaming under the candlelight.

She held it up between them.

“Watch me,” she ordered.

She spat once, a long, glistening string of saliva onto the ridged bulb. Then she rubbed it slowly with her gloved hand — leather sliding wetly over silicone — never breaking eye contact with him. Jishan swallowed hard, throat dry.

With a low, throaty moan and a wet pop, she slid the ridged end into herself, hips rolling once, twice, until it seated deep. She zipped the leather pants back up around it, trapping the toy inside her. The eight-inch black cock now jutted obscenely from her crotch like it belonged there — thick, veined, shiny, an extension of her power.

She stroked it once, slowly, like it was real.

“Are you ready for Mommy’s cock tonight, sweetheart?”

Jishan’s voice cracked. “Yes, Mommy.”

“Very good.”

She opened the drawer again and pulled out a strip of condoms — flavoured, brightly coloured.

“Which flavour does my bad boy want tonight?” she asked, voice teasing. “Chocolate? Strawberry? Or something tangy to remind you how sweet Mommy’s punishment tastes?”

“Anything you like, Mommy,” he whispered.

She tore one open at random — strawberry — and rolled it down the thick black length with slow, dramatic strokes, making sure he watched every inch disappear under the thin latex.

Then she moved to the wide armchair, sat back, spread her leather-clad legs wide, and pointed at the floor between her heels.

He dropped to his knees on the cool marble floor of the suite, the sound of his own breathing suddenly loud in his ears. The black shaft bobbed heavily in front of his face, thick and proud, the strawberry-scented condom gleaming wetly under the low candlelight. Every vein was perfectly moulded, the head flared and shiny, the whole thing jutting straight out from the open zipper of Nancy’s glossy black leather pants like it truly belonged to her.

Nancy threaded her gloved fingers through his hair, the soft leather of her fingers cool and commanding against his scalp. She pulled him forward gently but inescapably, her voice a low, velvet purr that wrapped around him like smoke.

“Don’t worry, baby,” she purred, tilting his head up so their eyes locked. “It won’t make you gay. You’re just worshipping Mommy. Open that pretty mouth for me like a good boy.”

He hesitated half a second, heart hammering, the strawberry scent mixing with the rich smell of her leather pants and the faint musk of her arousal already seeping through the open zipper.

She tightened her grip in his hair, not painful yet, but firm enough to remind him who was in control. “Now.”

Jishan parted his lips. The thick, latex-covered head slid in slowly — warm, smooth, tasting of sweet strawberry and the faint salt of her earlier spit. He gagged once as it touched the back of his tongue, eyes watering instantly, then again when she pushed another inch deeper, the veined shaft stretching his lips wide.

“Shhh… relax your throat, sweetheart,” she coached softly, her voice filthy and tender at the same time, like a lover whispering dirty secrets. “That’s it… good boy… take Mommy deeper… mmm, look at those pretty tears already. So fucking beautiful when you choke on Mommy’s cock for me.”

She began to fuck his mouth slowly at first — shallow, deliberate thrusts that let him adjust, letting the thick head slide over his tongue again and again. Her gloved hand stayed fisted in his hair, guiding him exactly where she wanted.

“Fuck… your mouth feels so good wrapped around Mommy’s cock,” she groaned, hips rolling in a slow, sensual rhythm.

“Suck harder, baby — yes, just like that. Use that tongue… swirl it around the head… oh fuck, you’re making Mommy’s pussy clench so tight around the other end inside me. Can you feel how wet I am through the leather? Feel how soaked your Mommy is because of you?”

He moaned around the thick shaft, the vibration drawing a sharp, pleased hiss from her lips. Saliva was already dripping down his chin in thick strings, landing on the glossy black leather of her pants and shining there like liquid diamonds. His eyes streamed, but he didn’t pull away. He couldn’t. He didn’t want to.

Nancy’s hips rolled faster now, feeding him more of the veined length with every thrust. She held his head with both gloved hands, using his mouth like a toy, the leather creaking softly with every movement of her powerful thighs.

