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EXTERIOR. EVENING. MOTORWAY LEAVING LONDON.

A CAR DRIVES ACROSS THE POV AT SPEED, SHOOTING INTO THE BACKGROUND (NB POV AT GROUND LEVEL)

QUICKLY FOLLOWED BY A POLICE PURSUIT CAR.  










CUT TO

SIDE VIEW OF CHASE. THREE POLICE MEN IN FULL BODY ARMOUR ARE LEANING OUT OF THE POLICE CAR’S WINDOWS FIRING MACHINE GUNS AT THE VEHICLE THEY ARE IN PURSUIT OF.





















CUT TO

CU OF BULLETS DEFLECTING OFF THE REINFORCED BULLET PROOF BODYWORK OF THE PURSUED CAR IN FRONT.










CUT TO

WIDE SHOT OF PURSUED CAR SUDDENLY BRAKING, CAUSING THE POLICE CAR IN PURSUIT TO SMASH INTO ITS REAR.












CUT TO 

CU OF DRIVER AND FRONT PASSENGER OF POLICE CAR BEING THROWN THROUGH THE WINDSCREEN.











CUT TO

TWO SHOT (CARS)FROM SIDE. AS THE PURSUIT POLICE CAR ZIGZAGS ACROSS THE MOTORWAY OUT OF CONTROL BEFORE VEERING OFF THE ROAD ONTO THE EMBANKMENT.










CUT TO

P.O.V. THROUGH THE REAR WINDOW OF THE PURSUED

CAR FROM WHICH THE POLICE CAR IS SEEN CRASHING UP THE EMBANKMENT AND OUT OF SIGHT BEHIND A FLY-OVER BRIDGE BEFORE AN EXPLOSION SENDS A LARGE MUSHROOM CLOUD OF BLACK SMOKE INTO THE SKY. THE DRIVER’S TRIUMPHANT LAUGHTER IS HEARD AS A V.O.










CUT TO 

B.C.U. A HAND PRESSING A BUTTON ON THE DRIVERS DASHBOARD.










CUT TO 

EXTERIOR. EVENING. VIEW OF A LIQUID CRYSTAL REGISTRATION PLATE AT THE REAR OF THE CAR.  IT GOES BLANK BEFORE A COMPLETELY DIFFERENT REGISTRATION NUMBER APPEARS.












CUT TO

INTERIOR. EVENING. BACK INSIDE THE CAR. THE SAME HAND PUSHES FORWARD A SHORT SLIDE MARKED ‘OCTOPUS THERMAL COLOR UNIT’.










CUT TO

EXTERIOR. EVE. WE SEE THE CAR CHANGE COLOR FROM WHITE TO RED AND THEN EXCELERATE INTO THE DISTANCE AT AN INCREDIBLE SPEED.










CUT TO

EXTERIOR. DAY.LONDON. WE SEE KHAN FOR THE FIRST TIME AS HE WALKS CASUALLY AWAY FROM HIS CAR AND ENTERS A SEEDY BAR. HE IS WEARING A SMART SUIT, WHICH CAUSES A REACTION FROM A SMALL GROUP OF LOW-LIFES DRINKING OUTSIDE.







LAYBY





Hey suit...taking a mighty 



big chance parking a nice 



car round here!







BEAVER





Might be gone when you get 



back!







KHAN (Coolly)





If any one touches it I’II 



find you both and swap your 



brains around.







LAYBY





Hey suit...you a brain 




surgeon?







KHAN (Coolly)





No!

INTERIOR. DAY. SEEDY BAR. KHAN WALKS INTO THE BAR CAUSING HEADS TO TURN AND STARE AT HIM IN AGGRESSIVE LOATHING. WALKING STRAIGHT UP TO THE BARMAN HE ASKS







KHAN 





Who’s running the local 




protection racket?

LOOKING INTO KHAN’S EMOTIONLESS EYES THE BARMAN DECIDES AGAINST CONFRONTATION. UNCOMFORTABLY HE SAYS







BARMAN





You’re in luck they’re over 



there,(shouting) Hey 








BARMAN (Con)





Charlie Boy there’s some 




stranger asking about your 



business.

KHAN GIVES THE BARMAN A LOOK THAT MAKES HIM INSTANTLY REGRET HAVING SPOKEN. HE LOOKS AWKWARDLY DOWN AT THE BAR. THREE OF CHARLIE BOY’S GANG APPROACH AND SURROUND KHAN,

STITCHES, JOHNNY RICO AND MINCEMEAT, WHO STARES VERY AGGRESSIVELY AT KHAN, HIS HEAD EIGHT INCHES FROM KHAN’S. KHAN REMAINS COOL AND COMPLETELY AT HIS EASE. UNPERTURBED HE SMILES PLEASANTLY AT MINCEMEAT BEFORE GRABBING HIS TESTICLES IN ONE HAND AND CRUSHING THEM AS HE HEADBUTTS MINCEMEAT UNCONSCIOUS, WHILE SIMULTANEOUSLY STAMPING ON STITCHES TOES AND CATCHING JOHNNY RICO’S HAND AS HE REACHES INSIDE HIS JACKET FOR A GUN. TWISTING IT ROUND, IN A THUMB LOCK, JOHNNY RICO DROPS THE GUN INTO KHAN’S WAITING HAND WHO IMMEDIATELY RELEASES THE SAFETY AND PLACES IT FORCIBLY UP AGAINST JOHNNY’S NECK. AS HE TWISTS JOHNNY’S ARM UP BEHIND HIS BACK, KHAN KICKS THE HOPPING FIGURE OF STITCHES SENDING HIM CRASHING INTO A NEARBY TABLE. THEN SAYING CASUALLY:







KHAN





Money...millions...and I 




can tell you how to get hold 



of it. Let’s talk.

FORCING JOHNNY RICO FORWARD IN FRONT OF HIM, KHAN WALKS UP TO THE TABLE CHARLIE BOY IS SITTING AT, PULLS UP A CHAIR, AND SITS FACING CHARLIE BOY. PUTTING THE GUN DOWN ON THE TABLE BESIDE HIM HE PROFFERS HIS ARM FOR AN ARM WRESTLE. FRANKIE ‘CHOP KICK’ AND VULGAR BOTH INSTANTLY PLACE THEIR GUNS AGAINST KHAN’S HEAD. CHARLIE BOY WAVES THEM AWAY. KHAN SMILES AND SAYS







KHAN





A test of strength...start 



when you’re ready...I’ve just 



arrived in town and I’m 




looking to meet any local 



hard men that might be 






looking to make some easy 



money.

CHARLIE BOY RISES TO THE CHALLENGE AND SLOWLY BEGINS TO EXERT PRESSURE ON KHAN’S ARM.







CHARLIE BOY





Don’t I know you...haven’t I 



seen your face around 




somewhere.







KHAN





Possibly...I move around a 



lot...but don’t worry if we 



had met before we must’ve 



parted on good terms.







  CHARLIE BOY (Intrigued)





How can you be so sure?

CHARLIE BOY’S ARM IS NOW SHAKING WITH EXERTION AS HE STRAINS TO PREVENT LOOSING GROUND TO KHAN.







KHAN (Smiling)

You’re clearly alive! Now to 


business, I have the ability 


to make a new drug. It’s 



called “Adrenaline” or “Dren” 

to some...it has a rush five 

times stronger than coke and 





is like a three hour 





orgasm...oh yeah..

KHAN TO EMPHASIZE HIS POINT AS HE SPEAKS, EXERTS A SLOW UNSTOPPABLE PRESSURE, FORCING CHARLIE BOY’S ARM DOWN CAUSING HIM TO YELP IN SHOCK.







KHAN





...it gives you the strength





and energy of a superhuman.





CHARLIE BOY (to himself)  





You’re not fucking human...







KHAN





But best of all it’s a 




simple chemical formula...

CHARLIE BOY (RESPECTING KHAN’S STRENGTH, IS NOW SUBMISSIVE AND SLIGHTLY IN FEAR OF KHAN)

LOOKS ONLY CONFUSED SAYING







CHARLIE BOY





Eh?







KHAN





It’s very cheap and easy 




to make...Let me put it 




another way...a partnership 



...between us...every day 



we’ll make a bigger pile of 



money than a dairy cow shits 



in a month.   

KHAN PROFFERS HIS HAND TO THE DAZED CHARLIE BOY WHO EXCEPTS, UNASSURED.







KHAN





Partners...isn’t that nice!










CUT TO

INTERIOR. DAY. KHAN, BEING SHOWN AROUND AN EMPTY WAREHOUSE. KHAN NODS HIS SATISFACTION.









DISSOLVE TO

AS ABOVE. KHAN IN SET UP LAB WITH SEVERAL ASSISTANTS NOW MASS PRODUCING ADRENALINE AMPOULES FOR SYRINGE INJECTION.










CUT TO

CHARLIE BOY’S MEN ARE SEEN SELLING THE DRUG ON THE STREETS AND TOILETS AND DANCE FLOORS OF CLUBS.










CUT TO

INTERIOR. NIGHT. TROY’S CLUB “KINGDOM COME”. TECHNO MUSIC IS PLAYING. KHAN, CHARLIE BOY AND VULGAR ARE STANDING ON A BALCONY SURROUNDED BY GYRATING RAVERS. CHARLIE BOY POINTS SAYING







CHARLIE BOY





Check out the opposition!










CUT TO

INTERIOR. NIGHT. AS ABOVE. A PATH CLEARS AT THE ENTRANCE DOORS OF THE CLUB. SIX LARGE 

BODY GUARDS WALK IN AND CLEAR A PATH. TROY ENTERS. HE CREATES A STIR JUST WITH HIS PRESENCE. HE IS VERY ATTRACTIVE WITH A BODY OF AN ADONIS. HE WALKS ALONG GREETING HIS FRIENDS AND SLAPPING A FEW HANDS. HE IS VERY POPULAR, YET RESPECTED BY THOSE WHO SHOULD FEAR HIM.

HE LOOKS AROUND 










CUT TO

WE SEE THE CLUB IS RAGING HOT, AS PEOPLE SERIOUSLY GET DOWN TO THE POWERFUL MIX ON THE DANCE FLOOR.










CUT TO 

TROY SMILES WITH SATISFACTION, LOOKS UP AND GIVES A THUMBS UP AND A BROAD SMILE.










CUT TO

INTERIOR. NIGHT. THE DJ BOOTH. ALEX, WITH A BIG JOINT IN HIS MOUTH, IS ON THE DECKS AND HE’S GOOD. THE HOUSE IS JUMPING AS HE MIXS IN THE NEXT DISC, WHILST ACKNOWLEDGING TROY’S GREETING WITH A RETURNED THUMBS UP GESTURE AS HE DANCES A LITTLE CELEBRATORY DANCE.









