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To the Survivors who know that smiling at the monster is just the first step to slitting his throat.
To the Women who’ve had to wear the mask, play the part, and wait for the perfect moment to strike.


Because sometimes Ganesh Chaturthi isn’t just for prayers, feasts, parades, and immersing idols.


Sometimes it’s for smashing false idols, toppling predators,
and making damn sure they never rise again.


If you’ve ever stood in the crowd knowing you were there for blood—this one’s for you.


And because no Mumbai massacre is complete without a killer soundtrack,
I’ve put together a playlist to set the mood.
Click, press play—
and let the drums drown out the screams.


Happy Ganesh Chaturthi—May Your Obstacles Shatter Loudly.


This is a work of fiction. All characters and events portrayed in this book are fictional, and any resemblance to actual people or incidents is purely coincidental.
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Idols & Offerings


I’m hot and exhausted. After spending way too long at sea, then having Jane—my rather evasive and close-lipped agent—change her mind about the timing of a job in Shanghai and redirecting me to Mumbai, I’m in a decidedly pissed-off mood.

Traipsing through a slum in the pouring rain isn’t helping either. But, on the plus side, my ankle’s healed nicely, and my naginata trophy from Kyoto has been shipped to my safehouse in London.

I’d hoped to enjoy the music, colour, and towering Ganesh idols for Ganesh Chaturthi—but no. Jane’s instructions were clear: head to an abandoned chawl and meet some chick called Rebecca Walker, apparently a fellow South African with a saviour complex.

For once, Jane’s been upfront about who the client is—which is, in a weird way, kind of disappointing.

I was actually looking forward to playing my favourite game of Guess the Puppetmaster. But at least, according to Jane, this client is unlikely to stab me in the back. Although, Jane could be lying. Wouldn’t be the first time.

What worries me is that while I know who the client is, I have no idea who the target is. The client wants to brief me in person. Which is why I’m in a fucking Mumbai slum at the tail end of monsoon season instead of enjoying the festival.

The slum stinks of wet garbage, piss, and desperation. Narrow alleys twist like intestines between shacks patched together with sheet metal, tarps, and hope. Grey water runs in little trenches beside my boots, and something dead sloshes past—maybe a rat, maybe not.

Every few metres, someone’s cooking over an open flame—the smoke curls up with the scent of cheap oil and chillies. My stomach growls, but I don’t trust anything here not to kill me from the inside out. Been there, done that.

Wishing for a quick death while shitting blood and puking up my guts is not a whole lot of fun—and not how I intend to spend my time in Mumbai. Not again.

The chawl looms ahead like a concrete carcass. Four storeys of crumbling balconies, cracked paint, and mould-blackened walls. Windows gape like broken teeth—some covered with torn saris or newspaper, others left wide open to the monsoon air.

It’s the kind of building that feels like it’s watching you. Judging. Or maybe hoping you’ll bring a hammer to finish the job Time started. I could probably find some C4 to put the building out of its misery.

Inside, it’s even worse. The stairwell reeks of mildew, rot, piss, and something that reminds me of old dog shit. Every step I take echoes with a wet squelch. I don’t even want to think about what I’m stepping in.

This is where the client insisted I meet her. Typical. She’s clearly got zero sense of self-preservation.

I’ve met my fair share of crusaders on this job, and while she’s unlikely to kill me herself, she’s likely to do something stupid that could get me killed.

I can only hope that her insisting on meeting me in person isn’t a sign that she’s going to be one of those clients who also want to be involved in the actual job, because while I grudgingly do sometimes work with other professionals, having to deal with some amateur with an agenda is not how I usually do business.

Thankfully, the flat I’m meeting her in isn’t on the top floor. I’m not so sure about the rickety, crumbling stairs. Just climbing to the second floor has me feeling like I’m about to fall and break a few bones. My ankle just healed. I’m in no mood for another trip to some sketchy back-alley doctor.

A baby cries from further down the passage as I knock on the door, which is little more than cardboard patched together with tape.

I hear hushed feminine voices from inside, then the door slides back. A little girl of about six stares up at me with wide brown eyes. Her belly is swollen from malnutrition, but her sad, beautiful face still manages to look at me with something like hope.
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