



KHOOSH AND KHOOSHI
		Screenplay


Int. felicitation ceremony- evening
It is the felicitation ceremony of the renowned women's rights activist Khush Tripathy. A panel of celebrated faces throng the stage. Mr. Khush Tripathy sits in the middle. There is a bouquet of flowers in front of him. He has a microphone in his hand. The Women and Child Welfare Minister of State sits on his right and an author sits to his left. The moderator, a rather stylish woman, stands near the podium.  
Moderator
It is no mean feat today that we have Mr. Khush Tripathy with us. He is a little bit of a recluse himself, not very easily given to public appearances (the moderator gives the audience a greasy smile) But we all know why we have gathered here today! The State Department of Women and Child Welfare wished to bestow this honour on him for risking his life to save hundreds of children from falling prey to trafficking. Mr. Tripathy, if you could kindly share with us your future plans regarding the issue of rehabilitation of these children.   
Khush
First of all, I would like to thank the ministry for this honour and recognition... it means a lot to me! You see whenever we go around asking for funds for what we do, these honours indeed help us in winning the trust of the people.
Khush says this in a sarcastic yet funny way. A few people in the audience snigger at his comment. The minister beside him stirs uncomfortable and clears his throat. Khush resumes.
Khush (CONT'D)
Coming back to your question... rehabilitation of these children, recovering through the horrors of trafficking, is indeed of utmost importance. My foundation and I are deeply concerned about the same. We intend to secure the help of the government and generous people like the ones who are all present today here, to ensure that these children can go back to a normal childhood as smoothly as possible... to achieve this we need...
Right at this point, a jarring mobile tune stops him midway. Khush looks around and so does the moderator and most of the people in the audience. The woman, whose mobile it is, looks flabbergasted. She rummages through her bag and fishes her mobile out. She glances at the screen for a split second. The name 'Pratik' flashes on it. She disconnects the call then and there and looks around embarrassed. 
The moderator appears irritated. 
MODERATOR
Please, I would request you all to switch off your mobiles for the time being...
She then looks at Khush and smiles.
MODERATOR (CONT'D)
You were saying...
KhUSH
Yes, to achieve this we need trained counsellors, an conducive and supportive atmosphere to help them recover from their trauma... in some cases, we also try to reunite them with their families, especially the ones who have been kidnapped. Some are, sadly, sold by their own families. 
MODERATOR
It is indeed unnerving to know that the condition is so desperate in our country that parents are pushed to the point of selling their kids to earn money!
KHUSH
To earn money or have one less mouth to feed.
Khush adds. The audience stirs and exclaims.
MODERATOR
Yes, that is true. Mr. Tripathy, if one wishes to reach out to you for any kind of help, and by that I mean if a victim wishes to reach out to you, how do you, then how do they usually go about it?
KHUSH
We usually have regular camps and workshops at certain villages that are more prone to fall prey to trafficking. We have the participation of the government to mark these flesh traders and apprehend them. 
MODERATOR
What kind of camps or workshops do you run?
KHUSH
The ones that help the villagers to identify the threat amongst them...
The woman, Khooshi, seated at the audience, again feels her phone vibrating in her bag. She again checks the name on the screen. It is the same caller. She gets frustrated and disconnects the call once again. 
As the interview continues, she receives a message on her mobile. She checks it. It reads, 'Answer the phone. Or else, I am calling your dad!'
Khooshi looks helpless. She takes her leave from the event and walks out of the room. She then takes a long walk through an empty corridor. It is so silent outside that only her heels are heard down the corridor. 
Khooshi enters the washroom. She checks the cubicles and finds one locked. She waits patiently outside, facing the mirror. For a moment, Khooshi gets occupied with her face. Something about her face makes her well up in tears. But right at that moment the cubicle lock clicks open and the woman inside steps out. She washes her hands and then walks out of the washroom.
Khooshi immediately takes out her phone and rings Pratik. Pratik receives the call after one ring. 
Khooshi
Pratik, tum Papa ko phone nehi karoge... tumhe achhi tarah se pata hai abhi yeh sab baatein woh sun nehi payenge... 
Pratik (O.S.)
Agar apni Papa ki itni fikar hai to tumhi de do paise... todwalo apni fixed deposit... tumbhi to achhi kamaleti ho Mrs. India! 
Khooshi's face turns red in anger. She breathes heavily to hear Pratik's taunting voice. 
KHOOSHI
Tum mere paise ko haat bhi mat lagana! 
PRATIK (O.S.)
Phir toh abhi Papa hi mujhe bacha sakte hai... unhi se baat kar lete hai... tumse behes karke kya fayda? 
KHOOSHI
Nehi ruko... mujhe ghar wapas aane do... abhi tum phone rakkho... main aake baat karti hu... 
Khooshi keeps the phone. She puts it back in her purse. Then she washes her face in the water to wash away her tears. Her eyes are still red. There is a small scar on her forehead that is visible through her make-up. 
Khooshi steps out of the washroom and retraces her way back through the corridor. 
Suddenly she halts. A little ahead of her, Khush Tripathy stands with a cigarette in his hand. But there is no one else. It appears as if Khush Tripathy has found his way out of the din and bustle of the felicitation event as well. 
Khush Tripathy grows conscious to see her. He immediately puts out his cigarette and smiles awkwardly at her. 
KhuSH
Just a bad habit I'm trying to get rid off... you know, to calm down the nerves...
Khooshi smiles to him cordially. She is about to walk past him when suddenly the moderator comes to the scene. The moderator, Ishita, gives a big smile when she sees Khooshi with Khush. 
Ishita
Oh what a happy coincidence! Khush, meet my friend Khooshi... Mrs. India International... 
Khush extends his hand for a handshake. Khooshi obliges. 
KHUSH
Pleasure to meet you...
Khooshi looks self-conscious. She smiles and looks down.
ISHITA
Well, Khush, what happened to your brilliant idea of trying to 'entice' people into donating for the cause. Tum agar yahaan pe andhere mein akele khade cigarette piyoge, toh entice karna toh dur ki baat, do char interested donor bhi tumse na milke chale jayenge...
KHUSH
Ishita, you know how awkward I am in front of the crowd...! Isiliye tumhari madat chahiye... why don't you cast your charm over them... you have the gift of the gab... mujhe sirf kaam karna aata hai aur woh main karta hu! 
ISHITA
Baatein banana chhodo aur andar chalo... Khooshi tum bhi...
Ishita starts pulling Khooshi by her hand. 
IsHITA (CONT'D)
Main aur kuch bahana nehi sunna chahti... Khush, you know very well, you need this money! 
Khooshi tries to loosen herself from Ishita's grip.
KHOOSHI
Ishita, I need to go back home! It's urgent! 
Ishita consults her watch and then widens her eyes.
ISHITA
Abhi? Are you kidding me? Abhi toh media bytes maangegi... and we need known faces like you associated with the cause! Khush, kuch toh bolo, tum ise aise hi jaane doge?
Khush looks at Khooshi spellbound. He breaks away from his trance when Ishita directly calls him.
KhuSH
I must insist... thodi der ruk jaiye... abhi toh aapse mulaqat huyi... aap rahengi toh shayad media hum pe thoda kam dhyan de! Aur aap humaare cause ko leke media se baat kar sakti hai... logon mein interest payda kar sakti hai...  
Khush smiles indulgently. Before Khooshi can say anything further, Ishita pulls her into the crowd. Khush follows. 
MONATGE: Khooshi tries her best to forget her immediate problems by occupying herself in small talks with people and the media. Khush offers her a drink that she cordially accepts. She exchanges some words with him. She gives a byte to the media. But in all this, she appears occupied. Khush notices that she appears fidgety. She repeatedly checks the time and checks her phone. Ultimately, Khush offers to take her home. 
KHUSH (CONT'D)
You appear occupied! Main aapko ghar chhod du?
Khooshi appears relieved to hear the offer. She smiles but the smiles wipes off her face as quickly as it had appeared. Something stops her from accepting the offer.
KhOOSHI
No, thank you, I'll manage! Yeh party aapki honour mein hai... you really shouldn't leave before the others! It was really nice meeting you! 
Khooshi again shakes Khush's hand and walks away. Khush keeps staring at her, mesmerized. Suddenly she turns back and approaches him.  
Khooshi (CONT'D)
Ishita se aapki details le lungi... zyada toh nehi, par jitna ho sake main donate karna chahungi aapke cause pe... wish you all the luck in the world for your noble fight.
Khooshi smiles at him and then she again walks away.
Cut TO:
ExT/INT. road/Khooshi's apartment- night
Khooshi gets a cab after several attempts. On her way home she looks tensed. She repeatedly checks her watch. 
On reaching her apartment, she pays the cab driver and waits for him to give her the change but she is in such a hurry that after a few seconds she loses patience and asks the cab driver to keep the change and she walks off. 
She reaches her apartment slowly, expecting something unusual. But everything appears apparently calm. She fishes the apartment key out of her bag and opens the lock. 
She finds the main hall dark and quiet. But she smells something burning. She finds her bedroom and kitchen lights on. She promptly makes her way to the bedroom first and finds her cupboard open and her clothes and files strewn all over the floor.  
She then quickly makes her way to the kitchen and finds her husband, Pratik, burning papers on the oven burner. She rushes to stop him.
KHOOSHI
Pratik, yeh kya kar rahe ho?
Pratik appears inebriated. He simply smiles at her and takes one burning paper and brandishes it in front of her. 
PRATIK
Jwala dala... khuch kaam ke to yeh hai nehi, isliye jwala dala...
Khooshi takes the paper from him and tries her best to blow off the fire. Then she looks at it properly. It is apparently a deed of some kind. Khooshi loses it and starts to look through the other burnt pieces of papers. She tries to read them and decipher what they are. One appears to be fixed deposit paper, one an LIC policy.
Khooshi gets up and gets hold of Pratik's collar.
KHOOSHI
Yeh kya kiya tumne? Saare official papers jwala daale... maine kahaan tha na wait karo mera... 
Pratik grabs her hands on his collar and throws them. He then grabs her chin and pushes her against the wall. 
PRATIK
Main yahaan tera wait karta rahun aur tu party mein maze leti rahein, interviews deti rahe, huh? TV pe dekha maine... kya samajhti hai tu mujhe? Tera naukar...? 
He leaves her and she drops to the floor on her knees. Pratik walks away from the kitchen. Khooshi sits on the floor, her kajal and mascara running down with her tears. 
Cut TO:
INT. khooshi's apartment- day
Khooshi appears to be in deep sleep, clutching her cell phone close to her chest when it suddenly starts to vibrate. Khooshi wakes up with a start. She feels dazzled for a moment in the morning light. Then she tries to focus on the phone screen. It appears to be an unknown number. But Khooshi takes the call. 
KhOOSHI
Hello...!
officer (O.S.)
Hello, Khooshi Thapar?
KHOOSHI
Bol rahi hu...
officer (O.S.)
Madam, Tangra Police Station se bol rahe hai. Aapka husband Pratik Thapar ko drunk driving ke charge me humne arrest kiya hai... bailable offence hai par unke pas paise nehi hai... aapko aake unhe chhurake le jana padega...
Khooshi feels scared initially to hear from the police. But then for some moment she draws a complete blank. She does not respond to the officer immediately.
officer (O.S.) (CONT'D)
Madam, madam... aap sun rahi hai na...?
Khooshi comes out of her trance.
KHOOSHI
Huh! Haa... 
OFFICER (O.S.)
Aap kab tak aa sakti hai?
KHOOSHI
Jitni jaldi ho sake... kosish karti hu...
Khooshi disconnects the call and then throws the mobile away on the bed in disgust. 
As she sits up slowly, she checks the time on the wall clock. It is almost seven in the morning. 
Khooshi is still in her previous party-wear. Her make-up is all smeared and eyes are blotchy. It is apparent that she has cried herself to sleep last night. Her hair is awry. 
As Khooshi gets down from the bed, she accidentally steps on something. She looks at the floor to discover that she has not tidied up anything from last night. All the papers, files, photo albums are strewn all over the floor of the bedroom. Some of the photos have slipped out of the old albums. Khooshi discovers that she has stepped over the photograph of her daughter Tanya with her husband Pratik when Tanya was around five or six years of age. Pratik appears all smiling and happy in the photograph. He looks much younger than the previous night and none of the roughness of the previous night is there on his face in the photograph. 
Khooshi stares at the photograph for sometime and then she sits on the ground to pull all the strewn papers and files towards her. Khooshi spots an album and reaches out for it. It is her wedding album. Khooshi browses through the album and looks at the photographs intently. She comes to a photograph of her in a bridal attire during her 'vidaai', all teary. She spots her father right behind her. He too appears to be teary. Suddenly, as if the whole room fills with his voice. 
Khooshi's father (O.S.)
Yeh mera farz banta hai beta...! 
CUT TO:
Int. KhoOSHI'S FATHER'S HOUSE- DAY (past)
Khooshi is all dressed up in her bridal attire but she has a look of concern in her face. She is not married yet apparently. She is in mid conversation with her parents. She has bank papers in her that she is staring at.  
KHOOSHI
Par kya unhone dahej mange the?
Khooshi's father looks at her mother helplessly.
Khooshi's mother
Nehi... par iska matlab yeh thodi hai ke hum apne ek lauti beti ke liye kuch na kare?  
Khooshi grows desperate. She throws her hands around.
KHOOSHI
Itna sabkuch aapne hi to kiya... yeh zewar, furniture, shaadi ke saare kharche aapne uthaye! Phir iski kya zarurat thi?
KhooSHI'S FATHER
Beta hum paise thodi de rahe hai? Humne to sirf yeh fixed deposit karwaye tum dono ke naam pe... 
Khooshi cuts her father's speech short.
KHOOSHI
Itne saare paise fixed deposit? Papa mere school mein monthly salary itni nehi hoti jitni aapki FD pe humaari monthly income hogi!  
KHOOSHI'S MoTHER
Thik hi hai na beta... ab shaadi ke baad agar tum job chhor bhi do toh tumhe koi problem nehi hogi! 
Now Khooshi appears worried and suspicious. 
KHOOSHI
Par mein kyun job chhoru? Woh log nehi chahte main shaadi ke baad job karu?
Now both her parents appear conscious. They try to avoid looking at her. 
KHOOSHI (CONT'D)
Aapne aur kya kya baat chhupayi humse?
Khooshi's parents look down in shame.
KHOOSHI (CONT'D)
Aapko lagta hai mein paise ke liye job karti hu? Main apni job nehi chhodne wali... 
Khooshi gets angry but right at the moment, there is a knock at the closed door and someone shouts from outside in an excited voice. 
Woman (O.S.)
Are baraat a chuki hai... sab puchh rehe hai dulhan ke mummy papa kidhar gaye... 
As her parents rush to open the door, Khooshi stares at the whopping amount of one crore that her father has kept as a fixed deposit in her and her husband's name.
Cut TO:
Int. Police station- day
Khooshi signs the official papers after paying the bail. The police officer stares at her as she signs with her head bent low. The officer tries his best to peer through her locks that fall around her face. After a while, a smile creeps across his face. 
Police officer
Madamji toh TV pe aate ho! 
Khooshi pretends to overhear. But the officer persists. 
POLICE OFFICER (CONT'D)
Ek dance show hai na jo aap judge karti ho?
Khooshi looks up and pushes the signed papers across the desk towards the officer. 
The officer takes a look at the papers and nods his head. 
POLICE OFFICER (CONT'D)
Sab barabar hai... Pyne! 
He calls out to a constable standing right outside his door. The constable comes and salutes to him.
PoLICE OFFICER (CONT'D)
Jao, madamji ki husband ko leke aao...
The constable nods and walks away. Khooshi tries to avoid the officer's eyes. He stares at her in a creepy way, as if he is trying to remember something looking at her face. 
POLICE OFFICER (CONT'D)
Aap filmo mein bhi kaam karti ho na?
Khooshi takes a deep sigh and puts a forced smile on her face. Suddenly, something dawns on the officer's face.
POLICE OFFICER (CONT'D)
Aapke husband toh aapke hi ek purani film ki poster ke samne...
Then he suddenly stops. Khooshi looks at him with curiosity and suspicion. Understanding dawns upon her when she notices the officer's awkward expression. She looks disgusted. Precisely at that moment, Pratik enters the room. His clothes look soiled. He appears completely inebriated. But he looks scared to see Khooshi. Khooshi runs a disgusted look at him and walks out of the room. Pratik follows her silently. 
Cut TO:
Int. A posh restaurant- day
Khush Tripathy is in mid-lunch and mid-conversation with his previous night's moderator Ishita Basu. Ishita is chatty and excited. Khush likes her energy but he is the more reticent kind. He simply nods his head to most of her queries. 
ISHITA
Yesterday was a big hit! It was a good call that you spoke about your forthcoming project in all your interviews. Mark my words, saare papers mein jab tumhare is rehabilitation project ke baare mein news aayega, you will get a lot of interested celebrity donors. Everybody wants to be connected to a 'cause'. 
Khush simply shakes his head. He does not seem to take her words seriously.
ISHITA (CONT'D)
And did you notice the turn out from the media? Saare news channels ne prime time pe tumhara felicitation cover kiya! Of course, your last tryst with the flesh trade mafia made you this famous!   
Khush
You know Ishita, I have this inkling ke shayad government se yeh honour mujhe tumne dilwayi hai... I noticed the crowd in the event... saare tumhare hi jaan pehchanke the... too much of a coincidence, don't you think?
Ishita looks shifty. 
IshITA
Are you complaining? Tumhe achhi tarah se pata hai ke tumhare projects ke liye donations dhoondne ke liye main kisi bhi hadh tak ja sakti hu... we need more people like you Khush... people who dedicate their entire lives for the benefit of others! In self-serving politicians ke saath kam karte karte main thak chuki hu... Now, activists like you are my only hope...
Khush blushes.
KHUSH
Thank you!
ISHITA
No really... You're truly a rare breed even among activists. Tumhe pata hai, zyadatar log isi media attention ke liye yeh saare events prefer karte hai... aur tum, camera se jitni dur ho sake utni dur rehte ho... I understand, you don't need the limelight... but aajkal kisi bhi cheez mein marketing ki bahaut zaroorat hoti hai... even to gather funds for the right issues!
Khush scoffs. 
KHUSH
So odd na... log donation bhi karte hai limelight mein aane ke liye! They were all excited to give bytes to the media...! 
