
CITY OF THE LOST 

FORMAT:  
Feature Film / Limited Series 

GENRE:  
Gritty Action Thriller / Political Noir /Underworld Crime Drama 

BUDGET LEVEL:  
$3M, including deep fakes for action sequences 

City of the Lost combines relentless tactical action, political conspiracy, and a tragic exploration of 
cyclical violence into a character-driven action thriller. Its greatest strength is not just its visceral combat, 
but its deeply emotional core focusing on broken people fighting for survival in the unforgiving labyrinth of 
Mumbai's Dharavi slums. 

City of the Lost is about an assassin who brings death wherever he goes, and the abused mother and 
son who force him to remember his humanity. 

After executing a high-profile political hit in Mumbai, Matthew Owen "The Torpedo" Jones is double-
crossed by his corrupt employers. Hunted by a ruthless street gang and an entire city's police force, 
Jones hides in the Dharavi slums where he forms an unlikely bond with a fierce survivor named Niyati 
and her 12-year-old son, Zuber. Drawn together by shared trauma, Jones and Niyati fight back. But as 
the political machinations of the power elite collide with the street-level struggle, they realize the hardest 
thing to escape isn't the slums—it's the cycle of violence. 

SOUNDTRACK:  
City of the Lost features a pulsing, diegetic soundtrack of authentic underground Indian street rap, driving 
beats, and classical sitar fused with aggressive metal. We plan to release an official soundtrack 
highlighting global and local Mumbai hip-hop artists. This cross-market engine increases audience buzz. 
Furthermore, the intense hand-to-hand combat and maze-like slum chases lend themselves perfectly to a 
video game adaptation or graphic novel tie-in exploring Jones's past and the D-Company syndicate. 

DEVELOPMENT NOTES: 

* City of the Lost is not just the high-octane action.
The hook is the tragedy of the "predator cycle." The audience is continually forced to witness how political
murder turns innocent children into killers. Each act escalates the tension from stealthy evasion to an all-
out urban war.

* Action serves character.
Intense gunplay, political corruption, and gang warfare function as vehicles for questions of trauma,
redemption, maternal sacrifice, and vigilante justice.

* International scope without losing emotional focus. East-West meshing of a western talent like Jack
O’Connell starring alongside many of India’s A-listers will serve to broaden the appeal of City of the Lost.

What if Extraction was structured as a political conspiracy thriller?  

"A visceral revenge epic where the hero is the villain trying to do one good thing." 

"John Wick meets City of God." 



SUMMARY: 

The Hit and The Betrayal 
A 747 looms over Mumbai, casting a dark silhouette that foreshadows the chaos to come. At a massive 
political rally, former SAS/CIA mob enforcer Matthew "The Torpedo" Jones expertly assassinates Deputy 
Latke. Escaping the panic, Jones is double-crossed by the very syndicate that hired him. Hunted by local 
thugs led by a gang leader named Naj, Jones retreats into the claustrophobic Dharavi slums. There, 
wounded and cornered, he finds shelter with Zuber, a 12-year-old boy, and his fiercely protective mother, 
Niyati, a survivor of human trafficking who owes her own massive debts to the local underworld. 

The Siege of Dharavi 
As Jones recovers, he and Niyati bond over their deeply traumatic pasts—Jones's patricide to save his 
mother, and Niyati's brutal vengeance against her captors. The slum boils over when the local gang, 
desperate for the bounty on Jones's head, terrorizes the residents and inadvertently seduces young 
Zuber into their violent lifestyle. Meanwhile, Detective Pandit investigates the assassination footage, 
discovering that political underboss Baharat Gupta orchestrated the murder to incite riots and seize 
ultimate power. 

The Purge and The Escape 
Chaos erupts when an elite Intelligence Bureau unit and the street gang simultaneously raid Niyati’s 
shack. A brutal, multi-tiered rooftop and train chase ensues. Jones narrowly escapes, but Niyati and the 
gang members are captured and thrown into a police paddywagon. Empowered by the chaos, Baharat 
Gupta takes to the international airwaves, falsely blaming the CIA for Latke's murder to consolidate his 
power and finalize deals with D-Company terrorist Sameer Khan. Detective Pandit realizes the depth of 
the corruption and makes a choice: he allows Jones to infiltrate Gupta's heavily guarded palatial estate, 
where Jones traps the sniveling politician in his own burning safe room. 

The Reckoning and The Trade-Off 
Corrupt agents attempt to execute Niyati in a desolate wasteland, but she unleashes her trained fury just 
as Jones arrives to save her. Tragically, she sustains a fatal gunshot wound. In her dying moments, she 
begs Jones to save Zuber from the gang's influence. Jones launches a suicidal, one-man assault on the 
D-Company hideout—now heavily armed by Sameer Khan—wiping out most of the syndicate. In the
smoky aftermath, Jones begs Zuber to leave with him. But Zuber, manipulated and hardened by the
violence around him, raises a gun and shoots Jones. Jones accepts his fate, whispering, "Killing isn't
free". Zuber claims Jones's weapon and rides off into the night, the newest predator in the City of the
Lost.

COMPARABLES 

Extraction: High-octane, visceral tactical action moving through the densely packed, sweat-drenched 
neighborhoods of South Asia. 
John Wick: An unstoppable, legendary assassin forced to take on an entire sprawling syndicate of 
gangsters and betrayers. 
City of God: A kinetic, brutal, and tragic look at children growing up surrounded by inescapable slum 
violence and gang seduction. 
The Bourne Supremacy: Themes of deep-state espionage, betrayal, and a highly trained operative 
surviving on the fringes. 



AUDIENCES: 

Action-Suspense Thriller 
+ Character Driven Drama
+ International Setting
+ High-Octane Tactical Gunplay vs. Deep Emotional Tragedy
+ Millennial/Gen-Z Cool Factor
+ A Gritty Cult Attraction

DIRECTOR/WRITER EDWARD HOLUB 
Ed runs a production company in New Orleans. A worker bee 
with decades of real-world successes as a D.P., director, writer, 
producer, and visionary, Ed is responsible for the execution and 
delivery of thousands of projects ranging from features and 
documentaries to commercial and multi-cam live music 
productions. Above all else, Ed's raw, edgy indie style reflects 
his love for the noir aesthetic and intense dark drama, making 
him the perfect visionary to bring the hyper-kinetic, gritty world of 
Mumbai's underworld to life. 

CITY OF THE LOST, a visceral action thriller, draws 
diverse audiences given its multifaceted storytelling and 
rich cultural backdrop. It's a dark atmosphere with 
complex characters, intricately woven plots of political 
corruption, moral ambiguity, and the tragic cycle of 
violence. Shot with a cinematic style mixing the best 
current tactical action techniques, *City of the Lost* shows 
glimpses into the real, raw heart of Mumbai. Action fans 
will be deeply satisfied by the relentless combat, while 
fans of prestige crime dramas will be captivated by the 
emotional depth and shocking, unforgettable finale. 







The gorgeous, deeply scarred survivor: 

Sold into a Bangladeshi brothel; 

Ki I I er of her captors with her bare 

hands; Now in Dharavi she fights to 

give her son, Zuber, a better I ife. 

A trained lethal fighter who matches 

Jones's intensity, and through their 

torrid visceral connection, she finds 

a fleeting moment of hope before 

al I is lost. 

NIYATI: 

the new love 



Ni yat i's 12-year-o Id son. Innocent 

but profoundly affected by the harsh 

realities of the slums. Over the 

courseof the story, he is seduced by 

the camaraderie and power of the local 

street gang. His tragic arc culminates 

in a heartbreaking choice, transforming 

him from a frightened chi Id into a 

hardened k i I I er. 

ZUBER: 
the cycle continues 



A heavyset, power-hungry political 

underboss with delusions of grandeur, 

he manipulates the pub I ic, orchestrates 

the assassination of his own Deputy 

and creates a power void. He leverages 

the media to blame foreign aggressors, 

inciting fiery riots to mask his 

lucrative contracts with underworld 

terrorists as he rised to power if he 

can eliminate the evidence: Jones. 

BAHARAT GUPTA: 

would be king 



















Around Jones, latke's murder 

moves through Mumbai I ike a 

I ive wire. Politicians, fixers, 

gang bosses, intel I igence players, 

and old power brokers al I use 

the hit to push their agendas. 

What looks I ike one sad pub I ic 

ki I I ing turns into a way larger 

plan, already in motion, long 

before Jones pul Ied the trigger. 

As the city closes ranks, so 

does the corruption and pressure 

unti I the net drops over Jones, 

Niyati, and Zuber. 



The tr.ap d rives Jones 

back into service, back 

into the same machine 

that forged him. That 

final turn of the screw, 

and each move before, 

just push him closer to 

the fate that was waiting 

for him al I along. And when 

the truth finally dawns on 

him, Jones sees for the 

first time, the I ives he 

takes also take him. 
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FROM BLACK

MUSIC CUE

A re-orchestrated “In the Light” by Led Zeppelin begins in 
darkness. Heavier. Electric sitar. Tabla. Bagpipe drones 
pulling through the low end like a warning, but the creepy 
synthesizer has to have the same vibe. Music continues 
through next several scenes.

EXT. DHARAVI / MUMBAI — DAWN

ZUBER, a small boy in a stained white shirt, walks toward the 
rising sun. We see him from behind and he’s tight in the 
frame head to toe. He carries a sack with 2 eggs and scraps 
of bread.

Smoke. Haze. Tin roofs. Laundry. Open drains. Cooking fires. 
Sleeping bodies. Morning prayers. The whole city already 
breathing around him.

CHONG.

A hammer strikes metal.

EXT. JOI WORLD CENTER — SAME

The final scaffold for the upcoming political rally is being 
driven into place.

Workers pound steel into the ground.

CHONG. CHONG. CHONG.

The bleachers rise like a temporary temple.

Television Cameras are already locked into position. Cable 
runs snake through the dirt. Security checks earpieces. 
Assistants shout into radios.

Behind the stage, BAHARAT GUPTA, 53, heavyset, clean shaved, 
party underboss with delusions of grandeur and desires of 
holding major office, wears traditional orange pious garb.

He moves nervously through the machinery of the event.

He watches everything. Too much at stake. Too many moving 
parts.
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CHONG. CHONG. CHONG.

The metal rings out across the morning, joining the rhythm of 
the music.

EXT. DHARAVI — SAME

Close on Zuber’s bare, dirty feet as he picks his way through 
the slum. The hammering from the rally seems to follow him.

CHONG. CHONG. CHONG.

He steps around puddles, trash, bodies, stray dogs, breakfast 
fires. Humanity presses into every edge of the frame.

The city is awake before the sun is.

EXT. JOI WORLD CENTER — SAME

Close on a hammer head striking scaffold pipe.

CHONG. CHONG. CHONG.

EXT. DHARAVI — SAME

Slow reveal up from Zuber’s feet. His shirt catches the stale 
bitter heat. He is almost home.

Then a shadow crosses his path. The light changes. Zuber 
stops.

He looks up.

A 747 passes low overhead, impossibly large, swallowing the 
sky. It moves slowly. Too slowly.

CHONG. CHONG. CHONG.

EXT. MUMBAI SKY / CITY — CONTINUOUS

High above the city, we follow from the 747 as its shadow 
glides across Mumbai.

Over rooftops. Over slums. Over traffic. 

Over sleeping families. Over towers. Over the waking earth 
below.

2.
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The shadow keeps moving.

CHONG. CHONG. CHONG.

EXT. JOI WORLD CENTER — SAME

One worker stops hammering and looks up as the 747 shadow 
passes over him..

The others keep pounding.

CHONG. CHONG. CHONG.

Gupta looks up too.

The plane owns the city, a symbol of doom.

EXT. MUMBAI / AIRPORT APPROACH — DAWN

The 747 creeps lower toward the runway.

The sunrise hits the tarmac in violent orange and green 
reflections. Heat haze trembles over the asphalt. Pools of 
light shimmer like oil.

The wheels touch down.

MUSIC CUE

The music turns. The guitar pattern changes, same key. The 
machine begins.

EXT. JOI WORLD CENTER — MORNING

The crowd floods in.

Bodies press against barricades.

Flags. Banners. Saffron cloth. Police uniforms. Cameras. 
Security details. Reporters. Sweat. Devotion. Resentment.

The rally becomes a living organism.

People wait for their hero.

3.
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INT. JOI WORLD CENTER — BACKSTAGE

MAHARASHTRA DEPUTY, PAKYA LATKE, 40,  mustache and glasses, 
world weary, wearing a button up traditional Indian cotton 
white shirt, charismatic, standing at the ready, adjusting 
his clothes. prays quietly.

CAMERA follows him in one shot.

A private man preparing to become public, he walks towards 
the masses.

The cogs lock into place.

A rising hero faces his swooning masses:

He stares at the crowd as Gupta, his warm up man, concludes 
from the podium.

The event is being live broadcast by an international news 
crew, led by:

A shaggy haired male with a 4 day goatee, Caucasian, British, 
DIRECTOR, in standard black media garb and sharp eyes.

He sits in front of monitors that show 6 views, and he calls 
shots over a clear com, all from a make-shift front-of-house 
set-up. 

The Camera pans to each view as the director speaks orders to 
his camera operators while the speech continues.

DIRECTOR
Camera 1, frame up the people. 
Fists in the air. Good. Good. Now 
4, get a close wide. Yes that’s it. 
Camera 2 push in. 3 you’re still 
in, ready 1.

Tight on CAM #1: TWO LARGE GROUPS scuffle outside. 

Tight on CAM #2: POLICE separate them by force.

Tight on CAM #3: REPORTERS crowd the podium.

Tight on CAM #4: DEPUTY LATKE’s hands rub together anxiously.

Tight on CAM #5: SECURITY carefully guards him. 

Tight on CAM #6: Wide on DEPUTY as he climbs the podium. 

4.
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INT./EXT. MUMBAI INT’L AIRPORT TERMINAL 4

A man, seen from the waist down, grey flannel suit, nice new 
leather combat boots, stands by the BAGGAGE CAROUSEL

BAGGAGE drops down. 

His arm pulls one medium sized average luggage container off 
the carousel, as seen from his leg view.

EXT. AIRPORT TERMINAL5

A PADMINI TAXI CAB pulls towards him. The suit hops in.

EXT. JOI WORLD CENTER6

BAHARAT GUPTA
It is time, it is time, my 
brothers, for all of us to remember 
what we are, who we are, and what 
we believe in. No matter what side 
you think you’re on, if you stand 
before me now, we are one people. 
WE ARE UNITED! Hum Sab Ek Hain!

CROWD
HUM SAB EK HAIN!

The police try to separate 2 opposing forces. 

It’s like a mosh pit, but for a brief moment, there is unity, 
solidarity, all amid the tension.

PROTESTORS CHANT loudly as Latke takes to the podium.

CROWD (CONT'D)
Hum Sab Ek Hain!

Latke begins his speech.

The TV Crew monitors display scenes from the director’s POV:

1) The crowd looking towards Latke.

2) Latke in a tight view as he addresses the crowd.

3) Latke from Gupta’s POV at the masses.

4) In extreme close ups, we see the earpieces of security 
persons as they adjust them.

5.



(MORE)
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5) A hand reaches to the holstered gun of a uniformed officer 
as he makes sure it’s there. 

6) One by One, we see closeup eyes of the family members of 
the power elite as they stand beside Gupta behind the podium.

DEPUTY LATKE
I stand before you as Shahar 
Pramukh your personal Sainik within 
the New Phoenix of our party! I 
know the value of the sacrifices 
you have all made, and I stand 
dedicated to you and your purpose!  

EXT. STREET INTO THE RALLY7

The man in the suit exits the cab as we see his combat boots 
hit the ground.

The man slips into full view in a slow reveal:

Matthew Owen “The Torpedo” Jones, with a close cropped red 
hairdo, brown colored sunglasses, 40, former SAS, former MI6 
and CIA, short and stocky, now an enforcer for various 
international criminal organizations.

Latke’s full speech intercuts between his positions:

Jones finds a good spot to take a shot, but he can’t even 
pull his gun. Too much security.

Jones moves into various positions to take a shot.

He gets close enough to see Latke speak. 

A kid stares at him awkwardly. He can’t take a shot. 

DEPUTY LATKE
The time for appeasement is over! 
Some have become yes-men, divorced 
from our true principles. I am here 
today to denounce these shams and 
money driven alliances! You all can 
clearly see these developers 
pushing forward, in their greed, 
their self-aggrandizement. My 
Sthānika, you can see they want 
these new housing units, not for 
you, not for your families, but for 
the money they will make for 
themselves! 

(MORE)
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DEPUTY LATKE (CONT'D)
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You can see this because you are 
not blind! You see them grabbing 
your land! Dividing your houses! 
Taking what is rightfully yours! 
Let us never forget: There are but 
two castes in our India! The Rich 
and everybody else! 
Yes, these are dark times. We 
struggle! We are in conflict, with 
each other. But we must fight for 
our rights. We are tied to this 
land and we won’t let anyone 
separate us lest our blood sink 
deep into her womb!

CROWD
Aamchi Maati! Aamcha Rakt!

DEPUTY LATKE
Majhi tumhala vinti aahe! Ekatra 
ya! Ekatra ya! Aata ekatra ya! 
Bhavanno! Aapan saare ek aahot! (I 
urge you now! Join together! Join 
together! Join together now! 
Brothers! We are but one!)

CROWD
EK SATH! EK SATH!  Aamchi Maati! 
Aamcha Rakt!

Deputy Latke stands at the podium, pleased with his public 
and gently bows. 