“Mommy’s punishment is more like a reward, isn’t it?” she laughed breathlessly, voice thick with pleasure. “Look at you — on your knees in your expensive suit, choking on Mommy’s big black cock while your own little dick is leaking all over the floor. But don’t get greedy, baby. You don’t get to come until I say. This mouth is for Mommy’s pleasure tonight.”

She fucked his throat in steady, controlled strokes now, pushing deeper each time until his nose was pressed against the warm leather of her pants and the base of the harness. He gagged wetly around her, tears running freely down his cheeks, but she only moaned louder.

“Yes… that’s my good boy… take it all… fuck, your throat is squeezing Mommy so perfectly… you’re going to make me come just from using your pretty face like this…”

She pulled out suddenly with a wet, obscene pop, long strings of saliva connecting his swollen, red lips to the glistening black cock. He gasped for air, chest heaving, chin shiny and dripping.

“On the bed,” she ordered, voice rough with need. “Edge of the mattress. Ass up for Mommy. Now.”

He scrambled onto the bed, trousers and underwear yanked down in one rough motion by her strong gloved hands. She didn’t bother with lube. She spat directly onto his exposed hole — a long, warm string of saliva that landed perfectly — and rubbed it in with two leather-clad fingers, circling and pressing until he was whimpering.

“Beg for it,” she whispered, voice dripping pure sin as she lined up the thick, strawberry-slick head against his entrance. “Beg Mommy to fuck you like the desperate little bitch you are.”

“Please, Mommy… fuck me,” he gasped, voice broken.

“Say it properly.”

“Please fuck your bitch, Mommy. Please use my hole.”

She pushed in — slow, relentless, stretching him open inch by thick, veined inch. Jishan moaned loud and broken as the massive cock filled him completely, the burn turning into a deep, aching fullness that made his own cock throb painfully against the sheets.

“Fuck… so tight for Mommy,” she groaned, bottoming out with a wet slap of leather against skin. “That’s my good little bitch. Take every fucking inch of Mommy’s cock. Feel how deep I am inside you? Feel how I own this hole now?”

She started slow — deep, rolling thrusts that made him feel every single ridge and vein dragging along his walls. Then faster. Harder. The bed creaked violently beneath them. Her gloved hands gripped his hips like steel, nails digging through the leather into his skin as she pounded him.

“Who do you belong to?” she demanded between brutal thrusts, her voice raw and filthy.

“You, Mommy!”

“Louder, bitch!”

“I belong to you, Mommy! I’m Mommy’s bitch! Your hole! Your toy!”

She flipped him onto his back without pulling out — missionary now, her corset breasts heaving above him, leather pants still zipped tight around the strapon, her dark eyes locked on his with pure possession. She leaned down and kissed him deep and filthy while she fucked him — tongue owning his mouth the same way her cock owned his ass, tasting the strawberry and his own tears on his lips.

“Whose hole is this?” she growled against his lips, hips slamming harder.

“Mommy’s hole! All Mommy’s!”

She reached down between them, wrapped her gloved hand around his leaking, aching cock, and started stroking him in perfect time with her brutal thrusts — firm, twisting, merciless.

“Come with Mommy,” she ordered, voice breaking as her own orgasm built fast and hard. “Right fucking now, baby. Fill Mommy’s hand while I fill your ass.”

Her hips slammed forward one final time — hard, deep, claiming everything. She came with a long, throaty, animal moan, body shuddering violently, inner walls pulsing around the ridged end buried deep inside her. At the exact same moment Jishan cried out, spilling hot and endless over her gloved fist and across his own stomach in thick, pulsing ropes.

She stayed buried inside him to the hilt, panting, kissing his forehead almost tenderly while the aftershocks rolled through both of them.

After a long, breathless minute she finally pulled out — slow, wet, obscene — the thick black cock sliding free with a filthy sound that made them both groan. She rolled off him, still fully in her corset and leather pants, the toy still jutting obscenely from her open zipper.

She lit another cigarette with steady hands, smoke curling lazily around her satisfied smile.

“Clean yourself up, baby,” she said softly, voice warm and possessive now. “Mommy’s not finished playing with you tonight.”