CUT BACK TO

KHAN AND HIS MEN NOW STARING DISPASSIONATELY.

THE CROWD SURROUNDING THEM RECOGNISE THE TRACK AND GO CRAZY, WHOOPING WITH DELIGHT, BLOWING WHISTLES AND GENERALLY GIVING IT SOME WELLY WHILST KHAN AND HIS MEN STAND LIKE STATUES. 









CUT BACK TO

DJ BOOTH. NOBETTER WAX ENTERS AND TAPS ALEX ON HIS SHOULDER. ALEX PULLS DOWN HIS HEADPHONES

AS NOBETTER, WITH GESTURES, INTRODUCES SPACE. ALEX REACHES OUT AND SHAKES HER HAND.










CUT TO

BIG CU OF FIRST SPACE’S THEN ALEX’S EYES, WHILST THEY ARE SMILING DEEPLY.










CUT TO

ALEX INTRODUCING SPACE TO THE DECKS.










CUT TO

TOILETS IN THE CLUB. EVERYONE LOOKS EXCITED AND HAPPY. FIRST GIRL SAYS TO SPACE BABE, WHO IS APPLYING MAKE-UP







FIRST GIRL

Me and Carl were at it all night...and I’m not in the least bit shagged. 







SECOND GIRL





You’ve got to try it, I





haven’t felt this good since



my dad left home.







THIRD GIRL





You’ll be lucky I looked 




everywhere tonight there 




isn’t a shot of Dren to




be found for love nor money.










CUT TO

INTERIOR. NIGHT. GENT’S TOILETS IN A NIGHT CLUB. GUYS URINATING IN A ROW OF URINALS.







Y.C.A.






It’s fucking wonderful...I’ve 





been up on it for three 




days in a row...it’s the  

















Y.C.A. (Con)

bleedin dog’s bollocks.







ALEX





Well you know I’m up for 




whatevers going down, but 



what do you know about side 



effects. 

ALEX THROWS A QUASIMODO IMPERSONATION AND SAYS IN A DROOLING VOICE





This stuff isn’t natural...





it could change you!







Y.C.A.





There ain’t none unless you 



call not needing to sleep 



and being able to keep it up 



all night side effects.










CUT TO

INTERIOR. NIGHT. BAR IN THE SAME NIGHTCLUB.






PUNTER (Angry)





I don’t want anything else!






DEALER (Calmly)





I don’t do Dren...only 




Charlie Boy’s gang sells it, 



everyone else must pay 




punter price no matter how 



much they buy! Look I’ve got 



some nice coke...it’s not 



even cut...







PUNTER





How many times do I have to 



tell you, Dren or I’m not 



fucking interested.

THE PUNTER PUSHES THE DEALER AWAY. AS THE DEALER SQUARES OFF TO HIM, THE PUNTER TAKES A BOTTLE OF BEER OFF THE BAR AND HITS HIM OVER THE HEAD, KNOCKING HIM UNCONSCIOUS.










CUT TO

INTERIOR. NIGHT. ALEX’S PLACE. A GROUP FROM THE CLUB HAVE COME BACK TO ALEX’S.

THEY ARE SIPPING ON BEER. A COUPLE OF JOINTS ARE BEING PASSED AROUND, WHILST OTHERS ARE BEING BUILT.







Y.C.A.





Go on man get it down yer!







SPACE BABE





I don’t know how it works 



(handing back the AMPOULE) 



...thanks but no thanks.

SPACE BABE TAKES A DRAG ON A JOINT THEN POINTS AND WAGS A FINGER AT Y.C.A. THEN SCRUNCHING UP 

HER FACE AND SPEAKING IN A GRANNY VOICE 

(FAILING TO RESTRAIN HER LAUGHTER AT HER OWN CARICATURE). 

 



I like to know what I put 



inside me young man!



Y.C.A.

What about you (to Alex) boy... you’re not going to wus out on me?

ALEX ACCEPTS THE JOINT SPACE BABE PASSES HIM, TAKES A TOKE, LOOKS FROM Y.C.A. TO SPACE BABE THEN BACK TO Y.C.A. AND SAYS IN A MOCK OLD MAN’S VOICE






ALEX (Censoriously)





She’s right you know...no 



one’s tested one of 





those...it could have poison 



in it for all we know.

THEY ALL FALL ABOUT LAUGHING. SPACE GIVES ALEX AN ADMIRING GLANCE, LOOKING SHYLY AWAY WHEN HE NOTICES. Y.C.A STARTS TO MAKE CLUCKING NOISES AND THE OTHERS JOIN IN TO TAKE THE PISS TILL Y.C.A. STANDS AND SAYS DRAMATICALLY







Y.C.A.





Let’s go out for a wander...





see what we can find. 

SAYS TO ALEX AND SPACE.





Are you two coming with us





...or here?( laughing )...





Here I see. 

Y.C.A. AND THE REST CLEAR OUT ALEX AND SPACE LOOK AT EACH OTHER AND BEGIN TO LAUGH, THEY MOVE CLOSER AND REACH FOR EACH OTHER.










CUT TO

INTERIOR. NIGHT. KHAN, CHARLIE BOY AND THE REST OF HIS GANG ARE OUT AT A NIGHTCLUB CELEBRATING. THEY ARE SITTING AT A LARGE TABLE WITH A BUNCH OF GIRLS WHEN TWO ASSASSINS (ONE THE DEALER FROM THE CLUB NOW WEARING A LARGE PLASTER ON HIS FOREHEAD) APPROACH DRAWING OUZI MACHINE GUNS. KHAN SPOTS THEM AND PULLS CHARLIE BOY IN FRONT OF HIM TO USE AS A SHIELD JUST AS THE ASSASSINS OPEN FIRE, SPRAYING THE TABLE. THE GANG SCATTER IN EVERY DIRECTION. CHARLIE BOY, IS HIT BY SEVERAL BULLETS, HIS BODY JERKING REFLEXIVELY. KHAN, HOLDING CHARLIE’S BODY IN ONE HAND, PULLS OUT A PISTOL AND SHOOTS BOTH ASSASSINS IN THE FOREHEAD WITH TWO BULLETS. 










CUT TO

INTERIOR. NIGHT. (THE TRACK ‘MONTAGUES AND CAPULETS’ FROM PROKOFIEV’S ROMEO AND JULIET BEGINS TO SWELL AND RUNS OVER THE NEXT ELEVEN SCENES. ENDING HALF WAY DOWN PAGE SIXTEEN). AS CAMERA CRANES DOWN WE SEE KHAN AND REMAINING GANG MEMBERS STANDING ROUND A TABLE IN A DARKENED ROOM WITH A SOLITARY LIGHT OVER THE TABLE ILLUMINATING A MAP OF LONDON DIVIDED INTO SEVERAL TERRITORIES MARKED CLEARLY, WHICH KHAN POINTS TO INDIVIDUALLY. ‘BELFAST MICKS’, ‘LO-HIGH-MIN’, ‘BIKERS’, ‘TRAFFORDS’, ‘THE DREDS’ AND THE LARGEST CENTRAL AREA ‘QUEERS’.










CUT TO 

INTERIOR. NIGHT. ALEX’S BEDROOM. SPACE AND ALEX STUMBLE THROUGH THE DOOR WHILST LOCKED IN AN EMBRACE. 

EXTERIOR. DAY. P.O.V. FROM THE BOTTOM OF A LAKE LOOKING UP. A ROWING BOAT ENTERS THE FRAME FROM THE TOP LEFT, AND AS IT CROSSES DIAGONALLY, IT STOPS IN THE MIDDLE AND A WEIGHTED LIVE BODY IS THROWN OVER BOARD. IT DESCENDS WRIGGLING FURIOUSLY TOWARDS THE CAMERA. THE SCREAMING MOUTH RELEASING BUBBLES OF AIR AS IT DESCENDS.










CUT TO

INTERIOR. NIGHT. ALEX’S BEDROOM. ALEX IS CARRYING SPACE WHO HAS HER LEGS LOCKED ROUND ALEX’S WAIST. THEY BEGIN TEARING AT EACH OTHERS CLOTHES, TRYING TO GET THEM OFF AS THEY KISS WITH OPEN MOUTHS PASSIONATELY. 










CUT TO

EXTERIOR. EVEN. OUTSIDE BIKER BAR. A BIKER GANG PULLS UP AND PARKS ALONG THE FRONT OF  THE BAR, NERVOUSLY SCATTERING A SMALL CROWD DRINKING OUTSIDE THE BAR.










CUT TO

EXTERIOR. EVEN. ROOF TOP OVER THE FRONT OF THE BIKER BAR. WE SEE FOUR OIL DRUMS LINED ALONG THE ROOF BEING TILTED. THE FUEL POURING DOWN ONTO THE BIKERS BELOW. THE GANG MEMBERS BELOW SHAKE THEIR FISTS FURIOUSLY. (SLIP INTO SLOW MOTION) WE SEE KHAN WALK TO THE ROOF EDGE BRANDISHING A FLAMING TORCH AND THROW IT LAUGHING AS IT SPINS DOWN ON THE SCATTERING GANG MEMBERS BELOW.










CUT TO

EXTERIOR. EVEN. STREET LEVEL OUTSIDE THE BIKER BAR. (NB STILL IN SLOW MOTION). THE GANG MEMBERS BEGINNING TO SCATTER IN EVERY DIRECTION AS THE TORCH SPINS IN FROM THE TOP OF THE FRAME AND LANDS IGNITING THE FUEL. AN ENORMOUS FIREBALL ENGULFS THE AREA. SEVERAL WRITHING FIGURES CAN BE MADE OUT STUMBLING AND FALLING AS THEY DIE IN THE INFERNO.










CUT TO

INTERIOR. NIGHT. ALEX’S BEDROOM. THEY ROLL OF THE BED AND ONTO THE FLOOR.  THEY BREAK OFF KISSING FOR A COUPLE OF SECONDS WHILST FRANTICALLY REMOVING THEIR TOPS. 










CUT TO

EXTERIOR. EVENING. A CAR WITH FOUR IRISH GANG MEMBERS DRIVES PAST THE FRONT OF A IRISH PUB  AND INDICATE TO TURN INTO THE ALLEY BESIDE IT. 