Khush smiles to himself. 
He appears preoccupied for some time. He remembers Khooshi from the previous night for a flash. He remembers her last words to him.  
KhUSH (CONT'D)
Par kabhi kabhi kuch aise bhi log milte hai jisse milke lagta hai ke hum jaise logo ki sahi mein kadar hai is duniya mein...  
Ishita tries her best to read his expression.
ISHITA
Achha?! Now who suddenly made you feel this special last night?
Ishita looks playful and curious. Khush blushes but he too looks playful.  
khush
Kal toh sabhi mehmaan special the... tumne joh bulaye the... kya pata, shayad tumne pehle se hi sabko bol rakkha tha to behave well with a shy recluse like me! 
IshITA
Baat ko mat taalo... tumhari shakal se pata chal raha hai ke koi toh special kal mila tha, sorry, mili thi tumhe! Seriously, kaun thi woh?
Khush is about to tell her something but then he decides against it. He shakes his head and smiles embarrassingly. Then he concentrates on his food. 
Cut TO:
INT. khOOSHI'S APARTMENT- DAY
Khooshi is back in her apartment working in the kitchen. She cooks the afternoon meal. She has a grim look on her face.
Pratik is taking a shower in the washroom. The floor of the bedroom is strewn with his soiled clothes and the sound of the water running in the shower is loud and clear. 
Suddenly the bell rings. Khooshi calls out to the maid. 
KhOOSHI
Maalti? Maa...
She suddenly remembers that the maid is on leave. She stops her work midway and goes to open the door.
The moment she opens the door, two muscular men push her inside and walk smartly into the apartment. Khooshi tries to stop them. 
KhooSHI (CONT'D)
Yeh kya ho raha hai? Aaplog kaun hai?
One of the men takes a good look at her. 
Goon
Pratik Thapar ghar pe hain?
His tone is dangerous and sweet. 
KHOOSHI
Ha hai... par...
The men sit down comfortably on the couch. The one speaking even lifts one leg and places it over the other. 
GOON
Toh phir unhe bulaiye zara... 
Khooshi feels intimidated. She senses danger.
KHOOSHI
Woh naha rahe hai...
GOON
Toh hum wait karte hai... humein koi jaldi nehi hai.
Khooshi slowly walks back to the kitchen. She appears distracted. She takes up her mobile from the kitchen counter and hesitates to make a call. Suddenly, the booming voice of one of the men shake her to the core. 
GOON (CONT'D)
Ek glass pani milegi madam.
Khooshi is extremely scared by now. She keeps the mobile back on the counter, pours two glasses of water, places them on a tray and walks back to the hall with it. 
The men give her an eerie smile as they take the water from the tray to drink. Precisely at that moment, Pratik comes to the hall, limping. He is unaware of the men. He stops dead on his track when he sees them. The men smile to see him. Then they rise to their feet and one of them promptly walks up to Pratik and holds him tight by the neck and presses him hard against the wall threateningly. Khooshi reacts in fear. She covers her mouth. Another one approaches Khooshi. He fishes out a paper from his pocket and holds it in front of her, as she cowers.  
GOON (CONT'D)
Aapke husband ne paise udhaar liye the humaare boss se... par lautana bhul gaye... do din mein agar paise na lautaye, to agli bar sirf dhamki nehi bohot kuch sehna padega!    
He throws the paper at Khooshi and signals the other man. He releases Pratik and walks out of the apartment with the other. Pratik drops on the floor and coughs. 
Khooshi throws a disgusted look at him. She takes up the paper left by the men. The amount of money is mentioned in the paper. It is five lacs. Khooshi looks worried. 
Cut TO:
Int. KhoOSHI'S APARTMENT- night
Khooshi is in her bedroom, pondering over something. She dials her dad's number on her mobile. She is hesitant to make the call. She disconnects the call midway. But seconds later, her mother calls back. Khooshi receives the call.
KhOOSHI'S MOTHER
Hello! 
KHOOSHI
Hello...
KHOOSHI's mother
Khooshi beta, kaisi ho? Missed call mili tumhari... humein phone laga rahe the kya? 
KHOOSHI
Huh... abhi phone karnehi wali thi...
KHOOSHI'S MOTHER
Bolo beta, kaisi ho batay nehi tumne...
Khooshi smiles sadly.
KHOOSHI
Thik hu...
KHOOSHI'S MOTHER
Pratik kaisa hai...
Khooshi's face hardens to hear her mother speak so sweetly of Pratik.
KHOOSHI
Woh bhi thik hai..
KHOOSHI'S MOTHER
Aur Khushbu?
Khooshi sighs.
KHOOSHI
Hum sab thik hai ma. Aap kaise ho? Papa ka haalat abhi kaisa hai?
KHOOSHI'S MOTHER
Main thik hu... par tumhare Papa meri kaha sunte hai? Doctor ki ek bhi restriction follow nehi kar rahe hai... 
Khooshi looks sad and worried.
KhooSHI
Ma, main milne aungi ek din. Aap unka khayal rakkho, meri fiqar mat karo...
KHOOSHI'S MOTHER
Fiqar toh hoti hai na... Pratik ki business kaisi chal rahi hai...? Kal raat ko usne phone kiya tha... miss hogaya, par maine call back nehi kiya...
Her mother sounds guilty for not calling Pratik back. But Khooshi's face undergoes myriad changes- from anger, to disgust and then to concern. 
KhooSHI
Thik kiya. Call back karne ki koi zarurat nehi. Use main sambhal lungi... abhi rakhti hu...
KHOOSHI'S MOTHER
Beta, use kuch mat bolna... is baat pe jhagra mat karna.
Khooshi disconnects the call without replying to her mother. She takes a deep sigh.
Cut to:
Int. Supermarket- day
Khooshi is in a supermarket, shopping for her home. She pauses with her trolley in front of a rack and tries her best to pick a merchandise from one of the top racks but she drops several small bottles in the act. As she bends down to pick the bottles up, another customer and shop-girl comes and helps her in the act. Khooshi looks up to discover that the other customer is none other than Khush. Khooshi smiles at him embarrassingly. 
KhooSHI
Aap?
KhuSH
Aapko follow kar raha tha! Abhi tak paise nehi bheja aapne!
Khooshi is stunned for a moment but then, as Khush smiles, she understands the joke and breaks into a laughter. 
KHUSH (CONT'D)
Jokes apart, usdin aap achanak chali gayi... mere paas aapka number bhi nehi tha ke phone karke puchhu aap thik se ghar pahuchi ya nehi... 
Khooshi blushes. 
KHOOSHI
I am used to it...
KHUSH
But it was late and I was responsible for holding you up!
KhoOSHI
It is not a big deal... usually aise parties mein der ho jati hai... usdin ek emergency thi isliye I had to go! 
KHUSH
And you left no time for me to get to know you!
Khush looks at Khooshi's merchandise. 
KHUSH (CONT'D)
Aaj agar aapki shopping ho chuki ho, toh would you mind having a cup of coffee with me? 
Khooshi hesitates at first but then glances at her trolley. 
KHOOSHI
Would you mind waiting for me to get the billing done?
Khush gestures her to go forward with the billing.
Cut TO:
Int. starbucks- day
Khush and Khooshi sit with cups of coffee and some snack and chat their heart out. 
KhuSH
I can't believe I am having coffee with Mrs. India International! Straight out of my bucket list!
Khush raises his coffee cup to a blushing Khooshi and sips into his coffee. Khooshi does the same but both instantly bring down their cups from their lips with weird expressions on their faces.  
KHUSH (CONT'D)
I did not order this...
KHOOSHI
Neither did I! 
Khooshi takes a good look at her cup and then breaks into laughter all of a sudden. Khush looks stunned. Khooshi explains to him. 
KhooSHI (CONT'D)
We overlooked the 'I'! Aap Khush ho aur mein Khooshi! Check your spelling on your cup! 
Khush takes a good look and notices that the name on his cup is spelt KHUSHI. He bites his tongue.
KhuSH
Should I get us fresh cups?
KHOOSHI
Kyun? Aapko jhhootha pine se problem hai?
KHUSH
Bilkul nehi!
KHOOSHI
Toh phir paise barbad karne se khushi milti hai?
She smartly takes his cup from him and hands him her cup. Khush smiles to see her behave thus. 
KHUSH
Aaj ek alag Khooshi dekhne ko mil rahi hai.
KhooSHI
Aaj Khooshi Khush ke saath jo hai! 
It is now Khush's turn to blush. 
KHOOSHI (CONT'D)
Usdin, I was under a lot of stress... And today, it was a pleasant surprise to meet you. 
Khush
Phir toh taye hai... har week ek bar humein milna chahiye... aapka bhi dil behel jaayega aur mera bhi dream fulfil ho jayega! 
KHOOSHI
Dream?
KHUSH
Ha! To keep having coffee with my celebrity crush! 
KHOOSHI
Celebrity?! Agar dhang ki celebrity hoti to ab tak 4-5 selfie le li hoti fans ke saath! Kya aapko Mrs. India ke baare mein pata tha, before you met me?
KHUSH
Of course! In fact, one of my very close friends judged the event this year! Tough competition hota hai... but what inspired you to participate? 
Khooshi smiles as if she remembers a fond memory. 
KHOOSHI
Main kuch aisa karna chaahti thi, taki mujhe lage ke, I too have a voice that can make a difference! 
Khush stares at her for a while.
KHUSH
Aapko aisa kyun lagta tha that you don't have a voice? 
Khooshi snaps out of her trance and looks conscious and unsettled. Khush appears embarrassed. He feels he might have over-stepped a mark. He tries to salvage the situation. 
KhuSH (CONT'D)
I am sorry, I... didn't mean to over-step...
Khooshi shakes her head.
KhooSHI
No it's ok. Aap ek women's right activist ho... aapse behtar yeh kaun janta hai ke chaahe ek aurat jitni bhi padhi-likkhi ho, jitni bhi independent soch rakhnawali ho, use dabake rakhne walon ki, uski awaz ko ansoona kar dene walo ki kami humaare desh mein nehi hai... 
Khush looks down. 
KhUSH
Awaz agar buland ho toh use ansoona karne ki himmat koi nehi rakhta... sirf sahi waqt pe awaz uthane ki taqat honi chahiye... 
Khooshi looks as if Khush has told her something meaningful. She ponders over it.  
Cut TO:
Int. Garage- day
Khooshi stands in a garage, looking at a man with patience as he checks out her husband's car. The man parks the car after a test drive and approaches Khooshi with a smile on his face.  
Buyer
I'll take it! Aapka paperworks sab sahi hai na?
Khooshi hands him the file. He sifts through the papers. 
BUYER (CONT'D)
Lagta toh sab thik hai... toh kab delivery lene aun?
KhooSHI
Aap chahe toh abhi! Sirf sale ke papers par sign kar dijiye... aur payment cheque mein.  
The man looks excessively happy. He takes out his cheque book from his bag and a pen from his pocket. 
BUYER
This is excellent! 
He signs the papers and the writes the cheque. He then hands all over to Khooshi. Khooshi hands him the car files and the key. 
BUYER (CONT'D)
Ek baat puchhu? This deal is too good to be true... aap itne reasonable price pe, itni jaldbaazi mein yeh gaadi mujhe bech rahi hai... I can't help but...
Khooshi pretends to look sad and cuts him short. 
KhooSHI
Meri husband bahaut bimar hai... unke operation ke liye paise... 
The man holds Khooshi's hands suddenly. 
BUYER
Aapke is bure waqt pe aapka kaam asaka... yehi mere liye bauhaut bari baat hai.
Khooshi nods. Then she swiftly releases her hands. The man walks away to the car and then drives it away. 
An impish smile appears on Khooshi's face as she sees the amount on the cheque. It reads five lacs. 
CuT TO:
Int. Ishita's house party- evening
Khush stands with a bouquet of flowers in front of an apartment. He has just rung the doorbell and in a while a man dressed in white opens the door to him. Khush enters into a hallway full of well-dressed people. 
Khush looks around for the host and finds her, Ishita, approach him from a distance. 
IshITA
Welcome, welcome to my humble abode! 
Khush hands the bouquet of flowers to Ishita. 
Khush
Happy birthday! 
Ishita takes the flowers and blushes.
ISHITA
There was no need for this formality!
Right at that moment a waiter walks past them with drinks on a tray. Ishita beckons to him. The waiter comes and halts in front of Khush with the tray. 
IshITA (CONT'D)
Drink kya loge?
KhuSH
Whiskey...
Ishita takes the drink from the tray and dismisses the waiter. 
ISHITA
Here you go...
She offers it to Khush. 
IshITA (CONT'D)
Yahaan pe sabhi tumhare baare mein puchh rahe hai. Humaari event kaam ayi! (Ishita winks at him) I have so many people I would like you to meet today.  
Khush smiles. Ishita tries to engage him in a conversation and pulls him along. But Khush appears distracted, as if he is looking for someone in particular. Ishita notices that. 
ISHITA (CONT'D)
Itni bechaini se kise dhoond rahe ho? 
Khush concentrates back on Ishita. Ishita reads his face and she has a playful smile on her face.  
ISHITA (CONT'D)
I can guess! Suna maine... kal supermarket mein mile the use! 
Khush looks pleasantly surprised.
KhuSH
Tumhe kisne bataya?
ISHITA
Spoke to her on phone. She needed a little help over something...
KHUSH
Aayi nehi ab tak?
ISHITA
Aajayegi... par thoda samhaal ke, ha? Miss nehi, Mrs. India hai woh!
Ishita smiles at him in a meaningful way and then pulls him away into the crowd. 
Cut TO:
Int. KhOOSHI'S APARTMENT- evening
Pratik sits at home working on his laptop when suddenly the doorbell rings. He gets up and opens the door. His face turns white when he sees the men on the other side. They are the same goons who had threatened him and Khooshi. 
He tries to block the door. 
PRATIK
Aa... aap log yahaan? Paise toh kal lene the...!
Suddenly Pratik hears Khooshi's voice from behind. 
KhOOSHI
Unko maine bulaya hai! 
Pratik looks behind in surprise. One of the men pushes him aside roughly and enters. Khooshi disappears into the bedroom for some time. Pratik stares at the men clueless and in fear. 
Khooshi comes back with an envelope and holds it out to the men. One of the men takes it from her and opens it. A cheque comes out. He sees the amount on the cheque and puts it back in the envelope. Then the men turn back and walk out of the door. 
Pratik looks relieved but curious. 
PRATIK
Tumne paise de diye?
Khooshi does not reply to him. Instead she goes back to the bedroom to resume her work. She is getting ready to go Ishita's party. Pratik follows her into the room. 
PRATIK (CONT'D)
Par itne paise diye kaun? Tumhare Papa ne?
Khooshi looks at him through the mirror while replying.
KHOOSHI
Pratik mere Papa ko operation ke baad hospital se laute ek hafte ho gaye, tum abhi tak unko dekhne bhi nehi gaye... 
PRATIK
Is mein kaunsi badi baat hai? Chalo, aaj hi chalte hai!
Khooshi heaves a sigh.
KHOOSHI
Agar gaye hote toh tumhe pata chalta ke is waqt tumpe barbad karne ki time ya paise, dono hi unke pas nehi hai!
Pratik looks offended. 
PRATIK
Toh tumne diye? Ghuma phira ke yeh bolna chahti ho ke do paise deke tumne mujhe kharid li hai?
KHOOSHI
Meri aisi koi shaukh nehi hai.
Pratik loses his cool. He comes close to Khooshi and takes hold of her hand. He pulls her towards him. 
PRATIK
Toh phir itne paise aaye kahaan se? Aur woh bhi itne kam time pe?
Khooshi releases herself with one pull.
KHOOSHI
Gaadi bech di.
Pratik looks stunned. His eyes widen in shock. 
PRATIK
Meri gaadi bech di tumne? Meri gaadi?
KHOOSHI
Aur kiski bechu? Paise ki zaroorat tumhe thi... time pe agar paise nehi deti toh woh tumhe utha ke le jaate... humein kya jata? 
Pratik looks livid in anger.
PRATIK
Isliye tumne meri gaadi bech di?
KHOOSHI
Toh kya padosi ki bechu? 
Pratik loses control. He takes hold of Khooshi by her hair. 
PRATIK
How dare you talk to me like that? Tumhe pata bhi hai us car ki resale value kitni hai? Baki ke paise kahaan gaye?
Khooshi's face contorts in pain but nevertheless there is a defiance on her face. 
KHOOSHI
Sirf paanch lac ki zaroorat thi, paanch lac mein bech di. 
Pratik looks dangerous. He bangs Khooshi's head against the mirror. The mirror cracks and breaks and Khooshi starts to bleed. 
Khooshi falls to the ground writhing in pain. 
Cut TO:
Int. IshITA'S HOUSE PARTY- night
It is late night. The crowd at Ishita's party has started dispersing. Ishita is busy bidding good bye to all. A little later, she notices Khush sitting at one corner with a glass of whiskey in hand, looking upset. 
Ishita goes to him and sits in front of him. 
IshITA
So, did you enjoy the party?
Khush scoffs. 
KhuSH
Your friend circle is full of pretentious people. Do you know that?
ISHITA
You think I don't? Imagine yourself in my shoes! 
Khush and Ishita share a laughter. 
KHUSH
Par Khooshi nehi aayi!
Ishita looks concerned.
ISHITA
Ha... pata nehi kyun... kal hi humaari baat huyi thi... she sounded excited to come. 
Ishita pauses for a while. 
IshITA (CONT'D)
Agar use kuch hua ho toh...
Khush looks alarmed. 
KhUSH
Use kya ho sakta hai?
Ishita sighs and then she looks at Khush. 
ISHITA
Khush, tumhe woh bahaut achhi lagti hai na?
KHUSH
She is different...
Ishita nods.
ISHITA
Pata hai... par Khush, she comes with a lot of baggage. You should know that before you add to her problems. 
KHUSH
Tum aise kyun bol rahi ho?
ISHITA
Tumhe pata hai why she called me yesterday?
Khush looks clueless.
IsHITA (CONT'D)
Her husband owed money to a goon. He is a desperate man... apne business ke liye aur expensive aadaton ke liye kise se bhi paise maangta phirta hai. Do you realise how difficult and embarrassing that must be for Khooshi? Khooshi usko samhalti phirti hai... kabhi khud ke paise ya kabhi apne baap ke paise dekar uski karzon ko samhaalti hai. Yesterday she called me to get a buyer for her husband's car. Uski husband ko pata bhi nehi ke isbar usne uski gaadi bech daali... I warned her not to do this... I don't trust Pratik, he can be a demon at times... do you know what she told me? She told me it is time for her to make her voice heard! 
