


FADE IN:

EXT. HILLS OVERLOOKING SAN FRANCISCO - NIGHT

The stars glow on a clear dark night as the Golden Gate 
Bridge rises into view. 

It looks majestic from up in the hills. The city lights 
illuminate the background, twinkling off the bay waters. 

All of a sudden, headlights break the darkness on the highway 
below.

INT. MARK’S CAR

The driver, MARK LEWIS, is a scruffy thirty-something in a 
hooded sweater; unshaven and looking as if he hasn't slept in 
days. 

His long unkempt hair gives off a stoner vibe - authenticated 
when he SPARKS UP a thin joint. 

After a few puffs he makes a call on his cellphone.

MARK
Steve, it's Mark. Give me a shout 
as soon as you get this bro.

(Pause)
I think I’m being followed by some 
pretty bad -- I’m in trouble.

Hanging up, he glances at the rear-view mirror. 

Lights appear and disappear on the winding road behind.

He takes another long smoke, flicks the ash out the half-open 
window and turns the volume up on his car stereo. 

EXT. GOLDEN GATE BRIDGE

'Living on a Thin Line' BLASTS OUT as he gets onto the 
bridge. 

Mark puts his foot down, vanishing into the distance.

EXT. GARAGE - LATER

In an empty forecourt on the city outskirts, Mark’s retro car 
pulls up near the main entrance.



The beat up, blue Ford Torino makes a GLUT OF PECULIAR SOUNDS 
before he turns off the ignition.

Stubbing out the joint he throws a piece of gum in his mouth. 

He sorts his hair in the mirror, takes a drink of soda and 
tosses the bottle up onto the dash. 

The swirling contents lap back and fore as his blurred figure 
enters the shop in the background.

INT. GARAGE

Mark grabs some snacks on his way to the checkout. There’s no-
one around as he approaches. 

He politely waits a little, then CALLS OUT:

MARK
Hello? HELLLLLLOOO?

He hears movement behind a closed door a few feet away. 

The SHOP ATTENDANT appears from a back room. 

An older gentleman with thinning hair, he looks like his 
soul’s been worn down by the job.

ATTENDANT
Evening Sir. Sorry, didn’t hear you 
come in.

MARK
That’s okay my man, I’m quieter 
than I look.

The man fakes a smile.

ATTENDANT
What can I do you for?

MARK
Could I get twenty Camel lights?

The attendant turns around

MARK (CONT’D)
And, um, a large pack of rolling 
papers please?

ATTENDANT
Anything else?
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The FROSTY TONE kicks Mark’s paranoia into life.

MARK
Eh, no thanks, that’s it. Thanks. 

ATTENDANT
$11.20.

The clerk’s eyes pierce a hole in Mark as he fumbles.

MARK
Could I use your restroom. Please?

He appears vexed, but reaches under the checkout for a key 
with a chunk of wood attached - a surprisingly effective 
deterrent to thieves.

ATTENDANT
Take it back before you leave. The 
door’s outside to your right.

EXT. GARAGE RESTROOM

Mark’s figure visibly sways through the frosted glass panel. 

Silence.

A DARK FIGURE flashes past.

Mark exits swiftly and looks around, squinting his eyes as he 
peers out, sure he’d heard something.

Nothing there.

INT. MARK’S CAR

Mark jumps back in and throws the cigarettes onto the 
passenger seat. 

He reaches up for his soda. It’s not there.

He fumbles under the seats, trying to locate the suspected 
roll-away. 

As he stretches back, from out the corner of his eye he sees 
MOVEMENT from the back seat. 

Mark reacts too late.

THUMP.
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EXT. BEHIND CAR ON FORECOURT

A TRILBY-HATTED SILHOUETTE’S fist rains down repeatedly. 

EXT. SAN FRANCISCO AIRPORT - MORNING

Black boots stroll into focus and stop outside the exit. 

A pair of stone-washed denim pants and a plain black v-neck 
tee complete the outfit of STEVE LEWIS, 40. 

His rugged appearance is enhanced by thick dark stubble as he 
LIGHTS A CIGARETTE. Tattoos adorn both forearms.

He’s some older than Mark, but the resemblance is obvious.

Steve quickly finds his Uber, tosses his large rucksack onto 
the back seat.

EXT. MARK’S HOUSE - LATER

As the car departs, Steve stands on the street surveying his 
childhood home, sadness etched on his face.

He saunters up a handful of light blue wooden steps to the 
front door and KNOCKS LOUDLY. Paint peels on all surfaces.

After a few seconds, he drops the bag and chaps the door 
quickly again as he turns the doorknob. 

Locked. 

HE HAMMERS IT this time.

STEVE
It’s Steve.

No-one answers. Unperturbed he sidesteps over to the lounge 
window and peers in. 

The house is still.

He walks through the side gate into the back garden and up to 
the back door - also locked. 

Annoyed, he begins checking under plants and ornaments nearby 
for a spare key.

Walking over to the other side of the house he sees a small 
window slightly ajar. He climbs up to it.
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INT. BATHROOM

Steve struggles to squeeze his athletic frame through the 
window, after doing what he’d assumed was the hard part. 

Toiletries CLATTER onto the tiled floor. 

He bundles himself inside. After dusting himself, down he 
runs a finger along the bone dry sink. 

Walking down the corridor he SHOUTS Mark’s name out while 
popping his head into every room. 

Eventually he gets to the front door and uses the key hanging 
inside to open it and grab his bag.

STEVE
Mark, you upstairs? Come on man, 
quit fucking about if you’re here.

He listens briefly at the bottom of a worn stairwell, picking 
at a burn in the carpet.

STEVE (CONT’D)
Mom would’ve loved that.

Going back along the hallway to the kitchen, he looks for 
signs of life. 

Besides an unopened utility bill, there’s nothing much there. 

Steve fills a mug with some cheap coffee he finds. 

Something grabs his attention as he stares out the window.

EXT. GARDEN SHED

YANKING OPEN the large, rusty door Steve finds the Torino, 
sitting in darkness. 

No flat tires. No damage, besides general decay that’s been 
allowed to develop.

He immediately locates spare keys hidden in a rusted tin on a 
shelf.

STEVE
Nothing changes.

Opening her up cautiously he WADES THROUGH THE JUNK on the 
seats and in the glove compartment. He finds nothing of 
interest bar a few used roaches and unopened candy.
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He sniffs a roach; scoffs the candy.

Steve SLAMS the sliding door down tight, none-the-wiser.

EXT. GARDEN FENCE

MRS KELLY, an elderly neighbor, is on her knees turning soil 
as Steve approaches.

STEVE
Hey stranger, how you been?

MRS KELLY
Steven! My goodness, you haven’t 
changed a bit. How are you my boy?

She’s practically camouflaged, as many flowers on her garish 
blouse as in the garden. 

STEVE
I’m good thanks. Still keeping 
those azaleas going, huh?

MRS KELLY
Somebody has to. If it were up to 
Jim they’d all be dead!

Steve LAUGHS as she gets to her feet. She gives him a hug 
over the white, wooden fence.

MRS KELLY (CONT’D)
What leaves you back here after all 
this time?

STEVE
Mark. Haven’t been able to get hold 
of him. You seen him around?

MRS KELLY
Well, let’s see now... He put the 
trash out Monday morning before 
going to work. That was the last 
time I saw him. Not unusual with 
him though.

STEVE
I know what you mean. His car’s 
there, so he must have returned.

MRS KELLY
Hmmm, now that you mention it, we 
did hear his car later that night. 

(MORE)
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He was struggling to get it in his 
driveway. Tell him his exhaust 
needs fixed, according to Jim.

STEVE
Will do. Thanks. I’ll come by for a 
visit the next few days.

She waves goodbye.

As Steve walks away, directly across the street he catches a 
THIN BALD MAN watching from behind a curtain. 

He moves a few more paces and looks again. 

The man has vanished.

Creepy.

EXT. POLICE STATION - AFTERNOON

Steve drives a little past the entrance to the small Police 
HQ. 

He parks the Torino across the street, jogs across the road 
into the large concrete building.

INT. STATION RECEPTION DESK

A disinterested veteran POLICE OFFICER with a gruff drawl 
greets him.

POLICE OFFICER
Evening Sir, how can I help you?

STEVE
Hi. I was looking to file a missing 
persons report on my brother?

POLICE OFFICER
When did you last see him?

STEVE
I live on the east coast so it’s 
been well over a year. But he left 
a strange message four nights ago.

POLICE OFFICER
You still have it?

HE PLAYS THE CLIP for the cop.

MRS KELLY (CONT'D)
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POLICE OFFICER (CONT’D)
Yeah, that’s odd alright. You check 
his house?

STEVE
Yep. Nothing there. Neighbor said 
he was revving the car loudly when 
he got home that night though.

POLICE OFFICER
So he did return?

STEVE
He knows that car inside out, I 
don’t think it was him. My guess is 
someone else took it back.

POLICE OFFICER
Maybe he was drunk or something?

STEVE
Doesn’t drink. 

POLICE OFFICER
Where’s the car now?

STEVE
Still at the house. I checked that 
out too, nothing strange.

The officer leans back and folds his arms.

POLICE OFFICER
Y’know, folk go away all the time. 
I don’t think --

A HOLLER comes from the other side of the room.

DETECTIVE MILLER
Pitbull? Holy shit!

Steve looks over and smiles as DETECTIVE ERIC MILLER, 40’s, 
comes striding across in a fleet-footed manner that defies 
his burly stature. 

STEVE
Hey, how you doin’ man?

His answer comes in the form of an enthusiastic BEAR HUG.

8.



DETECTIVE MILLER
Charlie, you know you’re talking to 
the best high school running back 
there was? Only thing that hit this 
motherfucker was air.

Detective Miller steps back and looks him over.

DETECTIVE MILLER (CONT’D)
What you doing here?

STEVE
Mark’s missing.

Miller’s expression changes. 

He motions Steve to follow him.

INT. DETECTIVE MILLER’S OFFICE

The office is a dump; files and photos scattered everywhere.

DETECTIVE MILLER
Man, I ain’t seen you in years, 
where you been hiding?

STEVE
Out east, working my way around.

DETECTIVE MILLER
Doing what?

STEVE
You know, this n’ that.

DETECTIVE MILLER
Uh huh, sure.

(Pause)
You ever catch up with any of the 
other guys? I see Smiddy a lot but 
everyone else is --

STEVE
Sorry man, you mind if we get this 
done first, maybe catch up over 
beers later, that okay?

DETECTIVE MILLER
Yeah. Of course. 

They sit on opposite sides of the desk.
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DETECTIVE MILLER (CONT’D)
When’d you last speak to him?

STEVE
He left a message on Monday night 
saying he was in trouble. Thought 
he was being followed.

DETECTIVE MILLER
By who?

STEVE
Don’t know.

The Detective senses his hesitation.

DETECTIVE MILLER
Look, I know he had some scrapes. 
Seen him in here on overnighters 
before. But he ain’t a bad kid, 
always stopped to speak ‘bout the 
old days. What was he mixed up in?

STEVE
Had a heavy drug habit, which is 
why we hadn’t hung out last few 
years.

DETECTIVE MILLER
Dealing?

STEVE
Didn’t have the entrepreneurial 
skills. Had to bail him out a few 
times recently. Hundred bucks here 
and there to pay off a tab. He was 
scraping by.

DETECTIVE MILLER
Anywhere he’d be hiding out if 
someone’s after him?

STEVE
Better off asking his friends. But 
he never left a voicemail before, 
so I know this is different.

Steve SIGHS, puts his face in his hands.

DETECTIVE MILLER
Look, I’ll put it out, get some 
units to ask around. Here’s my card 
- Whatsapp me a recent photo.
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STEVE
Thanks. Do me a favour and tell 
them to mention that I’m home. In 
case word gets back to him.

They shake hands as he walks out. Detective Miller shouts 
after him.

DETECTIVE MILLER
And call me to grab that beer.

INT. MARK’S CAR - FRIDAY EVENING

Steve is driving in a busy part of town. 

BUSTLING BARS and their human overflow keep his speed down. 

He is looking for a specific place, reading signs as he goes. 
He pulls up outside a corner dive bar. 

INT. PETEY’S BAR - FRIDAY EVENING

PETEY’S is a traditional urban establishment. A lone, 
uninviting entrance at the street junction, and all the 
warmth of a cave in winter.

Steve enters and walks up to the end of the half-dead bar, 
where a shifty BARTENDER, 30’s, gives him a half-nod.

STEVE
You know if Mark Lewis still drinks 
here? Scruffy-haired ginger guy.

BARTENDER
Yeah, comes in all the time.

STEVE
When was he last in?

BARTENDER
Sunday night, causing all sorts of 
bother. As usual.

STEVE
Who with?

The bartender crinkles up his weathered face and straightens 
his hunched back.

BARTENDER
Why you asking? You a cop?
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STEVE
He’s my brother. He’s missing.

BARTENDER
Oh. Sorry dude.

STEVE
Are the people he was arguing with 
in here?

BARTENDER
Nah man, weren’t regulars. Coupla 
random Joes, didn’t know ‘em.

STEVE
Any of Mark’s buddies in tonight?

BARTENDER
He didn’t really have ‘buddies’ as 
such, was usually in alone.

The bartender holds an apologetic hand up as he goes to serve 
a couple who just walked in. 

While sorting their order he pours an extra scotch from the 
bottle and DROPS THE GLASS, neat, in front of Steve.

BARTENDER (CONT’D)
On me. Good luck finding him.

STEVE
Thanks.

He raises the glass in salute then sinks the golden nectar. 

A different server comes over. Steve orders a beer as he 
pulls up a stool and starts to monitor the patrons.

Before long a skin-headed individual, BLANCO, 30s, is talking 
to the first bartender. He glances over at Steve regularly.

Prior to walking off HE LOOKS OVER ONE LAST TIME, for longer. 
The bartender nervously gets back to work. 

Steve gives it a few seconds before going over. 

He pulls up a seat across from him, breaking the calm among 
his very capable looking friends.

Blanco leans forward slowly while GLARING RIGHT AT STEVE. 

His threatening manner is not lessened by the 4-INCH SCAR 
running down his left cheek.
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BLANCO
Yo, can I help you?

STEVE
I hope so, was looking for my 
brother. But the barman already 
told you that.

BLANCO
Yeah, he did. Nothing goes on 
around this place without me 
hearing ‘bout it.

STEVE
And you are?

BLANCO
(Threateningly)

Blanco. Remember it.

STEVE
What happened last weekend? Who was 
Mark arguing with?

BLANCO
Some guys from out of town I heard.

STEVE
Some guys?

BLANCO
Yeah! Some guys.