CUT TO 

INTERIOR. EVEN. P.O.V. FROM BACK SEAT OF THE CAR THROUGH FRONT WINDSCREEN. ON THE NEXT BLOCK A BULLDOZER IS LEVELING RUBBLE SURROUNDED BY ROADWORK SIGNS AND BARRIER TAPE. AS THE CAR PULLS INTO THE ALLEY WE CAN SEE IT IS BLOCKED IN BY ANOTHER BULLDOZER, THE CAR DRIVER BEGINS HONKING HIS HORN AND REMONSTRATING TO GET THE BULLDOZER TO GET OUT

OF THE WAY. 
















CUT TO 

INTERIOR. EVEN. P.O.V. FROM INSIDE THE BULLDOZER ON THE STREET. QUICKLY IT DRIVES THROUGH THE TAPE AND TURNS ROUND INTO THE ALLEY BLOCKING THE ONLY EXIT. IT THEN CONTINUES TO SPEED TOWARDS THE OTHER BULLDOZER, COLLIDING WITH THE CAR IT FORCES IT TOWARDS THE OTHER BULLDOZER UNTIL IT SMASHES IT BETWEEN.










CUT TO

EXTERIOR. EVEN. LOOKING DOWN INTO THE ALLEY FROM ROOFTOP ABOVE. WE SEE THE CAR SMASHED BETWEEN THE TWO BULLDOZERS, CRUSHED AND EXPLODING.










CUT TO

INTERIOR. NIGHT. ALEX’S BEDROOM. WE SEE ALEX AND SPACE STILL INTERTWINED IN THE THROES OF PASSIONATE SEX, KNOCKING OVER AN IRONING BOARD WITH A TV ON IT AND NOT EVEN NOTICING. THEY BASH INTO A WALL, THEIR BODIES GRINDING INTO EACH OTHERS. 










CUT TO

INTERIOR. EVENING. HOTEL LOBBY. SIX SUITED MEN ESCORT AN AGED CHINAMAN ACROSS THE LOBBY AND INTO THE LIFT OF AN EXCLUSIVE RESIDENTIAL HOTEL. AS THE DOORS OPEN ON THE FLOOR OF THE PENTHOUSE SUITE, A FOUR INCH FLOOD OF WATER WASHES INTO THE LIFT, THE MEN STARE DOWN AT THEIR FEET IN BEWILDERMENT. 










CUT TO

INTERIOR. EVEN. HOTEL LANDING. KHAN LAUGHING STANDING IN A PAIR OF WELLINGTON BOOTS AND DROPPING, FROM A RUBBER GLOVED HAND, A SPARKING ELECTRIC CABLE.










CUT TO

INTERIOR. EVEN. HOTEL LIFT. THE SEVEN MEN DANCE WILDLY, WRITHING AND SHAKING, ARMS 

OUTSTRETCHED, AS THE CURRENT TEARS THROUGH THEM.










CUT TO

INTERIOR. NIGHT. ALEX’S BEDROOM. SPACE WITH HER SKIRT STILL ON AND HER LEGS ROUND ALEX’S WAIST, ALEX WITH HIS TROUSERS ROUND HIS ANKLES AND HIS TRAINERS STILL ON. WE SEE THEM MAKING AN ATTEMPT TO MAKE THE BED, SHUFFLING BACKWARDS ACROSS THE ROOM. ALEX TRIPS ON HIS TROUSERS AND FALLS DRAGGING SPACE DOWN WITH HIM THEY HIT THE DECK BEHIND THE BED, AS WE HEAR A CAT SCREECH LOUDLY. 










CUT TO

exterior. NIGHT: A mercedes saloOn car pulls up outside a cheerfully lit pub (music and laughter can be heard coming from inside). five men get out (VULGAR, STITCHS, JOHNNY RICO, MINCEMEAT AND OUZI CABARET). four go to the boot of the car whilst VULGAR keeps watch. the boot is opened and as each man files past he is passed a sawn-off shotgun BY OUZI CABARET. they walk to the front door of the pub and straight on in. The door closes and momentarily there is silence. then repeated shotgun fire is heard. the lights are immediately shot out. the windows light up with each following blast. female SCREAMS are cut short. a figure smashes through a window ATTEMPTING TO ESCAPE, but is followed by a shotgun flash and BLAST, the figure hits the floor and remains motionless.  no light now comes from inside, and there is complete silence. the door opens and the gANG, NOw laughing and joking AMONGST themselves, come out and file past the mercedes boot handing back their shot guns TO OUZI CABARET, to be PLACED back in the boot. in turn, they are handed, a can of beer BY JOHNNY RICO. the boot is slammed, the doors are slammed, the engine gunned, the headlights blaze and the car shoots off, leaving a now silent and darkened pub.










CUT TO

INTERIOR. DAWN. ALEX’S BEDROOM. ALEX AND SPACE ARE SITTING UPRIGHT ON ALEX’S BED NAKED. THEY CAN BE SEEN ONLY AS SILHOUETTES AGAINST THE LONDON SKYLINE AS SEEN THROUGH THE LARGE DOUBLE PATIO DOORS OF ALEX’S BEDROOM. THEY SHARE A JOINT AND STARE AT EACH OTHER.







SPACE





I’ve got to be getting home,





my mum’s going to kill me.










CUT TO

EXTERIOR DAY: IN the right foreground an Ice-cream van fills half the frame with a QUEUE of eager and EXCITED small children, in the background a large gas works dominates the skyline. on the left hand tower tiny SILHOUETTED figures can be seen moving towards the edge. They throw a steer tied human figure off the edge, followed by three others. the bodies fall silently, only the sound of the GLEEFUL children can be heard in the foreground.










CUT TO

EXTERIOR. MORNING. p.o.v. from inside ALEX’s car through the WINDSCREEN. ALEX IS DRIVING SPACE BABE HOME. ROUNDING A CORNER THE ROAD IS BLOCKED BY A GROUP oF PEOPLE FIGHTING in the street. we see y.c.a. sitting across AN unconscious BOY’S chest, SAVAGELY beating THE boy’s head against the CURB stone. then raging like a victorious gorilla, HE shouts something inaudible and leads the gang off. they run past the car beating the car body panels as they pass howling, making savage faces through the windscreen and windows.










cut to

INTERIOR. MORNING. GYM. EIGHT LARGE BODY BUILDERS ARE WORKING OUT IN A GYM.










CUT TO

CU WE SEE TWO HANDS DOING EIGHT QUICK BENCH PRESSES WITH 240LBS ON THE BAR. THEN TROY SITS UP INTO THE FRAME.  AS THE CAMERA PULLS BACK WE SEE TROY IS ATTENDED BY TWO GUARDS EITHER END OF THE BAR. 










CUT TO

THE DOOR TO THE GYM AT THE OTHER END OF THE HALL FLIES OPEN AND STITCHS AND TROJAN CARRYING OUZI MACHINE GUNS ENTER RUNNING. THEY BOTH ARE SCREAMING TERRIFYING SHOUTS OF AGGRESSION.  










CUT TO

TROY’S TWO BODYGUARDS MOVE INSTANTLY TO COVER HIM WITH THEIR OWN BODIES BY STEPPING IN FRONT OF HIM, AS THEY DRAW PISTOLS AND TAKE AIM. WE SEE THE RUNNING MEN START TO FIRE AND HEAR TWO SHOTS IN QUICK SUCCESSION RING OUT.  INSTANTLY ONE MAN THEN THE OTHER ARE BLOWN BACKWARDS BY  BULLETS FROM A SNIPER’S RIFLE. 










CUT TO

RIFLE MAN IN SPECTATORS GALLERY DRESSED IN A SMART BUSINESS SUIT, PANS THE HALL THEN WAVES AN ALL CLEAR.










CUT TO 

OTHER SIDE OF THE SPECTATORS GALLERY WHERE A SECOND RIFLE MAN ACKNOWLEDGES THE SIGNAL AND PASSES IT ON.










CUT TO

BOTH GUARDS COVERING TROY HAVE BEEN WINGED, BLOOD TRICKLES DOWN THEIR WHITE GYM VESTS BUT THEY STILL STAND ALERT, THEIR GUNS PANNING AROUND THE HALL IN EXPECTATION OF FURTHER ATTACKS. LOOKING UP THEY SPOT AND ACKNOWLEDGE THE ALL CLEAR AND LOWER THEIR GUNS. TWO HANDS FORCE THEM APART TO REVEAL TROY, HE IS ANGRY, VERY ANGRY.









cut to

interior. night. the d.j. booth at the club “KINGDOM COME”. y.c.a., ALEX AND space talk whilst  nobetter wax is on the decks.







ALEX





That’s scary...your running





round the streets like a





Neanderthal...







SPACE






Smashing a guy’s head to a 



pulp and you don’t remember?







Y.C.A.





I swear on Elvis’s holy 




grave I don’t. I woke up 




with a black eye and bruises 



all over feeling great.








ALEX





That Dren is dangerous 




shit...you were an animal!







Y.C.A.





Never again...no way!










CUT TO 

interior troy’s club control room. night. troy sits with folded arms, his back to the camera looking towards the multi-screened control CONSOLE in front of him. it is manned by four young men in white t-shirts. they each carefully watch their monitors and flick between different c.c.t.v. cameras, zooming in and out, panning and tilting if they find something that takes their interest. a cowering figure approaches hesitaNtly towards troy and whispers something in his ear. 







troy





Show them in.

THE SEVERAL SUITED GUARDS AROUND THE ROOM IMMEDIATELY STAND TO ATTENTION AND CLICK THE SAFETY CATCHES OFF OR LOAD A SHELL INTO THE BREECH OF THEIR SHORT BARRELED SHOT-GUNS.

A SINGLE KNOCK IS HEARD FOLLOWED BY THREE HEAVY-DUTY PNEUMATIC SECURITY LOCKS OPENING ON THE DOOR. THE DOOR OPENS IN AND THREE FIGURES ENTER. KHAN AND TWO OF HIS LIEUTENANTS, OUZI CABARET AND FRANKIE ‘CHOP-KICK’.







khan





So finally we meet face to





face!







TROY





What do you want?







KHAN





I’ve got a business prop-





position to put to you...





Make you lot’s of money.






troy





Have plenty, what makes you 





think I need anything from 



you?







KHAN

Adrenaline! I have it you need it. Without it it’s only a matter of time. Nothing else as good, not even close. Trade will change. Will soon all be coming my way...





You have the clubs, control 



the markets, I think you 




need a partner, fifty, fifty.

A LIGHT FLASHES RED ON THE FIRST CONSOLE.







TROY





What have we got?






1st CONSOLE OPP





Dealer…not one of ours.


TROY





Take him out, bathe and 





tray him!