Khush appears a little uneasy. Ishita notices that. 
KhuSH
Pratik uspe haath utha ta hai? 
Khush looks like he cannot fathom the fact. Ishita scoffs.
ISHITA
Tumhe kya lagta hai? High society ke padhe-likkhe khaandaan ke ladke apne biwi par haath nehi utha ta hai? Wake up Khush, at least you should acknowledge the reality... aise bahaut kam mard hai joh apne aankhon ke samne apne biwi ki tarakki dekh sake... aur Pratik to pehle se hi...
Ishita is about to curse but she stops herself. Khush looks seriously concerned by now.
KHUSH
Agar use kuch hua ho toh?
Ishita pats his hand.
ISHITA
Don't worry. I'll visit her tomorrow. Woh thik hai yah nehi yeh pata lagana zaroori hai. Par Khush...
Khush looks up at her.
KHUSH
Hmm...
ISHITA
Be with her only if you can save her from this mess... or else, don't unnecessarily complicate her life.
Ishita gets up and walks away. Khush looks concerned and sorry. 
Cut TO:
Int. KhOOSHI'S APARTMENT- DAY
Khooshi opens her door to Ishita. She is surprised to see her. Ishita, on the other hand, is furious to see Khooshi hurt. Khooshi has a bandage around her head. 
IshITA
Mujhe pata tha aisa kuch hoga.
Khooshi stands aside to let Ishita enter. Ishita looks around the apartment. 
IshITA (CONT'D)
Hai kahaan woh?
KhOOSHI
Abhi ghar pe nehi hai.
Khooshi speaks in a low voice. Ishita flops down on the couch. Khooshi sits opposite her. 
ISHITA
Hua kya tha?
KHOOSHI
Use bata diya ke maine car bech di!
A smile creeps onto Khooshi's face. Ishita cannot help but smile back. 
ISHITA
Abhi bhi tumhe hasi aa rahi hai? Agar yeh report karte toh samajh aati ke tumhe awaz uthani hai! 
Khooshi looks momentarily depressed. 
KHOOSHI
Papa ki tabiyat thik nehi hai... I don't want to give him a shock right now. Yeh toh uska time achha hai... varna ise zaroor report karti! 
Ishita looks disgusted. 
ISHITA
Tum uske saath rehti kaise ho mujhe pata nehi! 
KHOOSHI
Agar Khushbu na hoti...
ISHITA
Khushbu ko jisdin uski Papa ki reality pata chalegi na, usdin woh khud tumhe puchhegi ki itna sab kuch ho jaane ke baad bhi tum kyun rahi uske saath!
Khooshi looks sad. Ishita realizes that she is hurting Khooshi. She changes the subject. 
IshITA (CONT'D)
Khush kal tumhara intezar karta raha... 
Ishita notices a sparkle in Khooshi's eyes. 
ISHITA (CONT'D)
Woh tumhe kaisa lagta hai?
Khooshi pretends to not understand the question.
KhooSHI
Kaun?
Ishita looks at her in anger. 
ISHITA
Bano mat! 
Khooshi looks down in shame.
KHOOSHI
Thik e hi...
ISHITA
Does he make you feel happy?
Khooshi pretends to get offended.
KHOOSHI
Yeh kaisa sawaal hai?
ISHITA
Khooshi, I believe you deserve to be happy... you deserve another chance at life... ab tum ise lo ya na lo yeh tumpe depend karta hai... par puri zindegi tum aise nehi bita sakti, yeh tumhe bhi pata hai. You just wanted love, you don't need to pay for it with your life! 
Khooshi looks down as Ishita holds her hand to console her.
Cut TO:
Int. Pratik's old household- day (past)
Pratik, Khooshi and Pratik's parents have breakfast together in Pratik's old household where he grew up. Pratik and Khooshi are a newly married couple. Khooshi's mehendi is still intact; she has the aura of a new bride around her. She serves her in-laws with parathas made by her. They eat them with relish. 
All four of them discuss the grand wedding that took place last week.  
Pratik's mom
Pratik, kabhi ho sake toh bahu ko leke Savita mausi ki ghar ho aana... tumhari shaadi mein woh nehi aasaki, par apni ashirvaad toh bheji thi na...! 
She smiles in a meaningful way at Pratik. Khooshi throws a questioning glance at Pratik as she could not understand the statement. Pratik's mom sees that and explains to her. 
PraTIK'S MOM (CONT'D)
Paise bheje the usne...
She looks at Pratik's dad now. The old man reads her expression and clears his throat.
Pratik's dad
Beta, tum logo ki honeymoon ki taiyyari ho chuki?
KhoOSHI
Ha. Samaan saare pack ho gayi...
Pratik's dad now looks at Pratik.
PRATIK'S DAD
Paise thi se le liye na? Anjaan sheher hai, paise ki kami na honi chahiye...
PraTIK
Ha Papa... paise bhi le liye... 
PRATIK'S MOM
Kahaan se liye?
Pratik looks stunned for some time. He then speaks through a mouthful. 
PRATIK
Shaadi mein jo mile the, wahi se kuch le liye.
PRATIK'S MOM
Saare paise le liye kya?
KhOOSHI
Nehi... baki ke paise bank mein jamaa kar diye. Agar wahan pohuch ke zaroorat pare toh... 
PRATIK'S MOM
Ha phirbhi... shaadi mein paise toh bahaut mile honge tumhe... saare kya honeymoon mein kharcha kar daloge?
Khooshi looks askance at Pratik. Pratik tries to reason with his mom in a low voice.
PrATIK
Ma, Europe hai... kuch kharcha toh hogi hi...
PRATIK'S MOM
Kahaan se? Flight tickets, hotel booking, saare to inke Papa ne kar diye... to tumhe kaise kharcha uthana padega?
PRATIK
Waha pe idhar udhar ghumne ke liye car booking, din raat ke khaane kharche... jagah jagah entry fee...
Pratik's mom stops him midway.
PRATIK'S MOM
Ha ha samajh gayi... utne paise nehi lagte in sab mein.
She looks at Khooshi.
PrATIK'S MOM (CONT'D)
Dekho bahu, jaane se pehle, yeh jo baki ke paise hai, mere paas de jana...
Khooshi looks shocked. She exchanges a glance with Pratik. Pratik shrugs helplessly. Understanding that he will not protest, Khooshi opens her mouth. 
KhOOSHI
Kyun? Humaare paise hai, mere paas bank me rahega to kya problem hai?
Pratik's mom looks as if she has heard something unbelievable. 
PRATIK'S MOM
Dekho, tum log abhi bachche ho, paise kaise smhaale jaate hai tumhe pata nehi. ABhi Europe jaoge, wahan pe jaake agar saare paise kharch karke chale aaoge toh kaise chalegi? 
KHOOSHI
Par yeh paise toh humaare hi shaadi ke gift he na... agar kharch ho bhi jaye toh kya fark padta hai?
Pratik's mom looks fed up and angry.
PRATIK'S MOM
Bari mufat ladki ho! Meri baat toh maan hi nehi rahe ho ulta mujhse aise baatein kar rahi ho! 
Khooshi looks at Pratik for help but Pratik looks down, avoiding her glance. 
PrATIK'S DAD
Dekho beti, is ghar mein paiso ki hisaab kitaab itne dino se tumhaari saas ne rakkhi... ab jab woh bol rahi hai toh behtar hoga ki is bare mein unhi ke baat maan lo. 
Khooshi has had enough. She gets up to go, leaving her breakfast midway. 
KhOOSHI
Dekhiye, yeh paise mujhe mili hai meri shaadi mein joh shaadi mere Papa ne apne kharchon se karwaye hai. Yeh mere paise hai, is ghar ke paise nehi hai. Yeh paise mere paas hi rahenge. Aur ise kharch karne ki pura haq mera hai. 
Khooshi stomps off from the dining room. Khooshi's mother-in-law looks vicious. 
Cut TO:
Int. Pratik and Khooshi's bedroom at pratik's old house- night (past)
Khooshi is busy packing the last of her belongings when suddenly her phone rings. She picks up the call. It is Ishita on the line. 
KhOOSHI
Hello! 
IshiTA
Hello! Packing ho gayi?
Khooshi smiles.
KHOOSHI
Ha... 
ISHITA
Happy honeymoon! Teri honeymoon hai aur excitement mujhe zyada ho rahi hai!
Khooshi blushes. 
KHOOSHI
Dikh raha hai! 
ISHITA
Achha, how good a kisser is Pratik? 
KHOOSHI
Chup, yeh meri room ka private line nehi hai. Drawing mein ek aur line hai... agar kisi ne sun liya toh? 
Right at that moment, Pratik enters the room looking distressed. The blush instantly disappears from Khooshi's face. She suppresses her voice.
KhOOSHI (CONT'D)
Achha sun, main tujhe baad mein call karti hu, ok?
IshiTA
Thik hai. I get it. Raat ho chuki hai, jah apne pati ke paas ja...
Ishita disconnects the call with a chuckle. 
Khooshi concentrates on Pratik. 
KHOOSHI
Kya hua? 
Pratik looks at Khooshi with a mixture of sadness and helplessness. 
PraTIK
Aaj subah joh hua, thik nehi hua. Tumhe ma se us tarah se baat nehi karni chahiye thi... 
Khooshi's face hardens.
KHOOSHI
Kyun, unhone kuch kahaan?
PRATIK
Tum breakfast chhod ke chali gayi, uske baad woh bhi chali gayi... tab se kuch khaya nehi unhone. Apne kamre mein rahi pura din. Now she is not feeling ok. 
Khooshi looks alarmed.
KHOOSHI
What do you mean?
PRATIK
Paseena chhuth raha hai, saans ki taqleef ho rahi hai... doctor ko bulaya... dekhte hai. 
Khooshi sits down on the bed looking anxious.
CuT TO:
Int. pratIK'S OLD HOUSEHOLD- night (PAST)
The doctor checks the pulse of Pratik's mother as Khooshi, Pratik and Pratik's father watch. Pratik's mother takes heavy breath. 
Doctor
Inka ek ECG karwana zaroori hai...
PratIK'S DAD
Ambulance bulaye ke?
Pratik's dad looks distressed. 
DOCTOR
Ambulance ki zaroorat nehi hai. Aap khud hi drive karke le ja sakte hai par aaj ECG karwa lijiyega zaroor. 
The doctor gets up to go. Pratik intercepts him.
Pratik
Abhi ke liye koi dawa...
DOCTOR
Dekhiye, itna bhi serious koi baat nehi hai. Her pulse seems normal. Since she claims she has breathing trouble, isliye behtar hoga agar ECG karwa ke to... 
Pratik casts an angry glance at Khooshi. Khooshi looks defensive.
PRATIK
Doctor, kal subah humaari flight hai Frankfurt ki... hum ja sakte hai na?
The doctor smiles.
DOCTOR
Yes young man. Don't be so worked up. She is all right. I'm sure sab thik ho jayega... 
The doctor walks away. Pratik's father guides him out. Khooshi throws Pratik an angry look and walks off. 
Cut TO:
Int. PraTIK AND KHOOSHI'S BEDROOM AT PRATIK'S OLD HOUSE- NIGHT (past)
Khooshi sleeps alone at night. The room is otherwise dark. Suddenly the phone rings. Khooshi wakes up to take the call.
Pratik sounds distressed on the line.
KhOOSHI
Hello!
PratIK
Khooshi, ma ko hospitalize karna padega... 
Khooshi sits up in shock. 
KHOOSHI
Kya? Par woh thik thi!
PRATIK
Yahaan pe aake unki tabiyat deteriorate ho gayi... ECG ke results thik the par unki saans ki taqleef abhi bhi hai...
Khooshi looks livid in anger. She knows her mother-in-law is faking it all to ruin her honeymoon. 
KHOOSHI
Tum sure ho na? Agar unhe hospitalise karna padha toh humaari honeymoon cancel ho jayegi... hum aaj subah ja nehi payenge. 
PRATIK
Khooshi meri ma yahaan pe taqleef mein hai aur tumhe apni honeymoon ki padi hai? Aur shayad tumhe yaad nehi par is taqleef ke wajah bhi tum ho!
Khooshi does not reply.
PraTIK (CONT'D)
Yahaan ke doctors unhe dodin observation mein rakhna chahte hai. Mujhe lautne mein der hogi.
Pratik disconnects the call. 
Cut TO:
Int. Hospital- day (past)
Khooshi and Pratik wait at the hospital. Khooshi looks terribly depressed to have stayed back from her honeymoon. The doctor arrives in a while. He is the same doctor who had come for a house call. 
The doctor has an assuring smile on his face.
DoCTOR
She is all right. Saare tests kiye humne. Thik hi hai woh, par is umar mein risk lena thik nehi... 
Pratik looks relieved.
PRATIK
Thank you doctor! 
DOCTOR
I am so sorry aap logo ki honeymoon cancel hogayi... timing bahaut bura tha.
PRATIK
It is ok doctor. Ma ki tabiyat zyada important hai. 
DOCTOR
Abhi ghar mein unhe rest ki zaroorat hai aur kisi bhi kism ka stress na ho to behtar hoga.
Pratik steals a glance at Khooshi.
PRATIK
Sure doctor, thank you so much! 
DOCTOR
Counter mein jake bills bhardo... agar tum chaho to tumhari ma ko aaj hi release kardenge humlog. Mediclaim ke liye apply kiya tha na tumne?
Pratik looks down. 
PRATIK
Don't worry. Humaare paas paise hai. Hum bills bhar dete hai. 
The doctor pats Pratik and walks away. Pratik walks to the counter, followed by Khooshi. 
PratIK (CONT'D)
Room 207 ki patient ke bills dijiye...
Pratik and Khooshi stand while the man at the counter print the bills out.
Man at the counter
Yeh lijiye.
Pratik consults the bills. So does Khooshi. They have run all sorts of tests on her, including treadmill. The bill has amounted to fifty-five thousand for two days. 
KhOOSHI
Tumhari ma ki Mediclaim hai na?
Pratik does not answer her. 
PratIK
Tumhari bank se paise uthayenge... mere paas abhi itne paise nehi hai.
Khooshi looks surprised.
KHOOSHI
Mere bank se? Kyun? Tumhare Papa ke paas bhi paise nehi hai.
Now Pratik looks savage. He controls his anger and does not raise his voice but his face turns red as he mouths his words in a low yet dangerous tone. 
PRATIK
Khooshi, already tumhari is zid ki wajah se meri ma ko bahaut kuch sehna padha... ab agar tum yahaan pe koi scene create nehi karna chahti to chup chap maan jao. Bank mein chalo, paise nikalte hai aur yahaan pay karke ma ko ghar le jaate hai. At least, unko dene ke liye na sahi, unki tabiyat ke liye tumne woh paise kharche hai yeh janke bhi unko khushi milegi.   
Pratik starts to speak with the man at the counter regarding the arrangements as Khooshi looks away with tears in her eyes.
Cut TO:
Int. KhoOSHI'S APARTMENT/khushbu in her dorm- DAY
Khooshi sits on an arm chair in her balcony. The scar on her forehead is still visible as it is not completely cured. Her eyes are moist as she stares ahead, as if remembering her past. 
Suddenly, her phone rings. Khooshi wipes off her tears to see the name of the caller on phone. A smile spreads on her face when she sees the name. Khooshi takes the call. 
KhooSHI
Hello, beta... kaise ho?
Khushbhu, a girl of around sixteen, sits in her dorm in school uniform. Her bed is beside the window that overlooks the snow-clad mountains. 
Khushbu
Kya Mumma, aap phone kahaan karti ho? Aur puchhti ho kaisi hu?
Khooshi turns teary again.
KHOOSHI
Arey beta kabhi kabhi yahaan pe kaam bahaut zyada hoti hai na...
KHUSHBU
Aap ro rahi ho?
Khushbu pauses as if she senses something is wrong. 
Khushbu (CONT'D)
Papa kaise hai? Thik hai na yah kuch ulta sidha...
Khooshi stops her midway.
KhooSHI
Nehi, Papa bilkul thik hai. Par abhi ghar pe nehi hai. Tum bolo... school kaisa chal raha hai.
KHUSHBU
Mumma aapko yaad hai na do hafte baad mere school mein annual function hai. Is bar mein perform bhi kar rahi hu aur mujhe prize bhi mil raha hai. I don't want you to miss it at any cost. 
Khooshi looks proud.
KHOOSHI
I will not miss it, I promise you.
Khushbu looks happy. 
KHUSHBU
Aap miss nehi karogi yeh mujhe pata hai. Par agar ho sake toh please Papa ko bhi lana apne saath. Yahaan pe saare bachchon ke Mummy Papa ek sath aate hai... par Papa ko toh fursat hi nehi milti mujhse milne ki. 
Khooshi takes a deep sigh.
KHOOSHI
Beta, tumhare Papa ko toh tum jante ho. Unke mood or availability ki upar sab depend karta hai. Par main use bata dungi. Par tumbhi unhe phone karlena... 
KHUSHBU
Thik hai. Mumma...
KHOOSHI
Ha beta?
KHUSHBU
Take care. You don't sound well. 
KHOOSHI
I will beta. Tum 10th pass karke ghar wapas aajao, I will feel well again! 
Khushbu disconnects the call. Khooshi stares at the lock screen of her phone. It has the smiling face of her daughter on it. Khooshi leans back on the arm chair and closes her eyes.
Cut TO:
INT. PRATIK'S OLD HOUSE- EVENING (PAST) 
Dressed like a princess, little Khushbu plays on the bed of her parents' room. She is around six year-old. She has all her toys strewn around on the bed while Khooshi is busy getting ready for a party in front of the mirror. 
Khooshi looks stunning in a saree and an exquisite pair of earrings to go with it. On the reflection of the mirror she sees Pratik step out of the washroom in a towel. She turns around to face him with a bright smile on. 
KhOOSHI
Kaisi lag rahi hu?
Pratik does not look up. He is busy getting his clothes that are laid out on the bed. Apparently, Khushbu's toys are all over his clothes and he removes them while picking his clothes up. He looks visibly irritated.  