STEVE
You know who they were?

Blanco shakes his head with a smirk.

STEVE (CONT’D)
I thought you knew everything that 
went on around here?

The smirk disappears.

BLANCO
Careful homie. If it’s trouble you 
want, it’s trouble you’ll get.

Steve looks around slowly, finishes his beer and walks away 
from the table. 

The majority of the bar appear to be monitoring him as he 
walks towards the exit. 
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HE DOESN’T LEAVE.

He stops at the jukebox and reaches down behind it, YANKING 
THE CORD and sending the bar into a state of stunned silence.

CUSTOMER
Hey asshole, that was my song!

STEVE
Here’s ten bucks. Now piss off.

Steve doesn’t even look as he flicks the note towards him.

BLANCO
Everybody OUT!

A DOZEN PATRONS leave in a disorderly manner. Not one word 
uttered in disagreement.

As the last person flees past, Steve puts his arms out to the 
side.

STEVE
I just came to talk.

BLANCO
But we already talked pendejo. 
Talking’s over.

Steve starts wagging a finger towards the advancing foe.

STEVE
We did. We did. But I feel like 
you’re holding out on me. You know 
more than you say.

BLANCO
Oh, so you read minds now? What am 
I thinking at this precise moment?

The pair are now FACE TO FACE.

STEVE
I think you were here and saw what 
happened.

BLANCO
He wouldn’t dare be in here at the 
same time as me. You think anybody 
even notices that little fuckin’ 
snitch anyway?

STEVE
What’s that mean?
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THUG (O.S.)
It means he’s not welcome here!

BLANCO
What my colleague back there is 
trying to say is that your brother 
is a PRICK! Looks like that may run 
in the family.

STEVE
That so?

BLANCO
That is so. Rumor has it he stole 
money from the wrong people, before 
ratting them out to the 5-0. 

Steve turns to leave as the small gang LAUGH and GOAD HIM.

BLANCO (CONT’D)
That’s right pussy-boy, run away! 
Tell your brother we’ll be speaking 
to him reeeeeal soon.

Anger builds in Steve’s eyes.

He turns back and LAUNCHES A HEAD-BUTT right into the bridge 
of Blanco’s nose.

ALL HELL BREAKS LOOSE. 

He’s instantly swarmed by the gang and is soon on the ground 
getting the shit kicked out of him.

A dizzying array of KICKS AND PUNCHES rain down on his upper 
body as he covers up. A pool cue across the back of his neck 
breaks his resolve.

They stand him up as the bartender sees to Blanco’s bleeding. 

He swats him away and STORMS OVER towards Steve. 

He plants a hefty punch between his eyes before thundering 
another into his gut.

BLANCO (CONT’D)
Open the door with him!

Three of Blanco’s boys tilt him sideways and SMASH HIS SKULL 
into the door. 
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EXT. PETEY’S BAR

They burst through onto the street.

As they continue the beat-down on the sidewalk, a passing 
police car SCREECHES to a halt. The gang acts aloof but it’s 
way too late.

OFFICER
Okay boys, party’s over. Up against 
the bricks, all of you. Now!

They adhere to his command and put palms to the wall.

The out-of-shape older officer works his way down the line. 
He leers creepily over the LONE FEMALE.

OFFICER (CONT’D)
Now Blanco and the guys - and girl, 
sorry darlin’ - I’m familiar with, 
but you’re new. Don’t believe I 
know you, son?

Steve doesn’t respond. The officer takes out his night-stick 
and TAPS HIM ON THE SHOULDER.

OFFICER (CONT’D)
I’m talking to you boy. Turn 
around.

Steve does as he’s told. He doesn’t look up, forcing the 
officer to place the baton under his chin and angle his 
bloodied face. He squints.

OFFICER (CONT’D)
Hey, ain’t you Lonny Lewis’ kid?

STEVE
What of it?

OFFICER
Hell I knew you kid, used to watch 
games at your dad’s back in the 
day. Sorry about what happened to 
them.

Steve acknowledges his genuine sympathies with a nod.

OFFICER (CONT’D)
What are you doing hanging around 
with these deadbeats?

Blanco SPITS BLOOD on the sidewalk, near the officer.
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STEVE
Nothing. Just stopped in for a 
drink. Misunderstanding is all.

OFFICER
That right? Well, those are just 
scratches. Don’t come back here if 
you’re giving me work to do. Go on.

Steve slopes off clutching his ribs.

INT. MARK’S BATHROOM - NIGHT

In the steamed-up room, Steve turns off the shower and begins 
towelling his heavily bruised torso, grimacing.

Looking in the mirror he starts shaking a loose tooth, 
drawing blood from the gum. 

As he bends down to spit, an INDISTINGUISHABLE FACE is 
peering in the frosted glass window behind him. 

He stands upright again and turns the tap off before looking 
left. There’s no silhouette there now.

INT. MARK’S HALLWAY

Steve walks towards the lounge drying his hair, when:

SMASH!

A MAN IN A SKI-MASK attacks from behind. 

He THROWS A PLASTIC BAG over Steve’s head, suffocating him as 
he drags him to the ground. 

Oxygen soon disappears as plastic is sucked into his mouth.

Desperate, he manages to TEAR A SMALL HOLE using his fingers. 

STEVE
HHHUUUAAAGGH!

Through the plastic he sees a second man enter. He trots over 
and STAMPS on Steve’s face.

BLACK.
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EXT. BATTERY SPENCER, MARIN COUNTY - DAWN

Steve’s blurred vision gradually focuses as a blindfold is 
whipped off him. 

His hands are taped to the steering wheel of the Torino.

The breathtaking view from a cliff overlooking the Golden 
Gate Bridge is a blatant threat.

His attacker, still under hooded cover, is emotionless as 
Steve eyeballs him.

He hits speed dial then JAMS A CELLPHONE against Steve’s ear.

RANDOM VOICE (O.S.)
The brother of a missing man going 
missing would bring unwanted 
attention to us - so this is my 
offer to you.

The low-pitched, well spoken tone only serves to infuriate 
Steve. His face contorts.

RANDOM VOICE (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Go back to where you came from and 
nothing untoward will happen to 
your brother, you have our word. He 
is on the run but alive, as far as 
we know. 

(a beat)
But you stay and play vigilante, 
trouble will find you both. This is 
the only warning you will receive.

The thug jumps out of the car and LAUNCHES THE CELLPHONE into 
the waters below. Steve watches him in the rear view mirror 
as he strolls away and leaves in a waiting car.

STEVE
Now we’re getting somewhere.

He gnaws at the duct tape.

INT. MARK’S KITCHEN - LATE MORNING

Detective Miller is at the table with a coffee. Steve sits on 
the marble work-top.

DETECTIVE MILLER
How many were in here?
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STEVE
Two that I saw. The guy on the call 
made the whole thing sound like an 
organization, way he said ‘us’.

DETECTIVE MILLER
He have an accent or anything, to 
help narrow it down?

STEVE
I was groggy. Just sounded west 
coast, but well-to-do.

DETECTIVE MILLER
Fancy? 

Steve nods.

DETECTIVE MILLER (CONT’D)
Well, fancy or not his guys did a 
number on you, going by those cuts 
and bruises.

Steve touches his forehead.

STEVE
Those were from earlier.

The Detective looks puzzled.

STEVE (CONT’D)
I had a run in at an old haunt of 
mine and Mark’s. Went down to see 
when he’d last been in.

DETECTIVE MILLER
Jesus Steve, you wanna leave the 
cop work to us? Don’t go kicking 
hornet’s nests; come to me with 
anything you have, okay?

STEVE
Yeah. Sorry.

DETECTIVE MILLER
Same guys you think?

STEVE
Nah. The dickheads at the bar 
aren’t clever enough to find out 
where I live and get to me that 
quickly and professionally.
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DETECTIVE MILLER
But if it is an organization, a 
call could have that arranged?

Steve tilts his head in acknowledgement.

DETECTIVE MILLER (CONT’D)
I don’t think it’s a coincidence 
you get attacked twice in a matter 
of hours. Maybe you should get a 
hotel for a couple of days?

STEVE
I’m staying here in case Mark 
returns. The guy said they didn’t 
have him, which means he’s out 
there somewhere.

DETECTIVE MILLER
If you say so - but do me a favour 
and lay low. What about the guys at 
the bar, you get any names?

STEVE
Someone called ‘Blanco’ was the 
head dude.

DETECTIVE MILLER
What’s the name of the bar?

STEVE
Petey’s, it’s down on --

DETECTIVE MILLER
I know it. Listen, come down to the 
station tomorrow and I’ll give you 
what we got. Can do a full 
statement then too. Stay out of 
trouble in the meantime, would ya?

STEVE
I will, I promise. Gonna visit some 
of the old gang.

Miller finishes his drink and leaves, waving as he goes.

EXT. / INT. TINA’S HOUSE - DAY

KNOCK-KNOCK.

TINA
Holy shit, Steve?!
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STEVE
Hey little ‘un, how you been?

TINA
Great! Come on in.

They hug affectionately as she ushers him inside.

TINA is a short woman, mid-30s, with a light-brown complexion 
due to her Dominican heritage.

TINA (CONT’D)
Hope I didn’t get any on you?

Her faded dungarees are covered in colorful paint splatters.

She walks ahead through the bright, artistically decorated 
house until they reach an observatory out the back.

TINA (CONT’D)
Ignore the mess, just putting 
finishing touches to a commission.

STEVE
Still keepin’ going with it, huh?

TINA
Yeah. Did the 9-to-5 for a couple 
of years but hated it. I get enough 
to pay the bills and have a life I 
can enjoy now, y’know?

STEVE
I hear ya girl, life’s too short.

TINA
Exactly! What about you man, what 
you been up to since I seen you?

STEVE
You know me, just drinking n’ 
fuckin’!

She lets out a ROARING LAUGH that doesn’t suit her diminutive 
frame, setting him off too as he falls back into a sofa.

They seem almost like siblings; the shared sense of humour 
and old friendship apparent.

TINA
You wanna beer or anything?
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STEVE
No thanks. Just looking for Mark. 

(Pause)
I know you guys split, but thought 
he might have been in touch?

TINA
Nope. Not since he stood me up for 
lunch a few months back.

STEVE
I’m worried about him. Sounds like 
he screwed over the wrong people.

She sits down on an adjacent sofa, visibly concerned.

TINA
Fuck. Who’s after him?

STEVE
Don’t know. But they’re onto me now 
that I’m sniffing around.

TINA
You spoken to the cops?

STEVE
Yeah, spoke to Eric down at the 
station, he’s looking into it.

TINA
Hm! Watch yourself with him, he’s a 
fucking snake.

STEVE
Really?! How come?

TINA
Aaahhh, just stuff I’ve heard over 
the years. Everyone knows he’s on 
the take - no way he’s affording 
that house off his salary.

He considers her statement for a second or two. 

STEVE
Could Eric have given someone my 
address? Would he do that?

TINA
Dude, they know where you live?!
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STEVE
Someone broke in and jumped me 
couple of nights back.

TINA
Then yeah, I think he gave it to 
them. Who else knows you’re back 
and where you live?

STEVE
Shit.

TINA
Yeah.

She starts pacing the room slowly.

STEVE
Anywhere you think Mark could be?

TINA
Ask the old crew - might be 
crashing with one of them? Dickey's 
wife would never let him stay 
because she’s a stuck-up bitch... 
But the others would help him. Want 
me to ask around?

STEVE
I don’t want you involved. If I get 
anything I’ll let you know.

TINA
Y’know, you’ve been protecting him 
his whole life. How many fights you 
have in high school ‘cos of him?

STEVE
What big brothers are for I guess.

He gives her a peck on the cheek as he heads out.

TINA
He’ll turn up Stevie. You make sure 
and take care of yourself too. 

(Shouting after him)
And don’t leave town again without 
saying goodbye. That ain’t cool!

INT. BAR - NIGHT

Despite her warning, Steve is sat at a bar with Miller. 
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Though he now listens to each comment with cynicism.

STEVE
And sorry I didn’t make it to the 
station. Spent the past few days 
reconnecting with old faces.

DETECTIVE MILLER
And asking them about your brother, 
I presume?

Steve laughs but doesn’t disagree.

DETECTIVE MILLER (CONT’D)
Any of them know anything?

STEVE
Nah, most ain’t seen him in a 
while.

DETECTIVE MILLER
What about that crazy lil’ ex of 
his - used to call her Pocket 
Rocket - you speak to her?

Steve carefully tries to keep Tina out of it.

STEVE
I told her he was missing. She was 
upset but hadn’t seen him since 
last year.

DETECTIVE MILLER
You believe her?

STEVE
She wouldn’t have lied, knowing how 
worried I was.

DETECTIVE MILLER
I guess so.

(Looks around)
Anyway, been a long day.

STEVE
You find anything out yourself?

DETECTIVE MILLER
Nope, sorry. Tried the usual places 
and put the word out. Whoever he’s 
hiding from must be legit. 

Miller finishes his drink, then changes his tone.
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DETECTIVE MILLER (CONT’D)
You should follow his lead.

STEVE
How d’you mean?

DETECTIVE MILLER
Look, you’ve been here a few days. 
He’s probably skipped town - who 
knows where he is.

STEVE
So I just leave him in danger?

DETECTIVE MILLER
Come on, don’t twist my words. 
We’re looking for him. Go home.

(pause)
I’ll let you know as soon as he 
turns up.

STEVE
Dead or alive?

Miller shakes his head, creaks off his bar stool and walks 
off.

DETECTIVE MILLER
Just watch yourself out there, you 
hear me?

What previously he’d seen as concern:

STEVE
(To himself quietly)

Thanks for the warning.

INT. BANK - MORNING

Steve waits in line clutching a few of Mark’s utility bills. 
He reaches a young, female BANK TELLER.

BANK TELLER
Good morning Sir, how may I help?

He passes her his driver’s license and the sheets of paper.

STEVE
My kid brother’s missing, so I was 
hoping these would let me see his 
bank activity the past week?
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BANK TELLER
I’m so sorry to hear that, but we 
can’t do that without written 
permission.

STEVE
Could you maybe have a look and 
tell me if any money’s been taken 
out?

She looks apologetic as she SHAKES HER HEAD. 

He leans in, whispering.

STEVE (CONT’D)
Please, I need your help, dangerous 
people are after him. 

He points to the scars on his forehead.

STEVE (CONT’D)
I need to find him before they do.

BANK TELLER
Sir, I --

STEVE
Please?

She hesitantly takes the statement and enters the details. 

She looks around and angles her screen subtly toward him, 
before saying just loud enough:

BANK TELLER
Certainly Sir, I can fetch those. 
I’ll be back in a moment.