Jones slinks up near the stage, and says something to 2 
security personnel:

Agents NAJARAM and PRABRU, who whisper to Jones.

Latke leaves the stage as REPORTERS on the outskirts hurl 
questions at him. 

The crowd facing the podium, no longer against one another, 
suddenly remember they hate each other.

POLICE try to cool down the crowd, now building to a frenzy.

Najaram and Prabru, the SECURITY DETAIL, whisks LATKE off as 
Jones leaves after them in a slightly different direction, 
unnoticed. 

The detail prevents reporters from getting too close. 

Latke stops to answer questions, pleased with the speech.

DEPUTY LATKE (CONT'D)

7.
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Eventually, Latke leaves the arena.

INT. JOI. WORLD CENTER, PARKING GARAGE -- MOMENTS LATER 8

The sites of a gun reveal Deputy Latke getting into his TOWNE 
CAR.

Three shots quietly fire from Jones’ silenced HK-MP7a1 
pistol, exploding through Latke’s flesh like Edgerton’s 
apple, careening him to the ground, dead.

SECURITY looks for the assailant. He’s gone, like a ghost.

They search valiantly but to no avail. Police whistles blow. 
Cops charge in.

EXT. JOI WORLD CENTER, PARKING GARAGE9

2 POLICE CARS fly through the entrance, lights blazing. 
Sirens fill the air.

MONTAGE

EXT. MUMBAI STREET SHOPS10

A TV blasts: “This just in: Disturbance involving Deputy 
Latke at Joi”

A FOOD VENDOR and PATRON, turn to take notice.

INT. SMALL RESTAURANT11

A TV situated above the bar blasts the same report.

INT. PUBLIC TRANSIT12

A TV: the live news report hits, a different News channel and 
PEOPLE start talking immediately, arguing. 

Fists fly.

EXT. JOI WORLD CENTER, MUMBAI, INDIA --BRIGHT DAY13

The TV CREW formerly filming the speech suddenly turn on the 
nearest “ANCHOR” they can find. A live shot is in progress.

8.
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ANCHOR
No suspect has been apprehended and 
details are weak regarding the 
attack on Deputy Chief Minister of 
Home Affairs, Sri Pakya Karim 
Latke. Police report his injuries 
were fatal and he is reported dead 
at the scene.

INT. GANDHI MARKET BABA AMBEDKAR RD -- SAME TIME14

Jones shops casually, whistling to himself. He purchases a 
small curio of a Yama on horseback. 

Jones looks at his cell phone and sees a new text. He returns 
the text.

YOUNG CHILDREN clamor around and he tosses them some coins.

A TOMBOY looks at them in contempt. She holds a shoe-shine 
kit. The children run off with their loot.

Jones sits down at a small cafe stand in the market and 
casually orders a COFFEE. The Tomboy watches and signals she 
wants to shine Jones’ shoes.

Jones nods and the TOMBOY gladly starts the shine.

FLASHBACK

EXT. DOWNTOWN DUBLIN, IRELAND 200115

Young Jones (just a boy) shines shoes with a knowing smirk on 
his face then he looks down at the shoe rag.

EXT. GANDHI MARKET, CAFE 16

The Tomboy shines Jones’ shoes. She watches her shoe rag 
shimmy up and down. 

The Tomboy looks up at Jones who hides behind his sunglasses.

Jones falls into another memory.

FLASHBACK

9.
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INT. RUN DOWN DUBLIN, IRELAND HOUSING DEVELOPMENT -- NIGHT17

In a WRECKED LIVING ROOM: The TV blares a crime show. A 
WHISKEY BOTTLE lays on the coffee table, spilling some of 
it’s contents. Things have been tossed around. Broken chairs 
and objects lay strewn. 

Young Jones’ FATHER viciously pulverizes his MOTHER until she 
slips to the floor. He keeps swinging.

FATHER
You lyin little bitch! I KNOW YOU 
WAS FUCKIN HIM!

AS: Young Jones runs to the kitchen table and fetches his 
FATHER’S .38 SNUBNOSE SERVICE REVOLVER from a POLICE COAT and 
he runs back in.

YOUNG JONES
(pointing gun shakily)

Get away from her.

The FATHER takes notice and stops the pounding to face him.

FATHER
Come on son, you don’t know what 
you’re doing.

YOUNG JONES
I’m sick of watching you do that to 
her!

The Father gets pissed and charges the boy.

FATHER
You little shit! Gimme that back 
right now!

Young Jones fires a shot point blank. His Father slips to the 
ground, moaning loudly. He fires again to be sure the job is 
done.

Young Jones stares coldly as life leaves the body. 

He looks towards his Mother, also lying on the ground. 

She’s silent. Beaten to death.

RETURN

10.



11.

EXT. GANDHI MARKET, CAFE 18

Jones comes out of it. He tosses the Tomboy a twenty pound 
note and walks away quickly. The Tomboy follows at a 
distance. 

Jones has a sudden idea. He turns to the girl.

JONES
(in Hindi)

Bhook lagi hai kya?

INT. AMRUT BAR NEAR GANDHI MARKET19

As they chow off paper plates of curry and naan with their 
hands, Jones studies the Tomboy.

He looks her dead in the eye. They know each other somehow. 

Maybe they’ve both lived his memory.

JONES
Got a name?

The Tomboy shakes her head, afraid to say?

JONES (CONT'D)
They call me Jones. 

The Tomboy looks back at him, unsettled, as she jams down 
another pile of food.

JONES (CONT'D)
I was out on my own too, after I 
shot dad. My father. They sent me 
to the Child and Family Agency. 
Family. Ain't that a hoot. They 
kinda toss you in jail if you don’t 
have any parents or anyone who 
wants to take you in. 

The Tomboy shakes her head. A tear drips develops.

TOMBOY
(broken English)

I’ll find my Daddy one day.

JONES
Daddy. Father. Police Officer. 
Upholder of the law. Motherfucker. 
Drunk. Woman beater. Liar. Dead 
man.

11.
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Through the window: TEENAGE BIKER#2, a cut throat wild child 
gangster, about 11, clicks a photo of Jones with her 
cellphone.

CUTAWAY: She runs a block away to show an older gang member, 
SPEEDY DHOOM BHAI.

who picks up his cell phone to make a hasty call.

SPEEDY DHOOM BHAI
(into phone in Marathi)

Aamhala to manus sapadla. Agdi 
tumhi sangitlelya thikanich. 

AT THE BAR: The Tomboy and Jones leave together. Jones hands 
the girl a business card with more paper currency.

JONES
If you ever get in any trouble call 
this number and say you need Daddy. 
Tell them where you are and don’t 
worry.

They part company and Jones walks past Sion Hospital.

EXT. SIDE STREETS -- SUNSET20

2 MOTORCYCLES close in on Jones on his nonchalant care-free 
stroll.  

BIKER#1 draws a MACHETE and heads at Jones from the rear.

Jones knows what’s coming without seeing, and ducks.

BIKER#2 charges at him with a CUTLASS SWORD.

Jones jumps on top of a parked car to avoid the charge.

BIKER#1 swings around and radios in to his friends.

BIKER#1
(to radio: in Marathi)

We got em boss. He’s on Gully 
Thirteen.

Jones pulls his silenced weapon and shoots MOTORCYCLIST #2.

He takes aim at #1 but can’t get a clear shot, then walks up 
to a badly wounded #2. Gun to his head, foot on face.

JONES
Who sent you?

12.
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BIKER#2
(in Marathi)

Get the fuck away from me you 
imperialist bastard.

Jones studies him carefully, then squashes his palm into the 
rough asphalt with the foot that was on the head.

JONES
(in Marathi)

Who sent you, you little worm?

BIKER#2
(in English)

Why don’t you stick around and find 
out? You’re screwed, old man.

A GANG OF 6, with odd knives start up Gully 13, at him.

#1: RANJIT SETHI, 20’s, big guy, experienced hand to hand, 
Skillful knife artist, the leader with a large Panther tattoo 
across his mid body, a war veteran;  

#2: ROCKET SLIM, 20’s, skinny long arms, Kung fu;

#3: VEEJAY CHAUDHARY, 20’s, street fighter, also war veteran;

#4: RAVI NALHTRA, early 20’s, loyal to Naj and wants to move 
up but new to the business;

#5: GOSWAMI RANA, late 20’s, war veteran, a bear of a guy;

#6: “NAJ” NAJALI JOHAL DHAJINI, late 20’s, a budding leader, 
wears an Orange Satin US Letterman style jacket, long 
straight hair, clean shaven, also Kung fu trained; 

Jones fires his last shots, taking down Goswami, but not 
killing him. Naj returns fire with his midnight special .38 
Snub nose revolver.

EXT. DHARAVI SLUMS:21

Jones picks up the motorcycle and dashes away, charging 
across the Pedestrian Railroad Overpass. Biker #1 catches up 
to him and they collide. 

Biker #1 lies on the skyway, passed out. Jones gets up and by 
now the others are in hot pursuit. The bike won’t start.

He runs into the cramped and crowded slums, ahead of the 
motorcycles. 

Crashing through lurid colored alleyways filled with people:
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A baby being washed in a bucket,

3 dudes sharing a cigarette at their metal fabrication shop,

A group of colorfully dressed women avoid the ruckus,

Workers make snacks in a tiny workshop, inches from the 
common area, sort of a road.

Jones fights close quarters with an attacker. The two hit the 
ground and roll around. People get excited and scurry towards 
one another.

Jones eventually overpowers the thug. The thug fights back 
and reaches for a hidden DAGGER.

Jones takes the thug by the throat and squeezes the life out 
of him, knife or not. 

He stands and takes off his jacket, and creeps through the 
narrow rows trying to be unnoticed. 

He gets to 2 thugs by surprise. K.O.’s them with his bare 
hands. And quickly ascends onto the rooftops of the slum.

He notices a thug who doesn’t notice him. He changes 
direction and heads deeper in the chaos, now quietly.

Rooftop to rooftop.

A thug recognizes the red hair. He climbs up and charges 
Jones.

Jones catches him as he charges and pushes his head into a 
stack of products in a makeshift shop. 

Chemical steam escapes from the machines in the shop, sending 
plumes into the thick air.

Jones stomps the guy’s back and turns the corner. 

Another thug, bigger, chases him.

Jones turns by surprise.

They struggle. He’s met his match. They brawl like 2 MMA 
prize fighters, smashing into walls, knocking over ladders 
and slipping on laundry.

Jones evades the thug and climbs up a ladder to a higher 
landing,

As the sound of 1000 hammers shred the night air. Dharavi 
knows something is wrong. Faces emerge out of nowhere.
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NAJ, one of the gang, notices from below, and follows Jones 
from the ground.

Finding his moment, Naj quickly ascends another ladder and 
finds Jones stomping across corrugated tin roofs.

Jones goes in for the kill, diving at Naj. The entire roof 
rattles as though it were to fall in.

NAJ REACHES UP IN A VAIN ATTEMPT TO SWING AT JONES.

Jones kicks hard into Naj’s stomach pushing him through the 
roof. Naj is out.

Jones escapes into an empty unit on the third “floor” of a 
dirty shabby dilapidated tenement. Light filtering through 
ragged tarps and more rusted corrugated tin. 

THE GANG loses the scent. The crowds can’t find him. Safe.

(Conversation in Marathi).

RANJIT 
Is Naj okay?

A bruised up NAJ, a shabbily dressed gangster, walks up to 
face Ranjit.

NAJ
Why don’t you ask me?

Ranjit looks at him and offers a cigarette. Naj accepts.

RAVI 
He killed Veejay and Rocket Slim. 
Where did you lose him?

NAJ
Went through a roof a block away. 
He went over it. I went under it. 
I’m not sure which way he went.

RANJIT
Fucker could be anywhere now.

NAJ
Where’s my money, dude?

RANJIT
That’s after we take him out.

NAJ and GANG start smashing everything in sight in a blind 
rage. GOSWAMI nurses a gunshot graze on his left side.
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RANJIT shows the phone photo of Jones to 3 CHILDREN, speaking 
quietly to them.  He hands out some well worn cash. They run 
off.

RANJIT (CONT'D)
If you see this guy, you find me.

INT. THIRD FLOOR SLUM SHACK -- LATER22

Jones wraps the wounds inflicted during the struggle. 

He Rips off his tie and pulls off his brown shirt, now torn 
and bloody, revealing an olive drab wife-beater and a knife 
still in its sheath, close to his chest. 

He has a rather bad laceration across his lower chest, from 
the fights.

Jones searches the room for anything he can use to treat his 
cuts.

ZUBER, a small scared boy of 12, from the area, enters the 
room cautiously, seeing the knife in its sheath.

ZUBER
(in Hindi)

 Kya tum meri maa ko maarne
 aaye ho? 

Jones studies the boy a moment. Boy shakily hands Jones his 
fist full of change.

ZUBER (CONT'D)
Humare paas bas itna hi hai!
 (This is all we have!)

Jones starts to push the Boy out the way, then stops. He 
leans down and holds the boys hands around the coins. 

JONES
(in Hindi) 

Tumhari maa ko kaun maarna chahta 
hai? (Who wants to kill your mama?

ZUBER
They call him Panther.

JONES
Panther? Since when did he want to 
kill her? Why?
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ZUBER
(in English)

Since we left Bangladesh and she 
brought me here. They say she owes 
them 500,000 rupees. 

Jones settles down to the boy’s height, eye to eye, takes out 
a small wad of fresh 2000 rupee notes, and hands some to the 
boy.

JONES
What do you say you go out and get 
me some different clothes? Then 
I’ll go find this Mister Panther-
man of yours? We’ll see what we can 
do.

Jones winks at the boy and smiles. Zuber takes the money, and 
runs out.

EXT. DHARAVI STREETS -- EARLY NIGHT23

Zuber stops at a General Store selling hoodies, western tee 
shirts, Indian tourist crap, and candy etc. 

ZUBER
I’d like that hoodie.

SHOPKEEPER, 40s, M, Muslim with a long robe, white and brown, 
a skull cap, etc, grabs a gray HOODIE the boy’s size.

ZUBER (CONT'D)
No, that one!

He points to one that would fit Jones. The SHOPKEEPER laughs 
at him.

SHOPKEEPER
Ah! Boy wants to be a man!

ZUBER
It’s for my mother. And she wants 
that satchel also.

SHOPKEEPER
And I suppose you have money for 
all this, hummm, do you?

Zuber shakily pulls out the money from his pocket.

The Shopkeeper is surprised to see a kid with cash. He grabs 
the boy and takes all the money. 
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The boy fights back to no avail. He stomps on the 
Shopkeeper’s toes to get free.

Zuber grabs the Hoodie and a half rack of other clothes as he 
runs away. The Shopkeeper recovers and heads after the boy, 
waving money in the air.

SHOPKEEPER (CONT'D)
Stop that Thief! He stole from me!

Ravi and Naj, patrolling the area, watch the shopkeeper 
pocket the money and call Zuber a thief.

The Shopkeeper chases after Zuber to get his merchandise 
back.

SHOPKEEPER (CONT'D)
Get that little bastard!

ZUBER runs through the maze of alleys until he can’t hear the 
shopkeeper anymore. 

He puts some of the clothes into a satchel he took, hoisting 
it to his back, kicking the ground, angry he lost the money.

EXT. DHARAVI, FOOD SHOP24

Zuber eyes a small food shop selling white moonshine. 

He creeps up to the stall. Taking his time, he grabs a bottle 
and some bread when he has the chance. Unseen.

INT. JOI WORLD CENTER, PARKING GARAGE -- NIGHT25

COPS survey the scene. The CORONER CREW loads LATKE’S BODY 
into their VAN.

SUPER

JOI WORLD CENTER, PARKING COMPLEX 22:00 HRS

DETECTIVE PANDIT, 40’s, M, well built, mustache, shabby green 
brown shiny suit, worn and sweaty, a brown shirt and wide 
tie; he approaches.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
I want a full autopsy report and 
the ballistics.

CORONER slams the van door shut and fumbles for a MINT.
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CORONER
You’ll be the first to know.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
You better be sure about that.

CORONER
What are you trying to say?

DETECTIVE PANDIT
You know good and goddamn well what 
I mean, Chianni.

A FORENSICS GUY pulls a slug out of the wall behind the 
victim’s car. Pandit notices and switches his attention.

DETECTIVE PANDIT (CONT'D)
(to Forensics Guy)

Lemme take a look at that.

FORENSICS GUY
We won’t be able to make much of 
this, what with the impact, and the 
material of the projectile.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
Material?

FORENSICS GUY
Yeah, it’s some kind of high 
density plastic.

Det. Pandit pounds the wall in frustration. He looks around 
for CCTV cameras. There is only 1. He walks up to it. The 
lens is smashed.

EXT. AUTORICKSHAW OFFICE -- NIGHT26

Naj makes his way through the crowd and heads through the 
neon lit miniature taxis and small engine motorcycles, as 
drivers, some in uniform, clamor to get in. They think he’s 
trying to jump line.

PUNK DRIVER
Wait yer turn asshole.

Naj pulls his switchblade.

NAJ
Fuck outta my way.

The Punk pushes Naj back with a sharp punch to the gut.
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PUNK DRIVER
Get the fuck outta here.

Naj, a little startled, puts up the blade, straightens his 
orange silk US letterman style jacket.

NAJ
I aint got time for you, punk.

The Punk spits into his hands, ready for a fight.

Naj walks straight up to the punk and cold cocks him with an 
open Kung fu palm slam to the forehead, then walks past the 
rest.

INT. AUTORICKSHAW OFFICE27

Naj pounds on the desk below a low hanging scratched and 
cloudy plastic shield guarding the receptionist area.