ZOOM TO 1st CONSOLE SCREEN FILLS FRAME. A YOUNG MALE IS IN THE MIDDLE OF A DEAL WHEN HE IS GRABED ON BY FOUR MEMBERS OF SECURITY AND DRAGGED AWAY HIS FEET KICKING WILDLY NOT TOUCHING THE FLOOR. CUT TO ANOTHER C.C.T.V. CAMERA VIEWPOINT OF THE SECURITY CARRYING THE DEALER THROUGH A DOOR ALONG A CORRIDOR AND OUT OF ANOTHER. CUT TO OTHER SIDE OF THE DOOR. WE SEE THE DEALER DRAGGED IN AND BOUND IN GAFFER TAPE. HE IS DRAGGED TOWARDS A TRENCH IN THE FLOOR AND KICKED INTO THE CONTENTS IMMEDIATELY START TO BUBBLE FURIOUSLY, CLEAR STEAMING GAS BRUSTS FROM THE SURFACE AS THE DEALER WRITHES AROUND IN AGONY, HIS SKIN ERUPTING IN GIGANTIC BLISTERS, UNTIL HE SINKS BENEATH THE FLUID. NB THE FOLLOWING DOUBLE BRACKETED DIALOGUE IS HEARD AS A V.O. OVER THE ABOVE ACTION.

 




TROY VO





What makes you think that





I need your help. I took





control of all the central





territory in just five 




years. You think you’re the 



first to come in here and 



try to take what I earned. I 



built this and sixty other 



clubs, not for people to 




come and dance in or to have 



a good time. I built them so 



I could sell drugs, my drugs 



and only my drugs, I have my 

own lab, making all my own 
supply, no one not even to
filth or the D.S. comes in 
here without twenty four 

hours notice. My security is 
tighter than your homophobic 
ring piece. The Irish and 
the Yanks came and tried to 
muscle me out, those that 
came never left, I 


liquidated all of them.










CUT TO

INTERIOR. TROY’S CLUB CONTROL ROOM NIGHT. A DOOR OPENS AND A SECURITY GUARD ENTERS CARRYING A SILVER TRAY. TROY CLICKS HIS FINGERS AND POINTS AT THE GUARD TO PASS IT TO KHAN. 










CUT TO

BIG CU OF THE TRAY. ON THE TRAY IS A BROKEN PAIR OF WIRE FRAMED SPECTACLES; SEVERAL SMALL COINS, A HEARING AID, THREE GOLD TEETH AND A GOLD CRUCIFIX ON A CHAIN. KHAN PASSES IT BACK TO THE SECURITY GUARD AND LAUGHS A DEEP, BELLY LAUGH.







KHAN





All right, sixty, forty your 





way, I cover production 





and distribution on my 





end, money is divided before





my men leave your clubs.





I’m a business man, I don’t 





want to fuck with you, I 




just want to make us some 



money.

KHAN OFFERS HIS HAND. TROY REGARDS IT SUSPICIOUSLY FOR A COUPLE OF SECONDS AND THEN TAKES AND SHAKES IT. THEY BOTH LAUGH UNRELAXED LAUGHS, KEEPING THEIR DISTANCE FROM EACH OTHER, BUT STILL MAINTAINING CONTACT WITH EACH OTHER'S SERIOUS STARES.










CUT TO

INTERIOR. NIGHT. PRIVATE SEX PARTY AT KHAN’S.

CAMERA MEANDERS ROUND THE ROOM. WE SEE VARIOUS COUPLES WITH THEIR TOPS OFF DANCING AND OTHERS LOUNGING IN FOREPLAY OVER THE MANY LUXURIOUS LEATHER SUITES. ONE COUPLE SIT FACING EACH OTHER IN THE LOTUS POSITION HAVING SEX.

FRANKIE ‘CHOP-KICK’ IS DUSTING HIS LADY FRIEND’S BREASTS IN COKE LIKE ICING SUGAR AND SNORTING, THEN LICKING UP THE FINE POWDER. TROJAN IS EMPTYING OUT THE CONTENTS OF A 1KG BAG ON TO A TABLETOP AND BEGINS USING A PLATINUM CREDIT CARD TO SEPARATE LINES. PINBALL AND KHAN ARE SITTING ON A LEATHER SETTEE NEARBY, KHAN WITH A GIRL KNEELING ON THE FLOOR BEFORE HIM, HER HEAD MOVING BETWEEN HIS LEGS. A SCANTILY CLAD YOUNG GIRL SITS DOWN NEXT TO PINBALL AND PROFFERS HIM A AMPOULE GUN TO INJECT ADRENALINE. PINBALL AT FIRST REFUSES BUT THE YOUNG GIRL PERSISTS. PINBALL RELENTS AND TAKING THE AMPOULE GUN FROM THE GIRL HE PULLS UP HIS SLEEVE










CUT TO

BIG CU OF PINBALL’S ARM AS HE SLAPS HIS SKIN HARD TO BRING UP A VEIN. 










CUT TO

HEAD SHOT OF PINBALL FREEZING, REALIZING THAT A KNIFE IS AT HIS THROAT. HE TURNS HIS HEAD ROUND SLOWLY AS CAMERA PULLS OUT WE SEE KHAN IS HOLDING THE BLADE WITH A DEADLY SERIOUS EXPRESSION ON HIS FACE.






KHAN (Emphatically)





For the very last time, we





make, sell and profit from





the shit, but use the shit 





and it will use you.

KHAN DRAWS PINBALL TOWARDS HIM SMILING BENIGNLY BUT STILL KEEPING THE BLADE PRESSED AGAINST HIS THROAT. 





Trust me...if I see or hear





of you taking even one shot





of Dren...

KHAN DRAWS THE BLADE ACROSS HIS THROAT. A THIN TRICKLE OF BLOOD RUNS FROM THE BLADE ON PINBALL’S NECK, HIS FACE IS CONTORTED IN TERROR.






KHAN (Con)





It could be the death of 




you!

KHAN LAUGHS, SIMULTANEOUSLY REMOVING THE 

KNIFE FROM PINBALL’S NECK AND STABBING IT INTO THE SKULL OF THE YOUNG GIRL AT HIS SIDE WHO FALLS AWAY SILENTLY. KHAN PULLS PINBALL FORWARD, KISSING HIM ON THE FOREHEAD PATERNALLY WHILST STROKING THE HAIR OF THE GIRL WITH HER HEAD BETWEEN HIS LEGS.










CUT TO

INTERIOR. EVENING. STAIRWAY OF KICK BOXING DO-JO. INTERIOR. ALEX COMES THROUGH THE DOORS FROM THE DO-JO. HE IS DRESSED IN A BLACK DO-GI (KARATE SUIT), WITH AN UNFASTENED OVERCOAT OVER IT AND TRAINERS WITH NO SOCKS. HIS HAIR IS WET WITH SWEAT FROM HIS TRAINING SESSION. AS HE BEGINS TO DESCEND THE STAIRS TO STREET LEVEL, THE STREET DOOR OPENS AND A FILE OF KHAN’S MEN IN OVERCOATS WALK IN FOLLOWED BY KHAN HIMSELF. THEY ASCEND THE STAIRS ALL IGNORING ALEX EXCEPT KHAN, WHO GIVES ALEX A POLITE SMILE AND A NOD OF RECOGNITION, WHICH ALEX ACKNOWLEDGES, HIS FACE CLOUDING WITH CONFUSION, BEFORE REACHING THE BOTTOM OF THE STEPS AND EXITING.










CUT TO

INTERIOR. EVENING.  THE KARATE AND KICKBOXING DO-JO OF THE ‘CHINK’S’, DEEP IN THE HEART OF LO-HIGH-MIN’S TERRITORY. A FREE FIGHTING PRACTICE IS IN PROGRESS. SEVERAL COUPLES ARE IN INTENSE COMBAT. SUDDENLY BOTH DOUBLE ENTRANCE DOORS ARE KICKED OPEN AND KHAN’S GANG ENTERS CARRYING FIREARMS. KHAN SWAGGERS IN THROUGH THE DOORS AND SPEAKS ADDRESSING no one in particular.







KHAN





Gentlemen my sincerest 





apologies for this uninvited





interruption. I’m looking 



for Akira, supposedly the 



‘Chinks’
best fighter.

akira singles himself from the other fighters by saying.







akira

You’re right...are you looking for a fight!







KHAN





In a way yes...a match of 



honor. My best fighter, 




against you...loose the 




fight, lose your territory.






AKIRA (Incredulous)





Are you serious?







KHAN





My word on it...my man 




looses…we clear out!

KHAN LAUGHS DEEPLY AS AKIRA WALKS TO THE SIDE OF THE DO-JO. TURNS AND BOWS TOWARDS THE CENTER THEN TURNS AND WALKS TO THE SIDE OF THE HALL. TAKING A MOBILE PHONE FROM HIS JACKET ON THE COAT RAIL. HE PRESSES ELEVEN DIGITS AND HAS A WHISPERED, QUICK CONVERSATION BEFORE RETURNING TO THE CENTER OF THE DOJO.







AKIRA





I accept…Who is your 





fighter?

KHAN LAUGHS. NODDING TO FRANKIE CHOP-KICK WHO STEPS FORWARD, UNDOES HIS OVERCOAT TO REVEAL A BLACK DO-GI. KICKING OFF HIS SHOES HE NOW BARE FOOT ENTERS THE DOJO. BOWS TO AKIRA AND ASSUMES A FIGHTING STANCE. THE OTHER FIGHTERS WALK TO THE REMAINING TWO SIDES OF THE DOJO AND BOWING TO THE CENTER FORM TWO LINES ALONG IT’S EDGES.






KHAN (Ceremoniously)





To the death!

AN INTENSE AND EXPERT BATTLE FOLLOWS. FIRSTLY AKIRA THEN FRANKIE ‘CHOP-KICK’ GAINS THE ADVANTAGE. AKIRA RECOVERS AND WITH A SERIES OF SPINNING KICKS KNOCKS OUT AND SENDS FRANKIE ‘CHOP-KICK’ SLIDING UNCONSCIOUS ACROSS THE POLISHED FLOOR. AKIRA LETS OUT A CRY OF VICTORY AND LEAPS HIGH IN THE AIR TO DELIVER A DEATH KICK TO FRANKIE’S MOTIONLESS BODY. A SINGLE SHOT RINGS OUT AND AKIRA TUMBLES LIKE A SHOT GROUSE. LANDING ON HIS KNEES HE LOOKS TO SEE KHAN POINTING A REVOLVER AT HIM. A LARGE BLOOD PATCH GROWS ON THE CHEST AREA OF AKIRA’S DO-GI. IN MOCK SINCERITY KHAN SAY’S.






KHAN (Apologetically) 





I lied!...Pity you were 




good.