He takes the opportunity to scan the latest activity.

Two days ago: A ticket transaction down at the ferries.

As she hands him some obscure literature he nods at her 
appreciatively. She returns a sympathetic smile.

EXT. SAN FRANCISCO PIER - DAY

Steve strolls the Embarcadero on his phone with a brisk pace.

TINA (O.S.)
I’ve absolutely no idea where he 
would have been going.
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STEVE
Do you recall him ever using the 
ferries?

TINA (O.S.)
Mark? He was terrified of being on 
water, no fuckin’ way.

Steve glances back at a LONG-HAIRED GENTLEMAN in a suit as he 
rounds the corner.

STEVE
That’s what I thought. So someone 
else used his card.

TINA (O.S.)
Do they have him too, in that case?

STEVE
I don’t think so, none of this 
makes sense. Call you later.

He approaches the PLACID-LOOKING KID at the Alcatraz booth. 

Steve looks over his shoulder, notices the man still behind.

KID AT DESK
Ticket for one?

STEVE
Sure. Hey, were you working here 
last week?

KID AT DESK
Yeah man, here every day. For my 
sins.

STEVE
My brother’s card was used to buy a 
ticket, but I don’t think he bought 
it. You remember serving this guy?

He shows him a missing poster Miller had given him.

KID AT DESK
Nah man, I don’t think so.

STEVE
You certain?

KID AT DESK
Shit man, he looks like me as a 
boomer. If I saw him I’d start 
looking around for that DeLorean!
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The kid LAUGHS. He has a point.

STEVE
Any security cameras here?

KID AT DESK
Not looking at us, man.

Steve looks around but again the kid’s right. 

He buys a return ticket and takes a seat on a nearby bench.

The tail is sat a few rows behind, just out of eye-line.

INT. ALCATRAZ CELL BLOCK - LATER

As Steve walks by the open cells he tries not to arouse 
suspicion, aware the guy is still on him. 

They follow a guided tour outside. 

EXT. ALCATRAZ PATH

The man remains in his slipstream as he walks along. 

Beat.

As they reach an isolated, crumbling section of the outer 
paths, Steve rounds a corner and lays in wait.

CRUNCH!

With one punch HE KNOCKS HIM OUT. 

Steve lifts him over a rope barrier into a disused area, out 
of sight of the tourists. 

Rifling through his pockets he finds the one thing he didn’t 
want to see:

DET. JAMES MCALLISTER. BADGE NUMBER 1506.

STEVE
Shit.

SLAP.

McAllister wakes up.

MCALLISTER
What the fuck?
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STEVE
Where’s my brother?

MCALLISTER
What are you talking about? Do you 
know who I am?

STEVE
A dirty cop.

He’s flustered. Tries to fight his way up but Steve sticks a 
KNEE INTO HIS CHEST and forces him back down.

STEVE (CONT’D)
You don’t talk to me and I’m 
throwing you off those fucking 
rocks.

Steve HITS HIM AGAIN, splitting his eyebrow open.

OFF-DUTY COP
I don’t know nothin’!

STEVE
Start talking or they never find 
your body. You got a wife? Kids?

He gets to him.

OFF-DUTY COP
What? What do you want?

STEVE
Who bought that ticket?

OFF-DUTY COP
Ticket?

STEVE
The ticket here a few days ago, on 
my brothers card.

OFF-DUTY COP
I don’t know about that... I swear!

STEVE
So what was this, a hit?

OFF-DUTY COP
What the hell you talking about 
man? I was told to follow you and 
find out who you were meeting.
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STEVE
Miller tell you to follow me?

McAllister’s head drops. 

STEVE (CONT’D)
Son of a bitch.

OFF-DUTY COP
Don’t tell him you got that from 
me. I had to.

STEVE
I don’t want him to find out 
either, but you’re done here.

Steve yanks off the amateur’s necktie, shoves it in his 
mouth. He uses his shoelaces to tie his wrists together.

EXT. DETECTIVE MILLER’S HOUSE - EVENING

Steve sits a little down the street from an over-indulgent 
entrance, in an inconspicuous hire car, waiting.

An expensive motor ROARS PAST and pulls into the retreating 
bronze gates. 

As he’s about to exit on foot, another set of lights appear 
and follow the first vehicle in.

Beat.

Steve scales a garden wall and sneaks up to a lit window. 
Miller and his guest are sat by an open fire engaged in a 
LOUD DEBATE over glasses of whiskey.

The second man is not visible from Steve’s viewpoint outside.

DETECTIVE MILLER
No! It’s not necessary.

DR. WHITE (O.S.)
You promised me you would handle 
it.

Steve’s eyes light up. The voice from the cliff-top.

DETECTIVE MILLER
I will. He doesn’t know anything. 
Be gone in a day or two.
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INT. DETECTIVE MILLER’S LOUNGE

DR. WHITE is in his 60s. His hair light gray, his face 
heavily contoured. A permanent smugness about him. An 
arrogance. 

DR. WHITE
You can’t be sure of that. What did 
your man have to say?

DETECTIVE MILLER
Haven’t debriefed him yet, but the 
guy was doing tourist stuff so he’s 
lost interest already.

DR. WHITE
I think he was onto him.

DETECTIVE MILLER
What makes you say that?

The Doctor peers over his wire frame glasses.

DR. WHITE
Eric, why would a man who grew up 
here - who has lived within 
spitting distance of that prison 
his whole life - return to find his 
missing brother and go on a tour? 

DETECTIVE MILLER
I dunno. His happy place? Take his 
mind of it? Who gives a shit!

They fall silent and drink to lower the tension.

EXT. DETECTIVE MILLER’S HOUSE

Steve tries to find a better angle to put a face to the 
mystery man. He finds a window with a clear line of sight.

DETECTIVE MILLER
Look, I’ll deal with it okay? I’ll 
take care of Stevie while the 
others find the brother.

DR. WHITE
You have 48 hours. Or someone else 
will ‘deal’ with it.

Miller nods in acceptance. Steve glares from the darkness.
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His creeping has awoken THE MUTT next door. It starts panting 
and peering through the fence behind. 

WOOF! WOOF!

Steve disappears into the shadows as Miller glances out.

INT. HIRE CAR - NIGHT

Steve is struggling to keep his eyes open, when Dr. White’s 
car suddenly exits. 

He slumps down in the seat as White’s lights flash by him.

Once White turns off behind, STEVE DOES A 180 and rolls down 
to the junction. He turns his lights on.

EXT. HIRE CAR

Steve tails the doctor along several streets. 

White turns into a quieter neighborhood. As Steve follows him 
in a Humvee reverses dangerously into his path.

BEEEEP!

A large gentleman jumps out after Steve’s honk. The IRATE 
DRIVER spreads his arms in a ‘come on then’ motion.

INT. HIRE CAR

Steve goes for the door handle. He stops himself.

The Doctor turns again up ahead, going out of sight. Steve 
waves a half-assed apology.

DRIVER (O.S.)
Fuckin’ pussy!

As the Hummer slowly moves out of the way, Steve overtakes 
and nails it down towards the next junction. 

Crawling along a lengthy cul-de-sac with multiple cross-
sections, Steve searches for the car in every driveway, 
looping around and coming all the way back. 

The only sign of life on the street is a NOSEY, PORTLY 
GRANDMOTHER. She picks up her chihuahua’s stool near the 
junction as she eyeballs him.
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Steve gets SNARLED AT as he looks over. The dog doesn’t 
notice him, however. 

He drives off, defeated.

EXT. MARK’S HOUSE - LATER

Steve hops up the back stoop. He’s startled by the glow of a 
cigarette to his left.

STEVE
What the... who’s there?!

TERRY
Keep your voice down.

TERRY, the bald voyeur from across the street, does nothing 
to improve on his strange intro a few days previous. 

He steps forward. His gaunt, hollow face is accentuated by 
embers as he inhales again.

STEVE
(Rhetorically)

You’re the one who was watching us 
the other day?

TERRY
I guess I am. Terry. 

He puts out a hand which Steve ignores.

TERRY (CONT’D)
I’ve actually been watching you the 
whole time you’ve been here, son. 
Let’s go inside.

STEVE
And why would I trust you?

TERRY
Because I’m the only person who 
hasn’t assaulted you since you 
arrived.

Steve accepts the perfect rebuttal. He shepherds Terry in.

INT. MARK’S KITCHEN

Steve quickly locks the door and peeks outside. 
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STEVE
So what you think you know?

TERRY
Let me start with what you don’t 
know - what you’re up against.

He’s careful not to turn his back on the mysterious stranger. 
Terry LIMPS OVER to a seat at the table.

STEVE
I’ve a pretty good idea.

TERRY
My friend, how you’re not six feet 
under baffles me. They are not 
usually so lenient.

STEVE
You know about this group? How did 
you find out?

TERRY
The hard way - that’s how I got 
this walk. Took my kneecap for a 
lot less bother than you’ve caused.

STEVE
Oh yeah? What did you do?

TERRY
I was a driver for them a long time 
ago - young, reckless. One day I 
got drunk during a delivery and 
messed it up, so they stopped me 
driving in their own way.

STEVE
They shot you because you got 
drunk?

TERRY
No, they shot me because I cost 
them ten grand. And that was in the 
80’s.

STEVE
Wow.

TERRY
So you can understand my surprise 
that they haven’t dumped you in an 
alley yet.
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STEVE
Said my going missing as well would 
bring heat on ‘em.

TERRY
Makes sense. But then they don’t 
know that it’s just you and your 
brother, do they?

STEVE
How do you know that?

TERRY
Because I may be Mark’s only real 
friend on this earth. I tried to 
warn him too, but... well you know 
what he was like.

Steve opens the fridge and passes him a beer.

STEVE
Why do you think he’s on the run?

TERRY
He’d been close to the line before 
and taken a few beatdowns for 
skimming a little off packages. 
This time was different.

STEVE
How?

TERRY
They tossed his place before you 
arrived and then put everything 
back. So whatever he took was 
important.

He joins Terry at the table, intrigued.

STEVE
Did they find what they were 
looking for?

TERRY
Didn’t look like it. One of their 
head guys left empty-handed and 
cussing.

STEVE
That explains why they’re still 
looking for him then. Whatever he 
has is keeping him alive.
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The neighbour raises the bottle, takes a drink.

TERRY
I’m serious though, watch your 
back. If I can see what you’re up 
to, so can they. 

(pause)
That useless cretin they had on you 
at the rock won’t be used again - 
next time it’ll be a bullet.

STEVE
(Incredulous)

You followed me too?!

TERRY
Just to the pier. They know who I 
am so I have to use caution. Saw 
you come back over, but not him.

The gravity of the situation is starting to hit.

STEVE
Tell me everything you know about 
them.

EXT. POLICE STATION - MORNING

Detective Miller is hanging around outside the station, 
joshing with a couple of officers.

He gets a call and hurries to his car.

INT. HIRE CAR

Steve is parked down the street from the station. He begins 
to follow his old friend.

Miller FLIES THROUGH TRAFFIC, making it difficult for Steve 
not to be spotted as he too weaves in and out. 

Beat.

He looks nervous as Miller pulls into a busy industrial 
complex.

EXT. DETECTIVE MILLER’S CAR

Det. Miller parks outside a two-story office block. It’s 
identical to all those surrounding it.
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DETECTIVE MILLER (ON PHONE)
I’m outside.

Miller opens the trunk. He removes a large orange beer 
cooler, the type seen at backyard barbecues.

EXT. OFFICE BLOCK CAR PARK

Steve watches on from a block back, crouched behind a car. 
Dr. White unlocks the front door to let Miller in.

Covered head to toe in surgical garments, he looks around 
before locking the door again.

Steve makes his way to the building swiftly. He catches sight 
of the duo as they walk through the corridor.

They enter a large room near the back of the building.

Through a small gap in the blinds he sees Dr. White remove a 
few blood-filled plastic packages. He surveys each under the 
lights; looks satisfied.

Steve struggles to hear what’s being said.

White hands Miller a holdall. He opens it and pulls out a 
bundle of cash then drops it back in.

Miller walks out in Steve’s direction, forcing him to hide 
under the window.

STEVE
(To himself)

The fuck is going on?

INT. HIRE CAR

He is in pursuit again, curious to see where Miller goes with 
the money.

They head onto the bridge. It’s easier for Steve to blend in 
with traffic. He follows cautiously, tucked in behind others.

EXT. SAN FRANCISCO COASTAL ROAD

Miller’s car is visible way up ahead. Steve, a couple of 
hundred yards back as they cruise along.

Beat.
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EXT. POINT BONITA LIGHTHOUSE

Miller pulls into a near-empty gravel parking area. 

There are two men standing by their vehicles.

INT. HIRE CAR

Steve cuts off a distance before and heads up a side road. He 
pulls in once out of sight. 

EXT. HIRE CAR

SPRINTING UP A ROCKY EMBANKMENT he sees Miller and the other 
men deep in conversation way down below. 

Miller hands a STOCKY MAN in a duster the holdall of cash. 

Miller’s associate, A THIN AFRICAN AMERICAN, 30s, 
remonstrates with him during the hand-over.

The stocky man points an accusing finger at the two of them 
as he walks away. 

Suddenly he stops and turns, dropping his bag and - 

PULLING OUT A GUN.

He’s too slow. Miller has drawn first and shot him. 

Steve ducks out of sight.

STEVE
Holy shit!

He raises his eyes back over the rock. Miller and friend are 
carrying the body towards the deceased’s car.

Steve pulls his smartphone out, takes photos quickly.

They unceremoniously dump the man into the trunk. Steve 
immediately messages the images to Tina:

‘ERIC JUST SHOT GUY. RECOGNIZE OTHERS?’

With poor coverage, he lifts his phone to the skies to 
improve signal.

A LARGE SHADOW blankets him.

Steve looks up as a baseball bat HITS HIM IN THE FACE.
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INT. WAREHOUSE - AFTERNOON

Steve comes to as water is tossed all over him. 

He is HANGING TOPLESS FROM A CHAIN by bound wrists, in a 
large cold warehouse. 

His legs are submerged in a barrel full of water. His eyebrow 
heavily swollen and bleeding.

Surrounding him are several familiar faces. Among them his 
terrified neighbor Terry. 

He’s on his knees, A GOON clutching his collar.

DR. WHITE
Been a busy little bee the past few 
days, haven’t you? Chose not to 
heed my warning I see.

Steve’s eyes portray pure rage.

DR. WHITE (CONT’D)
I don’t have time for more games. 
Who did you send those photos to?

STEVE
Fuck you.

DR. WHITE
Charming. We’ll get your passcode.

He flicks a hand. The henchman grabs Terry.

STEVE
Wait, what are you doing?! 