NAJ
Let me the fuck in!

Receptionist stares at him contemptuously.

NAJ (CONT'D)
I gotta see T.J.

Naj stares down the Receptionist. He bites his thumbnail at 
her.

The door buzzes, and Naj pushes through angrily.

NAJ (CONT'D)
(to Receptionist)

I know where your daughter goes to 
school.

Naj thumps down a dank crowded, cramped, neon lit, hallway 
until he gets to a closed door at the end. 

He almost kicks the door down. The office is shabby, with a 
cluttered large glass covered wood desk and a large BOXING 
MATCH POSTER behind.

TJ RAMAHOM, 50, a bearded, rough businessman/midlevel 
gangster, in a clean off-white dress shirt, a couple of 
understated gold chains, and a Rolex. He stands with his 
pants down around his ankles as a SMALL MAN sits on the 
ground examining TJ’s testicles.
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TJ RAMAHOM
You look like hell. I hear you let 
him get away.

TJ pushes the small man aside, lifts his pants, and pulls a 
bottle of Single Malt Scotch from his top drawer.

NAJ
Yeah Don I never get them, do I?
You got me pegged.

SMALL MAN
I will need to get you some 
ointment for that and a quantity of 
antibiotics as well, sir.

TJ abandons the bottle for a moment and pulls out a wad of 
Rupees from his pocket and hands it to the man.

TJ RAMAHOM
Sure old man, go get it now.

The Small Man takes the money, prays as he leaves. TJ motions 
him out, straightening his pantaloons.

NAJ
While you’re giving handouts, you 
can toss some my way.

TJ RAMAHOM
That so?

NAJ
You’re the motherfucker who wanted 
to hire a top out of town pro. So 
you’re in the shit now. I can tell 
you that much. So why don’t we just 
say you settle up with me, and you 
take your chances on your own? We 
don’t need this shit.

TJ RAMAHOM
I’m sure he got a good look at you 
too, boy.

Naj paces back and forth and grabs the bottle, pulling back a 
large swig.

NAJ
How can you drink this shit?

TJ yanks the bottle from Naj, wipes off the lip and pours 
himself a nice tumbler, still holding an ice cube.
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TJ sits down behind his desk and carefully swirls the glass 
around.

TJ RAMAHOM
That’s what’s wrong with you “up 
and coming” hipsters. You have no 
style. You’re all bitta bitta bang.

NAJ
We lost him in the Dharavi.

TJ RAMAHOM
So I hear.

NAJ
He won’t linger around there long. 
Not too many people look like him 
and we paid off the local kids to 
go find him.

TJ takes a nice pull off the glass, then sets it on his desk.

TJ RAMAHOM
They call him the Torpedo. Like the 
missile that sinks battleships. 
S.A.S.  MI6.  C.I.A. And of course 
the side jobs he does for his 
Dublin buddies. That’s how I found 
him.

NAJ
Like I said, you’re in the shit.

TJ RAMAHOM
Remember when you first came back 
here looking to be more than a 
messenger boy?

NAJ
I want my money and I want out. Can 
you remember that?

TJ slams his fist onto his desk, stands and slaps Naj across 
the face hard.

TJ RAMAHOM
Well I do. I do remember. I 
remember how you begged like a dog 
for a treat for this fantastic 
opportunity.

He slaps him again and again.
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TJ RAMAHOM (CONT'D)
I remember a slick little snot ass 
kid, tired of living with his 
family who didn’t “get him”. 
Jagashi ladhayla tayar aahe asa 
mhannara ha faltu manus. 
Swatahachya hisshyasathi! Mag he 
ghe tyacha hissa!

TJ tosses NAJ a stack of Rupees that fall to the floor around 
him, like a winter snow storm.

NAJ
What’s this?

TJ RAMAHOM
That’s your cut. Ata chalta ho 
ithun, nalayka.

Naj takes the insult, but sits tight and glares back.

NAJ
Mi kay ithe fukatcha bakra banayla 
baslo nahiye!e.

INT. THIRD FLOOR SLUM SHACK -- LATER28

Zuber walks in with the satchel, trembling. Jones appears 
from the shadows.

JONES
I hadn’t decided if you’d come back 
or not. And here you are. Alone at 
that.

Zuber hands over the goods. Jones looks through the stuff and 
takes the moonshine out. He opens the lid. It smells like 
strong  shit. He sips a shot. Strong stuff doesn’t really 
describe it.

JONES (CONT'D)
I guess you’d know what to do if 
the cops had nabbed you, hmmm? 
You’re a good kid. You alright?

Jones sits down on a small mat, surrounded by a few make-
shift weapons he’d just devised. He begins meditating.

Zuber sits down in a corner, sulking, but not so scared. He 
doesn’t fear Jones anymore. He wants to be like Jones; so 
confident, unafraid. He bites off some bread and watches 
Jones get into the zone.
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(MORE)

24.

SUDDENLY:

In walks his mother, NIYATI (Hindi:Fortune), in a glistening 
green silk saree, a mark on her temple, and scarves that 
carefully disguise a great beauty, scarred by years of abuse.

Her slender hips and striking lips captivate Jones as she 
walks proudly into the room. 

JONES stands at attention and bows in respect.

JONES (CONT'D)
(in Hindi)

Ghabraiye mat. Main aapke bete se 
mil chuka hoon, aur main yahan 
aapko nuksan pahunchane nahi aaya. 
(Don’t be alarmed. Your son and I 
have met and I’m not here to harm 
you.)

NIYATI
(in English)

Is that so.

She opens her Saree and pulls a shiny bent blade from its 
sheath, leans into a striking pose and poises the blade at 
his neck, revealing a couple of tattoos. She quietly goes on.

NIYATI (CONT'D)
Now do you mind telling me what 
you’re doing here? Before I cut 
you?

Jones settles into a smile and backs off, holding his hands 
up in surrender.

JONES
I see you can take care of 
yourself. So why are you in hock to 
the Panther? Why can’t you sort 
that out?

She looks at her son, like she can’t believe he spilled the 
beans. Then, of course he did.

NIYATI
He told you about that?

She lowers the blade and tosses it onto a makeshift table.

ZUBER
Ma, wo yahan andhere mein tha. Usne 
mujhe kuch paise diye. 

(MORE)
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ZUBER (CONT'D)

25.

(Ma, he was here in the dark. He 
gave me some money.)

NIYATI
Money? How much?

JONES
Like I said, I don’t have any plans 
to kill you, rape you, or eat your 
kid, here.

NIYATI
Then what?

JONES
Some of Gupta’s hotshots are after 
me. I’m surprised you haven’t 
heard.

She plops the knife on the table, takes off her scarf and 
unfurls a nice flowing head of pitch black hair, then she 
grabs the moonshine and takes a swig.

NIYATI
Oh that’s you they want? I could 
get some ducats for you.

JONES
But you won’t.

Jones inches closer. The air sizzles with undeniable erotic 
heat.

She pushes him back.

NIYATI
Fuck off!

INT. MATUNGA POLICE STATION, PANDIT’S DESK -- 4:09 AM29

SUPER

MATUNGA POLICE STATION, DETECTIVE BUREAU 04:09 HRS

A banker’s light illuminates an otherwise cramped, darkened, 
room. An old school CRT computer terminal sits on his desk, 
glowing away. A small old TV set sits on top of file 
cabinets. 

Det. Pandit thumbs through reports from the case. The 
soundless TV plays images of the Joi World Center as a female 
News Anchor describes the scene in mime with captions.

ZUBER (CONT'D)
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Pandit slaps his computer to get it to work, then takes note 
of the TV. He stands up to watch closer.

A few images flip past but nothing remarkable.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
(screaming across the 
office)

CONSTABLE CHANDRA!

CONSTABLE CHANDRA, large, heavyset, cropped hair, in full 
uniform, sweaty, competent, data specialist, runs from the 
next room.

CHANDRA
Yes sir.

He salutes.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
Who was filming at the Joi Center 
today?

CHANDRA
Sir?

DETECTIVE PANDIT
There was a live broadcast at the 
Joi. It didn’t look like local 
press. There’s nothing’s in the 
reports, or on TV about it.

CHANDRA
I think the deputy had his media 
team with him, sir.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
Had to be it. Sure. See anything on 
social?

CHANDRA
Yes sir. His office has been quite 
active. The broadcast was well 
received.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
Nothing on TV afterwards? No flashy 
statement from Gupta?

Chandra looks puzzled, afraid he’d done something wrong, but 
what? 

Pandit immediately dials up a number on his cell phone.
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EXT./INT. MUMBAI MANTRALAYA BLDG, DEPUTY’S OFFICE -- 5:00 AM30

Det. Pandit walks through the building. Many Officers walk 
with haste and argue about the murder.

Dim greenish light barely illuminates the office structure’s 
white walls, marble floors, and dark rows of windows. 

CONFERENCE ROOM: The DEPUTY’S TEAM crowd an ordinary, large 
wood table, lots of papers and file boxes. Lots of yelling 
and name calling. COPS in uniform ask questions and take 
notes. Pandit walks past the madness and finds:

VIDEO EDIT SUITE: 31

SUPER

MANTRALAYA GOVERNMENT CENTER, MEDIA ROOM 05:07 HRS

The DIRECTOR from the Joi Location, works next to his EDITOR, 
who trims footage. Pandit flashes his badge.

DIRECTOR
(to Editor)

No that’s not it at all. We need 
more conflict. More of the 
protestors from earlier I think. 
Yeah, use that shot.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
How many cameras did you have 
there?

DIRECTOR
What? Six angles with a 120X from 
the rear. Who are you with? Matunga 
public relations?

DETECTIVE PANDIT
Homicide.

DIRECTOR
Homicide? Right. We’re on a tight 
schedule here. We have 3 more media 
posts to get out within the next 
hour.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
I need to see all the raw footage.
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DIRECTOR
Love to help you out, pal. Come 
back at eight. We should be wrapped 
by then.

Pandit yanks the Director and his editor’s swivel chair out 
from behind the console, and slides the man and chair away 
from the work area with a calm burst of fury. 

DETECTIVE PANDIT
You’ve got a new assignment now. 

Pandit forms a smile from his intense scowl.

DETECTIVE PANDIT (CONT'D)
Pal.

INT. HOME OF SLAIN DEPUTY LATKE -- EARLY MORNING32

SUPER

HOME OF SLAIN DEP. LATKE 09:24 HRS

Lavish, mostly all white: An elegant entry hall opens to a 
sitting room with a large screen TV (showing soundless NEWS 
COVERAGE) and some antiques and expensive religious objects 
d’art, including an incense burning Shiva Shrine. 

Two more MOURNERS arrive and walk through the crowded room 
until they reach the body.

FAMILY MEMBERS, in tears, prepare the CORPSE for burial.

DHARMINI LATKE, the widow, no jewelry or makeup, sits beside 
the body, crying uncontrollably.

BAHARAT GUPTA, now dressed in white as everyone else is.  

He stumbles in grief and then spontaneously shouts to the 
crowd: 

BAHARAT GUPTA
(tearful but proud)

No witnesses they say! Broad 
daylight it was? We will not stand 
by idly and wait on the do nothing 
police! Grab your sticks! Light 
your fires! We shall have Justice!

CROWD
NAYA! NAYA! MAHARASHTRA!
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BAHARAT GUPTA
Pushkal jhale hutatme! Pushkal 
jhala ha deshdroh! Pushkal jhala ha 
bhrashtachar! Ani pushkal jhali hi 
haav!)

CROWD
BAS JHALA! BAS JHALA! NAYA!

MOURNERS lift the body into the air and take it to a waiting 
Large Black SUV to the chants. 

CROWD (CONT'D)
Amar rahe! Amar rahe! Hutatma Latke 
amar rahe!

A GROUP surrounds BAHARAT, the heir apparent, and they place 
wreathes of flowers around his neck. 

INT. BLACK SUV33

BAHARAT climbs into a similar SUV as the hearse. 

TJ RAMAHOM, wearing all white, dark sunglasses and capped off 
with a TAQIYAH HAT, sits quietly, already inside.

The car jerks to life and starts to move slowly through the 
crowd.

TJ RAMAHOM
We still haven’t got a fix on that 
torpedo guy, sir.

BAHARAT GUPTA
(laughing)

In time. In time. We need a little 
mystery at the moment. Soon the 
world will know the west is back to 
its old tricks. 

TJ RAMAHOM
I have a team on him. Full time.

BAHARAT GUPTA
Alive or dead, we can profit either 
way.

TJ RAMAHOM
So you don’t want him taken out?
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BAHARAT GUPTA
My friend, we have known each other 
quite a long time and you should 
pay attention to the actions I am 
requesting of you and not just do 
what you think I’m asking. 

TJ RAMAHOM
Long live MAHARASHTRA!

BAHARAT GUPTA
Yes yes. But tread very carefully. 
We have woken the sleeping Tiger. 
Aata hi ‘motha manus’ banun 
mirvaychi vel nahiye.

TJ RAMAHOM
Aikun ghe... Guptaji. My guys won’t 
sit back and do nothing.

BAHARAT GUPTA
Ajoon aag lavuya tar... sarannchya 
aagit ajoon tel otuya.

The SUV drives past more mourners along the driveway. Gupta 
waves at his fans. TJ Ramahom seems confused, upset.

EXT. DHARAVI STREETS, RUMBLE -- EARLY MORNING34

Approaching rain threatens a dusty scene: BUSY PEOPLE buy 
goods and go about outdoor chores, discussing the murder.

Jones, in his hoodie and new dark sunglasses, makes his way 
through the streets. 

TVs everywhere. Shop tables, back rooms, tiny transistor 
sets, laptops, all spread news of the assassination.

Still no suspect.

Jones notices  THE GANG, on motorcycles, huddled together. 
SPEEDY DHOOM BHAI, from earlier, points to a GROUP OF 
TOURISTS and their LOCAL GUIDE. 

RANJIT, in a ragged colorful sleeveless tank top, his large 
Panther Tattoo shining through, walks over and grabs one of 
the tourists by the arm:

TOURIST, strong English accent, wearing a tight fitting 
Taqiyah, and a loose orange and brown cotton outfit. Ranjit 
swings him around. 
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GANG studies the Tourist against their PHOTO. The tourist 
resembles Jones.  

RANJIT
(in Marathi)

Tula kay vatla? Tu lapun bashil ani 
aamhi tula shodhnaar nahi? 

RANJIT pushes the Tourist to the ground who lifts his wallet. 
Gang members laugh at him.

TOURIST
TAKE MY MONEY! TAKE IT ALL!

The tourist puts his arms around his head in mortal fear.

GANG MEMBER #2
Now you show your true colors! 
Irish man!

RANJIT spits, then slings out a well used and sharpened 9” 
Dagger and pulls the tourist from the dirt by twisting his 
shaking arm. 

GANG MEMBER #2 takes RANJIT’S phone to record the joyous 
moment.

Jones springs to action. 

He charges at Ranjit, tackling him into the group of 
Motorcycles. They all tumble to the ground.

Jones gets the dagger.

#2 drops the phone and goes for his blade.

Jones slices up #2 and immediately goes after SPEEDY and 
RAVI, who run off.

Ranjit stands and puts up a fight. They SWISH and SLASH 
around the market for awhile until 

Jones cracks Ranjit’s neck against a metal post.

Jones finds the phone, now recording just sky. He stops the 
recording. Then he fiddles with the phone’s password 
settings.

The Tourists huddle together in fear as Police whistles come 
closer and Jones slinks off.

Bystanders point at Jones as he weaves through the tight 
alleys.
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EXT. DHARAVI STREETS, NEARBY:35

POLICE struggle through the tight quarters towards the 
commotion, smashing through helpless citizens.

CROWD MEMBERS
Raste ke gunde ho tum log! Uniform 
hai toh kuch bhi karoge? Aukaat 
mein raho!                                         

Shops quickly close. People scurry away. Rioters get bolder. 

Police pound off rioters with their Billy Clubs.

ADAH DUWANI, badass female agent wearing a black helmet and 
flack jacket; 

SADHIL HALDAR, mustached and gritty faced, the commander in a 
black beret; and 

ANANT KUMAR, stoic and clean shaven, also with black helmet 
and uniform.

CONSTABLE SUBRAM, tough male cop, in standard police uniform 
and black leather gloves, helps keeping the crime scene 
clear.

The TOURIST, still shaken up, stands beside a Merchant’s 
closed Rollup gate.

AGENT HALDAR
(in English, to Tourist)

You were the one they were messing 
with when all this started?

CONSTABLE SUBRAM moves in to see what’s up.

CONSTABLE SUBRAM
We already interviewed him. He 
didn’t have anything...

Kumar moves in and pushes him out of the way.

AGENT KUMAR
(to Constable)

Let the Commander decide who said 
what. 

AGENT HALDAR
So why aren’t you lying out there 
instead of them?
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TOURIST
Crazy. Crazy. This dude went nuts 
on em. Like he was my personal 
attack dog. He just moved in and 
started hacking them up. Swinging 
that knife, punching them, he was 
like, like, a Goddamn Hero, is what 
he was.

AGENT HALDAR
What did that gang want from you?

TOURIST
Those maniacs with their gigantic 
machetes!? It was like a Jihad! 
They were recording it.

AGENT HALDAR
Who saved you then? Someone from 
another gang?

TOURIST
Who? The guy? Gang? No. He was a 
red headed Irishman, just like me.

Duwani walks over with a paper he tore from a protestor.

AGENT DUWANI
Hey look at this.

Haldar grabs the tattered print out. It’s the snapshot the 
biker kid shot of Jones at the market. Haldar pushes it at 
the tourist.