KHAN FIRES A SINGLE BULLET THROUGH AKIRA’S FOREHEAD. HIS BODY FLIES THROUGH THE AIR BACKWARDS AND LANDS SPRAWLED ON THE FLOOR FACE UP. 










CUT TO


MEDIUM CU FROM IMMEDIATELY OVER AKIRA’S BODY. A PUDDLE OF BLOOD FORMS AROUND HIS HEAD IN AN EVER INCREASING CRIMSON HALO.

CUT BACK TO WIDE






KHAN (Gushing)





Au revoir. Merci pour la 






soiree. C’etait formidable.

(Good-bye. Thanks for the evening. It was great).



KHAN’S GANG SPRAY THE REMAINING FIGHTERS. LINED ALONG THE EDGES OF THE DOJO THEY MAKE EASY TARGETS AND ARE MOWN DOWN IN SECONDS, FALLING INTO CRUMPLED HEAPS.    










CUT TO

INTERIOR. EVENING. A PRIVATE BAR. KHAN’S GANG ARE HAVING PLEASANT DRINK WITH REPRESENTATIVES OF THE LOCAL DRUG SQUAD.






D.S. HUSSEY





What the fuck do you think





you’re playing at? 






D.S. THORN





You’re killing more people 



than the fucking police.






D.S. HUSSEY





Who the fuck do you think 



you fucking are…friggin 




Pacino in bloody ‘Scarface’.







KHAN 





Funny fucking ha! You two 



would make a great double 



act.

KHAN CONTINUES TALKING WHILST DOING A PASSABLE IMPERSONATION OF PACINO FROM SCARFACE.






KHAN (Con)





You could calla a yer 




selves ‘Hard cop 
and another 





even harder cop’.  I pay you 



to keep outta my way. And 



now your boring me.






D.S. THORN





Stop taking the piss and pay 



attention. You can’t pay us 



enough to cover up your body 





count. We had to step over 



three stiffs just to get in 



here.







KHAN 






Change of management, had to 



fire a few of the old 




staff.






D.S. HUSSEY





You’re still taking the piss. 





Our superior is not into 




this.







KHAN





And who, gentlemen has ya 





doing number twos in 





your pants.






D.S. THORN





D.I. Lincoln. She’s one 




serious...

KHAN YAWNING PLACES A REVOLVER AGAINST D.S. THORN’S HEAD AND BLOWS HIM AWAY. TURNING TOWARDS D.S. HUSSEY (WHO IS NOW SHAKING UNCONTROLLABLY WITH FEAR, GIBBERING NOISES COMING FROM HIS MOUTH) KHAN MAKES A DISGUSTED FACE AND WAFTS HIS HAND IN FRONT OF HIS WRINKLING NOSE IT AT THE SMELL RISING FROM D.S. HUSSEYS TROUSERS. KHAN TUTS SAYING...






KHAN (Wearily)





Set up a meet with this 





D.I. Lincoln...every one 





has a price...sometimes a 





relative...sometimes a lover





...maybe this hard woman has





some children.










CUT TO

EXTERIOR. DAY. ONE OF KHAN’S ADRENALINE OUTLETS IN A CONVERTED CHURCH. A LONG QUEUE OF MOTLEY ADDICTS WAIT IN LINE TO BE ALLOWED, ONE BY ONE THROUGH THE HEAVILY REINFORCED DOORS, ONLY AFTER THEY HAVE SHOWN THE DOORMAN THE REQUIRED PRICE.











CUT TO

INTERIOR. DAY. AS ABOVE. THE DOOR IS CLOSED AFTER EACH NEW CUSTOMER. AT GUN POINT THEY ARE PROFESSIONALLY FRISKED AND THEN USHERED INTO THE NEXT CHAMBER PASSING THROUGH AN AIRPORT STYLE METAL DETECTOR DOORWAY. IN THE NEXT CHAMBER, STILL AT GUNPOINT, THE ADDICT PLACES HIS ORDER AT A GRILL IN A PLATE STEEL WALL AND DROPS HIS MONEY IN THE METAL SWITCH TRAY. IT CLOSES TO REAPPEAR AGAIN WITH AN AMPHULATE INJECTOR COMPLETE WITH CHARGE OF ADRENALINE. USHERED OUT INTO THE INTERIOR COURTYARD THE ADDICT JOINS A GROUP OF FIFTY OR MORE WRETCHED SPACED DREN TAKERS LYING AROUND THE SQUALID FLOOR. VERMIN CAN BE SEEN IN THE DEBRIS. THREE ADDICTS ARE KICKING THE LIVING SHIT OUT OF A SQUIRMING BLOODY BODY ON THE FLOOR WHO PLEADS PATHETICALLY FOR MERCY BETWEEN KICKS. A GROUP OF ADDICTS WATCH EXCITED BY THE ENTERTAINMENT THEY ENCOURAGE THE ASSAILANTS. ANOTHER ADDICT NEARBY POUNDS A WALL RELENTLESSLY WITH HIS BARE BLOODY FISTS, WAILING UNCONTROLLABLY.










CUT TO

INTERIOR. EVEN. WE SEE SAME ADDICT IN ANOTHER CHAMBER BEING FRISKED AGAIN BY SECURITY. THEY REMOVE THE INJECTOR UNIT FROM ONE OF HIS MANY POCKETS. ANNOYED THEY SLAP HIM ROUND A BIT AND EJECT HIM THROUGH THE EXIT DOORS.










CUT TO 

EXTERIOR. EVEN. OUTSIDE DOORS. WE SEE ADDICT THROWN THROUGH THE BACK DOORS AND CRASHING ACROSS SOME NEARBY GARBAGE BINS AND BOXES.










CUT TO

INTERIOR. NIGHT. LATE NIGHT BAR. ALEX SITS ON A TALL STOOL AGAINST A BAR LOST IN HIS OWN THOUGHTS, OBLIVIOUS TO ANYTHING GOING ON AROUND HIM. 








BARMAN





Would you like another ALEX?







ALEX





Yeah another coke with a 




slice of lemon ...thanks.

AS THE BARMAN PASSES ALEX ANOTHER COKE A GANG OF DREN HEADS ALL WEARING MIRROR GLASSES, WALK INTO THE BAR, THEY ARE OBVIOUSLY LOOKING FOR A RUCK, THEY PUSH AND SHOVE PAST PEOPLE AT THE BAR TRYING TO PROVOKE A FIGHT. PEOPLE BACK OFF AND GIVE THEM SPACE. EXCESS AND HIS GIRLFRIEND, CLOVER, SQUEEZE IN FORCIBLY BESIDE ALEX AND CHANT AGGRESSIVELY AT THE BARMAN TOGETHER.





  EXCESS AND CLOVER




 
Drinks...Drinks...Drinks!

EXCESS PUSHES HIS GLASSES UP ONTO HIS HEAD TO REVEAL HORRIBLY BLOOD SHOT EYES. HE SHOUTS AS  HE POKES AT ALEX







EXCESS





Here you...yeah you...you’re 



sitting in me girlfriend’s 



seat.

CLOVER REMOVES HER GLASSES TO REVEAL THE SAME BLOOD SHOT EYES AS SHE SAYS







CLOVER





It’s got my name written on. 

ALEX GETS UP OFF THE BARSTOOL AND EXAMINES THE TOP OF THE SEAT.






ALEX (Comically)





No there’s nothing written 



here…no…wait a minute 




“Bitch loves Arsehole”...is 



that you two?

THE RECORD ON THE JUKE BOX (‘POLICE AND THEIVES’BY THE CLASH) SCRATCHES TO A HALT THEN JUMPS ONTO ANOTHER TRACK (TWO THIRDS OF THE WAY THROUGH ‘WHITE RIOT’BY THE CLASH) THE REST OF THE GANG CROWD ROUND ALEX AS OTHER PEOPLE DECIDE TO MOVE QUICKLY OUT OF THE WAY. AS EXCESS GOES TO HEAD-BUTT ALEX, ALEX STANDS AND PUSHES HIM BACK AGAINST THE OTHERS. ALEX GIVES A PERFECT EXAMPLE OF MARTIAL ARTS SELF-DEFENCE BY USING HIS ATTACKERS’ MOMENTUM, WHEN MAKING INTENDED STRIKES, ALEX USES THAT MOMENTUM TO PROPEL THEM AWAY FROM HIMSELF. SENDING THEM SPINNING, CRASHING AND FLYING INTO EACH OTHER, THE SURROUNDING FURNITURE AND BAR. THIRTY SECONDS LATER WITHOUT THROWING A SINGLE PUNCH, KICK OR CHOP, ALEX’S OPPONENTS LIE STREWN MOANING AND BEATEN AROUND THE FLOOR OF THE BAR, HAVING BEEN UNABLE TO LAND A SINGLE BLOW ON HIM. ALEX WALKS TO THE BAR DOWNS HIS COKE AND WALKS OUT AS THE TRACK ON THE JUKEBOX ENDS. 










CUT TO

EXTERIOR. DAY. OUTSIDE AN INDIAN RESTAURANT. 

KHAN AND SEVERAL GANG MEMBERS EXIT, JOKING AMONGST THEM-SELVES, TO SEE A TRAFFIC WARDEN PLACING A TICKET ON KHAN’S CAR. WALKING STRAIGHT UP TO THE WARDEN KHAN CALMLY SAYS...







KHAN





You know I can remember when

Traffic wardens were respected as the people that kept the roads free of people parking irresponsibly, like blocking emergency exits and fire hydrants. Then the system changed and you guys went on piece-work, 
got a cut of the action. The system sadly went to fuck…

(laughing conspiratorially)

...nowadays you can get a ticket waiting for the traffic lights to change.  

KHAN puts his arm over the warden’s shoulders

WHILST LOOKING CASUALLY UP AND DOWN THE STREET 
















KHAN (Con)

Did you ever possibly try to imagine how much that pisses drivers off?

SMILING KHAN REACHES INTO HIS JACKET TAKES OUT A REVOLVER, PLACES IT TO THE WARDEN’S FOREHEAD AND BLOWS HIS BRAINS OUT.







KHAN





I don’t believe you did.

KHAN, LAUGHING, WINKS AT THE OTHERS AS HE REMOVES AND SCREWS UP THE PARKING TICKET.

LAUGHING THEY JUMP INTO THE CAR. 










CUT TO

EXTERIOR. DAY. AS ABOVE. WE SEE THE L.C.D. REGISTRATION PLATE CHANGE NUMBERS AND AS THE CAR DRIVES AWAY WE SEE ITS COLOR CHANGE, FROM  RED TO GREEN.