Terry is forced to LIMP OUTSIDE AT GUNPOINT.

STEVE (CONT’D)
He has nothing to do with this!

A SINGLE GUNSHOT RINGS OUT.

STEVE (CONT’D)
I’M GONNA FUCKING KILL YOU!

DR. WHITE
Really?

(Laughing)
You talk tough - let’s see how 
tough you are after Mr Ferguson 
here is done with you.
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Steve looks down at MR FERGUSON. The nerdy amateur torturer 
in his 20’s is casually laying out sharp instruments. A calm 
sociopathic vibe about him.

DR. WHITE (CONT’D)
And as much as I’d love to watch, I 
have a pressing dinner engagement. 

(Checking his watch)
Call me when it’s done.

Mr Ferguson nods as he exits, Miller and henchmen in tow.

STEVE
(Pleading)

Eric, you’re not gonna do anything?

DETECTIVE MILLER
I warned you Pitbull. It’s on you.

Steve’s head drops. The large SKINHEADED GUARD at the door 
locks it behind them.

MR FERGUSON
Just us now. I thought we’d start 
with some mild electrocution, sound 
good?

Classical music audible as he puts in just one earphone. 
Steve braces himself.

MR FERGUSON (CONT’D)
Who has those photos?

No answer forthcoming. He turns on the contraption and places 
2 metal rods into Steve’s gut.

STEVE
AAAAAAHHHHH!

INT. WAREHOUSE - LATER

Steve is barely conscious. He hangs like a wet cloth.

His torso is badly marked and cut in several places.

GUARD
I gotta take a leak.

The door closes behind him. Mr Ferguson turns to choose a 
fresh tool. 

STEVE OPENS HIS EYES FULLY.
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Lifting his legs slowly out of the barrel HE TWISTS HIS BODY 
90 DEGREES towards Ferguson, droplets drowned out by Bach.

His unsuspecting foe is hunched over the selection box, mere 
inches from a metal support beam.

Steve pulls both feet inwards and DRIVES THEM FIRMLY INTO 
FERGUSON’S BACK, sending him head first into steel.

He bounces back, dizzy. Steve expertly drags him into the 
water using his feet.

DOWN HE GOES. 

The liquid filling his lungs shock him back into cohesion. 

He desperately tries to lift himself out.

Steve is in control. He puts his entire body weight on top of 
the drowning man. Ferguson FURIOUSLY STRUGGLES up to his last 
breath. He goes limp.

Steve places his feet on the barrel’s edge and STANDS 
UPRIGHT. He manages to free himself from the shackles above.

He looks around and spies his best chance of escape in a 
metal box on the wall.

He pulls the lever.

EXT. WAREHOUSE

The guard is zipping up as all the lights go out.

GUARD
Shit!

He springs into action. Pulling his gun and activating the 
spotlight on his cellphone he re-enters.

INT. WAREHOUSE

The small door CREAKS OPEN. 

A bright beam moves left and right. He tip-toes his way 
through the building. 

Eerie shadows are cast as he drifts in and out between 
shelves and machinery.

He gets to the torture area and recognizes his colleague’s 
distinctive red sneakers sticking out of the barrel. 
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After a nervous 360 scan, he places his phone in his mouth to 
pull Ferguson’s lifeless body out, when:

SMASH!

The guard collapses to the ground next to his cellphone, 
which illuminates a bloody length of 2-by-4 that appears.

SHORTLY AFTER

The recovering guard looks up at a smiling Steve. He’s 
wearing the man’s ill-fitting shirt and jacket.

STEVE
Hi there! You’ve probably only got 
one question - how did we fuck this 
up so bad?

GUARD
Look man --

STEVE
I know, I know. You were just doing 
your job. Don’t worry, I’m not 
interested in you. Your boss 
however, I would like to meet 
again. Where is he?

A face of steely resolve greets him. 

Steve quickly breaks it. 

With the guard’s hand tied firmly under a metal sheet 
presser, the tiniest turn of a wheel leaves him SCREAMING IN 
AGONY.

STEVE (CONT’D)
Where is he?!

EXT. WAREHOUSE - EVENING

The small door bursts open. Steve walks out, wiping blood off 
his hands. He lights the now-scarlet rag and sparks a 
cigarette with the flame. 

Turning his collar up, he jumps into the guard’s car.

INT. GUARD’S CAR

Steve starts her up and rounds the corner at speed; then 
slams on the brakes as he spots his hire car, tucked away. 
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He leaves the guard’s car running as he exits. After a few 
steps, he swivels and walks back - taking a long drag of the 
smoke with a mischievous glint in his eye.

EXT. WAREHOUSE

He switches back to his hire car and drives off. The 
warehouse is left fully lit in his wake. 

As is the guard’s car.

EXT. RESTAURANT - LATER

Steve parks on a vibrant street. He throws a dark beanie on 
his head and crosses the road casually. 

Pretending to wait for someone, he slowly walks back and fore 
on the sidewalk. Glancing through the windows at full tables 
inside, he eventually clocks his target.

INT. RESTAURANT

Dr. White is holding court at dinner. Those around GASP IN 
DISBELIEF at his work-related tale:

DR. WHITE
... so I said, “No but you’d better 
get checked out anyway.”

GROUP
Ha-ha-ha!

He is hit playfully on the arm by a YOUNGER WOMAN to his 
right.

DR. WHITE
Excuse me everyone, just need to 
make a quick call.

EXT. RESTAURANT

Steve hides in the doorway of the next building when the 
pocket vibrates. He pulls Mr Ferguson’s phone out and looks 
at the screen:

‘Boss’

He puts the phone away and peers around the corner, where Dr. 
White is pacing furiously.
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MR FERGUSON (VOICEMAIL)
I’m not available just now but 
leave your details and I’ll call 
you back soon. Thanks.

DR. WHITE
What’s taking so long? You should 
have finished by now. 

(Impatiently)
Call me as soon as you get this, we 
need that person’s name damnit.

He hangs up and struts back in.

INT. HIRE CAR

Steve sits in darkness watching Dr. White and HELENA, his 
tall blonde wife, say their farewells. They jump into A PLUSH 
SILVER BENTLEY.

With their car identified Steve departs. He already knows the 
destination.

EXT. CUL DE SAC

Blinding headlights turn into the same neighborhood Steve had 
circled the previous evening. 

The Bentley glides into a tree-covered driveway. The gates 
automatically shut in its wake.

Up the street a little sits an impatient Steve.

INT. DR. WHITE’S KITCHEN

Dr. White is pouring two glasses of red. There is a KNOCK at 
the door.

He shouts through the house:

DR. WHITE
It’s alright, i’ll get that!

A frown develops as he unlocks it, muttering to himself.

DR. WHITE (CONT’D)
Where the Hell have you been?

Steve BARGES IN, knocking him into the kitchen units. He 
lunges forward, sticking a screwdriver threateningly to 
White’s throat. He draws blood. 
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Steve pulls him backwards and KICKS THE DOOR SHUT. 

HELENA enters upon hearing the commotion.

DR. WHITE (CONT’D)
Stay calm dear, this man won’t hurt 
us.

STEVE
Oh no?

He pushes the screwdriver in a little deeper.

DR. WHITE
What are you doing son? Do you 
really think this is a good idea?

STEVE
Shut the fuck up. Madam, if you 
want your husband to stay alive, 
please bring that chair over.

She obeys and places it in the middle of the room. Steve sits 
him down and stands behind, implement still at his jugular.

STEVE (CONT’D)
Get another one for yourself and 
place it in front there, so I can 
see you both.

There is an incredibly tense pause before she does as 
requested. She is SHAKING LIKE A LEAF.

STEVE (CONT’D)
Ah ah. I never said to sit, did I? 
Go through these cupboards and pull 
out any rope or string you find.

She is on the verge of a meltdown.

STEVE (CONT’D)
Now now, no need for all that. I 
just need to secure your husband 
while I ask him some questions. 
It’s for his and your safety so no-
one tries anything.

HELENA
What questions? What about?!

Steve steps back and grabs the largest sharp knife from the 
block. He slowly places that by the doctor’s neck in place of 
the screwdriver. 

45.



STEVE
(Menacingly)

Ma’am, I won’t repeat myself.

She starts rummaging through cupboards and drawers 
frantically, but produces nothing of worth. 

Growing increasingly annoyed Steve snaps:

STEVE (CONT’D)
Where’s the fuckin’ rope?

DR. WHITE
In the garage, through that other 
door over there.

STEVE
Helena, dear, could you please come 
here and remove your husband’s 
belt?

She timidly approaches and unbuckles, handing it to him.

STEVE (CONT’D)
Now you may sit.

He pulls Dr White’s arms behind the seat and uses the belt to 
tie his hands firmly to it.

DR. WHITE
Have a good think about this son; 
It’s not too late to run.

STEVE
If I hear you move I’ll assume 
you’re trying to break free and I 
slit her throat, got it?

She becomes hysterical. Steve grabs her and PUSHES HER BY THE 
ARM towards the door.

EXT. WAREHOUSE - NIGHT

BRIAN ANDERSON, a middle-aged black detective, ducks under 
the police tape marshalled by a lone female officer. 

He is clean cut and well dressed, a brown leather jacket over 
his shirt and tie.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Evening Officer. 

(Flashing his badge)
How many victims?
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OFFICER
Two, Sir.

He puts rubber gloves on as he enters the building.

INT. DR. WHITE’S GARAGE

The space is very much like the kitchen was - neat, 
organized. Helena stands by the back wall, whimpering.

STEVE
So, as a trophy wife, are you aware 
of the crimes of the husband?

HELENA
I don’t know what you mean.

STEVE
Sure you don’t.

HELENA
(Standing up for herself)

And I’m not a trophy wife! We work 
together. We help people. Not like 
you.

STEVE
Riiight. And how do you help people 
exactly?

HELENA
I’m a nurse. He’s a doctor.

Finding some tangled lengths of rope, he throws a few at her 
feet which she begins to gather up.

STEVE
Never mind actually, drop those.

He snatches a handful of black plastic zip ties from a 
cardboard box.

INT. KITCHEN

Dr. White is now securely fastened by his wrists and ankles 
to the vintage dinner chair. Steve is tying Helena up 
directly across.

She looks TERRIFIED. She stares desperately into her 
husband’s eyes, who looks ready to kill.
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STEVE
So tell me Doc, why have you never 
chatted to your wife about extra-
curricular activities?

HELENA
What’s he talking about Lance?

DR. WHITE
Don’t listen to him darling, he’s a 
junkie with delusions of grandeur.

STEVE
Ha! That’s good, that’s a good one. 
No drugs required here I’m afraid. 

Steve TOWERS OVER HIM. He points the knife down.

STEVE (CONT’D)
You know, they always say that you 
see the faces of your victims 
forever. Funny that I’ve forgotten 
Mr Ferguson’s already, isn’t it?

DR. WHITE
You think you scare me boy?

STEVE
No. But I scare her. And that 
should really scare you.

As Steve saunters over and puts a hand on her shoulder, she 
begins sobbing again.

DR. WHITE
It’s going to be OK darling.

STEVE
Haven’t you lied to her enough? Is 
more bullshit the way you want to 
spend your last moments on Earth?

Helena begins to CRY HYSTERICALLY. She is barely able to 
breathe through the GASPS and SQUEAKS.

STEVE (CONT’D)
Your husband isn’t the friendly 
helpful gent he acts, are you now?

(Pause)
Show her you love her by telling me 
everything about your organization. 
Save her a painful ordeal, spare no 
details.
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Dr. White postures upright in his chair, defiantly.

STEVE (CONT’D)
Very well.

Steve crouches down and quickly slices off half her pinky 
finger. 

BLOOD SPLATTER hits him and the floor in tandem.

HELENA
AAAAAAARRRRRRGGGGGHHHHHHHH!

DR. WHITE 
(Holding back tears)

I’m gonna kill you.

STEVE
Funny, that’s precisely what I said 
to you an hour ago. Spill, asshole.

Steve calmly walks towards him, throws the fingertip in his 
lap.

DR. WHITE
Fuck you.

STEVE
Wrong answer.

He punches him full force, sending man and chair HURTLING 
SIDEWAYS onto the tiled floor.

INT. WAREHOUSE

Det. Anderson is crouched down studying the scene. 

He pulls off his glasses as he stands to address the first 
officer who’d arrived.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Who called it in?

OFFICER
Member of the public, driving past 
on the road up there. Saw a guy 
getting dragged out then heard a 
gunshot. Wasn’t tough to locate 
with a flaming car outside.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Where’s the bullet wound?
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OFFICER
Not on these two.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
So who got shot? Was someone in the 
car?

The officer shakes his head, nonplussed.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON (CONT’D)
Any idea who they were, why someone 
tortured them?

OFFICER
I recognize the big guy, seen him 
somewhere before.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
An arrest? 

OFFICER
I can’t place him Sir, sorry.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Secure the area. Don’t let anyone 
else in here until forensics see 
what they can get.

INT. DR. WHITE’S KITCHEN

Steve VICIOUSLY RAINS PUNCHES DOWN as Helena pleads. 

HELENA
Stop it!

He asks one question repeatedly between hits:

STEVE
Where’s my brother?!

With no reply, Steve mumbles ‘very well’. He heads for the 
garage again. Seconds later he marches back out.

STEVE (CONT’D)
I’m very sorry Mrs White, they’ve 
driven me to it.

He jams a rusting set of pliers in her mouth and aggressively 
twists as she SCREAMS IN AGONY.
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DR. WHITE
No, stop. STOP! I’ll tell you what 
you want to know. Just leave her 
alone... please!

Steve turns around with a tooth clamped. Helena passes out, 
blood seeping from her mouth onto her blouse.

STEVE
Where’s Mark?

DR. WHITE
I told you, I don’t know.

Steve pulls Helena’s head gently back. He grabs the knife 
again, gripping it tightly.

STEVE
Then say your good-byes.

DR. WHITE
I’ll tell you all I know. I can’t 
help you find your brother but 
others might know how.

STEVE
How could others know and you 
don’t, as the guy who runs it all?

DR. WHITE
Oh son. It goes a lot higher than 
me. You have no idea what you’re up 
against.

EXT. WAREHOUSE

Anderson is walking along the outside of the building,  
directing his torch at the ground. 

He sees the glint he was looking for. A BULLET CASING. 

Using a pen, he lifts the shell into a small clear bag.

As he glares at it a car thunders towards the tape and comes 
to a DRAMATIC, DUSTY STOP on the single track gravel road.

Detective Miller leaps out and speed-walks towards him.

Anderson rolls his eyes, clearly unhappy.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Eric. Why are you here? I landed 
this one.
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DETECTIVE MILLER
Ahhh, I was just passing and heard 
there was a homicide so thought I’d 
see if I could help?