AGENT HALDAR
Is this him?

INT. MUMBAI GOV’T MANTRALAYA BLDG, EDIT SUITE -- LATER36

SUPER

MANTRALAYA GOVERNMENT CENTER, MEDIA ROOM 12:54 HRS

DETECTIVE PANDIT
(frustrated)

Can’t you just bring up all the 
cameras together at once?

DIRECTOR
Yeah we can go back to the multi-
cam timeline.
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He switches timelines in Adobe Premiere Pro and hits keys on 
his keyboard. 

DETECTIVE PANDIT
Yeah why don’t you do that.

A larger monitor above the workstation sparks to life and 
reveals a window with all six cameras playing at once. The 
images pause on an earlier speaker as he scrolls through the 
event.

DETECTIVE PANDIT (CONT'D)
I need to see the stuff from all 
around the podium when the Deputy 
was up there. I don’t give a crap 
about the speeches or what the fuck 
they have to say.

The Director lets footage play, scrolling through.

DIRECTOR
Oh okay. Do you need to see the 
crowds outside? A lot them hated 
him. We might have some extra B 
roll of that. 

The Director starts searching for files as images roll on the 
big screen.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
No. No. I don’t think those baboons 
out there would know what a 
magnesium hollow point is.

The screen moves on to the moment before the speech, and a 
wide angle closeup on the Deputy’s hands.

DETECTIVE PANDIT (CONT'D)
STOP THERE! What’s that!

DIRECTOR
His hands? Yeah it shows the drama 
of the moment. The stress he’s 
under. That’s good. I’ll use that.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
No, asshole. Those guys behind him!

Det. Pandit stands up and points to the image as it flips to 
Program monitor (larger image). 

DETECTIVE PANDIT (CONT'D)
Stop the cameras. Let me see this 
one.
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The Director switches back to Composite mode and a large 
picture of the Deputy’s hands fills the screen in a still.

DIRECTOR
Is this what you want to see?

DETECTIVE PANDIT
Who’s that behind him?

DIRECTOR
Just the staff. 

The Director looks at GUYS IN SECURITY UNIFORMS, standing 
close together, worried, nervous.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
Okay okay. Now play that camera for 
awhile.

Video on the large screen shifts to reveal the full 
background behind the speaker and less hands, but the 
background get blurrier.

DIRECTOR
Is this what you’re looking for?

DETECTIVE PANDIT
Can’t you make it sharper?

DIRECTOR
It’s the lens, and at that distance 
I’m afraid not.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
The lens, huh? 

The image plays on until Jones can be seen, clear enough, 
walking in and standing next to 2 security guards.

DETECTIVE PANDIT (CONT'D)
Who’s that?

DIRECTOR
Najaram and Prabru I think.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
No, the caucasian with short red 
hair and dark glasses. Is he 
talking to them?

DIRECTOR
Uh. Him? That guy. That guy. I’m 
not sure. I can’t tell.
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DETECTIVE PANDIT
Can you blow up that frame bigger 
so I can see it clearer.

Director enlarges the image a couple times.

DIRECTOR
Yes sir, but it’s not so sharp.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
Yeah. Yeah. It’s the lens and the 
distance.

Pandit clicks an image with his phone, and leaves the booth 
as he calls and texts into his phone.

DETECTIVE PANDIT (CONT'D)
(to phone)

Chandra, I’m texting you a picture. 
I want you to search every database 
and facebook account you can think 
of, and see if you can find a 
match.

The Director switches back to the edit he was working on.

DETECTIVE PANDIT (CONT'D)
(to Director)

We’re not done yet, nitwit. 

The Director looks worried.

DETECTIVE PANDIT (CONT'D)
Guess it would be too much if you 
caught him sinking a couple slugs 
into our guy, huh?

INT. HOME OF SLAIN DEPUTY LATKE -- DAY 37

SUPER

HOME OF SLAIN DEP. LATKE 16:11 HRS

The room is decorated with her husband’s memories. Bowls of 
fruit lay nearby.

DHARMINI LATKE, the widow, dressed in white, head shaved 
bald, full mourning. FAMILY sits beside her, all on the 
floor. DETECTIVE PANDIT sits facing her. BAHARAT GUPTA is 
among the guests. He secretly listens in.

DHARMINI LATKE
I made my report already. 
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DETECTIVE PANDIT
That’s why I’m here, Ma’am. We have 
a few questions. But if now’s not a 
good time?

Pandit starts to stand and leave. Madame Latke stops him.

DHARMINI LATKE
Wait! If you think it’s important, 
please ask what you want. 

Pandit slowly takes his seat respectfully.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
Of course with all the current 
political tension, we all assume 
someone from the opposition was 
surely responsible. But the method 
of opportunity and chance certainly 
indicate that this was not a rash 
act by an angry citizen.

DHARMINI LATKE
Go on.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
It’s the timing of the attack.

DHARMINI LATKE
What do you mean?

DETECTIVE PANDIT
There are details I can’t discuss. 
But there are questions that beg 
discovery.

DHARMINI LATKE
I don’t recall anything different 
over the last few days. Bandi was 
just always so determined to fix 
everything. Everyone liked him. He 
always wanted to be, to be, like, 
like a mediator. Someone who could 
calm things down.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
Not him. His assistants.

DHARMINI LATKE
You don’t think one of us had 
something to do with this?
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38.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
It looks like the attack was 
intended to push tempers higher and 
cause more chaos in the ranks. We 
are beginning to believe... 

DHARMINI LATKE
WHO!

MADAME LATKE abruptly stands, angered beyond belief.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
Madame.

Pandit stands as well.

DHARMINI LATKE
Who! Damn you! Tell me who you 
think did this! Which one of my 
closest family. Maybe Mahesh over 
there? Hmm? Or Diyah? Her? Or maybe 
it was Baharat?

She pounds on Pandit’s chest and her family has to pull her 
away.

Pandit makes a speedy exit as Dharmini continues her tirade.

INT. PRIVATE OFFICE IN THE VILLA38

Baharat sneaks off to the private room. He snoops around 
looking for evidence of himself. He calls the Constable 
Chandra, Matunga station.

BAHARAT GUPTA
It’s Baharat. You bury anything you 
might have on whoever killed Latke.

INTERCUT

INT. MATUNGA POLICE STATION, CHANDRA’S DESK 39

Chandra is now standing, like he’s at attention. The twisted 
phone cord wraps around his arm like a snake.

 CHANDRA
How am I supposed to do that.

BAHARAT GUPTA
I don’t know. I don’t care how. 
Spin up shit. Blame someone else. 

(MORE)
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BAHARAT GUPTA (CONT'D)

39.

Make sure his name and picture 
don’t show up officially. That’s 
what I pay you to do.

EXT. HOME OF SLAIN DEPUTY LATKE40

Pandit holds his early Canon 5D Stills camera with a 150-
600mm lens and clicks photos of the cars parked in front of 
the house. He gets tight shots of the people coming and going 
from the house.

INSERT: ground glass images of the photos he snaps with 
freeze frames on the images.

AFTER SNAPPING PHOTOS: Still staring at the Villa, he thinks 
to himself. He finally ignites his engine and slowly pulls 
away.

INT./EXT. PRIVATE OFFICE IN THE VILLA41

Gupta watches from his window as Pandit drives off. He senses 
something is off. He paces back and forth.

Gupta opens the French Doors of the office and walks outside.

He dials again.

INTERCUT

INT. D COMPANY HQ, PAKISTAN42

SUPER

D COMPANY HQ, PAKISTAN 17:07 HRS

SAMEER KHAN: dressed in shabby street thug clothing, M, 5’4”, 
190 pounds all muscle, 45, a Charles Bronson mustache,  
exiled in Pakistan, an Indian Muslim Gangster with ties to D-
COMPANY, badass, terrorist intent on destroying India, 

Answers the phone in his dingy, smoky, carpet-covered 
gangster hovel. Old AK47s and munitions line his cave-like 
auto chop shop.

SAMEER KHAN
Badi hairat hui tera phone dekh ke, 
BahRat.

Sameer is not surprised at all. Contempt.

BAHARAT GUPTA (CONT'D)
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BAHARAT GUPTA
(v.o.)

Haven’t you been watching the news, 
Miyan?

Of course Sameer has been closely watching the chaos in 
Mumbai. He lies.

SAMEER KHAN
The news. Huh. Deep state lies 
designed to keep the factions 
warring.

BAHARAT GUPTA
Kadhi kadhi, jase diste tyahun khup 
kahi ghadat asate.

Khan immediately understands this phone call is a job offer.

SAMEER KHAN
If. If I come back to Mumbai, and 
that’s a big if. I have family 
here. There are many things I would 
have to adjust. If, I were to mix 
up the story. The story you are 
developing. If, I do this for you. 
Baharat. Listen to me hard. I am 
not your friend. I may not be your 
enemy. But I come as my own man. 
Bambai apun ki jagir hai, Lallu.

BAHARAT GUPTA
One Hundred Lakh. To start.

Gupta clicks off the phone, knowing what he’s started.

Sameer stands up. He picks up one of his better AK47’s and he 
cocks the gun, and examines it, as he thinks of the glory 
days when the weapon was new.

EXT./INT. DHARAVI GANG HIDEOUT  43

Motorcycles relax on the street, feet from their lair:

A shitty ground floor hole-in-the-wall (literally) next to a 
makeshift restaurant with steam rolling through the place. 
Empty drink cases sit in a stack.   

Naj stands beside a low table, drinking a large bottle of 
beer, his jacket around a small cafe chair. 
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The guys from the last fight scene sit beside around the 
table and play Carrom, with a gum chewing GOSWAMI, his 
gunshot wound now in a bandage.

RAVI
This dope torpedo dude guy’s 
already taken out four of us so 
far.

NAJ
Five with Ranjit.

Naj slams the beer to the table.

NAJ (CONT'D)
FUCK!

RAVI
We’re going to need lots of 
flowers.

NAJ
Leave that to their Ma’s. 

Goswami scores the winning shot.

GOSWAMI
Ha! Ravi you owe me 50 rupees!

RAVI
You can take it out from my bet. 
Once we kill this motherfucker.

SPEEDY DHOOM BHAI
Yeah the odds just went up.

RAVI
Smartass. I didn’t bet on you.

Naj hands Goswami, then Ravi and Speedy, some cash from the 
stack TJ had given him.

NAJ
Maybe this’ll give you better odds.

They look at the cash and think of Ranjit. All lower their 
heads, and they try to hand it back.    

GOSWAMI
Give mine to the mamas.

Goswami pushes the pucks around the board, absently.

Ravi pushes the money back at them.
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RAVI
I already gave them some. Keep this 
and hand it out. All over the 
place. We need answers. We got 
money. A lot of money.

EXT. DHARAVI TEASTALLS AND SHOPS 44

Street vendors pass money and look at Jones’ picture. The 
slums are in turmoil.

INT. THIRD FLOOR SLUM SHACK (NIYATI’S PLACE)45

Jones knocks on the door. Niyati, wearing a brownish saree 
with intricate lacing, opens her door. She notices the blood 
on Jones hoodie. 

NIYATI
Oh it’s you.

She shuts the door on him. Jones blocks.

JONES
I took out that Panther guy of 
yours.

Niyati turns and slaps him hard across his face.

NIYATI
I didn’t ask you to! 

JONES
I thought you should know.

NIYATI
Okay so now I know. I have to go 
sharpen my daggers and whip up some 
some poison pills, thank you very 
much.

JONES
I’m keeping them pretty busy and 
they won’t know anything about you 
and me.

NIYATI
Oh so there’s a you and me now, is 
there?

Jones takes Niyati by the waist, pulls her close, and kisses 
her deep. She doesn’t resist. 
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43.

Finally:

JONES
It’s going to get hot around here 
for me. I better go.

Niyati grabs his arm as he turns to leave. 

With a look, their fate is sealed.

NIYATI
I’ll send Zubi to fetch some Daal. 

Niyati turns to Zuber.

NIYATI (CONT'D)
(To Zuber)

Zubi, go to Sarita’s.

Jones hands him more fresh clean rupee notes. 

JONES
And get yourself something.

Zuber smiles and runs out.

JONES (CONT'D)
Take this.

He hands her Ranjit’s phone.

JONES (CONT'D)
It’s Ranjit’s phone. Look through 
it. You might find someone else 
you’d like to kill. The password is 
“Fate.”

EXT. DHARAVI SQUARE -- EVENING46

FUNERAL for all the dead gang dudes, gathered together to be 
taken to cremation. Flowers. Music. Masses. 

(2) DRUMMERS pound bright metallic green bass drums. 

OTHERS play percussion instruments, or pound spoons against 
hard surfaces. 

An MC on a MICROPHONE is part of the service.

M.C.
Ranjit may not have been a very 
godly young man, but he did love 
and respect his mother. 

(MORE)
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M.C. (CONT'D)

44.

Even if he didn’t listen to her. He 
was a good at carom.

Some of the Third Street Gang laugh at the MC and mock him.

Zuber happens through the scene. Ravi notices him and feels 
festive. Ravi puts a wreathe around his neck.

RAVI
Hey kid?

Zuber looks up, frightened but happy to be accepted. Ravi 
recognizes him from the altercation with the Shopkeeper.

BIKER #1
He was good with girls.

RAVI
(to Zuber)

C’mon stay. We need the support.

The drumming takes over, and a DJ starts to scratch records 
and overpower the MC.

Zuber walks through the square, mimicking Jones’ swagger, 
hands on the wreathe.

NAJ rides into the square, revving his motorcycle, drinking a 
large beer, a joint dangling from his lips. He drives around 
the ring and looks at his fallen comrades. The DJ cranks up 
the music and they put a mic on the drums.

Naj parks beside Ranjit’s body. He pulls out his Midnight 
Special snub-nose .38 and fires 3 shots into the air. Then he 
rests next to the body and quietly talks to his dead corpse.

Zuber sips on a drink with his new friend, Ravi, taking it 
all in.

Zuber starts to wonder what it would be like to be one of 
them. He looks up to them. 

They look like super-heroes from his perspective, doing 
motorcycle stunts, pouring drinks of moonshine from 3 feet 
over their heads, laughing and crying. It all flows through 
his head in slow motion.

NAJ
(drunk)

Ranjit my brother. I swear my soul 
to you, even if you’re dead. I 
swear blood to you.

M.C. (CONT'D)
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THE CROWD cheers, cries, runs in chaos, drinks heavily. What 
a mess. 

Some of the guys run their motorcycles around the bodies.

M.C.
Apne gire hue sheron ke liye, 
humein BADLA chahiye!

CROWD
BAD-LA! BAD-LA!

The M.C. sings a spontaneous street rap to the cacophony. The 
Drums beat hard. The crowd cheers and gathers! Zuber gets 
caught up in it all.

INT. SLUM SHACK ROOFTOP (NIYATI’S PLACE) -- SAME TIME47

Niyati and Jones stand on their roof, the ledge actings as a 
makeshift balcony. They can see the bright lights of the 
funeral close by. Too close.  

CROWD
BAD-LA! BAD-LA!

NIYATI
Holy shit dude, do you hear that!

JONES
They want me.

Niyati smacks him kinda hard in the ribs.

NIYATI
You try to make a run for it now 
and you’re a goner.

JONES
Maybe. It’s not those guys I’m 
worried about though.

NIYATI
You’ve got more trouble?

They take turns slugging down hits from the white moonshine 
bottle.

JONES
It’s the party that’s after me. 
That’s why I feel bad for those 
punkass kids. I had to take them 
out yeah sure. 

(MORE)
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JONES (CONT'D)

46.

Y’know they had daggers and were 
going to kill me. But still. 

NIYATI
Sucks for them. Believe me, those 
aren’t children down there. 

JONES
That guy with the Panther tattoo, 
he was trained. Odd to find someone 
like that here.

NIYATI
Just because he fought on the front 
lines didn’t get him a job after 
they were done with him. 

Niyati takes a big drag from the bottle. She stands up on the 
side of the building and yells in the direction of the 
square.

JONES
Hey!

NIYATI
SAY HELLO TO HELL FOR ME YOU 
MOTHERFUCKERS! 

Niyati strips down to a tight workout tanktop and boxing 
shorts. Her hair in 2 pony tails. Her Tattoos reflect boxing 
and tigers, guns, etc. 

She starts doing her training stances for the ring, boxing 
the air, running in place, to blow off steam.

JONES
Woah... Okay. You fight?

NIYATI
One Two. One Two.

JONES
Of course you fight. Probably 
cages, huh?

NIYATI
C’mon.

JONES
What?

NIYATI
C’mon. Hit me.

JONES (CONT'D)
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JONES
Nah.

NIYATI
Fucking hit me.

JONES
I’m not going to hit you.

Niyati lunges and swings at Jones hitting him on the 
shoulder.

NIYATI
I said fucking hit me!

JONES
You mean it then?

Niyati comes at him full on, all her rage, training, and 
anger.

They struggle and Jones has to fight her off, but hard. He 
doesn’t want to hurt her but she gets too aggressive.

At the end, they separate, bloody, and collapse under the lip 
of the roof, tired. 

They sit there a moment, panting, as the rap music and 
gunfire continue from the square.

JONES (CONT'D)
I was about Zubi’s age.

NIYATI
When you banged your first whore?

JONES
Huh? No. When I offed my first cop.

NIYATI
Kinda young.

JONES
Thing is he was killing my mom. 

NIYATI
Mine sold me to a brothel. 

JONES
You got me there. I just got tossed 
into Juvey.
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NIYATI
It’s not going to be like that for 
Zubi.