CUT TO

INTERIOR. NIGHT. D.J. BOOTH ABOVE DANCE FLOOR AT TROY’S NIGHT CLUB “KINGDOM COME”. ALEX AND SPACE ARE IN THE MIDDLE OF A FLAMING ROW.







ALEX





It’s precisely because I do 



care, don’t you see? 







SPACE 





I’m old enough to take care 



of myself, I don’t need you 



to act as a bodyguard. I...







ALEX





People are dying out there, 





every night, people are..




dying...beating the living 



shit out of each other!

ALEX TAKES HOLD OF SPACE AND PHYSICALLY SHAKES HER.







ALEX 





...It’s not bloody safe, 




guns going off and...







SPACE





I promised mum I would be 



back before two to baby sit 



Pauly. She won’t leave him 



till I...







ALEX (Shouting)





Just one more hour and I’ll 





be through..

SPACE BURSTS INTO TEARS AND FORCES HIS HANDS OFF HER SHOUTING







SPACE





Let go...let go of me...I





promised...she’ll be fired





if she’s late again...Look 





I’ll get a taxi...







ALEX





Don’t be such a stubborn 




bitch!

SPACE FURIOUSLY TWISTS AND SHAKES HERSELF FREE FROM HIS GRIP. THE DECK THAT IS PLAYING IS KNOCKED, SENDING THE ARM SCRATCHING ACROSS THE RECORD. ALEX CURSES AND LEAPS TO SET ANOTHER TRACK PLAYING. SPACE STORMS OUT SHOUTING AS SHE GOES







SPACE





Just piss off you selfish





bastard!










CUT TO

INTERIOR. NIGHT. AT THE DOORS OF TROY’S NIGHT CLUB “KINGDOM COME”. SPACE IS STANDING BY THE COAT CHECK, IN TEARS. SHE IS PUTTING ON HER COAT TO LEAVE AS TROY AND HIS BODYGUARDS WALK UP.






TROY (Sincerely)

Hey, hey, hey Space what’s the matter baby...who’s been making you cry?...Our ALEX been a macho prick again ...hey?!

SPACE SNIFFLES AND PROUDLY GIVES A LITTLE NOD. TROY REACHES OUT AND GIVES SPACE A FATHERLY HUG OF CONSOLATION.







TROY





Come on baby I’ll drop you 





off on my way...you’ll be 



snug in bed in fifteen 




minutes...and tomorrow that 



big ugly stupid lover of 




yours will be round on his 



knees to apologize...eh...

TROY WIPES A TEAR FROM SPACE’S EYE WITH HIS HANDKERCHIEF. SPACE NODS AND GIVES A SMALL SULKY SMILE.










CUT TO

EXTERIOR. NIGHT. OUTSIDE “KINGDOM COME”. TROY AND SPACE SURROUNDED BY BODYGUARDS EXIT THE CLUB. WALKING PAST A SMALL QUEUE TRYING TO GET IN. THEY TURN INTO THE ALLEYWAY RUNNING DOWN THE SIDE OF THE CLUB. THE AWAITING MERCEDES INSTANTLY GUN THEIR ENGINES AND SWITCH ON THEIR LIGHTS.











CUT TO

TROY AND SPACE GET INTO THE MIDDLE SEATS OF THE MERCEDES. ALL THE SECURITY GUARDS THEN GET IN, CLOSING THE DOORS AFTER THEM. (AS THE LAST DOOR CLOSES WE HEAR THE MASSIVE ATTACK TRACK “UNFINISHED SYMPATHY” BEGIN). THE THREE CARS MOVE OFF. 










CUT TO 

EXTERIOR. NIGHT. ROOFTOP, OF THE BUILDING FACING THE ALLEY. IN THE FOREGROUND A FIGURE IS STANDING HOLDING A CYLINDRICAL DEVICE. IN THE BACKGROUND THE MERCEDES APPROACH, AS THEY DRIVE FORWARD TO THE HEAD OF THE ALLEY THE FIGURE PLACES THE DEVICE ON HIS SHOULDER.










CUT TO

AS ABOVE. VIEW OF THE MERCEDES THROUGH CROSS HAIRS OF THE SIGHTS OF THE BAZOOKA. 










CUT TO

P.O.V FROM INSIDE THE CAR AS WE SEE SOMETHING LIKE A FIREWORK FLY TOWARDS THE WINDSCREEN FROM THE ROOFTOP IN FRONT OF THE CAR.







TROY VO





What the...(Screamed) out





everyo... 










CUT TO

SIDE VIEW OF THE MERC STOPPING IN SLOW MO. ALL THE DOORS JUST BEGINNING TO OPEN AS THE ROCKET

FLIES INTO FRAME AND HITS THE CAR. THE FRAME IS COMPLETELY FILLED WITH SWIRLING FLAMES.










CUT TO 

EXTERIOR. NIGHT. ROOFTOP. WE SEE A FIGURE IN THE FOREGROUND CASUALLY SLING THE BAZOOKA OVER HIS SHOULDER AND WALK OFF. IN THE BACKGROUND WE SEE THE CENTRAL MERC COMPLETELY ENGULFED IN FLAMES WHILST THE GUARDS FROM THE SURROUNDING CARS MAKE DESPERATE, BUT FAILED ATTEMPTS TO GET ANYONE OUT OF THE FIRE.(END SLOW-MO). 










CUT TO

INTERIOR. SAME NIGHT. D.J.’S BOOTH. NOBETTER

WAX BURSTS INTO THE BOOTH ALEX IS WORKING IN 

AND TELLS HIM ABOUT THE EXPLOSION. ALEX TEARS OFF HIS HEADPHONES AND BOLTS OUT THE DOOR.










CUT TO

EXTERIOR. SAME NIGHT. OUTSIDE “KINGDOM COME”. ALEX LEAPS OUT THE CLUB’S ENTRANCE DOORS AND RUNS DOWN THE STREET. THE ALLEY HAS BEEN BLOCKED OFF BY THE POLICE, WHO ARE HOLDING BACK, A GROWING CROWD OF BYSTANDERS. ALEX RUNS STRAIGHT INTO THE CROWD AND FORCES HIS WAY THROUGH THE THRONG. A POLICEMAN ATTEMPTS TO STOP HIM PASSING, BUT ALEX IS UNSTOPPABLE. HE BREAKS THROUGH AND RUNS DOWN THE LENGTH OF THE ALLEY TOWARDS THE CARS. SILHOUETTED AGAINST THE FLAMES A COUPLE OF POLICEMEN ARE QUESTIONING SURVIVING MEMBERS OF TROY’S SECURITY. ALEX RUNS UP AND THROUGH IN AN ATTEMPT TO GET INTO THE BLAZING CAR. ALEX IS FORCIBLY RESTRAINED AND DRAGGED KICKING AND SCREAMING AWAY FROM THE BURNING CAR. 










CUT TO

INTERIOR. NIGHT. D.J. BOOTH. QUICK FIVE SECOND FLASH BACK OF ALEX AND SPACE ARGUING IN THE D.J. BOOTH EARLIER WITH SPACE RUNNING OFF.










CUT TO

INTERIOR. EVENING. ALEX’S BEDROOM, ALEX AND SPACE DRESSED ONLY IN THEIR UNDERWEAR PLAYFULLY WRESTLING ON A DOUBLE BED AS ALEX TICKLES SPACE. SPACE BEATS HIS CHEST WITH HER FISTS IN MOCK ANGER BEFORE TAKING HOLD OF HIS HEAD AND DRAWING HIM CLOSE FOR A PASSIONATE KISS.










CUT TO

INTERIOR. MORNING. ALEX’S BEDROOM, ALEX AND SPACE ARE SEEN NOW NAKED MAKING LOVE. SPACE IS SITTING UPRIGHT ON TOP OF ALEX, RECLINING BENEATH HER WITH HIS HANDS ON HER HIPS. THEY MOVE RHYTHMICALLY AS ONE. SPACE THROWS BACK HER HEAD, FLICKING HER WAIST LENGTH HAIR BACK OVER HER SHOULDERS ACCENTUATING HER FIRM YOUNG BREASTS, AS SHE ORGASMS WHICH CAUSING ALEX TO ORGASM TOO. HE GRASPS HER TO HIM IN A DEEP LOVING EMBRACE. THE BRIGHT MORNING SUNSHINE CAN BE SEEN COMING THROUGH THE WINDOWS BEHIND THE BED. 










CUT TO

INTERIOR. DAY. AS ABOVE, P.O.V. FROM OVER THE BED WITH ALEX LYING ON HIS BACK STARING UP AT THE CEILING AS SPACE LIES IN PROFILE ACROSS HIM. HER HEAD RESTING ON HIS CHEST WITH A 

BIG, BEAMING SMILE ON HER FACE.










CUT TO 

EXTERIOR. DAY. CEMETERY. CAMERA PULLS BACK FROM A BIG CLOSE UP OF ALEX’S EYES. WE SEE A LARGE GATHERING OF MOURNERS AROUND AN OPEN GRAVE AS SPACE’S FUNERAL SERVICE TAKES PLACE. AS THE PRIEST MAKES THE SIGN OF THE CROSS THE COFFIN IS LOWERED INTO THE GRAVE. ALEX TURNS TO SEE SPACE’S MOTHER BURST INTO HYSTERICAL CRYING, SHE IS COMFORTED BY HER YOUNG SON, PAULY, AND A MYSTERIOUS WOMAN WEARING A BLACK VEIL THAT COMPLETELY OBSCURES HER FACE. THE CEREMONY ENDS AND THE MOURNERS START TO DISPERSE. ALEX REMAINS. MASSIVE ATTACK TRACK, “UNFINISHED SYMPATHY”, FADES OUT. 










CUT TO

INTERIOR. DAY. WAKE AT SPACE’S MUM’S HOUSE.

THE DRINK IS FLOWING FREELY. ALEX IS SEATED

ONLY HALF-LISTENING TO NOBETTER WAX, MORE LOST IN HIS OWN THOUGHTS.







NOBETTER WAX





So now Khan and his gang 





have completely taken over.





I mean, I turned up for work 





and this guy on the door 




grabs me as I walks in and 



says...where the fuck do you 



think you’re going fucker. I





says I work here...you know, 



as a D.J. 










CUT TO

INTERIOR. NIGHT. THE NIGHTCLUB “KINGDOM COME”.







PINBALL





Not any more so fuck off!







NOBETTER WAX





O.K. I get the message.

NOBETTER TRIES TO PASS THE DOORMAN WHO GRABS HIM AGGRESSIVELY AND THROWS HIM UP AGAINST A WALL.







NOBETTER WAX





I’m just getting my records.