PratIK
Jidhar dekho udhar bachche ka khilona pada hota hai... tum ise kuch sikhati kyun nehi? 
Khooshi looks hurt.
KhooSHI
Pratik, tum tees ke hogaye ho, abhi bhi tumhe khud ke kapre nikalke pehen ne nehi aati hai kahi jaane se pehle... main nikalke rakhti hu. Thik se tie bhi nehi pehenni aati hai, aur tum is bachchi ke pichhe padhe ho? 
Pratik gives her an angry look but he does not reply. He fishes his tie out from the strewn clothes and toys on the bed and in the act throws a doll away roughly. Khushbu sees it and cries out. 
KhuSHBU
Mummaaa! 
Khooshi picks it up in disgust.
KHOOSHI
Kya ho gaya hai tumhe... cheeze fek kyun rahe ho. 
Pratik looks at her and speaks in a suppressed yet dangerous tone.
PraTIK
Khooshi, yeh party mere liye bahaut zaroori hai. Please remember, humlog humaare probable investor ke paas ja rahe hai... please see to it that your daughter behaves there. 
Unable to tie the knot of his tie, Pratik fidgets with it for some time. Khooshi looks upset. She does not extend her help to him. Pratik gives her a frustrated glance and then moves out of the room. 
Cut TO:
Int. Apartment of mr. Mathur- night (past)
Pratik, Khooshi, Mr. Mathur and Mrs. Mathur sit around the dinner table. Pratik and Mr. Mathur are in deep conversation. 
Mr. Mathur
Tumhari proposal kafi impressive hai. Par, tum itne jaldi, itni large scale mnufacturing kar paoge?
Pratik smiles in an awkward manner.
PratIK
Sir, mere paas resources hai, I can manage... I just need you to trust me with the investment. 
Mrs. Mathur appears mildly bored. 
MRs. MATHUR
Jitesh, this is not done. Tumne promise kiya tha ke is party mein koi business talk nehi hoga! 
Mr. MATHUR
I am sorry, habit my darling... buri aadat hai. 
He looks at Pratik and Khooshi.
Mr. MATHUR (CONT'D)
This get-together is all about knowing the two of you... so, Mrs. Thapar, do you like the food? Japanese cuisine pasand hai na aapko? Hum jab Japan mein the to meri Mrs. Japanese cooking ki classes liya karti thi... 
Mrs. Mathur blushes. Khooshi, however, appears distracted. She fiddles with her food. Mrs. Mathur notices her.
Mrs. Mathur
Mrs. Thapar ko shayad pasand nehi aya hoga... aap toh kuch bhi le rahe ho...
Mrs. Mathur extends a noodle dish towards Khooshi. One of the servers serving at the back come quickly to the table and begin to serve Khooshi the dish. Khooshi raises her hand to stop the server for serving.  
KhooSHI
Oh no, thank you very much... par mujhe aur kuch nehi chahiye.
Khooshi's abrupt denial makes everyone at the table exchange awkward glances. Mrs. Mathur looks disappointed. Pratik notices her face. 
PraTIK
Khooshi ki aaj tabiyat thoda...
Mr. MATHUR
It's ok. Probably, she does not like Japanese that much... mujhe laga woh pehle taste kar chuki hai.
Mr. Mathur gives Pratik a wry smile. Pratik feels insulted. He gives Khooshi a hard look. 
Mrs. MATHUR
Mrs. Thapar thodi distracted lag rahi hai... 
Khooshi looks conscious. 
KhOOSHI
Nehi... actually, Khushbu... 
MRS. MATHUR
Oh! Don't worry about her... woh Preeti ke saath hai, aur Preeti ki Nanny bhi unke saath... woh log kha lenge...!
KHOOSHI
Actually, woh mere bina khati nehi... bahaut nakhre hai uske... shayad kuch kha na paye.
Mr. Mathur interjects.
Mr. MATHUR
Umar kitni hogi aapki beti ki?
Pratik replies before Khooshi can.
PraTIK
She turned six this year.
Mr. Mathur makes a disdainful face.
MR. MATHUR
She's quite grown up. Abhi bhi aap khilati ho? 
PRATIK
Main humesha bolta hu... she's developing a bad habit, par woh sunti kaha hai... abhi bhi apne haaton se khilati hai Khushbhu ko...
Mr. Mathur shakes his head. 
MR. MATHUR
Children should be independent. Isi liye toh humne Preeti ko boarding pe diya hai... abhi summer vacation chal rahi hai unki. She can do everything by herself, and she is only eight! 
Mrs. MATHUR
Ha... and look at us... humaari bhi toh tours lagi rehti hai... aaj yahaan toh kal London, parso Chicago ya phir Tokyo... boarding mein rehne se uski life mein ek stability hai... 
KhooSHI
Main apni bachchi ko kabhi khud se alag nehi kar sakti... aur itni kam umar mein toh bilkul nehi. 
Khooshi smiles at Mrs. Mathur. Mrs. Mathur looks away in shame. An awkward silence prevails.
Suddenly, there is a shrill cry. A little while later, Khushbu comes running to Khooshi. Khushbu is crying and her beautiful dress is all stained in soup. Behind her the nanny comes running, looking distressed. 
Nanny
Yeh toh kuch bhi nehi kha rahi hai... itni ziddi hai, pura soup gira diya apne dress pe.
Khooshi looks shocked. She gets to her feet and holds her sobbing daughter. Pratik looks disgusted. Mr. And Mrs. Mathur look at her disapprovingly. Khooshi feels so conscious, she lifts her into her arms and walks off towards the washroom. The nanny shows her the way.   
Cut TO:
Int. PrATIK'S OLD HOUSEHOLD- DAY (PAST)
Khooshi opens the door to a mailman. She receives a post by her husband's name. The envelope is addressed to him by the management of a school in Mussourie. Khooshi gets curious. She opens the envelope. She finds the pamphlet of a beautiful girls' school in Mussourie and a letter from the management that clearly states that Khushbu has been granted an interview at the school. She is at first worried. She tries to remember any detail about them ever applying. Then understanding dawns on her face. She looks angry. She charges towards her bedroom where Pratik is busy on a phone call.  
Khooshi takes the letter and waves it in front of Pratik to gain his attention. 
PratIK
(On the call)
I will surely let you know my decision! 
KhOOSHI
Pratik, yeh kya hai?
Pratik signals to her to keep quiet and points his finger at the phone. His voice is smooth and low. 
PRATIK
Yes, definitely... I can never thank you enough for this!
Khooshi looks impatient. She almost shoves the letter into his face. 
KHOOSHI
Kya hai yeh... matlab kya hai iska?
Pratik catches a glimpse of the paper. He takes it from Khooshi and reads the first line of the letter. 
PRATIK
Yes, Mr. Mathur, I'll call you back in a while... have a good day sir! 
Pratik disconnects the call and concentrates on the letter. As he reads it, his face turns excited.
PratIK (CONT'D)
Yeh aaj aaya? Is mein interview date next week ka hai! Humein chal na padhega, we can't miss this opportunity! 
Khooshi cannot believe her ears. 
KhooSHI
Kahaan chalna padhega? Yeh hai kya yeh? Tum apni bachchi ko boarding mein dena chahte ho?
PRATIK
Khooshi, don't be silly! Yeh aisa waisa boarding nehi hai... India ke best schools mein se hai! Mr. Mathur ke bachchi bhi yehi padhti hai... unhi ki recommendation se yeh possible hua... tum nehi chahti tumhari bachchi ko best education mile...?
Khooshi looks horrified.
KHOOSHI
Main apni bachchi ko boarding mein nehi dena chahti! Aur woh bhi itni door! Is sheher mein bahaut saare achche schools hai... itne saare bachche padhte hai, meri beti bhi manage karlegi! 
PRATIK
Ha, manage toh kar rahi hai, woh humein dikh raha hai... 6 ki ho chuki hai tumhari beti, abhi bhi tumhari bagair woh thik se kha bhi nehi sakti! Agar aisa chalta raha toh badi hokar kuch bhi nehi kar payegi apne aap.  
Khooshi looks hurt and upset.
KHOOSHI
Tum meri beti ki parvarish mein ungli utha rahe ho? Yaaniki tumhe mujhse problem hai... tum mujhe sikhaoge bachche kaise paalte hai? Tum kabhi usko doctor ke paas leke gaye? Jab use bhukhar hoti hai, jab vaccination ka time hota hai... tum kabhi uske PTA mein gaye? Playschool mein gaye? Tumhare paas uske saath ghar pe bhi bitane ke liye time nehi hoti... how dare you criticise my ways of bringing up my child? 
PRATIK
Woh meri bhi beti hai! Mere paas time nehi hoti kyunki main din raat ek karke uske liye kamai karne ki koshish karta hu! 
KHOOSHI
Ha, dikh raha hai tumhari kamai! All you can do is suck up to your investors! Isse pehle kabhi apni beti ko boarding mein dene ki socha? Mr. Aur Mrs. Mathur ne bola, isliye ab tumhe lagta hai that it is the best option. 
Pratik has a dangerous look on his face. He closes in on Khooshi in a threatening posture. 
PRATIK
Unhone sirf bola nehi, tumhari beti ke liye sifarish bhi ki. Tumhe pata bhi hai yeh kitni prestigious baat hai? 
Khooshi looks unflinching.
KHOOSHI
Fees bhi wohi pay karenge? Tumhari toh aukat nehi hogi...
Suddenly, Pratik pushes her sharply and Khooshi loses balance and falls on the bed behind her. It hurts her badly. Her face contorts in pain. Pratik bends down on her.
PRATIK
Apni limit mein raho... aur baatein bhi apni hisaab se kiya karo! 
Pratik turns around and walks out of the room. 
Cut TO:
Ext. A riverside park bench- dusk
Khooshi stares with moist eyes at the sparkling waters of the Ganges. She sits on a bench facing the river.  
Khush sits next to her. He looks upset and embarrassed. He fidgets with a paper cone that holds roasted peanuts. 
Khush
He has always been abusive? 
Khooshi looks at him and smiles solemnly. The scar of the recent fight is still visible on her forehead. 
KHUSH (CONT'D)
Ek baat puchhu? 
Khooshi nods her head. 
KHUSH (CONT'D)
Why are you telling me all this? 
KhooSHI
Pata nehi... shayad isliya kyunki main chahti hu ke tum dhoke mein na raho... 
Khush looks askance.
KHUSH
Kaisa dhoka? 
KHOOSHI
Logo ki nazron mein main Mrs. India International hu... actress hu, par in sab mein Khooshi kahi kho gayi hai... Khooshi ke baare mein koi nehi puchhta! Bahaut dino baad mujhe koi aisa mila joh Khooshi ke baare mein zyada interested hai... isiliye main chahti hu ke tumhe yeh malum ho ke Khooshi in sab se bahaut alag hai... 
Khush considers this for a moment. 
KHUSH
Ek aur baat puchhu?
Khooshi nods again with a smile. 
Khush (CONT'D)
Tum itne dino se yeh kaise jhel rahi ho? Aur kyun jhel rahi ho?
Khooshi looks forlorn. 
KhooSHI
Khush tumhe pata hai, Pratik apne business mein kitne paise gawaye?
Khush looks clueless.
KhoOSHI (CONT'D)
Karoro! Jante ho, yeh paise kahaan se aate hai?
Khush looks on, clueless.  
KHOOSHI (CONT'D)
Papa ne bahaut shawk se meri shaadi karwaya tha. Unko laga tha ke Pratik successful hai, achhe family se belong karta hai... woh mujhe khush rakkhe ga... bahaut dhum dham se meri shaadi huyi thi... par shaadi ke baad unki asliyat humein dheere dheere pata chala... Woh apne business mein saare paise gawayein baythe the... aur unhe laga tha ke shaadi se mili dahej se woh apne karz chukayenge. Par aisa huya nehi... mere Papa ne dahej ke saare paise hum dono ke naam pe ek fixed deposit mein daal diye... yeh use achha nehi laga... shaadi ke baad Pratik, unke mummy papa saare mere pichhe par gaye. Mere saath misbehave karne lage. Aur bechare mere Papa ko laga that he can buy there respect by paying Pratik from time to time... woh unke business mein invest karne lage... 
Khush looks shocked.
Khush
Yeh jaante huye ki tum unke saath khush nehi ho? 
Khooshi scoffs. 
KHOOSHI
Woh chahte the ke mere ghar na tute. Unhe laga tha ke meri khushi se log kya sochte hai yeh zyada maine rakhta hai! Aur uske baad jab Khushbu aayi, tab toh main bhi sochne lagi ke meri khushi se uski khushi bahaut zyada kimti hai... main adjust karne lagi... sab kuch sehkar bhi rahe gayi... 
Khush looks down, upset. Khooshi smiles to see him thus.
KhooSHI (CONT'D)
Khush tumhe toh pata hai humaare society mein abhibhi kitne aurtein hai joh yeh sab sehkar, chup rahte hai! Logo ke darse apne zindegi apne khushi ke liye nehi, balki kisi aur ki khushi se jeete hai? Kabhi apne ma baap ke liye, kabhi apne bachchon ke liye... mujhe toh phirbhi apni zindegi se bahaut kuch mila... success, naam, shohorat... unko toh woh bhi nehi milta... apna khud ka identity, jispe sabhi ka haq hai, woh bhi nehi milta unhe! 
Khooshi appears emotional. Khush takes her hand in his and assures her.
Khush
Ha pata hai... aur isiliye mujhe lagta hai ke unhe tum jaiso ki sakt zaroorat hai. Agar tum haar jaogi toh woh kaise himmat juta payenge...?
Khush smiles at her. But his words affect Khooshi. She looks hopeful. 
Cut TO:
Int. KHOOSHI'S APARTMENT- night
Khooshi returns home feeling much lighter. She looks content as she opens the door and enters her apartment. She finds Pratik sitting alone on the couch in the living room. A bottle of wine and a few glasses are laid out on the coffee table in front of him. But Pratik looks solemn. 
KhOOSHI
Koi aaya tha kya?
PrATIK
Tum kahaan thi?
Khooshi looks stumped. 
KHOOSHI
Main bahaar thi. Ek dost se milne gayi thi. 
PRATIK
Kaunsa dost?
Khooshi looks wary. Pratik has that threatening look on his face again. 
KHOOSHI
Tum mere ssare doston ko nehi pehechante. Kyun, baat kya hai?
Pratik looks at her.
PRATIK
Tumhe pata tha na aaj Shirwalker aane wala tha?
Khooshi looks confused.
KHOOSHI
Ha, toh? 
PRATIK
Matlab? Ghar mein tum nehi thi... unhe welcome karne ke liye... unko maine khaane pe bulaya tha... aur tumne kuch banaya bhi nehi! 
KHOOSHI
Toh delivery mangwa lete! Mujhe rehne ki kya zaroorat thi? 
Khooshi walks past Pratik into the bedroom. Pratik storms in after her.
PRATIK
Woh tumse milne aaye the! 
Khooshi turns around, surprised.
KHOOSHI
Kyun, mujhse kyun?
Pratik hesitates a little. 
PRATIK
Shirwalker mere business mein invest karna chahta hai...
Khooshi cuts in.
KHOOSHI
Congratulations! 
PRATIK
Par woh chahte hai ke tum uski brand ke liye modelling karo...
Khooshi is in the act of taking off her jewelry. She looks at Pratik once through the mirror and then resumes her work. 
KHOOSHI
Huh, toh uske liye mujhe puchhne ki kya zaroorat hai... meri agent, uska number de dena, woh directly baat karlegi... 
Pratik still hesitates. Khooshi understands that he has something else to say. She turns around and approaches him.
KhOOSHI (CONT'D)
Tumhe aur kuch kehna tha?
PraTIK
Woh mere business invest karne wale... tum unke liye free mein nehi kar sakti?
Khooshi looks stunned. She is speechless for a moment. 
KHOOSHI
Toh tum aajkal mere naam se investors laate ho... main unke liye free mein modelling karungi aur woh tumhare business mein invest karenge, yeh tumhari nayi strategy hai? 
Khooshi's face contorts in rage.
KhoOSHI (CONT'D)
Sharam nehi aati tumhe? Itne dino se mere Papa se paise udhar lete the... aur ab mere kamaayi ke badle paise loge? Pratik, tum yeh maan kyun nehi lete that you are a terrible businessman? Just get done with it! 
Pratik looks violent.
PraTIK
Achha, uske baad kya? What do I do after I am done with it? Tumhari PA ban jaun? 
KHOOSHI
Kuch bhi karlo mujhe koi farak nehi padhta... ghar pe baithe raho par please, tumhare is business ke pichhe mere ya mere baap ke paise gawaana bandh karo! 
Pratik loses control of his rage. He takes up a vase right beside him and smashes it on the floor. Khooshi flinches. 
PRATIK
Tumhe kya lagta hai, tumhe yeh modelling milti aagar main nehi lata...? Tum apne aap ko bahaut bari heroine samajhti ho? Do filme kya karli, apne aap ko Aishwarya samajhne lagi?
Pratik walks ahead to her and he is about to deliver a blow when suddenly Khooshi stops it with her hand and pushes him down at the couch. Then she bends down to face him. 
KHOOSHI
Khabardar aajke baad kabhi haat uthaya toh! Main tumhara haat tod dungi. 
Khooshi walks off from the room as Pratik lies on the couch, completely shocked.
Cut TO:
Montage:
Khooshi keeps busy and occupied with her life. She does photo shoots and ad shoots. She models for a branded line of vanity bags. Khooshi looks at the photographs on the display screen along with the cameraman and the conductor of the photo shoot. Khooshi also shoots a TV ad for a hair oil brand. She retakes shots for it with patience. Every day when Khooshi goes out for work, Pratik sees her with jealousy in his eyes. Khooshi finds Pratik sitting on the couch jobless and surfing TV channels. 
Sometimes Khush visits Khooshi at the studio. They go out after work and sit in cafes. They sip cups of coffees over discussions. Sometimes they take a walk along Park Street. Khooshi loves eating ice-creams and Khush loves to indulge her. He takes her to ice-cream parlours after work as well and watch her fondly as she eats them with relish. 
FADE TO:
Ext. Road in front of studio- day
Khush stands by his car in front of a building, waiting for someone. After a while he spots Khooshi come out of the building. Khooshi notices him and waves at him. She has an envelope in her hand. She holds it out to him. Khush looks surprised. 
Khush
Yeh kya hai...?
KhoOSHI
Khol ke dekho! 