JONES
I probably got a Zuber running 
around somewhere. He’s better off 
not knowing I exist.

NIYATI
In Bangladesh, they told me if I 
could pay my ransom they’d let me 
go. Half a million rupees. I was 
making like 500 a day. So I gave it 
to them. 500 a day. Every day. I 
gave. And I gave. And gave with my 
heart. And after 1000 days I told 
them I gave enough. I paid them. So 
I wanted to be free. They told me 
yeah I paid, but I forgot the 
interest. They told me the interest 
was another 500,000 rupees and I 
better get on my back to pay up. So 
they fucked me. All of them. All at 
once. Right then and there and they 
took all the money. And then they 
laughed.

JONES
Rough.

NIYATI
Then I waited. And I waited some 
more.

Niyati breathes hard and has to take a break. She stands up 
to reenact her story.

NIYATI (CONT'D)
Then I killed the first one.I hit 
him with my fist. I punctured in 
his windpipe on the first punch. 
Took the air right out of him. Then 
I hit him again in the neck. He 
didn’t see it coming. Then I 
stomped on his naked throat.       
Then the next one.              
Then the next one.              
Then again.                     
They all came down.              
One by one. When they least 
expected it.
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She takes a second to breathe. Jones doesn’t exactly have the 
words, but tries.

NIYATI (CONT'D)
Then I grabbed Zubi in the middle 
of the night and we started walking 
away. 

Niyati thinks about it.

NIYATI (CONT'D)
And we just started walking. And 
walking. And walking. And we never 
looked back.        

JONES
What about the Bangladeshis?

NIYATI
Word travels fast, even to Dharavi. 
They sold my debt to the third 
block assholes down there. They get 
a cut from me, every week.

JONES
That explains a lot.

Niyati softens. Just a micron.

NIYATI
I have learned a lot about... hope.

JONES
That’s one thing I like about 
India. Hope. With all this 
hopelessness and depression. I 
still see happiness. I see the kids 
breakdancing in the square. People 
laugh and smile even in this.

NIYATI
This shit-hole is our home. We are 
a family. I don’t expect you to 
understand that. Some of us are 
good. Some aren’t. We all will die 
when its time for us to die.

Niyati finishes the bottle of Moonshine and throws it from 
the roof. It slams to bits on a roof below. 

49.



50.

EXT. DHARAVI SQUARE  48

The party still rages on. The DJ samples Jimi Hendrix’ If six 
was nine, and then rappers start up again, riffing off the 
beat. 

KIDS breakdance on the mats. 

ZUBER does a great number!

Naj’s arm rests around Ranjit’s dead shoulder. The corpse 
wears sunglasses, a joint hangs from his cold lips, and Naj’s 
favorite orange jacket rests barely around his burley 
shoulders.  

They sit there together watching the music like two brothers 
watching a concert together. 

The PARTY starts to get out of hand and cops start moving in.

GANG MEMBER #5 slugs a cop.

CROWD
Police ki maa chod!

The DJ switches from a stylish rad Hindi gangsta rap to 
N.W.A.,  and he scratches, old school to “Fuck the Police”. 
Someone starts blaring a trumpet, but the dude can play.

The Cops lock hands but back off. The Investigation Bureau 
gang of 3 show up and AGENT DUWANI fires off a couple rounds 
from her AK-47.

ON BULLHORN:

AGENT HALDAR
Okay okay everyone, you’ve had your 
fun tonight. Par ab ghar nikalne ka 
time ho gaya hai! Let’s go! Bust it 
up, people.

DUWANI and KUMAR start punching people with their gun butts 
and a couple fiercer cops face off with a guy driving crazy 
with his motorcycle.

The crowd is tired and the fun’s almost over anyway so they 
start to take the bodies to the burning grounds.

Haldar looks around at the rooftops from the square.

AGENT HALDAR (CONT'D)
(to Duwani)

How much you wanna bet he’s up 
there somewhere.
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Agent Duwani rests her gun and spits on the ground.

AGENT DUWANI
You got the odds chief, but you can 
buy me a Pav Bhaaji if he’s gone.

INT. THIRD FLOOR SLUM SHACK (NIYATI’S PLACE)49

Jones surveys the perimeter. It’s quieting down. Niyati firms 
up a makeshift lean-to and straightens out a mat, then she 
strips off her top and turns to Jones.

NIYATI
You going to fuck me or what?

They have sex. It’s clinical. Animalistic. Brutal and fast, 
all in the sweaty chaos of the Dharavi nights.

MORNING:50

Niyati stumbles around in the kitchen looking to make 
breakfast. Zuber sleeps on his makeshift cot in the corner.

She rattles pots and Zuber wakes up. 

NIYATI
How’s my little man doing this 
morning?

ZUBER
We don’t have any eggs.

Niyati stops banging pots and she outs her wrist up to her 
forehead.

She reaches into a tin by the stove and fishes out a few 
rupee coins.

She reaches the money towards him.

NIYATI
Here. Go to the market.

ZUBER
Go get some clothes. Go get some 
Dahl. Get some eggs. Why are you 
trying to get rid of me all the 
time?
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NIYATI
I need you my baby child. And I 
know you’re getting big enough to 
start taking care of things around 
here too.

Zuber takes the money and huffs out.

ZUBER
Yeah right.

EXT. DHARAVI SHOPS — MORNING51

Zuber makes his way through the shops, looking for eggs.

He stops in his tracks. He eyes the shopkeeper from the day 
before. He scowls  at the guy. The shopkeeper argues with a 
customer over prices.

Zuber continues through the alleys. He finds someone selling 
eggs. He hands over just enough coins to buy 3 eggs. 

Zuber carries them carefully back home.

Suddenly Ravi finds Zuber by accident.

RAVI
The dancer!

Zuber smiles. 

RAVI (CONT'D)
Hey, you want to come over and hang 
out with the guys.

Zuber loses his grip of the eggs without noticing.

The eggs hit the hard ground and break, forgotten. Zuber 
follows after Ravi.

INT. DHARAVI GANG HIDEOUT -- MORNING52

Quiet. The slums are about normal, after all the chaos. No 
fresh info from the NEWS reports. People mind their business.

Inside the Hideout, NAJ and RAVI play Carom absently. GOSWAMI 
plays with facebook and tinder on his phone. 

Zuber sits nearby on a stack of crates half-full of soda pop, 
and other stolen contraband. He Plays a brand new handheld 
video game. 
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3 other THUGS, young new recruits, super physically fit, 
wiry, small framed, shirtless gang members, mill around, 
practicing their machete moves.

GOSWAMI
What about this one?

RAVI 
Yeah she has nice tits. Does she 
live around here? 

GOSWAMI
Not too far.

Naj misses a shot he should have made, then swigs down some 
beer.

RAVI
C’mom Naj! You should’ve made that.

SPEEDY rushes in suddenly:

SPEEDY DHOOM BHAI
That old dude from the market says 
he wants to pay down his debt!

GOSWAMI
Yeah sure, he owes us a lot.

RAVI 
I wonder if his cleric knows he 
gambles on the fights?

NAJ
Bring him in here.

SPEEDY goes outside and gets the SHOPKEEPER who stole Zubi’s 
money. He pushes the old guy into the hideout.

GOSWAMI 
Hey old man, you got some hay for 
us?

SHOPKEEPER
Yes, yes. Salaam. 

NAJ
Yeah yeah. Wa-Alaikum-Salaam. Don’t 
just stand there. Let’s see it.

Shopkeeper pulls out the 6 brand new 2000 rupee notes and 
hands them over.
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SHOPKEEPER
It’s over ten thousand!

Naj yanks the money from him. He feels it. It’s crisp, like 
it came from the national bank. He smells it.

NAJ
Where did you get this?

SHOPKEEPER
I won a bet!

NAJ
These bills are all crisp and new.

SHOPKEEPER
It wasn’t at a fight.

NAJ
You shoot craps with a millionaire?

SHOPKEEPER
I won a horserace on Betway Online.

GOSWAMI
On a Friday? Tsk, tsk. 

NAJ
You didn’t get this from any ATM.

Naj rushes the SHOPKEEPER to the wall. The others follow.

SHOPKEEPER
Brother!

GOSWAMI
Where’d you get it?

Naj fans the cash against the Shopkeeper’s face.

GOSWAMI slugs him in the gut.

SHOPKEEPER
I told you! The horses.

NAJ
Horses?

RAVI
That’s horse-shit!

SHOPKEEPER
No. Yeah. It was an online bet. I 
won.
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GOSWAMI
You better come clean old man!

GOSWAMI pulls a dagger and moves it in. Naj lifts his hand to 
stop him. 

He signals Zuber over.

NAJ
Is this your money?

Gang waits. Zuber freezes, but his eyes betray him.

SHOPKEEPER
Please let me give you this and be 
on my way!

Zuber gets in close, and he goes through the notes.

He shakes his head slowly, yes.

NAJ
On your way, huh?

THUG #1
You like stealing from babies?

NAJ
You’re going to tell us, this is 
your money to pay off your debt.

GOSWAMI approaches with the dagger, and catches his shirt, 
then starts to cut it in the direction of his neck.

SHOPKEEPER
Tell him to stop!

Naj punches him hard in the gut, and with each punch:

NAJ
Stop? Lavdya. Chutiya. Randichya.

The blade inches in closer.

Goswami pushes him into the wall.

GOSWAMI
This aint your money so you still 
owe us, 

NAJ
and now you can just add a zero to 
the end of that.
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SHOPKEEPER
How can I pay that?

NAJ
You either pay me in cash. Or in 
blood. It’s your choice.

GOSWAMI still toys with the blade against the Shopkeeper’s 
face. Naj looks over to Zuber.

NAJ (CONT'D)
What should we do with him?

Zuber tenses up. He doesn’t know what to do.

GOSWAMI
This “man” stole money from you 
when you were legitimately going to 
pay him his asking price for what 
you bought?

Zuber nods his head.

RAVI
How did that make you feel?

Zuber thinks about it.

NAJ
Cheated? Lied to?

Naj turns to look the shopkeeper eye to eye at close range.

GOSWAMI
Disrespected?

NAJ
Taken advantage of by a bigger, 
stronger, ignorant fool? Someone 
who had the power to take from you 
what was rightly yours?

Zuber stares at them, agreeing. He starts to sweat and 
tremble. Naj continues eye to eye to the shopkeeper.

Naj pulls out his midnight special .38 Revolver and jams it 
to the shopkeepers temple. Then he backs up, gun digging a 
hole.
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NAJ (CONT'D)
Give me one reason not to send you 
to linga sharira where you can 
watch us take your family and 
defile your daughters while we 
watch you burn?

SHOPKEEPER
I beg of you “Main tumhara kya 
bigada hai?”

NAJ
What wrong have you done me? Me? 
Nothing. But to Zuber, here, you 
have made him timid. Weak. Afraid. 
And we cannot allow that to 
continue, can we Zuber?

Zuber feels empowered and shakes his head.

Naj stands back. switching his look from the shopkeeper to 
Zuber.

NAJ (CONT'D)
So you aren’t a thief are you? You 
take from a child. But, you are a 
coward, aren’t you?

He slowly brings Zuber over and places the gun in Zuber’s 
hands, 

helping him cup the weapon and place his finger on the 
trigger. 

The weapon remains pointed at the Shopkeeper the entire time.

NAJ (CONT'D)
Like Kali, you can destroy this 
evil. This malignant tumor.

Zuber feels the weight of the weapon in his hands. Both hands 
clutch the revolver, the muzzle aimed directly to the 
shopkeeper’s head.

NAJ (CONT'D)
It is your Dharma.

Zuber hesitates.

Naj focuses his countenance down at Zuber, in the purple 
bluish neon light, like the Shiva of darkness.

Zuber looks up at him and gets a calming feeling, a relief.
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Surprised, he fires, and the Shopkeeper drops to the floor, 
lifeless. 

Naj immediately takes the gun back and he kneels down to 
Zuber, eye to eye, intent on knowing the truth.

NAJ (CONT'D)
Where did you get the fucking 
money?

EXT./INT. THIRD FLOOR SLUM SHACK (NIYATI'S PLACE) NOT MUCH 53
LATER

THE GANG make their way to the shack, encircling it. 

The I.B. UNIT notices the activity and follows unnoticed, 
even with their large guns.

The gang stakes out the corners, and starts to move in. I.B. 
follows close but unseen.

BANG! CRASH! The gang charges into Niyati’s house. 

Zuber hides on a street corner, terribly conflicted.

EXT. ROOFTOP54

Jones hears the commotion and springs up to grab his pistol. 
Niyati breaks an empty bottle.

GOSWAMI notices the noise from upstairs, and he stops cold to 
point up. 

GOSWAMI
(whispers)

The roof.

He leads the ascent up the ladder to the roof.

Jones dropkicks Goswami’s head and he slides back down the 
ladder, right into the others.

Naj fires a shot with his Midnight Special .38 and scurries 
up the ladder. 

THUGS, SPEEDY, and Ravi follow him through the opening as 
Goswami falls to the ground, downstairs. Naj fires again.

Jones fires with his silencer. 

THUG#1 falls to the ground, badly wounded.
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Naj pounces on Jones, both holding their guns. Neither can 
use their gun to fire at the other, but they try. 

Niyati comes at Ravi with the broken bottle.

BATTLE: They all engage in brutal hand to hand combat.

I.B. AGENT KUMAR comes from nowhere and rips out a few rounds 
from his AK-47. Thug #3 goes down. Dead.

THUG#2 goes after Kumar with a machete. Kumar takes him down. 

In the commotion, JONES drops over the ledge of the roof, 
crashing down into another roof below. KUMAR leans over and 
fires at him. 

JONES turns as he falls, making it to the streets, unharmed.

Kumar spots him and fires select rounds with his AK-47 until 
it’s too dangerous because he might hit a bystander. 

EXT. CHASE THROUGH BACK ALLEYS55

Haldar jumps the same wall as Jones did and pursues close 
behind. 

EXT. ROOFTOP56

Kumar joins Duwani control the scene.

Ravi and a remaining thug dives past, down into the apartment 
below. 

Kumar fires. We hear Ravi and his buddy continue to run.

Kumar and Duwani call it in and have their work cut out to 
control the scene.

EXT. CHASE THROUGH BACK ALLEYS57

It’s all broken pots, toppled carts, people pushed aside, 
running through the crowded market. Haldar fires from his 
Colt .45. Jones returns fire, but saves his ammo.

Haldar radios in for backup and reveals his position. 

HALDAR
(to radio)

Mi pathlag karat aahe. Golibar 
jhalay. Machi Galli. Gandhi Road-
chya dishene jaat aahe. 

(MORE)
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Gora purush. Vay 40. Lal kes. 
Sashastra ani dhokadayak.)

EXT. TRAIN TRACKS58

Haldar chases Jones onto the railroad tracks. Neither have a 
good shot at the other, but they try. 

Jones jumps onto a slow moving Train. Haldar follows. 

INT. TRAIN59

Haldar pursues him through the hordes of humanity onboard. 

HALDAR
(to radio)

He’s on a train headed into Sion 
Station. 

INT. SION TRAIN STATION 60

Jones jumps off the train before it stops and disappears into 
the crowd. Haldar follows. 

The chase weaves through the station.

Jones, panting hard, jumps back on the train just before it 
leaves the station, evading Haldar.

Jones stands in the midst of the teeming masses on the train, 
blocking his views around him. He can barely breath or move 
an inch.

He’s buried in the crowd.

Jones internalizes his experience, realizing he’s escaped, 
but he thinks: 

1)What happened to Niyati 

2)He replays the scene on the roof 

3)He plans his next move 

4)He replays the double-cross on him 

5)He thinks about getting revenge on Baharat Gupta 

6)He thinks of his home in Southern France.

HALDAR (CONT'D)
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EXT./INT. THIRD FLOOR SLUM SHACK -- CONTINUOUS61

SUPER

DHARAVI CRIME SCENE 11:57 HRS

STEADICAM TRACKS BEHIND PANDIT, uncut, through the chaos.

Detective Pandit is part of the barrage of khakis, now that 
regular units have descended on the property. 

He works his way into the crime scene from the street.

Moving through the spectacle, from the road all the way up to 
the roof. 

Along the way he sees cops everywhere in the building on all 
levels:

The dead bodies of Thug #2 and #3 lay where they were killed. 
Thug#1 is getting EMS work. He is profusely bleeding. The 
home is a wreck. 

Different officers from different jurisdictions yell at each 
other over turf: 

Special plain clothes detectives, 

Khakis clad Police Officers in riot helmets or caps, 

Commando style IB, 

Bystanders from the slums, 

Forensic teams, 

Reporters, 

Local officials from Dharavi.

EXT. ON THE ROOF, THEN BACK DOWNSTAIRS:62

Pandit finds Duwani, the obvious choice for who was 
responsible for the raid.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
You should have involved us.

AGENT DUWANI
We’re the special unit. Fuck you.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
How did you know to hit here?
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Duwani spits.

DETECTIVE PANDIT (CONT'D)
If you have something, spill it.

She looks at him, and figures, what the hell. She takes out 
the crumpled photo of Jones.

AGENT DUWANI
Got this at the square where he 
massacred that Tapori.

Pandit immediately recognizes Jones from the video footage he 
viewed earlier. More questions come to his mind than answers.

Ravi, Speedy, Goswami, and Niyati are forcibly led 
downstairs. 

Pandit watches the parade pass him then he follows them all 
the way down and inside the Paddy Wagon.

The Paddy Wagon door slams shut in our face, and the wagon 
rushes off quickly.

END STEADICAM.