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Passing? From where?

DETECTIVE MILLER
Come on now Brian. A gentleman 
never tells, you know that.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Since when have you kept it quiet?

Anderson realizes the female officer at the barrier is trying 
to act as if she’s not listening. He spares her blushes.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON (CONT’D)
Come on in then.

INT. DR. WHITE’S KITCHEN

Steve sports a look of complete disbelief.

STEVE
Organs?

White nods.

STEVE (CONT’D)
They deal in drugs. And organs?

DR. WHITE
The drugs are business, the organs 
are more... personal.

STEVE
That’s what Eric gave you in the 
cooler?

White is surprised he knows of the transaction.

STEVE (CONT’D)
Why?

DR. WHITE
It began years back. ObamaCare was 
the catalyst. Everyone was treated 
equally; the rich no longer a 
priority. 

(MORE)
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Then Senator McCarthy’s wife died 
as she waited behind some Mexican 
bum on the list. That’s when the 
shit hit the fan.

STEVE
I never read about that.

DR. WHITE
Nor would you have. The Senator 
knew public outcry would end up 
against him, keyboard warriors and 
their race and class wars and... 

White composes himself.

DR. WHITE (CONT’D)
So they tried to change the rules 
in dark corners and private rooms.

STEVE
And?

DR. WHITE
They failed. So, he got creative. 
He befriended a powerful criminal 
by granting early release. The man 
returned the favour.

STEVE
You’re telling me there’s a Senator 
dealing in human body parts; you 
must think I’m pretty fuckin’ dumb?

DR. WHITE
No! He has nothing to do with it 
now, he just set it up so the 
market is there. His wife died, he 
had nothing to gain. 

Beat.

DR. WHITE (CONT’D)
Certain circles, however, now know 
that rather than leaving a loved 
one to rot behind immigrants, you 
can pay top dollar and get body 
parts on request, transplanted by 
professionals.

STEVE
Like you?

DR. WHITE (CONT'D)
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DR. WHITE
Like me.

INT. WAREHOUSE

Miller stumbles through the scene in shock.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
What are you thinking?

DETECTIVE MILLER
I don’t... I don’t know.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
You don’t know? I don’t expect you 
to know. What’s your opinion?

DETECTIVE MILLER
Well, it looks like these two had 
the tables turned on them.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
What makes you say that?

DETECTIVE MILLER
All these implements - that’s a 
staging area... I think. So there’s 
no way this big guy gets dragged 
over there, if he’s the victim. 
Gotta be a bodyguard of some kind.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
A topless bodyguard?

Anderson looks at him suspiciously.

DETECTIVE MILLER
Maybe had blood on their own 
clothes, I dunno.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Something doesn’t add up. They 
couldn’t have shot a guy point 
blank who then returns to kill 
them.

(Pause)
So someone else was shot meaning at 
least two people other than these 
poor bastards were here.

THE FORENSICS TEAM enter.
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DETECTIVE MILLER
Maybe. Look, it’s late and this 
ain’t getting solved tonight. If 
you need anything call me.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Yeah, right.

Miller tries to act natural as he leaves. 

INT. DETECTIVE MILLER’S CAR

His pace quickens as he hurries back into his car. He gets 
his cellphone and immediately places a call. It rings out. 

He’s TWITCHY as he tries again.

DETECTIVE MILLER
Fuck!

INT. DR. WHITE’S KITCHEN

RING-RING. RING-RING.

Steve looks at ‘Eric’ flashing up on White’s cell.

STEVE
Our mutual friend is persistent. 
Looks like we need to speed this 
up. Not sure I can listen to much 
more as it is.

DR. WHITE
I’m telling you the truth. 

STEVE
OK, where would you immediately get 
healthy organs? Enlighten me.

DR. WHITE
The homeless. Illegals. People no-
one cares about. We didn’t ask 
where they came from.

STEVE
What you’re talking about is 
systemic mass murder. Is that what 
you’re telling me?

DR. WHITE
The building you saw us in today, 
that’s one place we do transplants.
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STEVE
This is insane!

(Pause)
What about the drugs?

Dr. White doesn’t answer immediately, seeming scared. Steve 
approaches his unconscious wife again. 

STEVE (CONT’D)
Are you running drugs too?

DR. WHITE
No! Some wetback called Blanco runs 
that. I’m just one of many places 
they use for storage.

STEVE
Where?

DR. WHITE
There’s a fridge in there. Hidden 
under plastic sheeting.

INT. DR. WHITE’S GARAGE

Steve quickly locates it, tucked behind boxes and golf clubs. 

He BREAKS OPEN the padlock on the handle using a fire 
extinguisher.

INT. FRIDGE

As Steve rips open the door the bright light hits his swiftly 
dropping face.

EXT. WAREHOUSE

Anderson walks out. He’s surprised to see Miller’s car still 
sat there, minutes after he’d left. 

Miller spots him. He nonchalantly waves before starting the 
car and driving off, leaving Anderson dubious once more.

He ducks under the cordon.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Don’t let anyone else in there, 
nobody - understand? 

The female officer nods.
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DETECTIVE ANDERSON (CONT’D)
I’ll be back soon.

EXT. DR. WHITE’S HOUSE - MIDNIGHT

Miller strides towards the front door, GUN DRAWN. 

After clearing his corners outside he doubles back. 

The entrance is ever-so-slightly ajar. 

HE PUSHES IT OPEN SLOWLY.

EXT. DETECTIVE ANDERSON’S CAR

Anderson crawls to a stop. He spots Miller through the open 
gates, disappearing inside a house.

Anderson draws his weapon and jogs down the driveway.

INT. DR. WHITE’S KITCHEN

Miller has his hand over his mouth. 

He’s oblivious to Anderson creeping in as he crouches over 
his friend’s lifeless body.

Dr. White’s eyeballs practically pop from his head.

A black zip tie is TIGHTLY FASTENED AROUND HIS NECK. 

Helena, still unconscious, has been turned away from the 
scene in a small moment of empathy from Steve.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Who the hell’s he?

MILLER LEAPS UP, surprised by the question.

DETECTIVE MILLER
He’s, uh... he’s a surgeon at the 
hospital. Was.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
What is this man? Why you here?

DETECTIVE MILLER
That’s a long story.
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DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Well you’d better tell it, ‘cause 
right now you’re the only person 
linking this with two other 
murders.

DETECTIVE MILLER
Cool down would ya?

Anderson keeps his gun half drawn. 

Miller turns around. Gears are moving as he sweats.

DETECTIVE MILLER (CONT’D)
He’s an old friend of my dad’s; 
called me last week saying some guy 
threatened to torture him. 

(pause)
When I saw the warehouse I tried to 
call him. He didn’t answer so 
thought I’d better check in.

Helena begins to stir. They holster their weapons and see to 
her.

HELENA
Eric? Oh Eric, thank God.

DETECTIVE MILLER
It’s OK, I’m here.

She looks down and sees the stains. She starts to cry again.

HELENA
Where’s Lance? Where is he?!

DETECTIVE MILLER
He’s gone Helena. I’m sorry.

She is inconsolable. Anderson unties her and wraps a towel 
around her finger as she feels her bloodied jaw.

DETECTIVE MILLER (CONT’D)
Don’t look behind, you don’t need 
to see that.

They walk her outside.

EXT. DR. WHITE’S HOUSE

Anderson is careful to keep Miller in his eye-line.
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DETECTIVE MILLER
Helena, it’s important you tell us 
who was here?

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
How many of them?

HELENA
Just one. He knew my husband and 
wanted answers about... I don’t 
know what.

(sobbing)
He made allegations.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Allegations? Of what?

HELENA
I’m not sure, I passed out.

She starts to weep again. Miller puts his coat around her. 

DETECTIVE MILLER
That’s enough for now Brian, she 
needs a hospital.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
One last question Ma’am; had the 
guy been shot? Did he appear 
wounded?

HELENA
(Thinking back)

No, I don’t think so.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Alright. Eric will take care of 
you. I’ll call it in and get that 
fingertip on ice.

INT. DR. WHITE’S KITCHEN

Anderson locates the missing digit by the corpse. 

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Dispatch, this is Detective 
Anderson reporting a homicide down 
in Hillsborough. Address is 131 
Fairway Circle, just off El Camino.

Beat.
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DISPATCH (ON RADIO)
Confirmed. Is it a sole victim 
Detective?

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
It is but send two ambulances, the 
victim’s wife has been badly 
injured. And get forensics to 
attend too.

DISPATCH
Understood Detective, on their way.

He takes a step back as he tries to figure out the scene. 

A THIN TRAIL OF SMEARED BLOOD on the floor going away from 
the body has him confused. 

He follows it. 

At intervals there are red arrows pointing to the corner. 

He draws his gun again and nudges the door open.

INT. TRANSPLANT CENTRE CORRIDOR - MEANWHILE

Steve is inside the industrial complex, making his way via 
torchlight.

He enters the room Detective Miller and Dr. White were in 
earlier. He notices several gurneys and surgical instruments 
that seem to verify White’s story, and takes a few photos.

Steve continues stealthily through the building. He spots A 
DIM LIGHT under one of the doors.

As he opens it he finds a shocking scene. Laid out before him 
are - 

SEVERAL BODIES!

They lie in induced comas, in makeshift hospital beds.

He slowly observes them all, FIVE MEN in total. They are of 
varying ages. None look healthy.

THE HUMMING of the equipment keeping them alive creates an 
eerie atmosphere.
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INT. DR. WHITE’S GARAGE

The blood trail continues snaking its way along, into the 
corner of the garage. 

A tall, dusty, white fridge/freezer sits with a large bloody 
‘X’ marked on the door.

ANDERSON OPENS IT.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
What the?

The fridge contains DOZENS OF TIGHTLY-WRAPPED PARCELS.

He lifts out a white brick before throwing it back in, 
exasperated, as he grabs the radio:

DETECTIVE ANDERSON (CONT’D)
Dispatch, send extra officers and 
someone from vice down to the 
Hillsborough scene immediately.

DETECTIVE MILLER
(As he enters)

Hey, what you got?

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Coke, grass, pills. Start talking 
Eric, who the fuck was this guy?

DETECTIVE MILLER
Seriously, I... he was a friend of 
my father’s, friend of the family 
man. That’s all.

Detective Miller starts thumbing through the fridge. Anderson 
moves him away.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Don’t compromise the scene.

DETECTIVE MILLER
Sorry, it’s just. I mean he seemed 
like a strait-laced guy. This 
doesn’t make any sense.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
You’re right, it doesn’t. Did you 
get anything else from the wife?
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DETECTIVE MILLER
What, are you kidding? She’s a 
mess.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Well, this is personal so she may 
know more than she’s letting on?

DETECTIVE MILLER
How do you know it’s personal?

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Any criminals you know who’d leave 
all this lying here and guide us to 
it?

Miller stands staring blankly at the contents. 

Anderson walks off. He curses under his breath and starts 
texting someone.

EXT. DR. WHITE’S HOUSE - EARLY MORNING

Detective Anderson is still at the scene. He looks drained. 

NEIGHBOURS and NEWS REPORTERS gather behind police tape.

The scowling pensioner from a few nights before is being led 
towards Anderson by an officer.

OFFICER
Sir, this lady thinks she may have 
seen something suspicious.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON 
What’s your name Ma’am?

ETHEL
Ethel.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
What’d you see Ethel?

ETHEL
Well, I always keep an eye out when 
I walk the dog - because you never 
know who is prowling around your 
neighbourhood these days, do you?

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Mm-hmm.
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ETHEL
Anyway, I was walking Max - that’s 
my dog - down to the junction the 
other night. I can’t walk as far as 
I used to be able to, and it’s not 
just old age --

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
(Politely interrupting)

Did you see someone while you were 
out?

ETHEL
I did. Dr. White was returning home 
and waved as he went past. Thirty 
seconds later a small red car 
turned in and the man slowly drove 
around staring into the houses.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Someone followed him?

ETHEL
Well, I can’t be sure. And you 
know, I’m not the kind of person 
who sticks my nose into others’ 
business. But, I do know who 
everyone is around here and nobody 
has a car like that. This is a 
rather exclusive area.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Do you remember what the man looked 
like?

ETHEL
Yes. We locked eyes. He --

She goes WHITE AS A SHEET and clamps onto his arm.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Are you okay? 

ETHEL
That’s... there!

She points to the end of the street. 

Detective Anderson steps onto the road. Through the crowd he 
sees A SMALL RED CAR sat at the junction.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Are you sure?!
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She can’t speak. THE LOOK ON HER FACE tells him everything he 
needs to know.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON (CONT’D)
Officers - WITH ME, NOW! Call for 
backup, suspect is in a red 
hatchback.

Anderson sprints to his car. 

Two uniforms run to their cruiser.

INT. HIRE CAR - CONTINUOUS

Steve hits the gas and flies down the road.

STEVE
Shit.

He ignores the red lights as he forces a car wide.

INT. DETECTIVE ANDERSON’S CAR

He sees the commotion at the lights as he approaches. Due to 
HIS WAILING SIREN bystanders are already frantically pointing 
him down the highway to the right.

Anderson WEAVES DANGEROUSLY in and out of heavy traffic, 
catching glimpses of Steve’s car in the distance. 

Steve signals and takes up position in the left lane, but 
Anderson needs to keep overtaking to catch up. He loses sight 
of him several times, before:

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Damnit! 

(On radio)
I lost him. He’s either kept going 
straight or cut down Peninsula 
Avenue. I’ll take Peninsula, you 
guys carry on straight.

EXT. PENINSULA AVENUE

Anderson has switched off the siren. He stealthily drives 
along, scanning left and right into each block. 

Nothing. He arrives at the dead end of a golf course that 
sits on the coast. He’s doing a 3-point turn when he spots 
it.
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He speeds towards the red car.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON (ON RADIO)
All units to Coyote Point!

Anderson stops thirty yards away. He ARMS HIMSELF, sheltering 
behind his open door.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON (CONT’D)
You in the car. Come out slowly 
with your hands up.

He circles out and works his way towards the driver’s side. 
Steve ignores the request.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON (CONT’D)
This is your final warning. I have 
you in my sights and there’s back-
up en route.

The GROWING SOUND OF MULTIPLE SIRENS fills the air. 

The driver’s door slowly opens.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON (CONT’D)
Let me see those hands!

Both appear, followed by the thin frame and lank hair of A 15-
year-old SKATER PUNK.

Anderson lowers his weapon. He waves the kid towards him. 

The boy jogs towards him.

SKATER PUNK
He gave me 20 bucks to give this to 
whoever came along.