Khush opens the envelope and sees that it is a check in his name. It promises 2 lacs rupees. The check is signed by Khooshi. Khush looks stunned. Khooshi looks happy and proud.
KhooSHI (CONT'D)
Maine tumhe promise kiya tha... ke mujhse jitna ho sake main tumhare project pe donate karungi! 
Khush can hardly speak.
Khush
Par Khooshi, this is a large sum! I can't take this from you!
Khooshi looks disappointed and angry.
KHOOSHI
Kyun? Meri khudki kamayi hai! 
KHUSH
Par...
KHOOSHI
Tumhe lagta hai ke main yeh afford nehi kar sakti? Tum jante ho mujhe ek ad campaign se kitne paise milte hai?
Khooshi looks deeply insulted. Khush stares at her for a while. Then he smiles. 
KHUSH
I am sorry! Please don't misunderstand me... mera woh matlab nehi tha...
Khooshi controls her emotions. 
KHOOSHI
Dekho Khush, yeh paise tumhe nehi de rahi hu... main unsab bachchon ko aur aurton ko de rahi hu jinhe inki sakt zaroorat hai. Mujhe nehi lagta that you have the right or luxury to deny my donations!
Khush smiles and then happily pockets the cheque.
KHUSH
Khooshi, tumhe nehi pata ke tumhare is donation se kya kya possible ho sakta hai! Kitne bachchon kitaabein kharid sakte hai aur kitni aurton ki mahine ka kharch mit sakta hai in paison se...
KHOOSHI
Khush, jin bachchon aur aurton ke saath tum kaam karte ho, unhe shayad mein kabhi nehi mili par tumse baatein karke lagta hai unhe mein bahaut achhi tarah se pehchanti hu... meri hi tarah hongi woh, hai na? Akele, dare huye, sehme huye... samaj ki kathinaiyon se jujte huye... main hi toh hu... agar unke liye kuch kar paun toh mujhe bahaut chain milega.
Khush smiles. Khooshi eyes are moist. Khush holds up his handkerchief to her. Khooshi declines it and wipes her head with her hands. Then she tries her best to smile.
KhooSHI (CONT'D)
Abhi chalo, mujhe kahin jana hai... tumbhi chalo mere saath! 
Khush looks stunned. Khooshi opens the door of the front passenger seat. Khush smiles to himself and follows her into the car.
Cut TO:
Montage:
Khooshi takes Khush to the mall. There she buys a lot of new clothes for her daughter Khushbu. She appears happy and radiant as she shows the clothes to Khush. Khush approves of them. He helps her carry the bags. 
Khooshi then spends some time at a jewelry store. It displays all fashionable jewelry. Khooshi gets busy choosing the best ones for Khushbu. Khush appears a little bored as Khooshi indulges in buying jewelry. She points to a piece and asks the shop girl to show it to her.  
KhOOSHI
Woh dikhaiye zara...
The shop-girl brings the piece to her and sets a small mirror in front of her. Khooshi starts to take off her earrings to wear the ones from the designer set. 
KhuSH
Parso ja rahi ho na tum Mussourie, usse milne.
Khooshi nods. 
KhuSH (CONT'D)
Pratik ja raha hai tumhare saath?
Khooshi shakes her head slowly. Khush catches her reflection in the mirror. She looks momentarily sad.
KhooSHI
Khushbu ne phone kiya tha. Pratik ne use bataya ke woh busy hai...
Khush looks surprised.
KHUSH
Par tum toh keh rahi thi woh kaam chhod ke ghar pe baitha hai... apni khud ki beti se milne ka time nehi hai usko? 
KHOOSHI
Khushbu bahaut expect kar rahi thi. Is bar use all rounder award milne wala hai... yeh kitni garv ki baat hai... par Pratik ko kuch nehi jata! 
KHUSH
Don't worry, he will come round! 
Khooshi shakes her head.
KHOOSHI
Mujhe nehi lagta. Par main zaroor jaungi apni beti ko cheer karne. Itne dino se yeh kaam main akele hi karti aa rahi hu. Ab kuch fark nehi padhta mujhe. Sirf Khushbu ke liye kharab lagta hai... woh bahaut chahti hai ke uski Papa uske saath time bitaye...
Khooshi finishes wearing the whole set. Then she looks at Khush.
KhooSHI (CONT'D)
Yeh set kaise lag rahi hai?
KhuSH
Khud ke liye kharid rahi ho ya Khusbui ke liye?
KHOOSHI
Khushbu ke liye of course...
KHUSH
Par use gold set pasand aayegi...
Khooshi considers this for a moment. 
KHOOSHI
Yeh toh pata nehi par bachpan se dekhti aa rahi hu, jab bhi koi special occasion hoti thi, meri mummy papa mujhe gold jewelry gift karte the! 
KHUSH
Tumne kabhi socha hai woh aisa kyun karte the? 
Khooshi shakes her head.
Khush (CONT'D)
Because gold has resale value and because they wanted you to have a lot of gold jewelry before you got married! Do you want your gift to be so materialistic and ultimately self-serving? Is umar mein woh jewelry toh nehi pehnegi, yeh pata hai mujhe! 
Khooshi looks as if she has realized something deep.
KhooSHI
I never thought it that way! 
Khush smiles. He brings out something from his pocket. 
KHUSH
Par main laya tha kuch Khushbu ke liye...
He hands out something wrapped in a paper. Khooshi takes it and slowly opens the paper wrappings. It is a beautiful set of junk jewelry made of clay. Khooshi looks stunned.
Khush (CONT'D)
Mere rehabilitation mein kuch aurtein yeh jewelry banate hai... yeh unhi ka ek design hai...
Khooshi looks overwhelmed.
CuT TO:
Ext/INT. mussourie/car- day
Khooshi arrives in a Mussourie. She enjoys the drive to Khushbu's school through the mountains. The day is sunny and the weather is pleasant. Khooshi looks relieved at the change of scene. 
CuT TO:
Int. Khushbu's school premises- day
Khooshi sits in the school lobby, awaiting Khushbu's arrival. She looks here and there when suddenly something pinned at the green display board in front of her catches her eyes. 
It is a pamphlet with Khushbu's smiling face on it. Khooshi leaves her chair and walks up to the board. She reads the writing on the pamphlet. It announces the winner of the All Rounder Award and mentions why Khushbu has been selected as the recipient for this year. It reads that Khushbu is an excellent orator, actor and dancer and she has received multiple awards in the inter-school competitions for the same. Khushbu also happens to be really good in studies and she has ranked third in her class. Khooshi beams with pride to read the display. She takes out her mobile and clicks a photograph of the pamphlet.
Right them, Khushbu appears from behind and calls out to her.
KhuSHBU
Mumma...?!
Khooshi whirls around to see her standing at a distance with a nervous smile. She reaches out to her and hugs her tight with moist eyes. 
Cut TO:
Int. Khooshi's hotel room in mussourie- day
Khooshi and Khushbu are overwhelmed to meet each other. Khushbu sits on one corner of the bed as her mother rummages through her suitcase to bring out bags full of clothing. She spreads them out on the bed for Khushbu to look at and takes one and tries to see if it would fit Khushbu. 
KhOOSHI
Stand up! Let me check, yeh thik size hai ke nehi...
Khushbu smiles at the child-like enthusiasm of her mother and stands up on her feet.
KhuSHBU
Main try kar lu?
Khooshi nods.
KHOOSHI
Ok.
Khushbu takes the dress from her and goes to the washroom and closes the door. Khooshi sits for a while alone, casting apprehensive glances towards the clothing spread out on the bed. A little while later there is a click on the washroom door as Khushbu emerges from inside. Khooshi looks up smiling but then her face falls instantly. The dress appears to be a tad bit smaller in size than what it should be. 
KhooSHI (CONT'D)
Tumhe roz dekh nehi pati, isliye kabhi samajh hi nehi sakti tum kitni jaldi bari ho rahi ho! 
Khooshi looks sad. Khushbu approaches her and hugs her. 
KhuSHBU
Mumma, at least aap yeh dekhne toh aati ho ke main kitni bari ho chuki hu! Pappa toh aate hi nahi mujhe dekhne! 
Khooshi hugs her. Both of them tear up for a while. Then Khooshi breaks apart and wipes Khushbu's tears with her own hands. 
KHOOSHI
Mujhe yeh toh nehi pata ke isme se kuch tumhe fit karega ya nehi...
Khooshi nods at the clothing spread out on the bed. Then she goes to her bag and brings out the wrapped gift sent to her by Khush.
She extends the gift to Khushbu.
KhooSHI (CONT'D)
Par yeh zaroor pata hai ke yeh tum pe bahaut achha lage ga!
Khushbu looks curious. She takes the gift and tears open the wrapping paper to reveal the jewelry inside. Her face instantly breaks into an excited smile.
KhuSHBU
Ohh! These are so pretty! Kahaan se liya aapne?
Khooshi smiles at her.
KhushBU (CONT'D)
Mere ek dost ne bheja tumhare liye... handicraft hai...
KHUSHBU (CONT'D)
Yeh kitna thoughtful gift hai mumma... please thank you friend on my behalf!
Suddenly, a thought strikes her.
KHUSHBU (CONT'D)
Par isse pehle toh kabhi aapke kisi dost ne mujhe gift nehi bheja!
Khooshi laughs at her.
KHOOSHI
Isse pehle mujhe itna achha dost jo nehi mila kabhi! 
Khushbu looks curious.
KHUSHBU
Mila...? Achha... kaun hai aapka yeh dost... joh mujhe impress karne ki kosish kar raha hai? 
KHOOSHI
Have you heard of the activist Khush Tripathy? 
There is a glimmer of recognition on her face.
KHUSHBU
Women's right activist? I know him... woh pichhle saal aaye the yahaan pe, to participate in a session on... he even judged the debate competition that followed the session... I came first there... Khush Tripathy aapke dost hai? Kahaan mili unse? 
KHOOSHI
Unke felicitation event mein...
KHUSHBU
Ek event mein milke itne achhe dos ho gaye woh aapke?
A naughty smiles creeps on Khushbu's face.
KhushBU (CONT'D)
Sometimes I forget. Meri ma bhi to celebrity hai... koi bhi lucky feel karega unse dosti karke! 
Khooshi blushes. 
KHUSHBU (CONT'D)
You are blushing! 
The two of them start giggling together. 
Cut TO:
Montage:
Khooshi and Khushbu have a fun time together at Mussourie. They go to have lunch at a rooftop restaurant surrounded by mountains. Khushbu takes a lot of selfies there with her mother. Then they go to shopping at the mall. Khooshi buys Khushbu various things- sweaters, hats, a stylish sunglass. Khushbu promptly uploads her photographs with her mother on her Instagram account.  
Cut TO:
Ext. Road of mussourie- evening
Khooshi and Khushbu walk down a road, each with a cone of ice-cream in their hands. Khushbu looks happy and contented.
KhOOSHI
So, are you prepared for tomorrow's performance. Tension ho rahi hai?
KhushBU
Thoda thoda... but I am sure, ekbar stage mein khadi ho jao toh sab kuch yaad rahega. 
KHOOSHI
Tumhara final rehearsal kab hai?
KHUSHBU
Kal subah. Par aap jo soch rahi hai woh possible nehi. No guardians are allowed in the rehearsal.
Khooshi smiles.
KHOOSHI
Or, prize receive karne ja rahi ho... speech ready hai na?
Khushbu blushes. 
KHUSHBU
There are high chances that I might forget my speech! I get too conscious when I am receiving a prize! 
KHOOSHI
Don't worry! I'll be there to cheer for you!
KHUSHBU
Isiliye toh zyada tension hogi... you'll make me even more conscious.
Khooshi laughs. Khushbu laughs too but her laughter appears half-hearted. Khooshi notices that.
KHOOSHI
Kya hua? Something bothering you?
Khushbu hesitates. 
KHUSHBU
Aapko Papa ne call kiya tha?
Khooshi looks clueless. 
KHOOSHI
Nehi toh!
KHUSHBU
Aap mere sath ho, yeh janke bhi Papa ne aapko abhi tak ek bar bhi call nehi kiya?
Khooshi understands Khushbu's pain. She tries to salvage the situation.
KHOOSHI
Nehi par I send him messages from time to time. Ek kaam karte hai... chalo ek aur selfie leke unhe bejhte... he will know what fun he is missing! 
Khooshi gives her phone to Khushbu and Khushbu takes it. They pose for a selfie with her mother with their respective ice-creams in their hands. She is then about to open Whatsapp and send the photograph to her father when Khooshi's phone suddenly rings. Khushbu notices that the caller is Khush. She waves the phone excitedly at her mother.
KHUSHBU
Mumma, Khush Tripathy is calling you! 
She looks in disbelief as Khooshi snatches the phone from her, blushing. 
KHOOSHI
Hello! Ha suno, yaha pe network thoda...
Khooshi glances consciously at Khushbu and walks a little further ahead. Khushbu stares at her in disbelief for a while. Khooshi comes back soon with a flushed face. 
KHUSHBU
What? Khush Tripathy called you? Are you two really that close?
Khooshi expected to find Khushbu to be judgmental about her friendship with Khush but apparently she is more surprised and excited than that.
KHOOSHI
Puchh raha tha ki tumhe present kaise laga?
KHUSHBU
Toh mujhse baat kyun nehi karwai? I would have loved to talk to him! 
KHOOSHI
Aglibar tum jab Kolkata aaogi tab tumhe unse milwa denge. 
KHUSHBU
Wow! That'll be exciting... it was so thoughtful of him to call na Mumma?
Khooshi nods her head. The two of them resume their walk. 
Cut TO:
Int. Khushbu's school auditorium- evening
Khooshi arrives in a hurry in the school lobby. She sees a few parents dwindling towards the auditorium. Khooshi follows them and enters the auditorium. The prize distribution has already begun. Khooshi finds her seat towards the front and settles in. She glances at the long line of recipients standing patiently at one corner of the auditorium, facing the stage. She looks for Khushbu and spots her. Khushbu appears nervous. Khooshi hopes that she would glance at her once. She stares at her. Suddenly, Khushbu gives a searching glance at the audience. Khooshi waves at her excitedly. Khushbu waves back with a smile. The tension leaves her face.    
The principal calls out names of the recipients of various prizes. Khooshi hardly pays attention to it. With her phone at the ready, she awaits Khushbu's turn, eager to record it on video. Ultimately, Khushbu approaches the stage. 
Principal
Every year, we choose a student who excels in not only studies but also co-curricular activities. This is because we sincerely believe that in order to be a good human being, one needs to have varied qualities. Studies can only take you so far. But all your talents combined can take you to the ultimate height of success. This year, the All Rounder Award goes to someone who is an excellent orator and has won several awards in oratory and debates for the school. She is also an outstanding dancer. You all will soon see her act on stage after the prize distribution. Yes, she is that talented. So everyone, as you all already know, the All Rounder Award this year goes to Khushbu Thapar!   
Khushbu beams happily as the auditorium erupts into applaud. She climbs on to the stage and receives the award. Khooshi records it on video. Then Khushbu moves to the dais where the microphone is to give her speech.  
KhushBU
Thank you all so much for the love. Thank you to my teachers and my Principal to think me worthy of this prize. But most importantly, thank you to the woman who made this possible- my mother. There was a time when I believed that I can do nothing worthwhile. I did not have the confidence and I felt very shy to speak and perform in front of people. My friends would even tease me for that. But then, something happened that completely changed the way I saw life. My mother, who was a homemaker, who always listened to others and thought of others before doing anything for herself, who never spoke loudly to anyone or misbehaved with anyone under any circumstance, mustered the courage and decided to participate in a beauty pageant just for the sake of it! She never thought she would win. She merely wanted to enjoy the experience. But she won eventually, shutting down all her critics, most whom were her family members. She even went on to represent India on the international platform! As I saw her on the stage, I realized that she is a completely different person. She left behind all her inhibitions to be there. I was only ten then. It was she who taught me that you can find the best in you anytime, only if you are courageous enough to do so. She charmed everyone with her beauty, opinions and talents on stage. I realized a little later that I am not made of ordinary mettle! I share her blood and I too have it in me to make it big. Ever since then, I did not look back for once. I followed my dreams and did everything that I wished to do. And today I am here- receiving all your love and blessing. Thank you Mumma for keeping faith on me and showing me that everything is possible if you are determined enough to do them. Thank you for your love, blessing and trust. I am who I am because of you, and so you deserve this as much as me.   
Khushbu ends her speech and the auditorium erupts into even louder applaud. Khushbu is so overwhelmed that she is on the verge of tears. The whole scene is a blur to her as she stops the recording on her phone and drops down on her seat wiping her tears. 
Cut TO:
Int. Lobby in front of khushbu's school auditorium- night
The show is over. Students and their families crowd around in the lobby. The ones who have received prizes are being congratulated by others passing them. Khooshi stands at corner in the crowd, eagerly looking towards the entrance of the backstage, hoping to see Khushbu emerge any time. She does emerge eventually and then spot her mother and dash towards her. She shows off her award to her mother. 
Right at that moment, Khushbu's Principal Mr. Bhatia cross them. He halts to see Khushbu and looks at Khooshi.
Bhatia
Mrs. Thapar, it is so good to see you after so long! You must be very proud today?!
Khooshi smiles courteously. She pulls Khushbu towards her affectionately.
KhOOSHI
I am. 
BHATIA
And that was quite an impressive speech there Khushbu. It is indeed a matter of pride to know how you have drawn inspiration from your mother!
Khushbu blushes.
KhuSHBU
Thank you sir! Means a lot.
Mr. Bhatia looks around curiously, as if looking for someone.
BHATIA
Khushbu, I don't think I have met your father ever. Kahaan hai woh? Milaogi nehi unse?
Khushbu looks a bit conscious and steals a glance towards her mother, who too looks down. 
KHUSHBU
Sir, he has not come. 
Mr. Bhatia appears surprised. 
BHATIA
He missed such a momentous occasion! He must be really busy and I am sure he hates it! 
He gives a consolatory smile to Khushbu and walks away after a courteous nod to Khooshi. Khushbu's gleaming face has again turned sad. Khooshi tries to cheer her up. 
KhooSHI
Achha Khushbu, tum wahan pe khade ho jao apna trophy leke, main tumhari ek photo utha ke Papa ko bhej deti hu. 
Khushbu shakes her head.