INT. PADDY WAGON63

Pandit sits on the end of the seats, going along for the ride 
to assess the prisoners:

Ravi, Goswami, Speedy, and Niyati sit wordlessly.

EXT. NEAR NIYATI’S HOUSE64

Zuber watches from the street, terrified and crying, alone. 
He watches the Paddy Wagon drive past him.

INT. PADDY WAGON65

Shadowy daylight streaks the inside of the gray box with 2 
sets of facing benches, as the vehicle rushes through traffic 
the best it can. A bumpy ride.

Niyati glares at Ravi. She wants to finish her fight and jab 
him with that broken bottle she had.

Ravi smiles big, glaring at her, wanting to have his way with 
her (again).

Niyati looks back - like hell you could. 
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Then she lowers her head and starts to worry about Zuber.

Pandit eyes the whole pack of them - Will I get anything 
useful out of this?

The wagon rattles. No one speaks.

Pandit finally leans in close to Niyati.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
So it looks like your boyfriend is 
an international assassin.

After a moment she responds without moving her head.

NIYATI
Yeah? So am I.

Pandit recalibrates.

Ravi starts making sucking sounds,

RAVI
Ass-ass-in.

The Thugs slurp loudly.

Niyati takes it for a beat.

NIYATI
(to herself)

I’m gonna skin you, you little 
cunt.

Ravi opens his legs in a man pose, and glares back.

RAVI
T.J. has a different word for you.

NIYATI
Say it.

SPEEDY DHOOM BHAI
Ah Ravi! You got her.

NIYATI
Say it.

RAVI
Dhaki Magi Randi, doesn’t like it a 
little rough?

SPEEDY DHOOM BHAI
Gnaar-manani loves it.
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NIYATI
Keep it up.

RAVI
Tore gnaar-marani banaye rakhmu!

Niyati glares. Teeth clenched.

NIYATI
That’s it.

She charges at him.

RAVI
Show me that Khanki temper.

They go at it and she starts to kick Ravi’s ass until the 
other 2 join in.

NIYATI
Tor ma-re giye jigges kor

Pandit steps in. He pulls his billy club and swings a couple 
of times until they chill out.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
Knock that shit off!

NIYATI
It takes 3 of you Gandiyes.

INT. MATUNGA STATION, INTAKE -- CONTINUOUS66

SUPER

MATUNGA POLICE STATION, INTAKE 13:25 HRS

The office is a dingy police headquarters in need of repairs, 
filled with not enough old green fluorescent lighting. Desk 
lamps are required to file the paperwork the staff generates.

The holding area is overflowing with recent detainees in 
various states of being processed.

Several officers from various differing law enforcement are 
gathered. 

When Pandits prisoners enter, some of the Officers rush over. 
Pandit’s group is pushed to the head of the line.

A DESK SERGEANT fills out reports. The prisoners 
identification papers LAY HAPHAZARDLY on on his desk. He 
writes as he yells his commands.
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DESK SGT.
Name.

NAJ
Najali Johal Dhajini with a D.

DESK SGT.
Address.

NAJ
Gully 5 Dharavi

DESK SGT.
Next.

Pandit moves back to clearly see what’s happening. Too much 
chaos and too much attention to his detainees.

2 MEN IN CHEAP SUITS (Najaram and Prabru, personal agents of 
Gupta)

find Niyati and immediately take her to an interrogation room 
before she even reaches the Desk Sgt. 

Other agents text and make hushed phone calls.

Pandit follows Niyati and the suits as they lead her into:.

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM67

Pandit peers in through a scratched caged plexiglass window. 
The dilapidated room is lit by a large single caged window 
yielding an odd smokey sodium vapor spray wash across the 
walls. He can almost hear what’s going on.

Niyati is placed on the single chair in the room. Her hands 
are handcuffed to a setup on the small table in front of her.

CHEAP SUIT #1
Why did you hide that guy in your 
house?

CHEAP SUIT #2
Did he call you ahead and tell you 
he was coming?

CHEAP SUIT #1
How did you keep him from being 
discovered.

Niyati smiles and shakes her head.
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CHEAP SUIT #2
We’re not fucking around here 
sister.

Cheap suit #2 cracks a slap across her face, as if that would 
do anything to her.

CHEAP SUIT #1
We know where you come from. Do you 
want to be deported?

Pandit pounds on the door until they have to open up.

CHEAP SUIT #2
Bitch we will get you to answer us.

The door starts to open and Pandit pushes it wide. 

PANDIT
Chief Detective Sanji Singh Pandit. 
Matunga Station. This is my 
prisoner. This is my Station. What 
the fuck are you doing? Why hasn’t 
this detainee been processed? 

CHEAP SUIT #2
Fuck off lackie. This is  
Intelligence Bureau jurisdiction.

PANDIT
It’s my collar. My station.

CHEAP SUIT #1
Agent Duwani made the arrest. We’re 
here in her stead.

PANDIT
How do you know so much about this 
prisoner?

CHEAP SUIT #2
This is an investigation, 
detective. I respect your authority 
in the precinct but this a matter 
detailed directly from Home 
Affairs.

Cheap Suit #1 returns to Niyati as #2 ushers Pandit out of 
the room.
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CHEAP SUIT #1
You are still wanted for 
questioning in Bangladesh 
connecting you with the trafficking 
operation you were controlling.

Cheap suit #2 pushes Pandit out of the room. He snarls at 
Pandit.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
I know I’ve seen you before.

The Cheap Suit slams the door shut in his face, guarding it 
tight.

Pandit calls over a constable under his watch. Pandit doesn’t 
connect the faces just yet but it bothers him.

DETECTIVE PANDIT (CONT'D)
Watch these S.O.B.s. When they move 
her I want to know.

EXT. MATUNGA POLICE STATION, FRONT GATE 68

CROWDS protest outside the HEAVILY SECURED main gate. It’s a 
circus of outraged residents, Press, indifferent law 
enforcement, and legit nihilists igniting a fire. 

At the front of the gate is a legal team accompanied by 
Dharavi politicians arguing with Official Police Brass.

LAWYER
We have a right to see our clients 
and we demand to know the nature of 
these arrests form our streets.

OFFICIAL
You will get your turn. It’s not 
safe to enter right now.

LAWYER
We have rights and you have no 
right to deny us access.

DHARAVI BOSS
This kind of police harassment will 
not be tolerated! We will ignite 
our fires and raise this building 
if you do not heed our demands!
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INT. MATUNGA STATION, INTAKE69

A marked Military Police Officer enters the room, blowing his 
whistle. 2 more State Reserve Security Guards enter the area.

S.R.S.G. SGT.
We have to move this along and 
secure all prisoners immediately.

Det. Pandit observes. This is about as far from normal as it 
gets, even for an assassination. 

The added guards talk to the Desk Sgt., who points out Ravi, 
Goswami, and Speedy.

S.R.S.G. OFFICER
Are these the ones?

EXT. OUTSIDE FORT SION, MUMBAI -- SUNSET70

Jones sits alone on a precipice in a wooded area high above 
Dharavi, contemplating his next move. He can see the slums 
ablaze with smoke and improvised lighting. His faded red and 
white M.C. jacket vaguely disguises his obvious Irish red 
hair. 

He abruptly stands up, gathering a small backpack, and he 
moves into the woods.

EXT. MUMBAI STREETS TO PORT -- MONTAGE71

Jones makes his way to the port. Police and I.B. are 
everywhere, randomly asking for documents. (His photo has not 
been publicly circulated yet).

Each stop he makes, he finds a heavy police presence.

EXT. SASSOON DOCK JETTY -- NIGHT 72

Jones meets with an OPERATIVE: an Indian former military 
commando, very large and built for war.

The docks are filled with many small marine vessels. Indian 
Military stands guard on the edges of the Marina. The Op and 
Jones hide out behind a small out building.

OPERATIVE
It’s no use. There’s no getting you 
in.
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JONES
Looks like I could in. It’s the 
getting out I’m more worried about.

OPERATIVE
They’ve set you up for sure.

JONES
What are you talking about?

OPERATIVE
It’s Gupta. He’s got you poised as 
his fall guy. That was his plan all 
along.

Jones takes this in.

JONES
That explains the double cross.

OPERATIVE
That’s just the beginning.

JONES
I know a place I can stay low 
awhile.

OPERATIVE
Dharavi. Yeah that’s not bad. But 
they know you in there.

JONES
Not like this.

The operative looks him over.

OPERATIVE
It’ll be tight. I hope you have 
money enough.

EXT. DHARAVI BACK LANES -- NIGHT, MONTAGE73

Even in the dead of night, Dharavi teams with humanity.

Jones gradually finds his way back to Niyati’s place.

EXT./INT. NIYATI’S PLACE74

It’s still trashed, Police caution tape marks off the crime 
scene. No obvious police presence.

Jones carefully assesses and goes inside.
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Niyati’s door is bashed open and her apartment is s a mess.

Jones moves in slowly, carefully.

A sound of a quick scurry. A rat?

Jones proceeds.

The rat jumps out at him with a kitchen knife, It’s Zuber.

JONES
Zuber!

Zuber, alone and confused, frankly is happy to see anyone. He 
stands stunned, not sure what to do.

JONES (CONT'D)
They must have grabbed your mother 
with the others. Did you go down to 
the station to try to find her?

Zuber didn’t even think of that.

ZUBER
She’s not here.

JONES
Why don’t you go to Sarita's? She 
could give you a place to stay for 
a few nights?

ZUBER
I suppose that would be okay.

Jones looks around, and pulls a chair up so he can sit Zuber 
on it.

JONES
It’s not safe here. Show me where 
she lives.

INT. IRANI WORKERS’ RESTAURANT -- CRACK OF DAWN75

The place is a crowded “opposition” hot spot. It’s a simple 
over-lit steam-table www joint pretty well packed any time of 
day or night.

Det. Pandit, not looking like a cop, sits at a table chatting 
with locals.

SURESH ABDULOS, a typical worker, sits in front of him.
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DINER #2
He was doing great at unifying the 
parties against us. 

DINER #1
Well, he was.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
You seem surprised someone shot 
him.

SURESH
He’s the grandson of one of those 
hotshots. And he has a nephew in a 
small rival group too. We all 
thought it was one big family mafia 
thing and they’d all protect each 
other.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
Maybe he was taking away too many 
members.

SURESH
Sure, but how would killing him get 
us more numbers? Latke’s a martyr 
now. 

DINER #2
They were parading him down the 
streets and they burned a huge 
pyre. Everyone was there.

SURESH
I’m surprised his wife didn’t jump 
on.

DINER #2
Hah? I don’t know?

SURESH
How do you think the Boss is going 
to react to all this? 

DINER #2
Cyndehe? We’ll see what happens 
tomorrow at Singh hall, I guess.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
Yeah that should be eye opening.

71.



72.

INT. SINGH HALL, MAIN STAGE -- 10:10 HRS76

SUPER
SINGH HALL, POLITICAL ARENA 10:00 HRS

A political gathering. Loads of people fill the hot cramped 
space. Bright sun filters through the large window. Smoke 
lingers in the air. RAM CYNDEHE, the Party Leader, wearing a 
bright orange and gold Turban, gives a speech.

LEADER CYNDEHE
And the time has come for us to 
formally join the Bharatiya Janata 
Party. 

Restless crowd boos and complains.

LEADER CYNDEHE (CONT'D)
I know. I know. But now that 
Minister Brother Latke has been 
murdered, we must galvanize our 
support as a united front. Now is 
not the time for petty squabbles. 
The West will surely use this as an 
opportunity to divide us and weaken 
our resolve. I assure you our 
interests can align with the party 
and should we join in solidarity 
our prospects will gain handsomely.

Det. Pandit walks into the hall mid-speech, nods to Suresh 
and his lunch buddies.

SURESH
We all knew it was going this way. 
Latke’s death just pushed him into 
it.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
Maybe he was behind it, the 
killing, to push his plans?

SURESH
He was doing better as the underdog 
fighting the establishment.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
Maybe someone here, down the line, 
wanted him to look bad, maybe blame 
him?

SURESH
Well, if they did, it’s not 
working.
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DETECTIVE PANDIT
Now everyone will want to find 
Latke’s killer?

SURESH
Yeah, and if it really was the 
West? Oh shit, forget about it. You 
thought yesterday’s riots were out 
of control?

DETECTIVE PANDIT
This has really wrecked his rebel 
movement.

SURESH
Not really what someone would do if 
they wanted to make a profit, or 
get some political fame and celeb.

BACK TO THE STAGE:

LEADER CYNDEHE
Yes I know many of you are 
disappointed by this grave 
decision.

CROWD
Boo! Boo! Zuknar Nahi!

LEADER CYNDEHE
Please, Please.

CROWD
Bikau Neta! 

Someone from the crowd recognizes BAHARAT GUPTA standing 
among them. This man takes Gupta by the arm and tells others 
who he is.

The room begins to rumble with fear, expectation, uncertainty 
as Gupta is brought to the stage to account for himself.

What they expect to be a meager apology turns into a fiery 
call to action.

BAHARAT GUPTA
IS THIS WHAT YOU WANT? FEAR? 
SUBMISSION? 

The crowd murmurs and dies down to listen to him.

BAHARAT GUPTA (CONT'D)
I AGREE WITH YOU! Zuknar Nahi! 
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CROWD
ZUK-NAR NA-HI! ZUK-NAR NA-HI!

BAHARAT GUPTA
NOW is the time that we must set 
aside our differences and join 
together as a people.

The crowd stays riled up.

BAHARAT GUPTA (CONT'D)
I come to you not as your 
opposition. I come to you as your 
galvanizing force. Never before in 
our history have we met such a 
challenge as we now face. And we 
must meet these foreign aggressors 
with a united front! This is what 
our martyr Latke wanted from us 
all. And this is what I ask of you 
now. Vande Mataram.

CROWD
Hum Sab Ek Hain!

BAHARAT GUPTA
Hum Sab Ek Hain!

CROWD
Hum Sab Ek Hain!

BAHARAT GUPTA
NAYA! MAHARASHTRA!

CROWD
NAYA! MAHARASHTRA! NAYA! 
MAHARASHTRA!

UPSTAIRS: Pandit witnesses Gupta seize the room. He 
understands now what Gupta has been up to all along and he’s 
not pleased.

BAHARAT GUPTA
If you feel your government is not 
doing enough to protect you, YOU 
must do something...

CROWD
ZU-KAR NA-HI! ZU-KAR NA-HI!

EXT. SPREADING OF THE ASHES, SHIVAJI PARK -- MIDDAY77

SUPER
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SHIVAJI PARK WATERS 13:00 HRS78

Tight on Pandit’s Canon camera, 

DET. PANDIT makes his way through the massive funeral 
procession to find the family members, a private service, 
wading into the shallow lagoon.

We follow the camera to Pandit’s eye and then we see the 
images he snaps from the screen of his camera.

He snaps photos from a distance. The long lens lets him close 
in reasonably tight.

SNAP. SNAP. SNAP.

DHARMINI LATKE, waist deep in the water, deposits the remains 
of her husband from an Urn, as a CROWD somberly observes. 
Several politicos argue beside a small podium.

BAHARAT GUPTA argues with: 

KATTHU ROY MALIK, 55, overweight, balding, ugly, owner of 
Rustic Mining and Property Corp., corporate leader in a crisp 
white suit shirt and well produced hair style, wades in the 
water with him. 

BAHARAT GUPTA
Yeah and in the meantime, who do 
you think has the juice to push 
your contracts through? Dharmini? 
Cyndehe is history. 

KATTHU ROY MALIK
Rustic Mining has been held up in 
committee for two years now. Why 
would things change now?

BAHARAT GUPTA
That’s the point. I have the 
momentum now. And I’m not Latke. I 
want you to tear down Dharavi. 
Believe me.

An ASSISTANT whispers in Baharat’s ear, and the conversation 
breaks off. Baharat quickly heads for land.

TJ RAMAHOM, in dark glasses and white coat catches up to him.

SNAP. SNAP. SNAP.

Det. Pandit silently documents the events from a distance, 
behind a rock.
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TJ RAMAHOM
I’ve got my guys out there handing 
out sticks and starting fires. It 
starts in about an hour and half.

BAHARAT GUPTA
That’s exactly what we need to do. 
We can put pressure on appointing a 
new deputy right away. To end the 
chaos. Just do what I tell you to 
do and you’re going to be a very 
rich man.

Gupta is proud of himself.

Pandit lowers his camera and thinks about what he just 
witnessed. He reviews the images.

Pandit walks into the distance, away from the funeral.

INT. MUKESH LATKE HOME -- DAY, LATER79

MUKESH LATKE, 35, The Deputy’s Nephew, and leader of his own 
very small political party that really just covers his 
government seat. 

His house is modern traditional, modest, but comfortable.

MUKESH LATKE
He was my mentor, and I was doing 
the work the way he explained it to 
me so one day I’d be ready.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
Why don’t you make a play for the 
Deputy Ministership. The people 
feel for you.

MUKESH LATKE
Oh no, I’m not ready. Not yet. Too 
many sharks circling, sucking up 
the blood to feast.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
What about all the contracts that 
were in play?
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MUKESH LATKE
Yeah? What about those contracts? 
Rustic Mining is chomping at the 
bit for the public housing land 
trust to let them move in to 
Dharavi, but Uncle didn’t trust Roy 
Malik. He thinks. Thought. There 
are still mob ties even after the 
big trials a few years ago. I 
agree.

Det. Pandit sips his TEA.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
Do you think your uncle could be 
involved in the shooting?