He hands Anderson the buzzing phone that had been stolen from 
the warehouse guard.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Hello?

STEVE (O.S.)
I apologize for leaving in a hurry. 
I’ve unfinished business.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
What business?

Steve doesn’t answer. The kid directs Anderson up the coast 
towards the city.
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DETECTIVE ANDERSON (CONT’D)
The warehouse last night, that you?

STEVE (O.S.)
It was. But only because they took 
me there.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Who got shot?

STEVE (O.S.)
Someone who was dragged into it.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Did you shoot him?

STEVE (O.S.)
No.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Then who did?

STEVE (O.S.)
Ask Eric.

Anderson stops jogging. He looks to the skies.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
I fucking knew it. What’s his 
involvement?

STEVE (O.S.)
Right in the middle of it.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Come in with me. I can protect you. 
I know those two men weren’t 
innocent victims, or the Doc, so 
give up before things get worse.

STEVE (O.S.)
I don’t know you Detective. You may 
be an honest cop and you might 
believe you could protect me, but 
you have no idea who to trust. 

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
You think there’s more like Miller?

STEVE (O.S.)
For sure. He and someone else, who 
I’m certain was a cop, killed a guy 
out at Point Bonita.
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DETECTIVE ANDERSON
When? 

STEVE (O.S.)
Yesterday. Right after Eric gave 
human organs to that Doctor. 
They’re in some fucked up black 
market. Saw it with my own eyes.

Anderson stops in shock and leans against a wall.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
What the fuck’s going on here man?

STEVE (O.S.)
There’s an office complex off 
Columbus Avenue with an illegal 
ward in it. See for yourself, and 
quick; there’s victims still there.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
I don’t understand. You’re giving 
me drugs and body parts, but no 
answers.

STEVE (O.S.)
It’s where they performed illegal 
transplants. I’ll message you the 
details. Keep this on and I’ll pass 
on what I can.

A NOISY POLICE PRESENCE grows.

STEVE (O.S.) (CONT’D)
That cellphone belonged to the big 
guy from the warehouse. I left it 
unlocked so see what you can get 
from it. Gotta go.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Tell me one thing, what’s the link 
between the drugs and this other 
stuff you’re claiming?

Detective Anderson begins to walk back to his car.

STEVE (O.S.)
Speak to a guy called Blanco for 
the coke - you’ll find him at 
Petey’s Bar, downtown.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
And the body parts?
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STEVE (O.S.)
Scott McCarthy, former Senator. The 
Doc said it started with him. Be 
careful though, I don’t know how 
deep in he is.

CLICK.

EXT. DETECTIVE ANDERSON’S CAR

Miller is standing awaiting his return.

DETECTIVE MILLER
What happened, you lose him?

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Yeah. Get choppers out and get 
search teams. From the airport 
south to here and back across to El 
Camino. He’s on foot.

Anderson walks right by, refusing to look at him.

INT. OFFICE BLOCK - LATER

Anderson sits in the corner of the makeshift hospital ward.

He watches on in disbelief as DOCTORS AND NURSES check vital 
signs and charts. 

At the same time, SEVERAL SPECIALISTS are cutting handcuffs 
off the five victims of this brutal scene.

Anderson walks out of the room in a daze, looks up and down 
the hall. Chaos moving in slow motion. 

A variety of uniforms race back and fore.

He spots Miller at the far end, instructing officers. 
Anderson looks incensed, but knows he can’t do anything. 

Yet.

EXT. SAN FRANCISCO - LATE NIGHT

HEAVILY ARMED S.W.A.T TEAMS and SNIFFER DOGS scour a 
neighbourhood. They search behind cars and down alleyways. 

A call CRACKLES THROUGH.
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RADIO (O.S.)
Teams, stand down and return to 
headquarters. Search has been 
called off for the night.

S.W.A.T. MEMBER
He’s in the wind.

INT. FORMER SENATOR SCOTT MCCARTHY’S OFFICE - DAY

The retired Senator, SCOTT MCCARTHY, a suave-looking gent, 
50s, is sat at his desk sorting through e-mails. 

Though his politician days are behind him he still has the 
aura of a statesman. 

Right up until the moment his phone rings.

SENATOR SCOTT MCCARTHY
Eric, what the fuck are you doing 
calling me? 

(a beat)
What? Why’s he coming here?!

He stands and looks out his floor-to-ceiling window at the 
car park below.

SENATOR SCOTT MCCARTHY (CONT’D)
Is he black? Damnit, looks like he 
just got here... Well of course I’m 
not going to admit anything you 
asshole, he doesn’t have anything 
on me.

McCarthy sits back at his desk. He puts some papers into his 
drawer and straightens his tie.

SENATOR SCOTT MCCARTHY (CONT’D)
Eric... fucking stop talking! Just 
deal with your end, OK?

There’s a knock at the door. McCarthy’s youthful SECRETARY 
peeks into the room.

SECRETARY
Sir, a Detective Anderson is here 
to see you?

SENATOR SCOTT MCCARTHY
Show him in.

McCarthy walks over to SHAKE HANDS in the centre of the long 
office.
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DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Brian Anderson, San Francisco PD.

SENATOR SCOTT MCCARTHY
Please, sit. How may I help you 
today Detective?

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Well, that’s a tricky one. You may 
have heard a man was murdered two 
nights ago in Hillsborough.

SENATOR SCOTT MCCARTHY
Yes, terrible thing, he seemed like 
a good man.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
You knew him?

SENATOR SCOTT MCCARTHY
I wouldn’t say I knew him, but we’d 
crossed paths at various fund-
raisers over the years. Would you 
like something to drink?

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
No, thank you. So you had never 
visited his home?

McCarthy nervously sweeps his hand through his long brown 
fringe.

SENATOR SCOTT MCCARTHY
No, never. I’m sorry Detective, 
could you explain what the case has 
to do with me?

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Keep this to yourself, but Dr. 
White was linked by witnesses and 
forensics to a site where several 
organ thefts occurred.

SENATOR SCOTT MCCARTHY
My goodness, that’s horrible. 

He runs his fingers through his hair again. 

Anderson spots the Senator’s tick.

SENATOR SCOTT MCCARTHY (CONT’D)
Awful. But, that still doesn’t 
explain why you’ve come to see me?
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DETECTIVE ANDERSON
An informant claims you were 
involved with the group that 
arranges these barbaric 
transplants.

SENATOR SCOTT MCCARTHY
WHAT? That’s ludicrous! Why would I 
be caught up in that? Who was this 
‘informant’?

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Well, if you must know, it was the 
man who murdered the Doctor.

SENATOR SCOTT MCCARTHY
Really? 

(Sarcastically)
And do I know this man?

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
We don’t know who he is yet, he 
called us.

SENATOR SCOTT MCCARTHY
Detective, I’m a very patient man 
but I am also a busy man. I don’t 
have time to be wrapped up in the 
fantasies of some psychotic.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
I understand Senator. We have to 
chase down all these leads, no 
matter how outlandish the theory. 
I’m sure you understand? 

McCarthy plays with his hair again and nods.

SENATOR SCOTT MCCARTHY
Don’t worry about it Detective. And 
please, I’m not a Senator any more, 
thankfully.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
What is it you do now, if you don’t 
mind my asking?

SENATOR SCOTT MCCARTHY
Consultancy.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Who do you consult?
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SENATOR SCOTT MCCARTHY
Whoever needs it, I guess.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
(Scanning the office)

Well, looks like you’re doing 
pretty well. Thanks for your time.

SENATOR SCOTT MCCARTHY
No problem Detective. Good luck 
catching the man.

Anderson’s civilized smile quickly disappears as he turns.

EXT. POLICE STATION - LATER

Detective Miller and a uniform are exiting sharpish as 
Anderson approaches.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Where you off to?

OFFICER
(Brashly)

Going to track down some low-life 
dealer.

Miller shoots the naive young cop a dirty look.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Blanco?

DETECTIVE MILLER
Yeah.

(Surprised he knows)
Just a lead, probably nothing.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Stay here officer, I’ll be back up.

DETECTIVE MILLER
Really there’s no need for --

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
I insist.

EXT. PETEY’S BAR - DAY

The Detectives cross the road towards the bar. The bright day 
forcing both to don sunglasses.
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DETECTIVE MILLER
You didn’t have to come along, I 
can handle this punk.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
You can’t trust anyone involved in 
this Eric. 

Anderson notices Miller half-look his way.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON (CONT’D)
Best to speak to him together, see 
if we can’t connect some dots.

Just as they hit the kerb, Blanco is walking out to his car 
parked right by the door.

BLANCO
Aw mutha’fucka.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
This him? 

(Turning to Miller)
Mr. Blanco! Join us for a libation.

BLANCO
It’s Mr. Mendes to you pig.

INT. MARK’S CAR

Steve looks on from an elevated position up the street.

Keeping his distance due to using the Torino again, 
binoculars give him a clear view of Anderson SHOVING BLANCO 
back inside.

INT. PETEY’S BAR

They walk to Blanco’s usual table. Miller uses three fingers 
to order beers from the regular barman.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
OK Mr. Mendes. You got a first 
name?

BLANCO
Benny.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Ahhh, Benny ‘Blanco’. Inspired and 
original stuff - and they say 
criminals are dumb? 
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BLANCO
What the fuck you want man, I got 
shit to do.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
You had an altercation with a man 
we’re looking for in connection to 
some homicides. Came in here a few 
days ago?

BLANCO
I don’t know anythin’ ‘bout that.

DETECTIVE MILLER 
Don’t bullshit us Benny.

Blanco’s entire face VISIBLY TENSES, furious at Miller’s 
response.

BLANCO
You ain’t got nuthin’ on me bacon 
so I ain’t saying SHIT!

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
What about the drugs in your car?

BLANCO
What drugs?

(Laughing)
You ain’t been in there and you 
can’t search it for no reason.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
There is the busted tail-light.

BLANCO
Huh?

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Let me go look again, I think it 
was your car anyway.

Anderson walks out. Blanco and Miller IMMEDIATELY START 
ARGUING.

BLANCO
Yo, you wanna do what you’re paid 
for and fuckin’ protect me?

DETECTIVE MILLER
It’ll be fine, keep your mouth --

SMASH!
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Seconds after a SHATTERING SOUND, Anderson strolls back to 
the table. He drops shards of glass down.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Now unless you want that car 
impounded and searched at the 
station, tell me who the guy is.

BLANCO
You can’t do that!

DETECTIVE MILLER
If you know.

Blanco looks enraged, as Miller tries to guide him.

BLANCO
All I know is he’s looking for his 
brother, some piece of shit named 
Mark Lewis.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Where does he live?

BLANCO
Somewhere over in Broadmoor.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Where exactly?

BLANCO
I look like a phone book to you?

Beat.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Why are people after the brother?

Blanco crosses his arms and shrugs.

BLANCO
That’s all I know.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
I’m sure it is. Thanks for your 
time Mr. Mendes. We’ll be in touch.

They each receive a middle finger as they depart.

BLANCO
I’ll be right here.
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EXT. MARK’S HOUSE - EVENING

A massive police cordon surrounds the house. 

SEVERAL NEIGHBOURS with itchy noses loiter. A UNIFORM 
approaches the waiting detectives.

FEMALE OFFICER
Here’s the warrant, Sir.

He scans it quickly.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON (ON RADIO)
OK guys, move in.

The battering ram CAVES IN THE FRONT DOOR on the first swing. 
The detectives and various others make their way into the 
house.

EXT./ INT. BLANCO’S HOUSE - LATER

Blanco has a quick look around before unlocking his door.

From the outside it’s a clean but humble bungalow in a row of 
identical properties. 

Inside, it’s a different world.

Everything is state-of-the-art; from the ice-dispensing 
fridge he removes a beer from, to the red leather La-Z-Boy he 
jumps into as he turns on a 4k Samsung TV.

INT. MARK’S HOUSE

The property is lit up as the night rolls in. Authorities bag 
anything that might be construed as evidence.

Anderson scours the shelves in the lounge. He eventually 
finds what he’s looking for.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Eric, here’s our guy.

He turns around and shows Miller an old photograph of the 
brothers smiling together on a night out.

DETECTIVE MILLER
Hey, I know that guy.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
(Feigning surprise)

Yeah?
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DETECTIVE MILLER
Used to play football with him 
years back.

Beat.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Well, everybody else is going to 
know him soon too.

INT. BLANCO’S HOUSE

The local evening news is on in the background. They’re 
reporting on the murder of Dr. White. 

Blanco gives orders on his cellphone.

BLANCO
Well we can’t risk it. Move all the 
safe houses... No I got rid, anyone 
searchin’ my shit’s coming up 
empty. Anyone else get approached?

He walks through to the kitchen and grabs another beer. He 
cracks it before settling back down.

BLANCO (CONT’D)
Cool. Put the word out that the bro 
is fair game. And we’ll deal with 
that two-faced pig fuck later, once 
things settle down.

EXT. MARK’S HOUSE

Anderson takes a snap on his smartphone of the photograph. He 
places the original in an envelope and hands it to a FEMALE 
DETECTIVE.

FEMALE DETECTIVE
I’ll get it scanned and sent around 
the departments.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
The media too. Somebody must know 
where this guy is.

She acknowledges the urgency and JOGS TO A MARKED CAR.

Anderson sits on the front steps. He lights a cigarette as he 
finally gets a moment alone.
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DETECTIVE ANDERSON (CONT’D)
(To himself)

Where are you?

INT. BLANCO’S HOUSE - NIGHT

The flickering of the television LIGHTS UP BLANCO’S FACE. He 
sleeps, beer still in hand.

A DARK SHADOW washes over his face. He half opens his eyes 
and looks up.

A LOOMING FIGURE stands over him.

STEVE
Hello again.

Blanco doesn’t have time to respond as - 

TWO POINTS OF A TAZER FLY STRAIGHT INTO HIS CHEST.

His beer goes flying as he’s turned into A QUIVERING HEAP.

EXT. DETECTIVE ANDERSON’S HOUSE - LATER

Anderson turns into his driveway. HE SLAMS ON THE BRAKES. 

Headlights shine directly onto the TIED-UP AND GAGGED Blanco, 
slumped against a fence.

Anderson exits the car armed. He clears his property before 
approaching. Blanco rocks back and fore furiously with 
MUFFLED SCREAMS.

Stuck on his chest are an audiotape and some paper. The words 
‘LISTEN TO ME FIRST’ scrawled on.

INT. DETECTIVE ANDERSON’S HOUSE

Blanco sits against the wall, still bound, as Anderson 
listens to the tape:

STEVE (O.S.)
... and you’re one of the head guys 
in the drug operation, correct?