KhuSHBU
Did he reply to yesterday's photo? Did he at least see it?
Khooshi looks conscious but she does not reply. Khushbu extends her hand.
KhusHBU (CONT'D)
Let me see... give me your mobile!
Khooshi backs away. Khushbu reads her hesitation.
KHUSHBU (CONT'D)
Dekha, mujhe pata tha! Mom, why do you lie to me and try to console me? He does not care about me at all! Unhe koi fark nehi padhta ke mujhe prize mili hai!
Khushbu stomps off with her trophy in a sullen mood. Khooshi follows her desperately through the crowd. 
CuT TO:
Int. Khooshi'S HOTEL ROOM IN MUSSOURIE- night
Khushbu gets ready to go to bed. She is still upset. Khooshi looks wary, but she decides to talk to her.  
KhOOSHI
Tum abhi bhi naraaz ho?
KHUSHBU
Aap se naraaz hoke kya faayda? Par aap humesha unki galtiyan chhupane ki kosish kyun karte ho?
Khooshi tucks her in bed and then lies down beside her, caressing her hair.
KHOOSHI
Main nehi chahti ke tum unhe galat samjho!
KHUSHBU
Is mein galat samajhne ki kya hai? Unke pas mere liye time nehi hai! Yeh baat saaf hai... Unka business hi unke liye sab kuch hai... agar yehi baat hai Mumma toh aap mujhe ek baat bolo, shouldn't he be earning a lot?
Khooshi gets a little surprised to hear the question. 
KHOOSHI
Yes...
KHUSHBU
Toh phir woh mera fees timely kyun nehi bharta?
Khooshi looks dumbstruck.
khOOSHI
Yeh tumhe kisne bataya?
KHUSHBU
Mumma, jab unke pas warning mail jane ke baad bhi woh fees nehi bharta tab mere pas bhi warning notice aata hai Mumma...
Khooshi heaves a deep sigh.
KhuSHBU (CONT'D)
Kabhi kabhi mujhe lagta hai ke main use thik se pehechanti bhi nehi... Mumma, are you always truthful to me when you speak to me about him?
Khooshi looks down silently. Khushbu sits up with a purpose. 
KHUSHBU (CONT'D)
Dekho Mumma, main ab badi ho chuki hu. I don't buy your lies anymore. And Papa appears too cold to me as a human being... either woh sach mein bahaut busy rehta hai ya phir woh mujhse jhooth bolkar baat tal deta hai. Either way, he does not appear to be a very model father. Aap unke saath thik ho na Mumma? Does he care about you?
Khooshi smiles sadly. She too has sat up on the bed. 
KhooSHI
Main tumse aur jhooth nehi bolungi... tumhare Papa ke saath rehna bahaut difficult hai. 
Khushbu looks upset. 
KHUSHBU
Par you know Mumma, jab aap Mrs. India mein gayi thi, tab mujhe laga tha that you are a very happy and confident woman to take such a step. When you won there and then went on to Mrs. India International, then too you proved how sorted and confident you are in life. I really believed that Papa must be a very proud and supportive husband you know... to have accepted the fact that that you have outshone him.
Khushbu pauses for a moment as Khooshi looks away, depressed. 
KhuSHBU (CONT'D)
Aapko pata hai, Sanjana ki mummy papa ka divorce ho gaya, because both her parents are doctors aur Sanjana ki mummy unse zyada kamati thi, isliye...! Iwas shocked to hear this... kitni petty hai na? Par main humesha khud ko kehti thi ki mere Papa aisa nehi hai...! Is that true Mumma?  
Khooshi keeps silent.
KHUSHBU (CONT'D)
Jab aap Mrs. India International title jiti, tab woh aapse kaise pesh aate the? 
Khooshi's eyes drift as a bitter memory crowd her mind.
Cut TO:
Int. pratik's old house- evening (past) 
Pratik awaits, ready for a party in the living room. He checks his wristwatch as he casts a glance towards the closed bedroom door. After a while, the door opens and Khooshi emerges from within. She is wearing a beautiful evening gown. She looks ravishing. Pratik's features soften instantly as he approaches her. 
He heaves a deep sigh as he pulls her near him.
PraTIK
I can't believe I got so lucky! Main Mrs. India International ka pati hu! 
Khooshi blushes. 
KhOOSHI
Achha, ab mein aapki nazar mein Mrs. India International hu? Yaad hai jab Ishita ne pehli bar kaha tha that I should participate, you were the first one to say no. 
There is a hint of taunting in Khooshi's voice. 
PRATIK
Main galat tha! Mujhe toh lagta hai is competition se pehle main tumhe thik se pehchan nehi paya! The way you dazzled on the stage... kaun soch sakta tha ke tum itni confident aur talented ho? 
KHOOSHI
Ishita...?
Pratik dismisses the name with the shake of a hand.
PRATIK
Uski baat chhodo.. Use toh sab pehle se hi pata hota hai... ab chalo, we are getting late. Party mein sab tumhare intezar mein baythe honge! 
The two walk off, hand in hand. 
Cut TO:
Int. A party- evening
Pratik and Khooshi walk into the party, hand in hand. As soon as they enter there is a buzz. Everyone is looking at Khooshi in awe. Khooshi grows conscious of it and Pratik looks happy and confident. As they walk further in, a herd of photographers come and block their path. Khooshi is taken by surprise. They start clicking her and calling out to her to individually pose for them. 
Khooshi composes herself and smiles in to the camera and waves at it like celebrities and models usually do. Seeing that, Pratik whispers to her. 
PRATIK
Tum toh pro ho...! As if you were born for this life.
Khooshi finds it impossible to hold her laughter. She giggles.
KhOOSHI
Mrs. India mein yeh sab training mil jata hai...
Pratik looks proudly at her when suddenly one of the photographers calls out to him from the crowd. 
PRATIK
Sir, sir aap zara hat jayiye... Madam ka ek solo shot lena hai.
Pratik looks a bit disconcerted. Khooshi looks at him, alarmed. Pratik throws everyone a courteous smile and moves into the crowd. The paparazzi continues clicking Khooshi.  
He stands at a distance to see that Khooshi is obliging them with poses. Then he walks off, looking for other familiar faces. 
Pratik finds Mr. Mathur approaching him from a distance.
Mr. MATHUR
Arey Pratik, welcome, welcome! Tum aakele aaye ho kya? Where is wife... she is the woman of the hour! 
Pratik throws him a dry smile.
PRATIK
She got caught by the photographers! 
Mr. Mathur gives a fake, loud laughter. 
MR. MATHUR
Woh toh hoga hi... woh log kitne der se baithe the to click a celebrity... and now they have their chance! Come my man, let me treat you to a drink! 
Mr. Mathur leads him to the bar. Mrs. Mathur and a few other ladies approach him. They look excited.
Mrs. MATHUR
Pratik! I was just telling my friends about your lovely wife! Use ghar toh nehi chhod aaye?
Before Pratik can reply, he sees Khooshi approaching him, looking a bit exhausted.
Mrs. Mathur's face beams to see her.
Mrs. MATHUR (CONT'D)
Khooshi, my lovely girl! 
She pulls her by the hand and hugs her. Khooshi looks disconcerted. 
MRS. MATHUR (CONT'D)
Dekha, maine kaha tha na that she is simply lovely!
One of the women from the gang directly address her. 
WomAN
Aap toh apne photo se bhi kahin zyada sundar dikhti ho! 
Khooshi blushes. The woman get talking amongst themselves. Mr. Mathur offers Pratik a glass of whiskey. Pratik looks at him gratefully.
PratIK
Thank you Mr. Mathur, for inviting us to this party. 
Mr. MATHUR
Arey abhi toh shuruat... get used to it my man, abhi tumhe aise bahaut parties mein jana hai.
Pratik looks hopeful. 
PRATIK
Kyun sir, apne baat ki thi sabse, investment ko lekar? 
MR. MATHUR
Arey Pratik, tum abhi bhi apne business ko leke baithe ho? Bhul jao use... abhi toh tumhe ek itna achha mauka milgaya...
Pratik looks hesitant.
PRATIK
Kaise mauka sir? 
Mr. Mathur smiles.
MR. MATHUR
Pratik, tumhe pata hai yeh party kiski hai? Who asked me to invite you and your lovely wife?
Pratik shakes his head. 
Mr. MATHUR (CONT'D)
Ruko, main aata hu...
Mr. Mathur walks away into the crowd. The women have just dispersed and finding Pratik alone, Khooshi aproaches him.
KhOOSHI
Baapre! Aisa laga ki Mrs. Mathur se pehli bar mil rahi hu! Kabhi socha nehi tha she will be so excited to see me. I thought she hated me! 
Just then, Mr. Mathur appears with a man in his fifties. But the man looks handsome and suave. 
Mr. Mathur introduces the man to Pratik and Khooshi. 
MR. MATHUR
There they are! Pratik, Khooshi, meet Mr. Zaveri. He is a business magnate. This is his party... inhone hi mujhe bola tha aap logo ko invite karne ke liye... 
Khooshi and Pratik shake his hand. 
KHOOSHI
Pleasure to meet you sir.
Pratik notices that the man throws a flirtatious glance at her. 
Mr. Zaveri
The pleasure is all mine, I can assure you! 
Mr. MATHUR
Mr. Zaveri ki ek aur pehchan hai! He is a very successful film producer... aur guess what? Shall I tell them Mr. Zaveri?
Zaveri nods.
MR. ZAVERI
Sure, you are much better at it. I feel very conscious in the presence of such beauty.
MR. MATHUR
Mr. Zaveri wants to cast Khooshi as the lead in his next film. It will be starred by a Bollywood A list hero! 
Khooshi looks dumbstruck. Pratik suddenly feels hot around his neck. Allowing Zaveri to catch up with Khooshi, Mathur catches hold of Pratik and whirls him around to whisper to him.  
Mr. MATHUR (CONT'D)
Apne biwi ki agent ban jao... you have no idea how much fame and money is awaiting the two of you... aur dekho, main janta Khooshi in sab bare mein thodi shy hai, par  use tumhe samjhana padega... she needs to take this career seriously. And I know that if you support her, she will put herself out there and seize all these opportunities coming at her.  
Pratik looks at Mr. Mathur dumbstruck.
CuT TO:
Int. PratIK'S OLD HOUSEHOLD- NIGHT (PAST)
Khooshi appears exceptionally happy back from the party as she hums and cleans the make-up from her face, sitting in front of the mirror. Pratik looks distracted as he comes out of the washroom in his night time pyjamas. Khooshi does not notice that. When she sees Pratik lie down on the bed, she approaches him and sits on the edge of the bed. 
KhOOSHI
Tumhe kya lagta hai? Main acting kar paungi na? 
Pratik looks disdainfully at her. 
PrATIK
Achhi khasi karto leti ho...! Camera ke samne kyun nehi kar paogi?
The smile instantly wipes off Khooshi's face.
KHOOSHI
Tumhara matlab kya hai?
PRATIK
Itni bhi nehi samajh sakti? Jane kya soch kar tumhe Mrs. India International ka crown de diya pageant ne! 
Khooshi stands up in rage. 
KHOOSHI
Tum kehna kya chahte? Main tumhare saamne acting karti hu?
PRATIK
Kya soch kar mere ma baap ne shaadi karwayi thi tumse... ladki susheel, gharelu hogi, ghar ka khayal rakkhegi... susheel gharelu ladki short skirts or gown pehenke modelling karke pageant jeetke ayi, aur abhi kaam bhi karegi, achha khasa kamabhi legi... ghar kaam kaaj gaya bhar mein! 
Khooshi turns red in the face with each of his words.
KHOOSHI
Saaf saaf kyun nehi kehte, jwalan ho rahi hai tumhe! Party mein gaye the yeh soch ke ki Mathur ne tumhare liye investor dhoond liya... par investor nikla producer, jo tumhare business pe nehi, mere career mein invest karna chahte hai... !
Pratik sits up with an uncanny glee on his face.
PRATIK
Ha... ab samajh mein aaya? Joh tumpe invest karna chahta hai, usko aur kya chahiye tumse? Badle mein agar use kuch na mile toh woh aise thodi maan lega? De sakogi tum?
Khooshi stares speechless at him. She falters for a moment, thinking of the possibility for the first time. Nevertheless, she sticks to her conviction. 
KHOOSHI
Toh tumhe lagta hai ke woh mujhe meri hunar ke liye nehi, mere saath sone ke liye sign kar raha hai apne film mein? 
PRATIK
Tumhe duniyadari ki kya khabar Khooshi. Thi toh ek school teacher, ab toh woh bhi nehi rahi... yeh sab bade bade log kya chahte hai, kya sochte hai, yeh tumhe kaise pata hoga?
Khooshi now looks utterly confused. She sits down again on the bed, looking helpless. Pratik notices that. He takes advantage of the situation and comes close to Khooshi to console her.
PraTIK (CONT'D)
Meri baat maano, na kehdo is offer ko! Dekho, tum pageant mein bhaag lena chahti thi, isliye maine tumhe bahaut soch samajh ke support kiya... but now things are getting out of hand... main hu na tumhare dekh bhaal karne ke liye!Yeh Sab kuch karne ki koi zaroorat nehi hai... kuch dino ka fame hai, enjoy karlo... phir tum apne life mein aur yeh glamour world apne aap mein thik rahega... na tumhe iski zaroorat hogi na ise tumhari...
Khooshi looks down defeated.
Cut TO:
Int. KhOOSHI'S HOTEL ROOM IN MUSSOURIE- NIGHT
Khooshi and Khushbu discuss the past on the balcony of their hotel room. They are both now wide awake and out of the bed. It is late night, but mother and daughter are busy discussing Khooshi's past with Pratik. 
Khushbu looks dumbstruck as her mother has just finished narrating to her the story of her father. Khushbu comes closer to Khooshi and she lifts a hand to wipe the tears at the corner of her eyes. She gently lifts Khooshi's hair and stares at the lightly visible scar on her forehead.
KhusHBU
Mumma, ek baat puchhu? 
KhooSHI
Kya beta?
Khushbu looks at the scar.
KHUSHBU
This is not an accident, is it?
Khushbu's voice breaks as she says that. Khooshi shakes her head silently. Khushbu moves her hand instantly with a look of sad desperation on her face.
KhuSHBU (CONT'D)
Aapne pehle kabhi mujhe kyun nehi bataya?
KhOOSHI
Main nehi chahti thi ke tum apne Papa se nafrat karo...
Khooshi heaves a sigh. 
KhooSHI (CONT'D)
Pehle main nehi chahti thi ke tum ghar se itni door rehke padhai karo... par jab maine socha toh samjha ke tum in sab se door achhi ho... khush ho... tumhe in sab mein lake kya faayda?
Khooshi looks at her daughter with tearful eyes. But Khushbu looks disturbed and teary. 
KhuSHBU
Par Mumma, aapne bhi mere saath dhoka kiya mujhse sach chhupake. 
Khooshi looks confused. 
KhuSHBU (CONT'D)
Papa jab har waqt ek bahana dhoond lete the, mere pas na aaneka, mujhse na milne ka, mujhe lagta tha ke woh mujhe pasand nehi karte... main humesha khud ko dosh deti thi, soch ti thi ke mujhme hi koi kami hai... isliye unhone mujhe itna door bhej diya... aur aaj aap ke muh se yeh sunkar mujhe yeh lag raha hai ke main kisi aur ke baare mein sun rahi hu, jise main nehi pehchanti... jo mere izzat ke layak hi nehi hai.
Khooshi feels helpless as the words of her daughter hit her. Khushbu stares ahead for some time, while a disturbing silence prevails between the two. Suddenly Khushbu begins to talk.
KHUSHBU (CONT'D)
Mumma, aapko kabhi lagta hai ke aapko unki koi zaroorat nehi... unke bagair aap zyada khush ho?
Khooshi looks disconcerted.
KhooSHI
Yeh kyun puchh rahi ho?
Khushbu smiles sadly. 

KHUSHBU
Pata hai, main jab woh speech likh rahi thi na, tab mujhe sirf aapke saath bitaye pal yaad aa rahe the. Mujhe lag raha tha ke puri duniya sirf hum aur aap hai... main aaj jo bhi hu, aapke wajah se. Mujhe ek pal ke liye bhi Papa ki kami mehsoos nehi ho rahi thi. Aapne kabhi mehsoos hone hi nehi diya... us din bahaut guilty feel kar rahi thi main ke maine aisa kyun kiya? Maine Papa ke baare mein kyun kuch nehi likha... par mujhe aisa koi bhi situation yaad nehi aa raha tha jahaan Papa ke kisi kaam ne mujhe garv mehsoos karwayi ho... aur aaj, aap ke muh se Papa ke baare mein jankar mujhe lag raha hai ke unke bsgair hi meri zindegi achhi hai! Unke bagair hi main khush hu Kya yeh galat hai?
Khooshi pulls her into her embrace and consoles her. 
KHOOSHI
Nehi... tum galat nehi ho. Tum mein mujhse bahaut zyada himmat hai... jis sachchai ko main aajtak maan nehi payi, us hi sachchai ko kitni asani se tum ne apna liya. 
Now Khooshi wipes Khushbu's tears with her hand, smiling proudly through her own tears.
CUT TO:
Int/ext. Airport- day
Khooshi lands in Kolkata airport. As she reaches the baggage claim, she switches on her mobile. Immediately, messages come pouring in, but Khooshi concentrates on collecting her belongings. Suddenly, her phone rings. She sees the name of the caller. It is Khushbu. A smile spreads on her face. 
KhOOSHI
Hello beta! I have reached safely!
KhuSHBU
Mumma, happy birthday.
Khooshi looks stunned for a moment. Then she blushes. 
KHOOSHI
Dekha! Main toh bhul hi gayi thi!
KHUSHBU
Par mujhe toh yaad tha! Mumma, I wish you have all the happiness in the world.
KHOOSHI
Thank you beta... achha chalo main abhi baggage claim mein hu, ghar pahunchke call karti hu!
Khooshi hauls her baggage a little while later and comes out of the airport. A small crowd has gathered in front of the departure. Khooshi stops in her tracks when she sees Khush standing there with a bouquet of flowers in his hand. 
Khush waves excitedly at her as he spots her. Khooshi looks overwhelmed. She approaches him. Khush holds out the bouquet to her.
KhUSH
Happy birthday!
KHOOSHI
Tumko kaise pata?