EXT. MATUNGA POLICE STATION, FRONT GATE -- DAY80

Crowds still at the gate, Barricades block entry. A defiant 
RAVI AND GOSWAMI walk through security with SPEEDY in tow.

The crowd cheers their release.

PANDIT watches, disgusted.

A TV crew reports from the scene.

INT. MUMBAI GOV'T MANTRALAYA BLDG, CONFERENCE ROOM -- DAY81

SUPER

MANTRALAYA GOVERNMENT CENTER, MEDIA ROOM 16:00 HRS

A MAKEUP GIRL applies foundation on BAHARAT, her hand on a 
closeup. He sits on a tall black director’s chair, a large 
portable makeup mirror in front of him, he’s looking over his 
script.

BAHARAT GUPTA
Make me look good.

A GAFFER adjusts lights and the CAMERA CREW moves a camera.

A teleprompter displays his speech about C.I.A. cover-ups and 
murder.

DIRECTOR
So for godsakes don’t drum up any 
more violence! This time we’re 
going to do it in English so we get 
the CNN and FOX exposure. 

(MORE)
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And right afterward, we have a live 
zoom feed with about twenty news 
sources, so be thorough and be 
consistent.

BAHARAT GUPTA
Are you 100% certain we can run 
with the C.I.A. Angle? I can’t come 
off as half-baked.

DIRECTOR
I was sitting right there in the 
editing room with Mumbai Homicide 
Detective Pandit when he made that 
Mick Bastard a person of interest. 
I’d testify to that. 

BAHARAT GUPTA
You might have to.

DIRECTOR
By this evening more people around 
the world will know the name 
Baharat Gupta than Modi!

BAHARAT GUPTA
I’m not so sure if now is the best 
time to make this announcement.

GENERAL ASSISTANT
(in Hindi)

Aag laga do, Guptaji!

DIRECTOR
Oh come on! Who said that?

Gupta smiles at the reaction. ASSISTANT DIRECTOR (A.D.) steps 
up to the director.

A.D.
LAST LOOKS!

DIRECTOR
Can I see cam two on the monitor?

(to Gupta) )
Are you ready for this?

A.D.
Yeah we repro-ed it like you asked.

SOUNDMAN
Sound Speed.

DIRECTOR (CONT'D)
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CAMERMAN
Camera Speed.

A.D.
Mark it!

SECOND A.C.
NEWS TELECAST INTERNATIONAL. TAKE 
ONE.

He claps a SLATE. 

Then, after a beat, Baharat starts to speak, ready or not.

BAHARAT GUPTA
I come to you today with 
information my office has just 
unearthed. We have what we believe 
to be a photograph of the assailant 
who ended Deputy Latke’s life so 
recently. And our research has 
revealed this man has direct ties 
with the United States Central 
Intelligence Agency. He is an 
international gunman working with 
the deep state using the levers of 
a superpower to destabilize our 
beloved India. This does not mean 
that the United States was directly 
responsible for Deputy Latke’s 
murder but it does raise serious 
questions regarding the involvement 
of certain billionaire 
industrialists intent on destroying 
us, and we will not tolerate this.  
My office shall take great lengths 
to... 

EXT. MUMBAI STREETS -- DAY, SAME TIME, MONTAGE:82

TV sets across the city explode with the news. Jones’ face is 
everywhere.

People begin arguing in the bars, restaurants, shops, transit 
stops, anywhere a Television plays to the public. 

JONES: catches the broadcast on a TV set in the city. He sees 
his face hit the screen and he becomes self-conscious, 
knowing his disguise will help. He adjusts the scarf that 
covers his red hair, and he tips back his sunglasses and acts 
outraged at what he sees, so as not to raise suspicion.
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SAMEER KHAN: listens to the speech on his car radio as he 
drives. 

SAMEER thinks “What an idiot”, and he smugly smiles to 
himself, seeing an opportunity to seize local gang power.

PANDIT: stops his car when GUPTA comes on his radio. This 
motivates him to take action. He shuts off the radio mid-
speech, and starts his car again.

PANDIT’S CAR races back into traffic, making an abrupt change 
of direction at the highest speed he can reach.

EXT. HOME OF BAHARAT GUPTA, GARAGE -- EVENING83

PANDIT, waits by the front gate of the palatial Gupta home. 

SNAP. SNAP. SNAP. More photos, as Gupta’s motorcade enters 
his grounds.

Pandit stays seated in his car waiting for for his moment to 
move in closer.

INT./EXT. PANDIT’S CAR84

An old coffeecup, stained on the edges. Pandit picks it up 
and swigs it down with a flinch.

Finally, a DRIVER starts to walk up the path. Pandit spots 
him so he gets out of his car and heads the guy off before he 
reaches the gate and shows him his badge.

MOMENTS LATER:

Pandit, dressed as the driver, walks up to a MECHANIC on duty 
as he’s adjusting airflow under the hood of a nice new clean 
BLACK CADILAC ESCALADE SUV.

MECHANIC
You the guy central sent?

PANDIT
Yes Sunil had to take some time in 
Punjab to be with his family.

MECHANIC
Right. Right. We can’t keep em long 
around here. Gupta pays shit. Do 
you want to buy a watch? Some 
fruit?
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PANDIT
(pointing to several cars)

Which one?

MECHANIC
I’ll finish this one. Just wait in 
that one over there, until they 
call.

INT. HOME OF BAHARAT GUPTA, THE STUDY:85

SUPER

PALATIAL RETREAT OF BAHARAT GUPTA 18:05 HRS 

The place sure looks grand, even from the street,

Baharat is on the phone in his study, moving a curtain to 
look out the window. He sees the mechanic talking to Pandit, 
but Pandit looks like a normal driver.

TJ RAMAHOM
(on phone)

I saw you on TV. You looked good.

BAHARAT GUPTA
(to phone)

Who are you now, Roger Ebert? Did 
you book me a spot on Entertainment 
Tonight? 

TJ RAMAHOM
Fuck all, papi! All the networks 
are talking about the C.I.A. now. 
Isn’t that what you wanted? 

DRIVEWAY: Pandit sits inside the SUV, playing with the 
stereo, listening to more newscasts that spin all kinds of 
crap about the west wanting to take down the government.

Pandit takes his camera from a small backpack he had with 
him.

SUDDENLY, he observes: 

An older banged up, bulletproof, flat black Chevy Suburban 
(War Utility Vehicle, WUV), with a 6” LIFT and a battering 
ram for a front bumper, drives up to the front door. 

SNAP. SNAP. SNAP. More photos.

Sameer Kahn, now dressed in a fresh commando high style D 
company outfit, gets out and walks to the front door.
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BAHARAT meets him at the door, gives him a large black duffle 
bag. 

PANDIT can’t make out what’s said between them, but he gets 
clear shots of the exchange.

SNAP. SNAP.

SAMEER turns and heads to his car.

Tosses the bag inside and drives off.

INT. AUTORICKSHAW OFFICE -- LATER86

TJ stands, guarded by Goswami and Naj, in the corner of his 
office. TJ sits at his desk. 

Cleaning Ladies remove all of TJ’s personal effects, and 
clean the place, now becoming an empty room. The glass-top of 
the desk has been removed, revealing a rough, years old, wood 
top with D Company carved deep into the surface. Sameer rubs 
the desk like he’s petting a long lost dog. 

He finds the Scotch from the drawer and pulls it out; takes a 
drink; and tosses the bottle across the room.

SAMEER KHAN
You’ve grown soft Ramahom! You even 
drink our oppressors booze! Naj! Ye 
fek de. Ja, bhatti ki ek botal 
Gavthi utha ke la!

Naj brings a rugged, well worn plastic soda bottle, filled 
with a white moonshine, to Sameer. He drinks down a long 
draw.

The gang is impressed he doesn’t gag. And they take the 
bottle, pass it around, and show solidarity. 

The youngest of them gags a bit as he takes a slug.

SAMEER KHAN (CONT'D)
(to T.J.)

Good news or bad news?

TJ RAMAHOM
What do you mean?

SAMEER KHAN
Good news or bad news? Fuck it. I’m 
not going to kill your dumb ass 
Lukkha. That’s the good news. 

82.



(MORE)

83.

Naj seems surprised. Sameer points to new guns in crates.

SAMEER KHAN (CONT'D)
See, WE can get the guns. But for 
the last, however long, YOU, 
Chindi, you haven’t given your guys 
the firepower, or the will, to 
succeed. Those days are over my 
friend. You’re not keeping our 
money for yourself. Anymore. And 
the more good news is: Naj over 
there’ll be taking over this joint. 

NAJ
You want me to be boss.

Sameer laughs softly, sarcastically. Sameer roughly pulls TJ 
from his chair.

SAMEER KHAN
Boss. Yeah right. Dhed Shana mat 
ban, Abe Chote. Seems your pal TJ 
here has gotten pretty tight with 
his Lallu Baharat who thinks he’s 
running things.

Sameer sits TJ on top of the desk, and leans in close.

SAMEER KHAN (CONT'D)
And you are all too happy to suck 
his balls like the bitch dog whore 
you are. Well... no more. Abe, 
khotya.

SLAP!

SAMEER KHAN (CONT'D)
No more sucking up. tere jese kitne 
aaye aur gaye.

SLAP! TJ slips off the desk.

SAMEER KHAN (CONT'D)
No more giving up the candy factory 
to the old fat cats! tu mera namak 
khake, meri hi peeth mein chura 
gopta hai?

SALP! TJ sinks to his knees.

SAMEER KHAN (CONT'D)
No more disrespect to D Company, 
bhaiii. It’s over for you. It’s 
over. Do you get it? 

(MORE)
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84.

And it’s going to be over for your 
Baharat Gupta. Allah Allah. 

Naj and Goswami organize the sub machine guns, HAND GRENADES, 
and high end Communications devices on the rough desk top.

EXT. AUTORICKSHAW OFFICE87

Det. Pandit’s modest car rests beside Sameer’s WUV. Guys move 
the last crates from the car inside. 

SNAP. SNAP. SNAP. More photos. 

Then quiet.

He drives off, slowly leaving the curb, unnoticed.

EXT./INT. HOME OF MURDERED DEPUTY -- LATE NIGHT 88

SUPER

HOME OF SLAIN DEP. LATKE 19:58 HRS

PANDIT knocks on the door.

After a long wait and persistent knocking, DHARMINI, answers, 
sees him, and starts to slam the door shut.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
It was Baharat Gupta... Or his 
people.

The door slowly creeps open.

DETECTIVE PANDIT (CONT'D)
You knew someone wanted to kill 
Pakya and that’s the reason Gupta 
wouldn’t listen to you.

Dharmini fully opens the door, and her jaw trembles as the 
tears start. She motions him inside. He continues as they go 
to seats inside:

DETECTIVE PANDIT (CONT'D)
I saw Gupta make a payoff to a guy 
that drove straight to D company 
headquarters from his house. It’s 
too much to be a coincidence.

SAMEER KHAN (CONT'D)
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DHARMINI LATKE
I trusted Baharat. He’s always been 
there for us. For me. This is hard 
to believe.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
What’s hard to believe? It’s been 
in hidden in plain sight for years 
if anybody wanted to look. 

DHARMINI LATKE
It wasn’t anything definite. But 
after that last meeting my Bandi 
had with Baharat, well, they were 
yelling at each other. But he would 
never tell me what was going on. I 
could see it in his eyes. He 
started drinking. He was upset. 
Worried.

Dharmini starts to cry.

DHARMINI LATKE (CONT'D)
I should have done something.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
There’s nothing you could have 
done, Madame Latke. Nothing. The 
wheels were set in motion and 
nothing could have stopped them.

DHARMINI LATKE
Was it really the C.I.A., Or did 
Baharat kill him?

DETECTIVE PANDIT
Could be both. That’s what I’m here 
to find out. Are you sure you don’t 
have something more than a hunch? 
Do you know what they were working 
on?

DHARMINI LATKE
Bandi met an old friend who used to 
work at the Ministry of Home 
Affairs, N.I.A. They talked about 
the land contracts Baharat wanted 
to give to Rustic Mining. I knew 
something was dreadfully wrong. I 
just didn’t realize how wrong.
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DETECTIVE PANDIT
Do you think there’s something Home 
Affairs would rather not mention, 
now that the West has been 
implicated?

DHARMINI LATKE
Oh my god, do you think so?

DETECTIVE PANDIT
Madame Latke, don’t bring this to 
anyone else, especially the press. 
There’s no one you can trust right 
now, but I need more time to prove 
it.

EXT. STREETS OF MUMBAI -- DRIVING IN TRAFFIC89

PANDIT drives and suddenly it hits him.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
Najaram and Prabru! That’s where 
I’ve seen them before.

He remembers the cheap suits who blocked his interview with 
Niyati. He speeds up, turns on his siren and phones:

DETECTIVE PANDIT (CONT'D)
(into phone)

CHANDRA! Get a unit in on Niyati 
Gitamorah right now. Don’t let 
anyone talk to her but me. I’ll be 
there in eleven minutes.

INT. MATUNGA POLICE STATION -- 11 MINUTES LATER -- CONTINUOUS90

SUPER

MATUNGA POLICE STATION, HOLDING 21:11 HRS````````````````

Niyati is in a prison cell with no other prisoners. Its a 
plain 8’x 8’ dirty little hole with another hole in the floor 
for a toilet and no privacy, in a line of similar cells with 
similar holes.

Pandit rushes to her cell with Chandra and 2 other uniformed 
officers trying to keep up.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
Get her out of there.

They open the cell and take her down the hall.
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Pandit spots an empty office.

DETECTIVE PANDIT (CONT'D)
In there.

The guards put Niyati, no handcuffs, just her in her street 
clothes, the same as when she was detained. The officers 
start to move in with Pandit.

DETECTIVE PANDIT (CONT'D)
No not you! All of you stand out 
here and don’t let anyone in.

Now it’s just Pandit and Niyati in the small room,

It’s lit by a flickering old fluorescent overhead light. 
Brighter sickly police station lighting filters through the 
window in the door.

INT. DINGY BUREAUCRATIC OFFICE91

Niyati takes the only chair by the paperwork filled desk.

Pandit closes the door and listens through, to be sure they 
are alone. Pandit paces as he keeps checking the door.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
I never asked you the right 
question.

Niyati is intrigued.

DETECTIVE PANDIT (CONT'D)
Did Jones tell you who hired him?

Niyati thinks about it, but clams up, remembering the suits’ 
grilling.

DETECTIVE PANDIT (CONT'D)
Niyati. They’re going to kill you 
unless we stop them. If you can 
think of anything you might 
remember that connects who hired 
Jones, maybe, just maybe we can get 
to them before they get to you.

This makes her sit up and take notice.

NIYATI
No. No I don’t.
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DETECTIVE PANDIT
There must be something. Did he 
talk about who was after him.

NIYATI
That was the third Street bike 
gang, but everyone knows that.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
There must be something else. He 
must have given you something.

That triggers it.

NIYATI
Okay okay yeah there was something 
kinda stupid.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
Nothing’s stupid.

Niyati pulls our Ranjit’s cellphone from her back pocket. 
She’d forgotten about it.

NIYATI
He gave me this and made a joke 
about how I might want to use it to 
find someone I’d like to kill.

She plops it right into Pandit’s hand.

NIYATI (CONT'D)
The password is Fate. F.A.T.E.

Pandit takes the phone into his hand, with a look of “do you 
know what this means?” Look.

His fingers type in F.A.T.E. and the phone opens.

Pandit sits down on the desk and starts scrolling.

A knock comes at the door.

CHANDRA
Do you need us, boss.

Pandit opens the door.

Chandra enters with 2 cops.

PANDIT
Take her back to holding, but first 
process her properly and place her 
in a legit waiting cell. 

(MORE)
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I want you to personally stands 
guard and tell me what happens. 
Keep her protected.

The cops take her away forcefully.

Pandit finds the photos on Ranjit’s phone. He stops dead in 
his tracks and stares at the screen, not caring about Niyati 
anymore.

EXT./INT. GUPTA ESTATE -- NIGHT92

SUPER

PALATIAL HOME OF BAHARAT GUPTA 23:00 HRS

Jones, dressed in his faded maroon and white biker jacket 
getup, makes his way through the grounds. Armed guards are 
everywhere.

The sites of his silenced HK-MP7a1 pistol zero in on them. 

PANDIT sits in his car, camera in hand, mirroring the sites 
of Jones’ gun, and he follows Jones, but won’t snap a 
picture. 

The camera’s ground glass finds the damning evidence Pandit 
would need to cleanly arrest Jones but we do not hear SNAP. 
We consciously wait for it. We see the perfect moment Pandit 
has to snap the shot, but...

Pandit’s radio softly plays highlights from Gupta’s earlier 
speech.

BAHARAT GUPTA
(from radio)

and we will not tolerate this.  My 
office shall take great lengths to 
stop these foreign aggressors from 
having their way with us.

PANDIT lowers his camera, intentionally not photographing 
what he witnesses.

Pandit understands the depths of the remark. He shuts his 
camera off and sets it beside him on the seat next to him.

RADIO COMMENTATOR
It’s moments like these that a 
phoenix rises from the ashes to 
push our country forward.

PANDIT (CONT'D)
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RADIO COMMENTATOR 2
Yeah, this Gupta is like a messiah 
politician reaching out to a 
wounded and fearful country.

RADIO COMMENTATOR
And it was his own media crew that 
identified the C.I.A. Involvement 
in Latke’s assassination.

RADIO COMMENTATOR 2
He’s a man of action. You have to 
give him that.

This commentary continues from Pandit’s car radio, He turns 
it up a bit. 

INTERCUT:

JONES eliminates each security guard and cop, one by one. 