BLANCO (O.S.)
Head guys! Bitch, have you seen 
where I live? I just do my job.
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STEVE (O.S.)
Which is?

BLANCO (O.S.)
It is what it is. 

(Pause)
I deal. That’s it. Take big packs, 
cut ‘em up and follow orders.

STEVE (O.S.)
Who gives you orders then? Eric?

BLANCO (O.S.)
Who?

STEVE (O.S.)
Detective Miller.

BLANCO (O.S.)
(Laughing)

I don’t take orders from that piece 
of shit!

STEVE (O.S.)
He’s involved in it though, right?

Beat.

The ‘THUD’ of a man being kicked is heard.

BLANCO (O.S.)
YES! OK?! But he takes orders same 
as the rest. Thinks he important 
‘cos he got a badge. That won’t 
save him when they clean house.

STEVE (O.S.)
What about the black cop, he 
involved?

BLANCO (O.S.)
Nah, he’s straight. Far as I know.

STEVE (O.S.)
Who’s going to ‘clean house’ then? 
The Doc said it went above him. Who 
runs it?

BLANCO (O.S.)
No more zaps, please? 

Anderson looks at an embarrassed Blanco as he whimpers and 
pleads on record. 
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BLANCO (O.S.) (CONT’D)
I don’t know, I swear!

STEVE (O.S.)
You’re lying.

BLANCO (O.S.)
I ain’t fuckin’ lying! Come on man, 
I told you, I ain’t shit.

Anderson stares down at the placid dealer. He looks defeated.

STEVE (O.S.)
So you’ve never seen a boss,  
anyone people were afraid of?

BLANCO (O.S.)
Nope, I... Wait, there was a pick-
up at a crib once. Miller and 
another cop came in. But another 
guy was stood right outside.

STEVE (O.S.)
What did he look like?

BLANCO (O.S.)
Couldn’t see his face. Just stood 
there watching, freaked me out. 

STEVE (O.S.)
You can’t tell me anything about 
him?

BLANCO
All I saw was a skinny guy in a 
hat. That fat asshole was shitting 
himself the whole time though, so I 
knew the guy was for real. 

STEVE (O.S.)
Alright, now tell me about --

RING-RING

The cellphone Steve gave Anderson the other day LIGHTS UP.

EXT. MARK’S CAR

Steve is sat on the hood, eating a taco.

STEVE
Well?
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DETECTIVE ANDERSON (O.S.)
What the hell were you thinking?

STEVE
What? I just hand delivered you the 
investigation.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON (O.S.)
I can’t use that! None of that is 
admissable, you tortured him.

STEVE
Oh fuck that, you don’t need to use 
that. Use Eric. 

EXT. MULTI-STOREY CAR PARK - MEANWHILE

Senator McCarthy pulls up next to Miller’s car. He’s in a 
lit, open area on the roof. Miller winds his window down.

DETECTIVE MILLER
You need to see this.

He hands over a folder.

INT. SENATOR MCCARTHY’S CAR

McCarthy flips through the HEAVILY REDACTED FILES.

SENATOR SCOTT MCCARTHY
What is this?

DETECTIVE MILLER
Steve told me he worked out east; I 
didn’t realize he meant the Middle 
East.

Beat.

SENATOR SCOTT MCCARTHY
Black Ops?

Miller nods, face etched with concern.

SENATOR SCOTT MCCARTHY (CONT’D)
Fuck. Where did you get these?

DETECTIVE MILLER
Someone who owed me a favour. He 
said not to cross those boys.
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SENATOR SCOTT MCCARTHY
So do we get someone else in?

DETECTIVE MILLER
Too risky. He knows too much.

McCarthy tosses the files back to him.

SENATOR SCOTT MCCARTHY
What’s going to make him stop?

DETECTIVE MILLER
Finding the brother. Alive.

SENATOR SCOTT MCCARTHY
How do we do that?

DETECTIVE MILLER
By using bait. Leave it with me.

INT. DETECTIVE ANDERSON’S KITCHEN

Anderson is sat, head in hands.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Miller won’t talk.

STEVE (O.S.)
He’s got a family and a pension. 
He’ll give you it all. Trust me, 
they always do.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Trust you? You need to come in, 
this vigilante shit ain’t helping.

STEVE (O.S.)
You know that’s not happening. But 
if you get me five minutes alone 
with Eric I’d appreciate it. I owe 
him.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
For what?

STEVE (O.S.)
Well, letting me get electrocuted 
in the warehouse for a start.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
He was there?! Lying prick made out 
he was banging some broad.

82.



EXT. MARK’S CAR

Steve sits, engine running.

STEVE
(Sarcastically)

I doubt that. 

Beat.

STEVE (CONT’D)
Interrogate him and find out who 
the guy in the hat was. And find 
out why they’re after my brother 
too, before it’s too late. 

DETECTIVE ANDERSON (O.S.)
I can’t go after Miller without 
hard evidence - a kidnapped dealer 
being tortured by a murderer won’t 
stick. I only get one shot.

STEVE
What about the transplant victims? 
His fingerprints must be there.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
He’ll claim it was from later, when 
we were all there.

STEVE
In that case you may have to get 
creative Detective.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON (O.S.)
You know, once upon a time in San 
Francisco there was a clear line 
between the good and the bad guys.

STEVE
Those days are gone.

He hangs up, throws the wrapper away and drives off.

EXT./ INT. TINA’S HOUSE - MORNING

Steve is walking up the garden path when he realizes 
something’s wrong.

The outside light is still on; the door slightly open.

As he nudges it wider, immediate signs of a struggle appear. 
Paper and cushions LITTER THE LOUNGE FLOOR. 
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Steve grabs a poker from the fireplace.

LOUD MUSIC IS BLARING at the back of the house.

As he gets into her studio there are further signs of her 
fighting back - Paint jars smashed against walls. 

He glances into the kitchen before going upstairs. 

No-one there.

He’s in her room when he finally FLIPS OUT. 

Clutching the metal rod he starts HITTING THE BED AND 
PILLOWS. An explosion of feathers is unleashed at the same 
time as an ALMIGHTY YELL.

Steve slumps on the floor, exhausted. 

RAGE STARTS TO CONSUME HIM.

EXT. CHILDREN’S PLAYPARK - AFTERNOON

JOYFUL SHRIEKING and LAUGHTER fill the air on a crisp day. 

Det. Miller watches adoringly from a bench. His son and 
daughter play on the climbing frame.

DETECTIVE MILLER
(Bellowing)

Be careful with your brother, not 
too high.

A KNIFE IS PLACED AGAINST THE TOP OF HIS SPINE.

STEVE
Move and your kids watch you bleed 
out. 

Miller is frozen. Steve is stood right by his shoulder.

STEVE (CONT’D)
Where is she?

DETECTIVE MILLER
Wha... Who?

STEVE
I know you sourced my records. If 
you don’t believe I can spot a liar 
- even from behind - then this will 
be a very short conversation.
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DETECTIVE MILLER
Tina?

STEVE
Tina.

DETECTIVE MILLER
Look, I told them she wasn’t 
involved but they want answers. 
This is national news now man - 
they want it shut down yesterday.

STEVE
Where’d they take her?

DETECTIVE MILLER
I don’t kn --

Steve PUNCHES HIM in the back of the head.

STEVE
Think harder. Nearest safe house to 
hers?

DETECTIVE MILLER
Only place I know on the coast is 
the back room of some Italian 
restaurant, beside the zoo.

STEVE
Called?

DETECTIVE MILLER
Um... Gino’s! It’s called Gino’s. 
Has a big tree out the front.

STEVE
Give me your phone and car keys.

DETECTIVE MILLER
Why?

Steve goes ahead and rifles through his pockets for them.

STEVE
You stay right here for another few 
hours until I get her back. Move 
and an old friend takes his shot.

DETECTIVE MILLER
What? You’re not serious?

Steve raises a finger. 
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A RED DOT APPEARS ON MILLER’S THIGH.

DETECTIVE MILLER (CONT’D)
My... My kids man.

STEVE
Don’t worry, he’s the best. He’d 
only hit you. Sit still and there’s 
nothing to worry about. 

He pats Miller’s shoulder in mock encouragement as he leaves.

INT. GINO’S RESTAURANT FREEZER - EVENING

A half-dead looking Tina is sat on a chair in the centre of 
the cold, dark room. 

Blood seeps from her mouth and nose, face badly swollen.

HENCHMAN
Help yourself. Just tell us where 
he is - we know he trusts you.

She looks up at the burly HENCHMAN. 

TINA
A lot of men trust me. One secret I 
have...  

(Coughing)
... came from your dad. Told me you 
were his first mistake.

THWACK!

HE SMASHES HER WITH THE BACK OF HIS HAND. 

The THREE HENCHMEN surrounding her laugh their asses off.

TINA (CONT’D)
I... I’m sorry, he never said that. 
He actually said your mother was 
the first mistake. You were second.

The men stop laughing.

HENCHMAN
You’re going to regret that.

She looks scared for the first time. 

He steps back and takes his jacket off. 

He lines up to deliver a gut punch and - 
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CRUNCH!

A meat hammer FLIES FROM THE SHADOWS straight into his 
forehead.

Quick as a flash, Steve has a knife in the windpipe of the 
SECOND MAN by the door before he even has time to turn.

The THIRD HENCHMAN goes for his gun. 

BANG! BANG!

Steve uses the knife victim to take the slugs as he advances. 

HE CRASHES the body into the gunman, who lets off another 
round over Steve’s shoulder.

Steve rips the trigger finger all the way back. 

The gun falls at his feet as the FINAL HENCHMAN starts taking 
aim across the room. Steve’s quicker. 

In one motion he DROPS, SPINS and FIRES A ROUND.

The last man is still aiming, but not for long. 

The BULLET WOUND IN HIS CHEEK leaks as he sinks to his knees, 
before collapsing face down.

Steve stands over the pleading henchman.

GUARD 3
Hey man, look. Stop. STOP!

Steve puts a finger to his mouth. 

After a moment of calm, Steve SHOOTS HIM BETWEEN THE EYES.

As he walks away, with barely a glance, he puts the last two 
bullets into the chest of the man with a hammer imprint.

STEVE
Let’s go.

Tina is in UTTER SHOCK. 

As he unties her she’s staring blankly at the four corpses 
who flanked her ten seconds earlier.

INT. MARK’S CAR

Tina watches him from the passenger seat as he cruises 
through the streets.
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The flashes from passing streetlights highlight a mixture of 
gratitude and confusion in her expression. 

TINA
How’d you do that?

He doesn’t answer. She takes the hint.

TINA (CONT’D)
What now?

STEVE
We get supplies. Then grab my stuff 
that’s hidden at Mark’s and leave a 
note where I know only he’d find 
it. After, we get out of the city 
‘til the heat dies down a little.

TINA
Your face was on the news Steve!

STEVE
Listen, because of what I do - what 
I used to do - I’ve got passports, 
other cards, to stay off the grid.

He looks at her, sensing her fear.

STEVE (CONT’D)
It’s okay. The men I killed are 
monsters. The truth will come out, 
I’ll make sure of it.

TINA
How do you know that?!

STEVE
There’s a detective who knows 
what’s going on. Once Mark’s safe, 
I’ll turn myself in and testify.

He points to the glove compartment. 

STEVE (CONT’D)
Can you get my phone out?

She obliges. He has only one message.

STEVE (CONT’D)
Fuck. The guy I had on Eric lost 
him.

TINA
Why were you watching him?
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STEVE
So they wouldn’t know I was coming 
for you.

Her eyes well up. She tries to thank him, but can’t get the 
words out.

Tina places a grateful hand on his arm. She turns to look out 
the window and wipes a tear off her cheek.

INT. CONVENIENCE STORE AISLE - LATER

Steve is topping up his cart with tinned soup and other 
essentials, when he feels a tap on his shoulder. 

He spins around poised and sees - 

STEVE
MARK!

He almost breaks down. HE HUGS HIM TIGHT. 

Mark looks terrible; unwashed, with bloodshot eyes like he 
hasn’t slept in weeks.

He’s in tears.

MARK
I’m sorry. I -- I didn’t know.

STEVE
Hey, it’s OK. It’s going to be 
alright.

Steve steps back and looks him over.

STEVE (CONT’D)
I wasn’t sure I’d see you again. 
How’d you find me?

MARK
I saw the car go through the 
underpass. I ran as fast as I 
could, hoping you’d stop somewhere.

INT. CONVENIENCE STORE CHECKOUT - MEANWHILE

Detective Anderson looks tired, his shoulders hunched. He 
picks up a sugar-filled snack on his way to the counter.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Hey, how’s it going tonight?
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STORE CLERK
Same as every other, man. Always a 
highlight seeing you though 
detective.

Anderson flashes the chuckling STORE CLERK a look.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
How long you gonna keep doing that 
same joke?

STORE CLERK
Dunno? ‘til I come up with 
something better I guess.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Could be here a while.

INT. CONVENIENCE STORE AISLE

The brother’s are talking quietly.

MARK
They killed my best friend. Over 
nothing! He fucked up a deal and 
then --

STEVE
Why are they after you?

MARK
A book. A ledger. It has details on 
their dealings for the past decade; 
Names, payments, it’s all there.

STEVE
You stole it?

MARK
I had to do something bro! They 
can’t keep getting away with it.

INT. CONVENIENCE STORE CHECKOUT

Detective Anderson goes for his wallet. A folded up printout 
of Steve’s ‘wanted’ poster falls out.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Oh, don’t suppose you mind putting 
this up for me?

The clerk goes white as he unravels it.

90.



INT. CONVENIENCE STORE AISLE

Mark is crying onto his brother’s shoulder. Steve rubs his 
hair gently.

STEVE
Look, we can’t stay here. I’ll 
collect you out back in five. 
Tina’s with me too.

MARK
Tina?! Is she okay?

STEVE
Yeah. I’ll explain everything on 
the way back to the house.

They hug emotionally once more. Mark puts his hood up and 
makes for the back exit.

INT. CONVENIENCE STORE CHECKOUT

The clerk checks the monitor above his head, pointing to the 
top-left quadrant.

STORE CLERK
(Whispering)

There! That’s him.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
You sure?

STORE CLERK
(Terrified)

Oh God, he’s on his way here now.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Serve him as normal. I’ll wait back 
here. Just relax, take a deep 
breath.

Anderson moves into the aisle behind, out of sight. 

As Steve dumps his groceries onto the counter Anderson STEPS 
OUT. He circles to his right, handgun locked on his target.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON (CONT’D)
POLICE! Keep your hands where I can 
see them. Slowly turn towards me.