KHUSH
Kyun, Ishita ne bataya... aakhir saheliyan hoti kis kam ke?
Khooshi laughs. She accepts the bouquet. 
KHOOSHI
I did not expect to see you at the airport! 
KHUSH
Well, here I am.
Khush takes her luggage from her and walks towards his car. Khooshi stands deep in thought as Khush hauls the luggage inside the car. Khush notices her distracted face.
KhuSH (CONT'D)
Ghar chal na hai, ya kahin aur?
KhooSHI
Ghar chalte hai... Pratik shayad wait kar raha hoga!
Khush looks unconvinced. Nevertheless, the two get into the car.
Cut TO:
InT. car- day
Khooshi takes out her phone and dials Pratik.
KhooSHI
Hello, Pratik, I've landed... 
Pratik sounds clueless.
PRATIK
Where?
Khooshi appears stunned.
KHOOSHI
Where matlab? Main Kolkata pohunch chuki hu... abhi ghar laut rahi hu! 
PRATIK
Oh good... main kar pe nehi hu. 
KHOOSHI
Toh kahaan ho?
PRATIK
I am out of station. Main Pune mein hu. 
KHOOSHI
Par tum Pune gaye kab?
Pratik sounds irritated. 
PRATIK
Kaam pe aaya hu... ab sab kuch tumhe bata ke karna parega kya? Phone rakkho abhi...
KHOOSHI
Par kab lautoge?
Pratik disconnects the call abruptly. Khooshi looks hurt and insulted. Khush, who overhears the conversation while driving, steals a sideways glance at her.
KhOOSHI (CONT'D)
Ghar nehi, kahi aur chalte hai...
Khush looks happy. 
khUSH
Chalo, tumhe ek aisi jagah le chalte hai jahaan jake tumhe sukoon milega... 
Khooshi looks curious. 
Cut TO:
int/ext. car/ashram- afternoon
Khush drives Khooshi to a suburban town just outside the main city. Khooshi is stunned to see the rapid change in atmosphere. Here, there is more greenery. The houses are replete with gardens. Some are even built of mud, while the others are considerably solid structures.
KhooSHI
Yeh hum kahaan aagaye?
KhuSH
Khud hi jaan jaogi, kuch der aur...
Khush soon pulls his car in front of a large, fenced entrance. Khooshi reads the banner outside. It reads, 'KUTIR- Village Women Welfare Association'. Khooshi stares at it as she alights from the car. She can see a large yard beyond the gate and a one storeyed, L-shaped house with a balcony running down at one side. Khush comes and stands beside her.   
Khush (CONT'D)
Yaad hai, maine tumhe kahaan tha ke main abhi ek naya project mein busy hu? Yeh hai woh project. 
Khooshi smiles, but she still appears curious. Khush leads her inside. 
A woman in her fifties, dressed in humble clothing, approaches Khush. Her name is Malti.
Malti
Sahaab aap? Aiye...
KHUSH
Khooshi, yeh hai Malti... Yahaan ka pura khayal yehi rakhti hai... manager hai yeh... 
Malti folds her hands and greets Khooshi. Khooshi replicates her with a courteous smile. 
Khush (CONT'D)
All the women you will see here are survivors of some kind of oppression. Koi traficking se bachke aya hai, toh koi rape victim hai jisko usi ke samajne ostracize kar diya, kisiko pati ne chhod diya toh koi khud apne pati ko chhod aaye unke atyachar se bachne ke liye... in mein se bahaut sare aurton ki toh bachche bhi hai! 
Khooshi looks stunned. She sees all these women, spread across the lawn, occupied in different kinds of work. Some of them are busy doing handicraft works- curving vases out of clay, making and painting miniature statues, sewing and stitching, some are busy in making papads, chilli powder, pickles. 
KHUSH (CONT'D)
Yahaan pe sabhi kaam karte hai... yeh sari cheeze jo tum dekh rahi ho, bazaar mein sahi daam pe bikta hai... inhi se inka kamai hai... idhar aao...
Khush pulls Khooshi by her hand, excited to make her see the whole ashram. He leads her to a room. Khooshi sees that it is a classroom with a blackboard. A young woman in her mid twenties is teaching a bunch of kids. The kids are of various ages. Some are five six, some other are eight or ten. Again a few are teenagers. The young woman goes around to various groups and guides them. She looks up to see the visitors and smiles to see Khush. She approaches him. 
KHUSH (CONT'D)
Khooshi, inse milo... yeh hai Suchitra... she is a BSC in Physics... yahaan pe bachchon ko yeh padhati hai... yeh saare bachche yahaan pe jo kam karte hai, unke hai. 
Suchitra too folds her hands to Khooshi. Khooshi looks stunned and askance at Khush. Khush reads her expression.
KHUSH (CONT'D)
Yes, she is a women trafficking survivor...
Khooshi feels awkward. Suchitra notices that.
Suchitra
Yahaan pe hum sab Mr. Tripathy ke abhari hai... agar woh nehi hote to aaj hum...
Khush cuts her short.
KHUSH
Maine kuch nehi kiya... yahaan pe sabhi apne aap mein kaabil hai... aur yeh tumse behtar aur kise pata hoga Suchitra... 
Khush turns towards Khooshi and leads her ahead. As Suchitra goes back to attend her class, Khush lowers his voice to tell Khooshi about her.
KhuSH (CONT'D)
Chaudha saal ki thi Suchitra jab use uski ma baap ne bech diya... 
Khooshi looks alarmed. Khush nods.  
KHUSH (CONT'D)
She was a victim of flesh trade. Par phir apne hi kamayi se apni padhaayi khatam ki... use scholarship bhi mila tha... chahti toh bahaut dur ja sakti thi... par jab use pata chala mere is project ke baare mein tab woh khud mujhse milne aayi aur kehne lagi ke woh bachchon ko padhana chaahti, ek school kholna chaahti... ab mera agla kaam hoga Suchitra ki is sapna ko pura karna... 
Khush looks at the one-storeyed building with hope in his eyes. Khooshi, on the other hand, looks at Khush in awe. Suddenly, the voice of a woman calls Khush.
Woman
Bhaiya...
Khush turns and smiles. 
KHUSH
Shilpi! 
The woman beckons to Khush. Khush strides ahead to her. Khooshi follows. The woman holds out a beautiful replica of a bird. It is made of soil and coloured brilliantly. Khush takes it and looks at it appreciatively. 
Khush (CONT'D)
Arrey wah! Yeh toh bahaut hi khubsoorat hai... rang bhi kitne achhe... 
He nods at Khooshi. 
shilpi
Apne kahaan tha, yaad hai mujhe... ke apne haathon se aapko kuch bana ke du... isliye...
KHUSH
Shilpi, isse pehle kabhi kisi ne mujhe itni kimti tofa kabhi nehi diya!  
Shilpi blushes. Khush gestures at Khooshi.
KhuSH (CONT'D)
Inse milo... yeh meri khaas dost hai... Khooshi. Aur Khooshi, yeh hai Shilpi, child marriage and doemestic violence survivor... now she is a single mother, working hard to get her son through school. 
Khush turns at Shilpi.
KhuSH (CONT'D)
Shilpi, tum madam ko batana chahogi hum aur tum kaise mile...?
There is a sudden spark of pride in Shilpi's eyes.
Shilpi
Kyun nehi! Pet se thi mein madam, jab mere mard ne mujhe dhakka maarke ghar se nikal diya! Sirf sola saal ki thi tab... gaaonwalon ne kahaan, gharke darwaaze ke samne soja... subah uthke jab use hosh aayega toh tujhe wapas bula lega... par raat ke andhere mein main wahan se chal pari... paydal chalke main road mein aayi aur bus pakdi... phir apne gaon chali ayi... mere ma baap mujhe us haal mein wahan akele dekh ke dang rahe gaye... unhone socha ke bachcha ho jane tak mujhe rakhlenge... par jaise hi mera chhora payda hua, mujhe mard ke ghar bhejne ki tarkeeb sujhne lage... par mujhe uske ghar wapas nehi jana tha... isliye main apne bachche ko lekar wahan se bhi chal pari... sheher mein aayi... pehle toh bahaut mehnat karni pari... kahin bhi, kuch bhi kaam kar leti thi... yeh bechna, woh bechna... phir kaamwali ki kaam bhi karne lagi... phir humaare association ke dwara bhaiyaji se mulaqat ho gayi... aur main yahaan chali ayi... ab dekho kitini araam ki kaam karti hu main yahaan... (She waves at the pottery wheel and her handiwork) kamai bhi kar leti hu, apne bachche ko padhati bhi hu... kaun kehta hai har aurat ko zindegi mein ek mard ki zaroorat hai? Dekhiye yahaan hum sab kitne khush hai! 
Shilpi gives Khooshi the brightest smile that the latter has ever seen. Khoosi too replicates the smile and holds Shilpi's hands. 
KhooSHI
Shilpi, zindegi mein pehli bar maine kisi ko dil se haste dekha hai... tumhari khushi tumhari aankhon se chhalakti hai. Main dua karungi ke tum aise hi haste raho! 
Khooshi looks at Khush, overwhelmed. 
Cut TO:
Ext. road in front of khooshi's building- evening
Khush's car comes to a halt in front of Khooshi's building. Khooshi alights from the car. Khush alights too to bid Khooshi good bye. 
KhuSH
Khooshi, aaj laut ne ke waqt pura raasta tumne kuch bhi nehi bola... tumhara birthday surprise tumhe kaise laga... 
Khooshi looks at Khush with moist eyes.
KhooSHI
Kitne asani se tumne mujhe itni badi sachchayi se mila diya...
Khush looks perplexed. 
KhooSHI (CONT'D)
Aaj tak main samajhti thi ke mere saath jo hua hai woh galat hai par us galti ko sudharne ki taqat mujh mein nehi hai... main sochti thi ki mera life mere liye nehi, mere ma baap, mere bachchi ke liye bana hai... main kabhi bhi aisa kuch nehi kar sakti jise unko chot pahunche... par pata Khush, main galat thi... main yeh bhul gayi thi ke insaan agar khud khush nehi ho sakta to apne aas paas kisi ko bhi khush nehi rakh sakta... aaj main jahaan pe hu, na main khush hu, na mere ma baap aur na Khushbu. Kyunki un sab ki khushi meri khushi main hai... I thought, I am an educated, liberated and privileged woman... par aaj Suchitra aur Shilpi jaise aurton se milke mujhe yeh ehsaas ho gaya ke courage has nothing to do with education. Main educated hoke bhi un sab se bahaut pichhe hu... jis samaj ke dar se main apne aap ko dabake rakhti hu... Usi samaj ko in aurton ne kitni asaani se nakar diya... 
Khush listens to Khooshi's words in awe. It is as if he has opened a flood gate of emotions. 
Khush
Khooshi main nehi janta ke tum is din se apni zindegi ko kaise dekhna pasand karogi... par tumhe yeh main zaroor bata sakta hu ke tum humesha mujhe apne pas paogi... tumhari kadam pe main saath rahunga. 
Khooshi looks alarmed and conscious. 
KHOOSHI
Khush, tumhe nehi pata tum kya bol rahe ho... sab kuch itna asaan nehi hai! 
Khush smiles.
KHUSH
Abhi toh tumne bola ke woh aurtein kitni asani se usi samaj ko nakar diya jisse tum darti ho... ek bar apne dar ko kabu mein karlo... phir sab kuch asaan ho jayega. 
As Khooshi stands there dumbstruck, Khush bends down to give her peck on her cheek. Then he turns around and walks to his car and drives away.
Cut TO:
Int. KhOOSHI'S APARTMENT- DAY
Khooshi and Ishita are in mid-conversation. Both are in Khooshi's balcony. Khooshi appears morose and distracted.
IshiTA
Are you feeling guilty about it? 
KhOOSHI
About what?
Ishita looks at Khooshi.
ISHITA
About you feelings for Khush?
Khooshi considers this for a moment. 
KHOOSHI
Zindegi mein pelibar mujhe kisi baat pe itni khushi mili hai... kya yeh galat hai?
Ishita smiles sadly at Khooshi.
ISHITA
Nehi... tumhe haq banta hai. Maine toh tumhe pehle hi kaha tha, koi bhi apni zindegi dusro ke liye nehi ji sakte...
Khooshi nods. 
IshITA (CONT'D)
Par ab tum kya karogi...? Aise hi...
Khooshi cuts her short.
KhOOSHI
Nehi, kabhi nehi... Ishita mujhe yeh toh nehi pata ke mere aur Khush ke beech jo hai woh kya hai. I don't even know what the future has in store for us... par itna zaroor pata hai ki Khush ki dosti ne mujhe apne aap ko kadar karna sikhaya... pyar karna sikhaya... and that is the love I want to concentrate on right now! I want to be by myself... and I want to love myself!
Ishita is almost on the verge of tears.
ISHITA
Khooshi main tumhe nehi bataa sakti ke aaj mein tumhare liye kitni khush hu! 
The two women hug each other, overwhelmed. 
Cut TO:
Int. Khushbu's dorm room/ khooshi's apartment- day
Khushbu is busy in her dorm with her studies when suddenly her phone rings. At first she can only hear the buzz. But she is unable to find the phone. The buzz stops abruptly but Khushbu continues looking for the phone. Ultimately, after a thorough search, she scoops the phone from amidst a heap of books and copies on her table.
Khushbu checks her phone and notices that the call was from Khooshi. She looks curious and rings her back. Khooshi picks up the call after sometime. 
KhuSHBU
Hello, Mumma?!
KhooSHI
Ha...
KHUSHBU
Sorry I missed your call...
Khooshi hesitates. 
KHOOSHI
It's ok. You must be busy... I'll cal later. 
She is about to disconnect.
KHUSHBU
No mamma, tell me... kya baat hai?
KHOOSHI
Kuch nehi...
Khushbu appears curious. 
KHUSHBU
Kuch toh baat hai mumma jo aap mujhe batana chaahti ho... par itni ghabra kyun rahi ho? Aap thik ho na?
She looks worried. 
KHOOSHI
Ha main thik hu... 
Khooshi looks determined as she comes to terms with the conflict within herself.
KhooSHI (CONT'D)
Khushbu, main ek decision lena chahti hu... and I need to know if you'd be ok with it...
Khushbu appears scared. She fears the worst.
KhusHBU
Does it concern me?
KHOOSHI
Yes it does...
Khooshi takes a deep breath.
KhooSHI (CONT'D)
Khushnu, main tumhare papa ko chhodna chahti hu... I can't be with him anymore...!  
Khushbu is stunned. She slumps back on her bed. Her eyes look moist but she does not reply. 
Khooshi expected a reaction from her but on getting none she becomes scared. 
KHOOSHI (CONT'D)
Khushbu, beta tum sun rahi ho na... kuch toh bolo beta...
KhushBU
Sach bolu Mumma? (Khushbu speaks through sobs) I never thought you'll ever actually do this... or have the guts to do this! 
Khooshi does not know how to react. But after a moment of silence, she heaves a deep sigh of relief. 
Khushbu (CONT'D)
Mumma, do you know, Papa still hasn't called me even once! 
Khooshi is all teary.
KhooSHI
I am so sorry beta...
KHUSHBU
Aap humesha kyun sorry bolti ho Mumma...? I don't want you to be sorry anymore; neither for me, nor for yourself... be happy Mumma... your smile is all that matters to me. 
Khooshi smiles through her tears. 
CuT TO:
Ext. Road- morning
A car comes and halts in front of a building. Khooshi and Ishita alight from the car. Khooshi stares at the building for some time. She reads a small plaque at the gate- 'Sudhir Dasgupta- Lawyer'. Ishita beckons to her and pulls her by the hand.
IshiTA
Come now... please don't give second thoughts to this... this is the best decision you've taken in years! 
She pulls Khooshi inside the gate. 
Cut TO:
Int. KhOOSHI'S APARTMENT- DAY
Khooshi is busy packing her bags. The entire apartment looks messy. Khooshi takes her clothes out one by one from the closet to pack in her bags. Suddenly, the bell rings. Khooshi goes to the door and peeps through the peep hole first. She finds Khush standing outside. A smile instant spreads across her face. She opens the door.
Khush
I was wondering if you have...
Khush stops midway. He is stunned to see the condition of the apartment.  
KHUSH (CONT'D)
Khooshi, what's up? 
KhooSHI
Main yeh ghar chhod rahi hu! 
Khush is even more surprised. 
KHUSH
Matlab?
KHOOSHI
Matlab main yeh ghar aur Pratik dono ko chhod ke ja rahi hu! 
Khush looks doubtful. 
KHUSH
Are you sure about this?
KHOOSHI
Absolutely!
She stands aside and Khush enters the apartment slowly, looking around. 
KHUSH
Pratik...?
KHOOSHI
Abhi tak nehi lauta...
Khush finds the news unbelievable. 
KHUSH
Yeh, achanak se...
KHOOSHI
Don't worry Khush... this day should have come much earlier in my life... 
Khooshi looks nostalgic. 
KHUSH
Aur Khushbu...?
KHOOSHI
Use pata hai, bataya maine... woh mere liye bahaut khush hai! 
KHUSH
Par yeh ghar to tumhara hai na? Tume ise kyun chhod rahi ho?
Khooshi takes a deep breath. 
KHOOSHI
Pratik ke ma baap ke guzar jaane ke baad hum dono ne milkar yeh flat liya tha.. Woh apna purana ghar bechkar is flat ke liye downpayment kiya tha... mujhe yeh flat nehi chahiye... main janti hu Pratik ke pas jane ke liye aur koi jagah nehi hai... main khush rehna chaahti hu, par usse sabkuch chhinne men mujhe khushi nehi milegi! Maine sirf apne khushi ke liye alag hone ka decision liya hai... 
Khush smiles. He holds Khooshi near him and looks at her proudly.
KHUSH
Kis mitti se bante ho tum aurtein?
Khooshi looks down. A silence prevails. After a while, Khooshi attempts to change the subject as she resumes her work. 
KHOOSHI
Achha yeh sab chhodo... tum batao, achanak se kaise aana hua?
KHUSH
I came to see if you were free...
KHOOSHI
Kyun...
KHUSH
Ghar ke liye kuch khareed na hai... but I don't trust my choice... hence I was wondering if I could get expert help! 
Khooshi blushes. 
KHOOSHI
Achha, main thoda yeh packing khatam karlu, phir hum chal sakte hai...
Khush too tries his best to help Khooshi by handing her the scattered clothes and belongings. 