PINBALL





Get the fuck out here





before Khan fires a bazooka

 



up your fag arse too…you’d





probably enjoy it.









CUT BACK TO

INTERIOR. LIVING ROOM. DAY. WAKE AT SPACE’S MUM’S HOUSE.






NOBETTER WAX





Next thing I’m sitting on 





my slack arse on the 





pavement outside.

AS ALEX TAKES THIS INFORMATION ON BOARD, THE VEILED GIRL THAT WAS CONSOLING SPACE’S MUM, WALKS UP AND STANDS IN FRONT OF HIM. LIFTING HER VEIL, SHE SAYS IN A MID-ATLANTIC ACCENT 






VEILED GIRL





We’ve gotta talk...










CUT TO

TWO SHOT OF BOTH ALEX AND NOBETTER WAX NEARLY FALLING OF THEIR CHAIRS IN SHOCK, BEFORE THEM STANDS SPACE. JAKE LETS GO OF HIS PINT OF BEER AND IT DROPS AND SMASHES ON THE FLOOR. SPACE’S MUM RUNS UP AND WITH TEARS IN HER EYES SAYS IN A DETACHED VOICE.







SPACE’S MUM





What are you like ALEX 




wasting good beer as if 




things aren’t bad enough 




already!

SHE BURSTS INTO HYSTERICAL SOBS AND IS ONCE MORE COMFORTED BY THE VEILED GIRL.










CUT TO

INTERIOR. DAY. SPACE’S BEDROOM. ALEX IS SITTING ON THE BED STARING AT THE GIRL. HIS MOUTH STILL HANGING OPEN.







ROSALYN





I’m Space’s twin sister, 





Rosalyn, I just flew in 





this morning...I’m sorry





to have given you such 





a shock...you must have 





really loved her...







ALEX





Space never told me...I





didn’t know...I mean...





you look exactly like..







ROSALYN





Identical...I prefer





my natural blonde





hair color though...Space 





thought that blondes were





always believed to be





bimbos...so she dyed her 





hair brown.







ALEX





You’re just as beautiful...

ROSALYN, EMBARRASSED SMILES, THEN HER EXPRESSION BECOMES SERIOUS.







ROSALYN





I want to know what 





happened? Even in New York 





I’ve never heard of anyone





being killed in a bazooka





attack.







ALEX





I think I know who murdered 





Space. He’s dangerous...I





mean the guy’s a psychotic 





gangster.






ROSALYN (Disgusted)





So you’re just going to let





him get away with it?







ALEX





The hell I am!...if he killed 



Space I’m going to make the 



guy 
eat his own entrails... 





rip his bloody living heart



out...I can get to him...he 



doesn’t know that I know 




he killed Space.










CUT TO

INTERIOR. NIGHT. A REMOTE WAREHOUSE IN KHAN’S FORTRESS. WE SEE A GROUP OF THREE GUYS BEATING A BLOODY FIGURE STRIPPED TO THE WAIST AND SUSPENDED BY A ROPE FROM A BEAM. THE MOST VICIOUS OF THE THREE, PINBALL, LOOKS LIKE HE HIMSELF HAS HAD A BAD BEATING.






NOBETTER WAX





O.K...O.K... I told ALEX 




Gibson...the D.J. and that’s 



it I swear on my life...

NOBETTER STARTS SOBBING SILENTLY MORE DUE TO SHAME THAN SELF PITY. AN OVERCOATED FIGURE WALKS UP, KHAN. TAKING HOLD OF PINBALL’S EAR HE TWISTS IT ROUND SAVAGELY AND FORCES HIM DOWN ONTO HIS KNEES, KHAN TEARS HIS EAR OFF, 

BEFORE SMASHING HIM OVER THE BACK OF HIS HEAD WITH THE BUTT OF HIS GUN, KNOCKING HIM UNCONSCIOUS.







KHAN





Bathe and tray them both.





Make sure you wake up this 



piece of shit first...

KHAN GIVES THE PINBALL’S UNCONSCIOUS BODY A SAVAGE KICK.





I want him wide awake 




when the acid melts him.





Put the word out...I want 



Gibson dead.(Shouting)





Kill the fucking D.J...










CUT TO

INTERIOR. NIGHT. A PUBLIC BAR. ALEX AND ROSALYN SIT IN A SNUG (NB TWO BENCHES FACING A TABLE WITH PARTITIONS GOING UP TO THE CEILING SEPERATING THEM FROM THE NEXT TABLES)







ROSALYN





...He’s over an hour late





I don’t think we should..







ALEX





Nobetter will make it





we been mates since school.

ALEX LOOKS SURPRISED AS BILLY THE BEAT WALKS IN. BILLY LOOKS AROUND, AND SPOTTING THEM, HURRIES OVER AND JOINS THEM IN THE SNUG. WHILST STARING AT ROSALYN, BARELY ABLE TO KEEP STILL, WHISPERS URGENTLY:






BILLY THE BEAT





I’ve just come from the club





listen up they’re looking 



for 
you...I mean seriously 



looking for you...something 



bad. I mean stinking...I was  



looking for Nobetter. 




Frankie Chop-Kick said not 



to be asking after Nobetter.





That Nobetter had left town





permanently. Then he said if 



I saw you I was to ring him 



straight away...not to even 



speak to you if I didn’t 




want to end up joining 




Nobetter...scary shit...scary 



shit. Went home found your 





message for Nobetter and 




came straight here. Here 




take this...

BILLY THE BEAT SLIDES A OUZI 9mm ACROSS THE TABLE AND A BOX OF SHELLS. ALEX REACHES OUT TAKING THEM AND AUTOMATICALLY PLACES THEM ON THE SEAT BETWEEN HIMSELF AND ROSALYN, QUICKLY LAYING HIS JACKET OVER THEM.





...was Nobetter’s, kept it 



under his pillow for a rainy 



day...don’t think he be 




needing it now. 

BILLY STANDS AND HOLDS OUT HIS HAND REGRETFULLY






BILLY THE BEAT (Con)

It was nice knowing you ALEX we had good times...n’ remember two wrongs don’t make a right, but in the city three left’s do make a right...so I’m out of here three times over... 

BILLY THEN OFFERS HIS HAND TO ROSALYN, SHAKING HIS HEAD 

You sure do look identical to Space...good luck...oh in case anyone asks, we never saw each other.

WITH THAT BILLY TURNS AND QUICKLY LEAVES THE PUB. 






ROSALYN





Now what?






ALEX





I think we need to call 





the calvary! Though it goes 



against my normal 





instincts...









CUT TO

ALEX IN A TELEPHONE BOOTH IN THE PUB.







ALEX





Yeah put me through to the..






VO OF OPERATOR





Hello..hello sir are you 




still there?







ALEX (Awkwardly)

 



...Yeah er put me through to 



the...( ALEX lowers his 




voice ) Drug Squad.....

ALEX LOOKS BACK TO THE SNUG. ROSALYN GIVES HIM A REASSURING SMILE. HASTILY HE SURVEYS THE PUB AND NOTICES SOMEWHAT SURREALY, HALF THE PEOPLE IN THE BAR ARE WEARING MIRROR GLASSES.







ALEX





Hello is that the Drug 




Squad?...I’ve got some very 



interesting information on 



the guy that’s making and 



distributing the Dren.










CUT TO

INTERIOR. NIGHT. POLICE STATION OFFICE. CAMERA PULLS BACK FROM THE POLICE PERSON ON THE OTHER END OF THE PHONE. AS THE CAMERA PULLS OUT A DESK IDENTITY PLAQUE CAN BEEN SEEN WHICH READS “DETECTIVE INSPECTOR LINCOLN”.






D. I. LINCOLN





Just hold the line I’ll have 



a car there to get the two 



of you in two minutes.

D. I. LINCOLN PUTS THE PHONE DOWN PICKS IT BACK UP IMMEDIATELY AND MAKES A CALL.









CUT BACK TO

INTERIOR. NIGHT. PUB. ALEX STILL IN THE PHONE BOOTH. WHEN A GUY AND HIS GIRLFRIEND APPROACH.

THEY BOTH ARE WEARING VERY MIRROR GLASSES.







GUY (Aggressively)





Have you finished or 





what?







ALEX





I’m waiting for a return 




call.

JUST THEN SOME SCREAMS ARE HEARD 










CUT TO

A BIG GUY WEARING MIRROR GLASSES YELPS A WAR CRY AND SMASHES A BEER GLASS IN ANOTHER GUY’S FACE. A FIGHT BREAKS OUT. TABLES ARE TURNED OVER BOTTLES AND CHAIRS BEGIN TO FLY.

WORRIED ABOUT ROSALYN ALEX DROPS THE PHONE AND RUNS TO PROTECT HER. THE GUY WAITING FOR THE PHONE DUCKS TO AVOID BEING HIT BY A FLYING 

BOTTLE. HE AND HIS GIRLFRIEND ENTER THE PHONE BOOTH, CLOSE THE DOOR, PICK UP THE PHONE AND MAKE A CALL.










CUT TO

BACK AT THE TABLE WHERE ROSALYN IS WAITING.







ALEX





Let’s get out of here before





someone starts shooting..




what the hell...get your 




head down.

FOUR WELL ARMED MEN ENTER THE BAR. FRANKIE CHOP-KICK, JOHNNY RICO, MINCEMEAT AND SHITS.

IGNORING THE BRAWL, THEY WALK STRAIGHT ACROSS TO THE ‘PHONE BOOTH CONTAINING THE AGGRESSIVE GUY AND HIS GIRLFRIEND AND IMMEDIATELY OPEN FIRE, SPRAYING IT WITH MACHINE GUN FIRE. ALEX 

GRABS THE OUZI AND SHELLS, TAKES ROSALYN BY THE HAND AND DUCKING, DRAGS HER TOWARDS THE DOOR.







ALEX





It’s a set up...the filth 



set us up. Oh shit!










CUT TO 

EXTERIOR. NIGHT. STREET OUTSIDE THE PUB. A FEW PEOPLE ARE FLEEING THE PUB. FIGHTING HAS BROKEN OUT OUTSIDE. AS ALEX AND ROSALYN RUN DOWN THE STREET TO ALEX’S CAR ALEX SAYS







ALEX





This place isn’t safe any





more...I’ve got an old army 



buddy who lives over in 




Yorkshire. He’s got a farm...

THEY JUMP IN THE CAR AND EXCELERATE OFF TO THE SOUND OF APPROACHING SIRENS AND LIGHTS 

FLASHING ACROSS THE WINDSCREEN OF ALEX’S CAR.










CUT TO

EXTERIOR. NIGHT. ROSALYN’S HOTEL. AS ALEX PULLS UP OUTSIDE, ROSALYN JUMPS OUT AND RUNS UP THE STEPS OF THE HOTEL.