Jishan lay there, chest heaving, body marked and owned and completely spent, staring up at the woman who now controlled every single part of his life.

And he smiled.


What Mommy Holds
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The cigarette smoke curled upward in lazy spirals, dissolving into the warm air above the bed before it reached the ceiling.

Nancy lay propped against the headboard, the black leather corset still laced tight around her torso, the glossy pants remove, set aside with the same calm efficiency she brought to everything. One ankle crossed over the other.

A fresh cigarette between two gloved fingers. The low balcony light caught the auburn of her hair where it had come loose from its knot during the evening, falling now in soft waves against the leather of her corset, dark red against deep black.

She was tracing slow circles on his chest with one gloved fingertip.

Not deliberately seductive. Not performing intimacy. Just — doing it. The way people touch things they have come to think of as theirs without needing to announce the ownership. The leather was warm now from her body heat, soft against his skin, and the circles it drew were absent and unhurried, the gesture of someone whose mind was moving at its own pace while her hand moved at another.

Jishan lay beside her, head tilted toward the open balcony doors. His breathing had returned to something resembling normal. His body was marked in the specific ways it always was after a Friday night — the deep ache that he had stopped finding strange and started finding, in some complicated way, clarifying. Outside, the Arabian Sea was doing what it always did, indifferent and continuous.

"You're quiet," she said.

"I'm thinking."

"About what?"

He turned his head to look at her. In the low light her profile was extraordinary — the clean jaw, the cheekbone casting its shadow, the dark eyes tracking somewhere in the middle distance while her gloved finger continued its slow circuit across his chest. She took a drag of the cigarette without hurrying it, exhaled a thin stream of smoke toward the ceiling.

"There's someone on the set," he said. "An actress."

The finger didn't stop moving.

"Rhea Mathur," she said.

He paused. "You know."

"I know everything that happens on my productions, Jishan. That's not a metaphor." She tapped ash into the crystal tray on the nightstand without looking at it. "Tell me."

He was quiet for a moment, assembling honesty into the correct order. "She's not — it's not serious. But she's—" He stopped. Started again. "She makes it very simple. Being around her. There's no architecture to manage. No rules. She just—" He paused. "She likes me."

"Mm." Nancy's finger continued its slow circle. "And you like her."

"Yes."

"And you're telling me this because—"

"Because you'd find out anyway. And because—" He stopped again.

"Because?" Her voice was entirely neutral. Not dangerous. Not warm. Simply waiting.

"Because it felt dishonest not to."

Nancy was quiet for a long moment. She took another slow drag of the cigarette, held it briefly, exhaled. The circles on his chest continued, unhurried.

Then: "Look at me."

He turned to face her fully. She looked at him with those dark eyes that were always, always registering more than they disclosed.

"You can like whoever you want," she said, "outside this room." A pause. The gloved finger stopped moving, rested flat against his chest. "But inside this room — what is the rule?"

He held her gaze. "You are Mommy. Only you."

She nodded once. Slow. Final. "Then there is no conflict."

She said it the way she said most important things — not loudly, not with emphasis, simply with the absolute certainty of someone stating observable fact.

The sky is blue. The sea is outside. There is no conflict.

She picked up the cigarette again and continued smoking with the same untroubled composure.

Something in his chest loosened. He hadn't known how tightly it had been held until it released.

The silence that followed was the comfortable kind — the kind that six months of Friday nights had built between them without either of them deciding to build it. Not friendship, not quite, but something that had its own architecture. She smoked. He watched the balcony. Her finger resumed its slow movement across his chest.

Then she said, without turning to look at him, her voice dropping into a register that was quieter and more deliberate than her usual low tone:

"Do you understand what I've actually done for you? Not in general terms. Specifically."

He turned his head toward her. "Yes."

"Tell me what you think you know."

He considered. "The contract. The role."

"The contract," she repeated. "Yes. Your name went on that contract because I put it there. Not Preeti. Not Kunal. Me." She tapped ash again. "Do you know where your role stood when I made that decision? Eight scenes. A supporting character with no arc, no return potential, and — in the original cut breakdown — three scenes in which Dev was functionally background. Eight scenes that would have given you a credit and nothing else."