KHUSH
Tum yahaan se kahaan jaogi?
KHOOSHI
Mere ghar!
Khush looks surprised.
KHUSH
Tumhare ma baap ko pata hai?!
KHOOSHI
Nehi... abhi tak bataya nehi! 
Khush stares hard at her. 
KHUSH
I don't think you should spring this news on them so suddenly Khooshi... jaldbaazi mein koi decision lena thik nehi hoga... aur tum agar itna sabkuch leke apne ghar jaogi toh woh log jaan jayenge.
Khooshi looks serious and concerned. 
KHOOSHI
Toh phir tum kya suggest karte ho?
KHUSH
Main jo kahunga tum woh karogi?
Khushi nods. 
KHOOSHI
Agar thik lage toh! 
Khush smiles.
Cut TO:
Ext/Int. KhOOSHI'S FATHER'S HOUSE- evening
Khooshi and Khush stand in front of Khooshi's parental home. Khooshi appears tensed. She is about to knock on the door but she stops herself. 
KhOOSHI
I... I can't do this!
Khush
So you didn't quite think this through! 
KHOOSHI
Mujhe laga ke woh samajh jayenge! 
KHUSH
Tumhe laga ke tum jab aapna sara saaman leke ghar wapas aajaogi toh woh samajh jayenge ke tume ghar chhod kar aagayi toh tumhe woh kuch nehi kahenge? 
Khooshi looks dumbstruck. 
Khush (CONT'D)
Khooshi zara socho unhe kitna sadma pahunchega jab woh jaan payenge ke apni zindegi ki itni ahem decision tumne use bina bataye le liya! 
Khooshi realizes that Khush is right. Khush gestures her to knock on the door again. This time, Khooshi plucks the courage and knocks. 
A little while later, the house-help opens the door. She smiles to see Khooshi and stands aside for her to enter. Khooshi steps in, and gestures Khush to come in as well.  
Khush shakes his head.
KHUSH (CONT'D)
Nehi, aaj nehi, phir kabhi... Aaj ka joh kaam hai woh tumhe akele karna hai!
Khush swiftly turns around and walks away. Khooshi stares at him dumbstruck. Then she looks back at the stairs with apprehensive eyes. She takes a step forward with much hesitation. 
Cut TO:
Int. KhOOSHI'S FATHER'S HOUSE- evening
Khooshi sits on the couch, waiting for her mother to appear at the living room door. She casts apprehensive glances at the door and fidgets with the magazines laid out in front of her over the coffee table. But she finds it impossible to concentrate on anything. 
Suddenly, her mother appears at the door, looking tired and worn out. But a smile spreads across her face when she sees Khooshi. 
KhoOSHI's mother
Kya baat hai Khooshi? Mehmaano ki tarha baithi hai yahaan? Andar kyun nehi gayi?
Khooshi stands up, looking tensed.
KhoOSHI
Papa kaise hai Ma? 
The woman looks worried.
KHOOSHI'S MOTHER
Thik hai... abhi chal phir raha hai... time pe medicines le raha hai...
Khooshi tries to appear happy. 
KHOOSHI
Toh phir aap udaas kyun ho?
KHOOSHI'S MOTHER
Woh khush nehi hai beta... kuch toh hai jo use andar hi andar khaye ja raha hai... par mujhe woh yeh sab batate kahaan hai?!
The old woman comes and sits with Khooshi on the couch. Then she makes some effort and smiles back at Khooshi. 
KHOOSHI's mother (CONT'D)
Ab chhod yeh sab... tu bata, kaisi hai? Khushbu ke pas gayi thi na tu? Woh kaisi hai? Aur Pratik kahaan hai? Woh kabhi aata kyun nehi tere saath? Kitne dino se nehi dekha use! 
The expression on Khooshi's face changes instantly. She looks angered and disappointed at the same time. 
KhooSHI
Ma, mujhe aapko kuch batana hai... main nehi janti abhi is halaat mein Papa is baat pe kaise react karenge... isliye main sabse pehle yeh baat aapko batana chahti hu.
Khooshi's mother appears apprehensive.
KHOOSHI'S MOTHER
Kya baat hai beta? Koi buri khabar hai kya?
Khooshi tries to nod but then she changes her movement midway and shakes her head.
KHOOSHI
Mere liye buri khabar nehi hai.
She gives her mother a hard look.
KhooSHI (CONT'D)
Ma, main Pratik se divorce lena chahti hu! 
The old woman looks shocked to the core. She promptly covers her mouth with her hands as she takes a deep breath. 
KhooSHI'S MOTHER
Yeh kya bol rahi hai tu beta? Jaldbazi mein koi decision mat le... itne saalon ke baad, itna sab kuch ek saath sehne ke baad...
Khooshi cuts her short. 
KHOOSHI
Itne saalon se itna sab kuch sehne ki baad hi toh maine yeh decision liya hai! Yeh Jaldbazi kahaan hai, ma? 
KHOOSHI'S MOTHER
Beta, agar tu akeli hoti toh main kuch nehi bolti... par ekbar Khushbu ki toh soch! Woh apne Papa ke bina reh payegi? 
Then something worse hits her. 
KhooSHI'S MOTHER (CONT'D)
Agar tujhe uski custody na mili toh?
She looks positively scared. Khooshi tries to calm her down.
KhooSHI
Ma, calm down. Khushbu ko sab pata hai... usko maine sab kuch bataya hai.
KHOOSHI'S MOTHER
Kya bataya tune use?
KHOOSHI
Uske Papa ke baare mein... Waise bhi Pratik ke pas time nehi hota hai apni hi beti se milne ka! Ma, aapko pata hai, uski fees bhi woh time pe nehi bharta har mahine... aur yeh use pata bhi hai!
Khooshi covers her face with her hands. Khooshi's mother looks scandalized. She stands up on her feet, looking angry.
KHOOSHI'S MOTHER
Par iska matlab yeh thodi hai ke tu ek bachchi ko uske Papa ke baare mein kuch bhi batayegi?
Khooshi looks angered too. 
KHOOSHI
Kuch bhi? Itne saalon se woh mere saath jo karte aa raha hai woh aapko 'kuch bhi' lagta hai? Meri ma hoke kabhi meri khushi ke liye aapne kuch nehi kiya... kabhi mere saath hote anyayo ke khilaf aapne awaz nehi uthaya... aur aaj jab main meri beti ki support se yeh decision le rahi hu, tab aap mujhe hi dosh de rahi ho?
KHOOSHI'S MOTHER
Main kaun hoti hu awaaz uthane wali? Tumhare Papa har bhale bure waqt pe tumhare saath diye take tum khush ho sako... itne paise gawa diye Pratik ke business pe... aur aaj itna sab kuch ho jane ke baad tum bol rahi ho ke yeh sab kuch karne se koi faayda nehi hua? Toh tumhare ghar bachane ki chakkar mein itna sab kuch karne ka matlab kya tha?
KHOOSHI
Aap aise bol rahi ho jaise maine aapko kaha tha yeh sab kuch karne ke liye! Aapko pata bhi hai, har waqt, har more par mujhe laga ke main Pratik ko chhod du... nehi hai woh mere pyar ki qabil... par sirf aap dono ke liye main sab sehti rahi kyun ke mujhe laga ke aap ko chot pahunche gi... par ma, mujhe apni zindegi apni marzi se jine ki pura haq hai aur main wohi haq asmana chahti hu...
KHOOSHI'S MOTHER
Abhi is umr mein tumhe apni haq ki khayal aayi? Beti badi ho chuki hai, is waqt agar apni pati ko divorce dogi to log kya kahenge? 
KHOOSHI
Ab aayi na baat pe ma... meri khushi toh kabhi aapko sujhi hi nehi... har waqt aap log kya kahenge yehi sochti rahi... 
KHOOSHI'S MOTHER
Zaroor! Tu bata, jee payegi logon ki taane sunkar?
Suddenly something strikes her by seeing the adamant look on her daughter's face.
KhooSHI'S MOTHER (CONT'D)
Khooshi, tu Pratik ko chhod ke kisi aur ke saath toh nehi jayegi?
Suddenly, a voice booms out from the background. 
KhoosHI'S FATHER
Tum Pratik ko chhod rahi ho?
Both Khooshi and her mother promptly look at the door. Khooshi's sick, elderly father has come and stood at the door. Both the women look surprised. Khooshi's mother takes a few steps towards him.
KHOOSHI'S MOTHER
Ha, dekhiye na... yeh kya pagalpan hai! Aap hi samjhayiein. 
Khooshi's father beckons her to him from the door. Khooshi walks to him with moist eyes, looking guilty. She stands face to face with him and looks down. The father holds her chin and lifts her face and forces her to look into his eyes. Then slowly, he wipes the tears off her eyes.
KHOOSHI'S FATHER
Tum us manhus ko kab chhod rahi ho? Kisi divorce lawyer se baat ki? 
As Khooshi's mother stands stunned to see her husband speak thus, Khooshi smiles through her tears.
Khooshi
Papa...!
Khooshi hugs her father.
KhooSHI'S MOTHER
Yeh aap kya bol rahe ho...?
KhooSHI'S FATHER
Thik hi toh bol raha hoon! Mere is halat ke liye kaun zimmewar hai? Barso se sirf paise lutata aaya hu main uspe take uski thik se business chal jaye... ghar mein kamayi ho... par phirbhi meri bachchi ko hi ghar samhalna padhta hai na? Raat ko mujhe neend nehi aati yeh sochke ki aaj shayad phir woh meri beti par haat uthayega! Thak chuka hu main in sab se! Beta, to woh ghar chhod de... yahaan aaja... aur divorce mein jo bhi help chahiye mujhe batana...
Khooshi wipes her tears. She looks at her mother. Her mother looks down embarrassed. 
Cut TO:
MonTAGE:
Khooshi packs all her bags carefully at home. She appears nostalgic as she looks at the various furniture and photographs that she leaves behind. The cab driver then hauls them into the dicky. Khooshi looks back and casts one last glance at the window of her apartment overlooking the road. Then, with moist eyes, she gets into the car. 
CuT TO:
Int. KhOOSHI'S APARTMENT- DAY
Pratik opens the lock of his apartment with his key. He looks exhausted. He has a small trolley with him. He steps inside and shuts the door with a bang. 
The apartment appears oddly empty to him. But the furniture is intact. Pratik calls out to Khooshi.
PRATIK
Khooshi... Khooshi...
He gets no answer. He then walks all the way to the kitchen, the bedroom and even the washroom, but all are empty. There is no sign of Khooshi. Pratik's face contorts in disgust. He hauls his trolley back to the bed in the bedroom and dumps all the used clothes in it on the floor. Then he slowly begins to undress, to get ready for his shower.  
He opens the buttons of his shirt and turns towards the cupboard. He opens it and then stares in it, stunned.
The section where Khooshi's clothes used to be is completely empty. Pratik retracts immediately and searches for his mobile. He rummages into his trouser pockets and brings out the mobile. He rings Khooshi. But he fails to get through. The phone does not connect. Pratik throws his phone to the floor in anger and he looks around helplessly.  
Suddenly, the bell rings. Pratik quickly buttons his shirt once again and approaches the door. He peeps through the peephole. He sees a stranger standing on the threshold. Pratik opens the door. 
Postman
Pratik Thapar?
Pratik nods. The postman hands him a parcel. 
PoSTMAN (CONT'D)
Yeh aapke liye...
He then hands Pratik a document to sign. Pratik signs the document and closes the door with the parcel. 
He swiftly tears the parcel apart and comes across a court document. It is his divorce paper. Pratik starts to shake in anger as he reads through the printed words.
Cut TO:
Dream sequence montage:
Khooshi dreams of her old apartment. She sees little Khushbu play around everywhere. Khooshi tries to take her in her arms as Khushbu slips through every time. Khooshi laughs and appears extremely happy. So does Khushbu. Her laughter resonates in her dream.  
Suddenly little Khushbu trips against someone and falls over. She starts crying. Khooshi runs up to her but by that time Pratik has already lifted her in his arms. But Khushbu continues to cry. Pratik has an eerie smile on his face as he turns with Khushbu in his arms and then opens the door behind him. Pratik leaves the room. Khooshi follows him but the door opens to an endless web of corridor. She loses them and she cries Khushbu's name. 
Cut TO:
Int. KhoOSHI'S FATHER'S HOUSE- DAY
Khooshi wakes up from her dream in the wee hours of the morning. She drinks some water but she finds it impossible to go back to sleep again. She turns and tosses around in his bed. 
CuT TO:
Int. KhOOSHI'S FATHER'S HOUSE- DAY
Later that morning, Khooshi tends to her ill father in his bedroom, feeding him soup when suddenly the door bell rings in the background. 
KhooSHI
Shayad doctor saab aaye hai...
A little while later, they both hear a commotion downstairs. Their maid shouts at the top of her voice.
Maid
Rukiye... aap andar mat jaiye... 
Pratik bursts into the room. Khooshi is stunned to see him.
PratIK
Khooshi, yeh kya bachpana hai? Ghar chalo mere saath! 
Pratik takes hold of Khooshi's arm and pulls her towards the door. 
khooshi
Pratik chhodo mujhe... muje dard ho raha hai...
Poor Khooshi's father struggles hard to sit up on the bed. 
PRATIK
Divorce lena chahti ho mujhse? Mera ghar ujaadna chahti ho? Aaj tum chalo mere saath, main dikhata hu tumhe...
Suddenly Pratik stops at the door. Khooshi's mother has appeared and blocked his way. 
KhooSHI'S MOTHER
Pratik uska haath chhodo! 
PRATIK
Aapko pata bhi hai, aapki beti kya gul khila rahi hai aapke pith pichhe... 
Khooshi's mother looks threateningly at Khooshi.
KHOOSHI'S MOTHER
Woh jo bhi kare, uspe haath uthane ki jurrat kaise ki tumne?
Pratik is surprised to see the woman thus. He leaves Khooshi. 
KhooSHI'S MOTHER (CONT'D)
Humne tumhare liye kitna kuch kiya... tumhare zaroorat ke waqt tumhe sab kuch deke sambhala hai, paison se leke sifarish tak... kya kuch nehi kiya humne tumhare liye... aur tum mere hi aankhon ke saamne, emri beti pe haath utha rahe ho? Yeh himmat diyi kisne tumhe?
PratIK
Aap log use support kar rahe ho? Aapko pata hai kisi aur ke saath chakkar chal raha hai iska... meri beti ko mere behakaya hai isne... woh mujhse nafrat karti hai! 
KhooSHI
Tumhari beti ko tumne apne kartuto ke wajay se khoya hai... tumhare pas toh uske liye time hi nehi hai... tumhe kya lagta hai, baap banna itna asaan hai...? Aur ha, main kisi aur ko pasand karti hu... par agar aisa kuch na bhi hua hota tobhi tumhe main chhod deti... kyunke tum usike layak ho! 
Pratik is speechless by Khooshi's courage. Khooshi approaches him and stands too close near him.  
KhooSHI (CONT'D)
Ek aur baat... if I see you anywhere near me again, I will get a restraining order against you! Now get out of here! 
Pratik looks away in anger and moves out of the room. Khooshi looks at her mother gratefully. Her mother runs to her and hugs her. 
CuT TO:
Int. Khush's apartment- day
Khush opens the door to a smiling Khooshi. He is surprised to see her for a second. 
Khush
What a pleasant surprise! Raasta bhul ke aagayi kya?
Khooshi laughs.
KhooSHI
Nehi... socha aaj tumko phir se offer karu jo pichhle din chhut gaya tha!
Khush looks curious.
KHUSH
Kya?
KHOOSHI
Shopping! Us din tum aaye the, ghar ke liye kuch khareed na tha tumhe... 
Khooshi steps into the apartment. She finds it mostly empty, barring a few necessary furniture.  
KhooSHI (CONT'D)
Kitne din ho gaye tumhe move kiye?
Khush
Lagbhag ek mahine! 
KHOOSHI
Phir bhi apartment ka yeh halat hai?
Khush comes near her and looks at her romantically. 
KHUSH
Ghar sambhal na, ghar ka dekhbhal karna mera plus point nehi hai... maaf kar sakogi?  
Khush smiles sweetly at her. Khooshi blushes and looks down.
Cut TO:
Montage:
Khooshi brings Khush to a handicraft shop. There, Khush sees poor men and women busy in making furniture from wood and other materials. Khush is delighted to see that. As Khooshi goes around selecting the furniture, Khush speaks to all the workers. Khush steals a glance at Khooshi and mouths a silent 'thank you' to her. Soon, Khush's place gets filled up with furniture. The people who had made those furniture now frequent Khush's ashram as well, making the same kind of furniture with the women there. Khooshi goes around supervising their progress as Khush concentrates on expanding it further, engaging in deep conversations with interested investors who appear rather happy to see the various handiworks of the people there.  
Cut TO:
Ext. AirPORT- DAY
Khush and Khooshi alight from the car in front of the airport. They walk to the Arrivals gate. Khush appears nervous. He has a box of chocolates and a bouquet of flowers in his hand. 
KhuSH
Do I look alright?
Khooshi laughs looking at him.
KhOOSHI
I have never seen you so nervous before! 
KHUSH
Well, I need to impress her, don't I?
KHOOSHI
She is already impressed by you! 
Suddenly, someone calls out to Khooshi.
KhuSHBU
Mumma! 
Khooshi turns and sees Khushbu coming out of the arrivals gate. SHe waves back. Khushbu comes and hugs Khooshi. 
KHOOSHI
Khushbu, inse milo... yeh hai...
Khushbu cuts her short as she looks excited.
KHUSHBU
Mr. Khush Tripathy, Women's Rights Activist and Social Worker... I have memorized your whole Wikipedia page! 
Khush
I too remember you from the debate and heard a lot about you from your mother. 
KHUSHBU
We'll see who has put in more efforts to know whom...
Khushbu says this as she takes the bouquet and chocolates from his hand. She has a sly smile on her face and a competitive streak. 
KhuSHBU (CONT'D)
I see you know already that I love lilies and dark chocolate... 
Khushbu looks at Khooshi and gives her a glance that shows that she is already impressed.
Khush exchanges a silent glance with Khooshi that indicates that he rather likes this approach and game but he is also nervous. Khooshi laughs to see the both of them. 
The three of them walk back to the car together- thus foreshadowing the complete and happy family that they now aspire to be. 
THE END
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