The clerk sinks under the counter. Steve turns clockwise.
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DETECTIVE ANDERSON (CONT’D)
Steve Lewis, you are under arrest. 
You have the right to remain 
silent. Anything you say can and 
will be used against --

STEVE
Save it detective. My rights won’t 
mean shit in this city.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Hands up.

STEVE
You know you can’t leave my side? 
They’ll kill me in a heartbeat.

Anderson pulls ‘cuffs from his waist and THROWS THEM AT HIM.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
You know what to do. Nice and slow, 
behind your back.

He does as he’s told.

INT. DETECTIVE ANDERSON’S CAR

Steve is buckled up tight in the front seat. 

Anderson knows he can’t take his eyes off him.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
The four guys in the Italian place 
that came over the radio, that you?

(Pause)
Yeaaaah, that’s what I thought. 
Said it was maybe a mob hit. But 
that’ll go on you too.

STEVE
It doesn’t matter. I won’t make it 
to court, we both know that.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
What?! What do you want me to do, 
huh? We have laws And I have to 
enforce them.

STEVE
I know... Promise me you’ll keep my 
brother safe, if he comes to you?
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DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Why are they after him?

STEVE
He has something on them that’s big 
enough to destroy them; records of 
their whole operation.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
That explains why they’ve exposed 
themselves so much.

They pull up at a red light at some crossroads.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON (CONT’D)
So the Italians, what did they do?

STEVE
They had a friend of mine. They 
were going to kill her.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
And where’s she now?

Steve turns and smiles at him. Anderson looks perplexed. 

The lights change. He moves across the intersection, when -

THE TORINO SMASHES INTO ANDERSON’S DOOR! 

EXT. INTERSECTION

Both cars go hurtling across the junction.

Shattered glass, nuts and bolts FLY IN ALL DIRECTIONS.

Everything goes still.

Tina scrambles out of the SMOKING, HISSING CAR.

She makes her way to Steve, undoes his seat-belt. She hauls 
him out the crumpled back door.

STEVE
(Spluttering)

The keys.

She hesitantly approaches Anderson as he starts to GROAN and 
come to. She shakily puts her hand inside his jacket, 
removing the small handcuff keys.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Wait.
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Several good samaritans rush forward.

They back off when SHE PULLS A GUN.

She runs back to Steve and un-cuffs him.

He gets to his feet. She storms over to a TERRIFIED COUPLE, 
aiming at them the whole way.

TINA
Out. OUT! I’m not gonna hurt you, 
but we need the car.

Steve, dazed, collapses onto the back seat of the white SUV.

EXT. MARK’S HOUSE - LATE NIGHT

They drive slowly past the cordoned-off property. Tina parks 
a little up the hill.

TINA
Thank God he’s alive.

STEVE
We need to get back to him once I 
get the bag. This will be the first 
place the Detective goes.

They creep through next door’s tree-filled garden. Carefully, 
they scope out Mark’s house. No-one there. 

THEY HOP THE FENCE and make their way in the back door.

INT. MARK’S HOUSE

Steve leads the way through the house.

STEVE
(Whispering)

My bag’s in a wall upstairs, be a 
second. Keep an eye out.

Tina nods.

DETECTIVE MILLER
(In a mock whisper)

An eye out for who?

Eric steps out from an alcove.

DETECTIVE MILLER (CONT’D)
Gimme the shooter.
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Steve hands the gun over begrudgingly.

DETECTIVE MILLER (CONT’D)
Good God, the problems you have 
caused the last few days Pitbull. 
Why didn’t you just listen to me?

TINA
No-one ever has dickhead.

DETECTIVE MILLER
You just nominated yourself to go 
first there Rocket. 

(He smiles)
I always hated you, you know that?

He starts to attach a silencer to the pistol - which isn’t 
his, judging by the latex gloves.

STEVE
Eric, wait.

DETECTIVE MILLER
Low move you pulled back there. I 
had to use some young mom and her 
buggy as a shield to escape.

Beat.

DETECTIVE MILLER (CONT’D)
They’re going to say you shot her, 
then under the weight of guilt for 
all these murders you took your own 
life. I got here just too late.

STEVE
You’ll fuck it up. Why break the 
habit of a lifetime?

DETECTIVE MILLER
Screw you man. I always had your 
back.

STEVE
Like in the warehouse?

DETECTIVE MILLER
I warned you tough guy. Now Pocket 
Rocket - head or chest? 

(Pause)
No? My choice then.

He aims at her. His expression changes from joy to terror as - 
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A BLADE EXPLODES FROM HIS CHEST! 

Miller collapses to the floor. His killer drops the bloodied 
kitchen knife.

TINA
Mark!

SHE HUGS HIM HARD. But not for long.

Steve crouches to check Miller’s pulse. He takes the gun.

STEVE
How did you get here?

MARK
A cab. I tried to catch Tina at the 
store when that cop took you away, 
but I was too slow.

He turns to her, tears in his eyes.

MARK (CONT’D)
I’m sorry babe. I didn’t think 
you’d get dragged in. I --

TINA
It’s OK. 

Steve SPRINTS UP THE STAIRS for his bag. 

TINA (CONT’D)
We need to go. Now.

Mark grabs necessities from the lounge.

They gather back downstairs, then make for the back door.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Freeze! Drop the gun and kick it 
over to me. NOW!

The beat-up Anderson is fuming. Steve slides the silenced 
pistol along the floor to him; his own gun tucked into the 
back of his pants.

EXT. MARK’S HOUSE

A SILHOUETTE WALKS MENACINGLY across the front yard. Up the 
steps, onto the pitch black porch. 
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He takes out a switchblade, smoothly unlocks the door. A long 
metal bar and short AMT .380 caliber pistol GLISTEN IN THE 
MOONLIGHT as he lays them temporarily at his feet.

He’s in.

INT. MARK’S HOUSE

The three fugitives are frozen in the hallway. 

Anderson keeps his gun on Tina as he stoops for the pistol. 
This stops the brothers trying anything.

STEVE
Detecti --

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Don’t say another fucking word.

STEVE
Look at the silencer. Miller was 
about to shoot us.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
Maybe, but you’ve killed several 
people and you just stabbed a cop. 
I can’t help you any more.

MARK
I killed him.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON
It doesn’t matter. You’re all 
coming with me. 

(On radio)
I need backup at --

Against the lounge window in the background, Anderson sees 
the outline of a man.

A man in a trilby hat.

DETECTIVE ANDERSON (CONT’D)
GET DOWN!

Too late.

EXT. MARK’S STREET

Bright white FLASHES cascade from the downstairs windows. 

The ECHOES fill the night.
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INT. MARK’S HALLWAY

Tina’s eyes FLUTTER OPEN.

Face down, a red pool laps at her lashes.

She WRIGGLES FREE from under Detective Anderson. Using the 
wall, she drags herself up. It’s carnage all around.

Blood covers both walls of the claustrophobic passage.

Steve comes to. He checks himself over for wounds; he’s 
gotten away with a flesh wound and a swollen head, presumably 
from the metal bar lying nearby.

Anderson wasn’t so lucky. An EXIT WOUND sits at the back of 
his skull.

Mark MOANS as Tina picks a gun up. She trains it onto the 
stranger lying motionless in the lounge.

STEVE
(Whispering)

You hit?

Mark rolls onto his side. 

He has two bullets still in him. He’s BLEEDING HEAVILY.

MARK
NGGGHHHH...

SIRENS RAPIDLY MOUNT. 

Mark is dragged to his feet by his brother.

STEVE
We have to go.

Tina’s sights are still on the shadowy figure as they exit 
first, out the front door behind her. She backs out.

EXT. MARK’S HOUSE

She gets under Mark’s other arm. They jog their way to the 
stolen SUV.

THE RESIDENTS of every house watch on from behind twitching 
curtains.
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INT. WHITE SUV

Steve tends to Mark’s injuries in the back seat.

TINA
(Panicked)

Where’s the nearest E.R.?

STEVE
No hospitals. They’ll be all over 
them.

TINA
He’s dying Steve!

Beat.

STEVE
An army buddy over the bridge has 
trauma training. We go there.

SHE PUTS HER FOOT TO THE FLOOR as Steve makes a call. He 
takes his sweater off and presses it onto Mark’s stomach.

STEVE (CONT’D)
Hold that there. 

(Speaking into phone)
Carl! I need your help. We’re 
coming to you with a gunshot wound, 
be there soon.

MARK
I’m done bro. Get this to someone 
who can use it.

Mark pulls A BLOOD-SOAKED NOTEBOOK from inside his top.

MARK (CONT’D)
Their major transactions... some... 
trace who they used as donors.

TINA
Fuck. That’s what all this was for?

Mark coughs up blood. He whimpers.

MARK
Government’s involved... that’s why 
I had to disappear.

TINA
Who was the guy in the hat?
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MARK
An urban myth ‘til tonight. He ran 
it all.

STEVE
That’s who Terry meant then. They 
got him too; shot him. I’m sorry.

MARK
Who?

STEVE
Terry. Your --

Mark goes into shock. HIS EYES ROLL BACK. 

His body begins to shut down.

STEVE (CONT’D)
Step on it!

EXT. GOLDEN GATE BRIDGE

She turn onto the empty bridge and speeds into the distance.

INT. CARL’S HOUSE - LATER

Steve and Tina are sat on the bedroom floor. Steve’s ex-
colleague CARL fights to save Mark.

He is older than Steve but has a similar look; plain dark 
clothing, military haircut.

Steve reasons with the petrified Tina.

STEVE
... and the police don’t know you 
were involved. It’s safer to stay 
here and look after him.

TINA
What about you?

STEVE
They’re still after me. 

(Rubbing his face)
I’m going to find someone who can 
put this info out there. Best if 
I’m out of the city.

She paces the room, upset. 
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Sitting down by the door, her attention turns to the PRISTINE 
SNIPER RIFLE leaning against the chest of drawers.

She picks it up.

CARL
Hey! Don’t touch that, I keep it 
loaded.

TINA
Sorry.

The room falls silent for a few seconds. A SHAKING SOUND 
kicks in. Carl throws the scissors away.

CARL
No. Stay with me!

He begins CPR.

FADE TO BLACK.

EXT. GRASSY HILL - DAWN

THE WIND WHISTLES.

FADE IN:

Steve and Tina each place a small stone at the end of some 
freshly laid turf. A proper funeral is impossible. 

They’ve buried Mark with a view across the bay, where only 
they know he rests.

They walk back, emotional, towards Carl.

TINA
Please be careful.

She plants a kiss on Steve’s cheek, then solemnly walks away. 
She jumps into Carl’s truck.

STEVE
You know what to do.

CARL NODS.

He drives off. Steve jumps into the SUV. 
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INT. WHITE SUV

They turn out of sight in his rear-view mirror. He breaks 
down, sobbing for a few seconds before - 

HE PUNCHES THE STEERING WHEEL VIOLENTLY.

Sharp horn sounds escape.

INT. 24-HOUR ROADSIDE DINER - LATER

Steve sits alone, moving food around his plate. 

A smiling, motherly WAITRESS comes by.

WAITRESS
Everything OK hun?

STEVE
Great, thanks. Guess my appetite’s 
gone.

WAITRESS
I’ll grab you the check.

He nods meekly.

TERRY (O.S.)
Rough night?

Steve’s EYES WIDEN.

A man he thought had been executed sits himself down in the 
opposite. 

STEVE
You?!

Steve’s RAISED VOICE draws unwanted attention. 

He is quickly calmed down by the presence of the small gun 
from earlier.

STEVE (CONT’D)
It was you all along?

Terry removes the now-recognizable trilby hat.

Specks of blood are dotted on it.

The man himself isn’t looking too good either. He’s sustained 
several injuries in the gunfight earlier.
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He COUGHS QUIETLY as he clutches his ribs.

TERRY
I wouldn’t worry too much about 
that now son. This is the end of 
the road.

STEVE
(Whispering)

You can’t shoot me here.

Terry scans the room. Besides STAFF MEMBERS, there are only a 
few TRUCK DRIVERS and a YOUNG FAMILY present.

TERRY
I have enough bullets for everyone.

STEVE
No. Don’t. It’s me you want.

TERRY
And your brother.

STEVE
He’s dead.

Terry surveys his face.

TERRY
I’m not sure I believe that.

STEVE
You killed him! Check the blood in 
the car if you think I’m lying?

TERRY
Ah yes, thanks for that. An easy 
vehicle to locate. You should have 
switched them again, I might never 
have found you.

Terry appears to be enjoying the higher ground.

STEVE
You never lived at that house 
across from ours, did you?

TERRY
Of course not. I merely moved the 
family out for a while until Mark 
showed up. I’d never live in such 
modest accommodation.
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Steve looks over as A LITTLE GIRL SQUEALS WITH DELIGHT at her 
father’s playfulness. He accepts what he has to do.

The waitress returns. Terry subtly moves the gun onto his 
lap.

WAITRESS
Oh, your friend’s joined you! What 
can I get for ya?

TERRY
Nothing for me my dear. We’re just 
off to continue our adventure. I’ll 
make sure he leaves a good tip.

She chuckles and taps his arm.

Terry winces in pain.

STEVE
Let’s get this over with.

EXT. 24-HOUR ROADSIDE DINER

They move towards the car park. Steve notices a healthy walk 
as he glances back at Terry putting the hat on.

STEVE
What happened to your limp?

TERRY
Empathy is a strong emotion.

Steve SHAKES HIS HEAD, acknowledging he’d been well and truly 
played.

TERRY (CONT’D)
One final thing. The ledger.

STEVE
(Defeated)

It’s in there.

Steve’s walks ahead and opens the door.

Terry keeps half an eye on Steve as he spies the bloodied 
back seat. He pulls the book out and HANDS IT OVER.

STEVE (CONT’D)
All that death for one little book.
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TERRY
It’s more than that son. It’s an 
entire organization here. History. 

Terry flips through it then raises his gun. 

TERRY (CONT’D)
You wouldn’t understand.

STEVE
Can we do it over there? The kids.

TERRY
You’re a noble man.

They move ten yards along behind an 18-wheeler, out of sight.

TERRY (CONT’D)
If your brother had half your sense 
it wouldn’t have ended this way.

Steve turns around to face him. A knowing look of contempt.

STEVE
Or for you.

Terry looks puzzled.

A bullet RIPS THROUGH THE TRILBY.

Terry drops like a lead weight.

Blood seeps from the old man’s cranium towards the flapping 
ledger as Steve bends down to pick it up.

He turns and salutes up towards the forest on high, then 
walks off.

EXT. FOREST

Carl takes his eye away from the ‘scope. Stone-faced, he 
lifts his rifle off a small mound.

He disappears swiftly. 

The grass gently sways in his wake.

FADE OUT.

- THE END -
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