She took a final drag of the cigarette and pressed it out in the crystal tray with a slow, deliberate motion.

"I called Kunal at nine PM on a Tuesday," she continued, her gloved finger tracing a long, slow line from his sternum downward and back, "and I told him that Dev needed to be rewritten. That the friendship arc needed weight. That the film's emotional engine was the Vikram-Dev relationship and that he was leaving money on the table by treating it as decoration." A pause. "He disagreed. We discussed it for forty minutes."

"And?"

"And I reminded him whose company is financing 70 percent of the production." The ghost of a smile at the corner of her mouth. "He rewrote. Eight scenes became fourteen. Last week he submitted a new breakdown. Twenty-three scenes. Dev now has a standalone moment in the third act that the early readers are calling the emotional centre of the film."

Jishan was quiet.

"I also," she said, "had a conversation with the editor three weeks ago. There was a cut in the assembly where two of your best scenes — the hospital corridor, and the rooftop argument — were being trimmed for pacing. I watched the assembly and told him the trimming was wrong. Those scenes are back in at full length." She looked at him directly now. "You don't know about any of this. You were on set learning your lines. But it happened."

She let that settle.

"You are a star," she said, with the same flat certainty she brought to all factual statements, "because I decided you would be. The camera loves your face. You have genuine talent — I don't manufacture that and I wouldn't bother if I couldn't. But talent in this industry without architecture around it is just a nice thing that happens to nobody." She held his gaze. "I built the architecture. Do you understand the scale of what that means?"

He was quiet for a long moment. The sea outside moved through its cycles.

"Yes, Mommy," he said.

"Say it back to me. Not as acknowledgment. Tell me what you understand."

He took a breath.

She looked at him for a long moment.

"with me?"

"With you, I become what you said I would. A household name." Another pause, quieter. "A star."

She nodded once. Reached out and picked up the fresh cigarette she had set on the tray's edge without lighting yet. Turned it between her gloved fingers without lighting it.

"That is correct," she said simply.

But what he hadn't said — what he was only fully understanding now, lying in the warm post-Friday wreckage of himself in her bed, listening to her voice move through the architecture of what she'd built — was the other thing. The thing beneath the gratitude and the calculation.

It wasn't only transactional anymore. He wasn't sure it had been for a while.

It was the approval. The specific, precise, earned approval of a person who gave it rarely and meant it completely when she did. The good boy that arrived like a note struck perfectly, resonating somewhere below the level of thought.

The way she said my when she said my productions, my when she said my decisions, and occasionally, in the low quiet of the Juhu suite, my when she said my boy.

She set the unlit cigarette down and turned toward him properly — shifting in that fluid way she had, the leather of her corset catching the low light, her auburn hair falling forward over one shoulder. She reached out. Her gloved fingers traced the line of his jaw — not possessively, not clinically. Something in between. Something that had its own name he didn't have language for yet.

"You're becoming," she said softly, "exactly what I knew you would be."

The words landed differently than anything else she had said all evening. Not as assessment. Not as fact. As something warmer, with something underneath them — recognition, maybe, or its close relation.

"My good boy," she said.

Three words. The same three words she had said on other Fridays, in the heat of other moments, directive and possessive. But tonight, in the quiet after the cigarette and the confession and the conversation about architecture, they arrived with a weight that was entirely different. He felt them somewhere specific in his chest — not performance, not praise deployed strategically, but something genuinely meant.

He said nothing. He didn't need to.

She held his jaw for a moment longer. Then released him, and the moment folded back into the ordinary.

He dressed at the edge of the bed — suit trousers, white shirt, jacket. She watched from the headboard as she always did, one leg crossed over the other, composed and still, the corset a dark gleam in the low light.

He picked up his phone from the nightstand. Checked the time. 01:41 AM.

"I'll go," he said.

"Mm."

He moved toward the door. His hand found the handle.

"Jishan."