They each hit the ground for the last time just as the 
commentary describes Gupta as possibly having a run against 
Modi.

PANDIT watches incredulously conflicted. 

His windshield reflects the blast of Jones’ gun, and the 
flash illuminates his face, making him complicit.

He must decide what his duty actually is. Is it to his fellow 
officers? The Public? Justice?

JONES has the obligatory one on one with Gupta’s best guard, 
reducing him to a bloody pulp after a gripping death match.

PANDIT watches, deciding not to act. 

Pandit shuts off his radio.

DETECTIVE PANDIT
(quietly)

Naya Maharashtra. Naya.

Jones enters the Gupta home.

INT. STRONG ROOM93

Jones finds the room off the master suite without any 
hesitation. 

Gupta, wearing only his pajamas, cowers in the tight space. 
He had no time to even grab his phone. 
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Jones gets close and talks through the wall just loud enough 
so Gupta can hear him.

JONES
You and me. We had no beef. I did 
you deed. I was clear. You should 
have left me alone and picked some 
other patsy.

Gupta pants and hyperventilates.

JONES (CONT'D)
I know rooms like this. They all 
have ventilation systems. That’s 
the thing idiots like you don’t 
consider. It’s not rocket science 
to find the air ducts. It’s going 
to be slow and gradual, until 
finally you’ll be gasping and it 
will just be the smoke getting into 
your lungs.

BAHARAT GUPTA
Fuck you Jones. If you kill me 
you’ll never know where to find 
that little Khanki slut you like
to fuck so much. You and everybody 
else.

Jones looks around the room and finds what probably is the 
venting. He gathers some blankets and sets them on fire right 
by the system.

BAHARAT GUPTA (CONT'D)
When I unlock this door and come 
out, we can make some kind of deal.

Jones looks for the heaviest objects he can find. He topples 
a heavy dresser over where the door probably is.

Sealed in. Jones walks off. 

Gupta keeps on yelling through the walls as though someone 
were on the other side who cared to listen.

BAHARAT GUPTA (CONT'D)
I’m surely going to be Minister 
after this C.I.A. thing blows up, 
you’re in the clear. I’m sure you 
can get out. And I’ll make sure the 
manhunt isn’t very well produced. I 
don’t want you to be found, alive 
or dead. It’s no good for me either 
way.
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By now, hot smoke fills his little chamber. 

INT. MATUNGA POLICE STATION, INMATE LOCKUP -- CONTINUOUS94

SUPER

MATUNGA POLICE STATION, CENTRAL LOCKUP 24:00 HRS

STEADICAM SHOT LEADS: 

Special Constable CHANDRA himself, heading the group of 
officers taking Niyati through the halls.

INT. MATUNGA STATION, INTAKE95

The group marches Niyati, shackled hands and feet, through 
the halls efficiently. 

Dead Man Walking.

EXT. MATUNGA POLICE STATION -- NIGHT96

The group lead her to a small paddywagon and bring her in, 
locking her to a metal bar running across the width of the 
vehicle.

The officers get out. Niyati sits alone on the floor of the 
vehicle. The door slams shut and it drives off. 

No Pandit. No escort vehicle. No siren. It slips into the 
night like a hearse carrying the dead.

END STEADICAM

INT. PADDYWAGON97

The dark walls rattle with the road. Otherwise just the sound 
of the rumbling vehicle. 

Stray light shatters the pitch black darkness when the truck 
drives under bright lights. 

She’s alone.

EXT. MATUNGA POLICE STATION, FRONT GATE 98

The Paddywagon leaves Matunga with no fanfare. No protestors 
waiting angrily outside. No barriers block the road. Peaceful 
quiet breaks the relentless din of Mumbai in the background. 
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A lone maroon colored KAWASAKI VULCAN S MOTORCYCLE follows at 
a reasonable distance, ridden by a man in a faded red and 
white riding jacket and biking trousers. His 2 tone helmet 
covers his face, and his riding gloves cover his hands.

EXT. STREETS OF MUMBAI -- DRIVING IN TRAFFIC99

The paddywagon drives through traffic unaware of its tail.

The 2 vehicles drive for miles and miles.

EXT. DESOLATE INDUSTRIAL WASTELAND100

The paddywagon drives into an empty warehouse parking lot and 
comes to rest at the edge of the road. Water from the open 
ocean laps up against the wall nearby. Broken fences and 
cracked concrete mark the terrain.

The 2 men, Najaram and Prabru, formerly in cheap suits, now 
wear vague pea-coats. They exit the vehicle and go to the 
back. They unlock the door.

They disconnect Niyati and unceremoniously drag her from the 
vehicle. She remains handcuffed and they make the extra 
insurance of wrapping a chain around the cuffs and yank her 
hard until she falls to the ground.

They all know what’s about to happen.

Then it strikes. The first of the silenced hollow points 
strikes One of the guards.

NAJARAM FALLS. DEAD.

PRABRU IS SMARTER. 

He quickly hurls the girl and himself back into the back of 
the armored paddywagon.

2 more shots pierce the armor but miss their target, given 
the range and low light.

Prabru opens his cell phone and hits a number.

PRABRU
Yeah he’s on to us. You better make 
it fast.

Just then, Niyati springs into action, kicking him with her 
full might, propelling Prabru right out of the van.

PRABRU hits the concrete.
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NIYATI USES HER CHAINS AS WEAPONS.

She pounds Prabru and stomps on his body, using her trained 
fury.

PRABRU reels from the assault, bleeding profusely.

He rolls out of harms way just long enough to find his 9mm 
pistol.

Jones witnesses the attack and runs from his protected 
position.

THE SHOT from Prabru’s revolver hits Niyati, who continues 
her assault regardless of the injury.

Niyati’s adrenaline fuels the post-traumatic muscle memory of 
her attacks on her Bangladeshi handlers.

NIYATI
You think I’m that easy to kill?

She stomps his windpipe with her free leg.

NIYATI (CONT'D)
I can take a hundred of you. 

Prabru gasps for air. The stomping continues as Jones 
arrives, close.

JONES
Looks like you can take care of 
yourself.

NIYATI
These “men” with minuscule penises 
think big guns can buy them power 
and strength.

Jones rummages through the pockets of Prabru’s dead body, 
finding the keys to unlock Niyati’s shackles.

Niyati’s high from the adrenaline rush and the gunshot 
doesn’t phase her. Yet.

INT. DHARAVI GANG HIDEOUT101

NAJ and RAVI play a video game with Zuber. They laugh.

NAJ
Hey man we have a new place near 
here. 

(MORE)
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It’s going to be real different for 
us. And for you too. Do you want to 
see it.

RAVI
You can meet the rest of the gang 
there.

ZUBER remembers the funeral and how everyone was having such 
a good time together.

NAJ
It’ll be fun.

ZUBER
Sure let’s go. Can we do the 
dancing.

Zuber busts one of his break dancing moves. The guys laugh 
and play along.

NAJ
Sure c’mon.

They leave their old world behind and ride off on 2 
motorbikes. Zuber rides bitch to Raj.

EXT. MUMBAI STREET NIGHTS102

This may be Zuber’s first ride with these guys. They are 
expert killer bikers who can fire a rifle at 40 mph and hit 
their targets easily.

They give Zuber the ride of his life.

They weave through cars dangerously,

Charge through intersections against traffic lights,

Shoot down the yellow line between traffic

All at breakneck speeds.

EXT. STREETS OF MUMBAI103

Jones weaves through traffic as they flee the scene.

Niyati nearly loses her grip on Jones waist, as her wound 
starts to make impact.

NAJ (CONT'D)
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Jones reaches back and his gloved hand slides on the blood 
from Niyati’s wound. Jones pulls his hand back and sees 
blood.

EXT./INT. AUTORICKSHAW OFFICE104

Eventually the gang reaches the autorickshaw HQ, D company 
home base, now fortified for warfare and a new reign of 
terror.

Zuber hops off the bike. Did he pee himself? It’s the 
happiest he’s been for as long as he can remember.

Raj and Ravi lead him inside, past the front desk, past young 
kids with new weapons worth more than their lives, past the 
snooty front desk lady who now cowers with stoic melancholy.

They walk down the hall to the office in back.

Men carry on, tell dirty jokes, pass around bottles of hooch.

They welcome the three into the gathering.

SAMEER KHAN
Say welcome to your new fearless 
leader: Najali Johal Dhajini with a 
D. You son-of-a-bitch. Kharcha-
paani du kya.

Sameer jogs up to him and gives him a big manly hug and smack 
on the back.

The others in the room pass out party favors and assault 
weapons.

Zuber thinks he’s in Disneyland, to his sad young untrained 
mind.

EXT. SAHIL HOTEL105

Jones stops the bike in the middle of a crowded traffic 
circle, careful to not let Niyati fall off.

Traffic whizzes by as they stand beside the Kawasaki Vulcan 
S, on the side of the brightly lit Sodium vapor thoroughfare. 

Neon lights from nearby bars and shops ignite their faces in 
strange washes of color.

Jones sets Niyati on a traffic barrier to inspect her wound.

THE GUNSHOT clearly released bowel fluids. 
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Jones examines the wound close up. He knows the wound will be 
fatal, even if he were able to bring her to a hospital.

The prominent NEON FROM THE SAHIL HOTEL SIGN glows down at 
them.

Jones slowly nestles next to her, like a soldier-at-arms on 
the battlefield, only their intimate relationship brings 
emotion to him.

Jones, a man cold and austere, trained for warfare and death, 
can’t account for his sudden feelings.

He takes Niyati by the waist carefully, now a man holding the 
love of his life, helpless to prevent her imminent death.

JONES
Y’know. I have a little cottage in 
Abbay Sainte-Marie... It’s sunny 
and quiet. Actually its 17th 
century stone. 

NIYATI
That sounds nice.

Niyati winces in pain from the gunshot in her gut. Niyati 
knows the gunshot is bad and she can read Jones’ face.  

Tears well up on her cheeks. She fights them back.

JONES
It’s in the south of France by the 
Spanish border, about a twenty 
minute walk to the sea.

NIYATI
The weather must be nice.

JONES
Excellent air quality. Lots of 
rolling hills. Very secluded with 
orchards and trails. Birds. Dogs.

NIYATI
Are you an animal lover?

JONES
I had two Pointer Terriers: Tommy 
and Makum. We used to hunt quail 
together.

NIYATI
When was the last time?
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JONES
I haven’t seen the place in years. 
It’s probably a wreck.

NIYATI
It should be okay.

JONES
You should see it in the autumn, 
when the leaves turn. We can jog 
down to the beach with the dogs, or 
just wander.

Jones holds her. They sit on the traffic barrier.

INT. SAHIL HOTEL, PRIVATE SUITE -- 2:00 AM106

Niyati lays down on an exquisite bed in the quiet off the 
beaten track three star suite, even though she should 
probably be in a hospital. 

Jones nurses her per his training, not certain if she will 
live, hoping for the best.

JONES
Just lay down. Stay here a minute.

Niyati tries to get up, struggles all she can.

NIYATI
Zubi. I’ve got to find Zubi.

JONES
You’re not finding anyone right 
now.

NIYATI
Let me up!

Niyati tries harder to get up, but can’t.

JONES
I won’t stop you. But see.        
It’ll be a minute.              
You’ve lost blood, you’ve got 
ripped muscles, maybe a punctured 
lung.                             
We should get you an M.R.I.

NIYATI
No hospitals! They’ll finish me off 
there for sure.
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Jones changes the makeshift bandage from her mid-section. It 
looks gnarly. 

He puts more DERMABOND MEDICAL ADHESIVE on it, in an attempt 
to stop the bleeding. Niyati winces in pain.

NIYATI (CONT'D)
I’ve got to find him.

JONES
You’re lucky to be alive. We both 
are. I’ll find him and bring him 
here.

NIYATI
You? How?

JONES
I have some ideas.

Niyati reaches out and takes Jones hand.

NIYATI
Promise me, you’ll find him and 
give him a good life.

Jones holds Niyati’s hand tight.

EXT. DHARAVI GANG HIDEOUT -- 03:30 HRS107

Jones snoops around the old hideout around the corner from 
where he killed Ranjit, those seemingly distant years ago. He 
sees 2 crappy old Royal Enfield motorcycles. Then he 
overhears (in Bambaiyya Hindi dialect):

NEW GANG MEMBER#1
Chal ae shanne,  idar kuch nahi 
hai.

NEW GANG MEMBER#3
Naj ne bola bachhon ka samaan leke 
aane ko.

NEW GANG MEMBER#1
Vat nah hai baap.

They kick around the empty crates. They grab the Nintendo 
video game Zuber likes, and a bag of clothes and Hip-hop 
CD’s.

NEW GANG MEMBER#3
Shayed usko ye sab mangta hai?
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NEW GANG MEMBER#1
Wo extra wla Game Boy joystck bhi 
leke aa.

They hop on the motorcycles and zoom off. Jones, covered in 
his average looking motorcycle crash suit, starts up his 
Kawasaki Vulcan S and discretely follows.

EXT./INT. AUTORICKSHAW OFFICE -- NIGHT, CONTINUOUS108

Jones parks right out front.

He removes his helmet. He opens his riding jacket and finds 
his trusty HK-MP7a1 pistol.

New Gang Members now guard the whole place. Ravi, smoking a 
joint outside while taking in the quiet night, recognizes 
Jones and runs inside.

RAVI
AILA!

Jones makes his way to the front door, machine guns aimed at 
him.

JONES
Open the door fuckface. 

2 GANG MEMBERS jump him with machetes. Jones fights them 
back, and lays them to rest with his fists.

JONES (CONT'D)
Any more heroes?

Jones picks up a submachine gun and quickly assesses its 
capabilities.

He then bursts inside, shoots off the lock to the hallway 
door. He creeps down the hall. 

OFFICE: NAJ, RAVI, GOSWAMI, GANG pick up their new armor, and 
push open the door guns blazing. 

Sameer Khan rallies his men into action.

SAMEER KHAN
Oye larko, kissa muko iska. Ekiich 
baar mein thok dalo saale ko! 

JONES hits the dirt and the bullets destroy the walls and 
take out the neon lights.
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GOSWAMI moves into the darkness and starts firing into the 
corners.

POP. POP. POP.

Jones takes him out and rolls behind his body.

NAJ, RAVI and GANG fire more rounds wildly. A few hit the 
dead Goswami.

POP. POP. POP. POP. POP.

Jones takes down RAVI and some gang. Naj retreats inside with 
the rest. They pull back behind the desk. 

Raj drags a dying Ravi back behind the desk.

POP. POP. POP.

Jones fires in both directions, keeping them at bay.

JONES
I just want the kid. Send him out 
and I’ll pull out. I don’t have to 
kill all y’all.

Zuber hides behind the desk with Naj’s midnight special .38 
in his hand. He shakes his head no.

SAMEER KHAN
You with this motherfucker?

ZUBER
No way, man.

Zuber goes stone cold, angry, not guilty.

SAMEER KHAN
(to Jones)

Zuber says he doesn’t want to go.

JONES
Fuck you! Bring him out and let me 
talk to him.

SAMEER KHAN
I’m telling you, Zuber doesn’t want 
nothing from you. 

JONES
His Mama sent me.

101.



102.

NAJ
Ok. Ok. Just tell us where she is 
and Zuber’ll go to her.

JONES
Yeah, right.

NAJ
(to Sameer)

We don’t wanna kill no mamas. 

JONES
I’m here to take Zuber to see his 
mother. You can follow me there if 
think you can.

NAJ
(to Zuber)

Why not go with him, little man? 
You gotta check on your ma.

Zuber starts to walk out slowly, all guns still point at 
Jones. 

Sameer blocks Zuber’s path in a sudden twist.

Naj grabs Sameer’s hand in a defiant grasp, risking it all.

NAJ (CONT'D)
Let him go.

Zuber appreciates the situation and slowly approaches Jones.

Jones sees Zuber walk towards him, in the calm of a no man’s 
land.

JONES
Your ma is in real bad shape. She 
might not make it. But she wanted 
to make sure you’re safe. And away 
from those assholes.

ZUBER
Where is she?

JONES
Hotel Sahil, suite 609. Near Mumbai 
Central.

Jones bleeds from his side, but still in control.

Zuber stands over him. Young. Still. Breathing hard.

Zuber holds the midnight special .38. o
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The gun trembles in his hand, just out of Jones’ sight.

Jones looks up — not afraid. Studying the boy. For a moment 
the world is silent.

BAM.109

Jones jerks as the bullet hits. He collapses to the street.

Zuber lowers the gun.

Jones coughs blood, but his eyes remain locked on the kid. 
Jones reaches out and grabs Zuber’s arm with surprising 
strength.

JONES
You take my life...
you get a piece of my soul.

Jones pulls him closer.

JONES (CONT'D)
But I take a piece of yours with 
me, kid.

A beat.

JONES (CONT'D)
There’s always a trade-off.

Jones exhales slowly.

JONES (CONT'D)
Killing isn’t free.

Jones’ grip loosens.

His hand drops.

He’s gone.

Zuber stands there, stunned.

Then something changes behind Zuber’s eyes.

He kneels, picks up Jones’ HK-MP7a1 pistol. The gang looks on 
and does nothing.

He looks at the gun a long time, assessing its power. He 
secures it.
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Then he jumps on Jones’ motorbike. The engine roars. He’s 
never driven a motorbike before, but he figures this is the 
beginning of new things he’ll need to master.

Zuber slowly rides into the dark maze of Dharavi streets. No 
longer the frightened boy. A new predator in the city.

FULL CIRCLE.
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