He turned. She was reaching into the drawer of the nightstand — unhurried, as always — and produced a small white box. Pharmaceutical. She held it out toward him.

"For your back," she said. "Two tonight, one in the morning. With food — don't take it on an empty stomach."

He crossed the room and took it from her gloved hand. Looked at it, then at her. Something in her expression was entirely level, matter-of-fact, the expression of someone dispensing practical information.

"Thank you, Mommy."

"Mm." She settled back against the headboard. Then, just as he turned again: "And Jishan."

He looked back.

Her mouth curved — not the dangerous smile, not the wicked one. Something quieter. More private.

"Learn to behave," she said softly. "Or get used to needing those."

He held her gaze for a moment. Then nodded once, and left.

The door closed behind him with its usual soft click.

Nancy sat in the quiet for a moment — the sea outside, the low light, the smell of cigarette smoke and oud and the particular specific warmth of an occupied room gradually becoming unoccupied.

Then she reached for her phone.

She opened Instagram. Not her own profile — she navigated with three practiced taps to a profile she had already, clearly, visited before. Rheamathur's Intsa.

She looked at it with the same unhurried, evaluating attention she brought to script pages and production budgets and the faces of actors across casting tables. Scrolled slowly. Stopped on a particular image — Rhea at some industry event, in a simple dress, laughing at something off-camera, the laugh entirely unguarded, the face entirely open. Young. Bright. Genuinely beautiful in the undefended way of someone who didn't yet know they needed defending.

Nancy looked at it for a long moment.

"She looks good," she said quietly, to no one. A pause. Her dark eyes moved over the profile with their familiar assessing quality. "Innocent."

She closed Instagram.

She opened her contacts. Scrolled to a name.

Preeti Sood.

She pressed call. It rang twice.

"Madam Nancy." Preeti's voice — slightly surprised at the hour, but immediately alert. This was not the first late call.

"Preeti." Nancy's voice had returned to its full professional register — low, certain, unhurried. "I need you to arrange a meeting for me. This week if possible."

"Of course. With whom?"

Nancy looked at the balcony, at the dark sea beyond it, at the amber city lights smeared across the horizon.

"Rhea Mathur," she said.

A pause. "The actress from STORM?"

"That's the one." A brief silence. "Tell her I'm personally interested in her next project. That I'd like to explore whether there's a Poonawala Pictures fit."

"I'll reach out first thing tomorrow, Madam."

"Good." Nancy reached for the unlit cigarette she had set aside earlier. "And Preeti — keep it warm. Make her feel chosen."

She ended the call.

She lit the cigarette, exhaled a long slow stream of smoke toward the ceiling, and smiled in the dark with the private, satisfied smile of a woman who was always, already, three moves ahead.


Note from the Author
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Dear Reader,

If you've made it to this page, you already know — Jishan's story is far from over.

STORM is only beginning. The billboard on the Western Express Highway is up. The contract is signed. The star is rising. But the woman behind all of it — Nancy Poonawala, in her leather trousers and block heels and that slow, dangerous smile — has just made a phone call that changes everything.

And Rhea Mathur has no idea what's coming.

Part Two will bring you back to Juhu, back to the suite, back to the rules and the rewards and the punishments that Jishan has stopped fighting and started craving. But it will also take you somewhere new — into Nancy's mind, into the full architecture of what she is building, and into a triangle that none of the three people inside it will escape unchanged.

I write these stories because I believe that power, desire, and surrender are among the most honest things human beings experience — and the least honestly written about. I hope this one made you feel something real.

If it did — if Jishan's pulse became yours for a few hours, if Nancy made you sit up a little straighter, if you finished this book at midnight and immediately wanted the next one — please leave me an honest review on Amazon or Goodreads.

It takes sixty seconds. It means everything to an independent author. And it helps the next reader find their way to this story.

I read every single review. Every one.

Thank you for choosing my book. Thank you for staying until the last page.

Mommy's not finished with you either.

With love and mischief,

Nadia Qureshi

***


Part Two Coming Soon

Follow Nadia Qureshi on Amazon for release updates.
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