CUT TO

EXTERIOR. NIGHT. SAME VIEW BUT FROM ACROSS THE STREET THROUGH A PARKED CAR’S WINDSCREEN. AS THE CAMERA PULLS QUICKLY BACK, IN THE FOREGROUND VULGAR CAN BE SEEN TALKING INTO A MOBILE ‘PHONE AS ROSALYN RUNS UP THE REMAINING STEPS AND INTO THE HOTEL. VULGAR SLIDES DOWN IN HIS SEAT.










CUT TO

EXTERIOR. NIGHT. P.O.V. FROM BEHIND ALEX’S CAR A LINE OF THREE CARS DRIVE DOWN THE DESERTED STREET TOWARDS ALEX’S CAR. AS ROSALYN RUNS DOWN THE HOTEL STEPS AND JUMPS INTO ALEX’S CAR CARRYING A HOLDALL. THE FRONT CAR PUTS ITS HEADLIGHTS ON FULL BEAM AND THE SOUND OF GUNSHOTS ERUPTS. ALEX DOES A ONE HUNDRED AND EIGHTY DEGREE TURN AND EXCELERATES AWAY DOWN THE STREET WITH THE CARS GIVING CHASE. GUNMEN FIRING OUT THE WINDOWS OF THE LEAD CAR.


















CUT TO 

INTERIOR. DAWN. ALEX’S CAR ON THE MOTORWAY ZIGZAGGING AS ALEX ATTEMPTS TO STOP ANY OF THE PURSUING CARS FROM PASSING HIM. 







ALEX





We’re nearly out of gas... 



time to lose these 





bastards.

ALEX CRASHES THROUGH BOLLARD SAFETY CONES IN THE MIDDLE OF THE MOTORWAY AND ACROSS INTO THE 

OTHER LANE DOING A 180 DEGREE HAND-BRAKE TURN

JUST MISSING AN ONCOMING TRUCK. THE THREE PURSUING CARS FIRE AT ALEX’S CAR AS IT PASSES

BUT DECIDE NOT TO MAKE THE TURN ACROSS THE CENTRAL RESERVATION.













CUT TO

INTERIOR. DAWN. INSIDE ALEX’S CAR. THE WINDSCREEN IS HIT AND A TYRE EXPLODES. THE CAR VEERS WILDLY. 










CUT TO

EXTERIOR. DAWN. THE CAR RIDES UP THE EMBANKMENT AND SMASHES THROUGH A WOODEN FENCE, FLIES THROUGH THE AIR AND CRASHES INTO A DITCH ALONGSIDE A CORNFIELD. 










CUT TO

INTERIOR CAR. DAWN. ALEX SHAKES HIMSELF CONSCIOUS TO FIND ROSALYN UNCONSCIOUS. WHILST TRYING TO WAKE HER, BULLETS START WHIZZING BY THE CAR AND THROUGH THE ALREADY BULLET RIDDEN REAR WINDSCREEN. ALEX ATTEMPTS TO WAKE ROSALYN BY SHAKING HER. HE WINCES IN PAIN BEFORE HOLDING HIS WOUNDED FOREHEAD, FROM WHICH, BLOOD HAS TRICKLED DOWN TO FORM A LARGE BLOOD STAIN ON HIS SHIRT. KICKING AND PUNCHING THE DASHBOARD IN FRUSTRATION, ROSALYN COMES TO. SHOUTING A WAR CRY ALEX LEAPS FROM THE CAR, PULLING ROSALYN OUT HE GIVES HER A PUSH TO SEND HER IN THE RIGHT DIRECTION AND THEN LAYS DOWN COVERING FIRE AS THEY RUN INTO THE NEARBY CORNFIELD. 










CUT TO 

ALEX AND ROSALYN CRASHING THROUGH THE LONG STEMS OF CORN.










CUT TO

GANG MEMBERS IN PURSUIT SPREADING OUT ACROSS THE ROWS OF CORN.










CUT TO

STEADICAM RUNNING BEHIND ALEX AND ROSALYN FOLLOWS THEM OUT OF THE TALL CORN TO SEE A PANORAMA DOMINATED BY GIANT ELECTRICITY GENERATING WINDMILLS. IGNORING THE “NO TRESPASSING” SIGNS THEY SCALE THE LOW PERIMETER FENCE AND RUN BENEATH THE TOWERS. THE GANG IN PURSUIT, CONTINUE TO FIRE AT THEM, BULLETS HIT THE BASES OF THE TOWERS AS THEY RUN THROUGH.










CUT TO

EXTERIOR. AN EMPTY FIELD OF BRIGHT YELLOW SUNFLOWERS (OR RAPE) IN THE EARLY MORNING SUN (SEEN FROM A POINT OF ELEVATION). ALEX AND ROSALYN RUN ACROSS THE FRAME. HE IS DRESSED IN A GREEN SUIT WITH A WHITE SHIRT. A PATCH OF BRIGHT RED ON HIS CHEST, ROSALYN IN AN ELECTRIC BLUE DRESS.










CUT TO

EXTERIOR. MORNING. A FIELD OF SUNFLOWERS (OR RAPE) FILLS HALF THE FRAME, ABOVE IT A BRIGHT BLUE SKY WITH LITTLE WHITE WISPY CLOUDS.  THE GANG, ALL CARRYING GUNS OR SAWN OFF SHOTGUNS COME ACROSS THE TOP OF A HILL WALKING TOWARDS CAMERA.










CUT TO

EXTERIOR. DAY. ALEX AND ROSALYN RUN ON TO A BRIDGE, UNDER WHICH, A FREIGHT TRAIN IS BEGINNING TO PASS. ALEX JUMP'S, AND PULLS HIMSELF UP, ON TO THE BRIDGE WALL. AS HE TURN'S, AND REACHES TO PULL ROSALYN UP HE IS HIT IN THE SHOULDER BY A BULLET THAT SENDS HIM SPINNING BACKWARDS. 










CUT TO 

ALEX FALLS INTO A CARRIAGE FULL OF COAL. THE PURSUER'S TAKE ROSALYN HOSTAGE.  










CUT TO  

EXTERIOR. NIGHT. IRAQ DURING THE NATO PEACE KEEPING OCCUPATION. P.O.V. PULLS BACK FROM ALEX’S FACE.  THE SKIN OF HIS FACE IS BLACKENED. ALEX NOW HAS SHORTER HAIR AND SEEMS YOUNGER(AROUND TWENTY). HE IS ON A LARGE WALL AND IS DRESSED IN CAMOUFLAGE COMBAT CLOTHING. A UNION JACK IS FLAPPING ON A FLAGPOLE ABOVE HIM.  SOMETHING IS WRITTEN, IN CRUDELY PAINTED LETTERS AS LARGE AS A MAN BEHIND HIM. BELOW THEM WRITTEN IN ENGLISH “MINE FEILD”. WE SEE A BURNT OUT WASTE LAND STRECHING OUT BEFORE HIM TO THE REBEL FORT-IFIED BUILDINGS AND WALLS. A SHOUT GOES UP. 










CUT TO 

EXTERIOR. NIGHT. NO MAN’S LAND. A FIGURE IS PICKED OUT BY A HUGE SPOTLIGHT ZIGZAGGING DESPERATELY TRYING TO GET OUT OF THE SEARCHLIGHT’S BEAM. A SINGLE SNIPER’S BULLET IS FIRED FROM THE REBEL SIDE BRINGING THE PERSON DOWN. THE FIGURE LAYS FACE DOWN ON THE GROUND ATTEMPTING TO CRAWL. THE FIGURE IS TOO HURT TO RAISE ITS BODY. SO IT GOES NOWHERE. 










CUT TO

ALEX HOLDING A PAIR OF FIELD GLASSES.










CUT TO

VIEW THROUGH GLASSES AS ALEX FINDS THE BODY. 

THROUGH THE GLASSES ALEX HAS A MUCH CLOSER VIEW. IT IS A WOMAN AND SHE IS ALIVE. SHE BEGINS TO WAIL FOR HELP. PLEADING IN ENGLISH.







SHOT WOMAN  





For the love of God please





...help me...please I beg..





you...don’t leave me here





alone to die...










CUT TO

ALEX ARGUING WITH A SUPERIOR OFFICER.







ALEX





We can’t just let her bleed 





to death in front of us?







OFFICER





I’m telling you for the last 



time to get back to your 




post or you’ll be on a 




charge...







ALEX





It isn’t right...for God’s 





sake listen to her!







OFFICER





Sergeant arrest this man 




for...Oy come back here!

ALEX DROP KICKS THE SERGEANT AND MAKES A BREAK TO TRY AND RUN AND RESCUE THE WOMAN AND IS INSTANTLY LEAPT UPON BY FOUR OTHER SOLDIERS. STRUGGLING FREE ALEX USING KARATE SENDS THEM FLYING IN VARIOUS DIRECTIONS. 

(SLOW MOTION) AS HE SPRINTS TOWARDS THE FALLEN WOMAN. REACHING HER HE LIFTS HER AND BEGINS TO RUN. TWO RIFLE SHOTS ARE FIRED. ALEX IS SHOT IN THE LEG AND FALLS ACROSS THE WOMAN. ALEX SEE’S THAT SHE HAS BEEN SHOT IN THE CHEST AND IS DEAD 










CUT TO

AS ALEX ROLLS ROUND ON THE GROUND TOWARDS HIS COLLEGUES, HE SEES A LONE SILHOUETTED SOLDIER FIRING HIS RIFLE. 










CUT TO

A REBEL SNIPER SCREAMS AND FALLS FROM THE WALL TO THE EARTH FORTY FEET BELOW.









CUT BACK TO

THE SAME SILHOUETTED SOLDIER THROWS AWAY HIS RIFLE AND SPRINTS TOWARDS ALEX.










CUT TO

ALEX BEING PULLED THEN LIFTED WITH A FIREMAN’S LIFT.










CUT TO

WIDE SHOT OF THE SAME, SOLDIER RUNNING, WEAVING HIS WAY ACROSS NO MANS LAND, MIRACULOUSLY AVOIDING BURSTS OF MACHINE GUN FIRE, CARRYING ALEX ACROSS HIS SHOULDERS. BRIGHT FLASHES COMING FROM MACHINE GUNS CAN BE SEEN ON THE WALL IN THE DISTANCE BEHIND THEM. 










CUT TO

EXTERIOR. DAY. A COUNTRY COTTAGE SOMEWHERE IN YORKSHIRE. ALEX IS SITTING AT GARDEN TABLE WITHOUT A TOP ON AND A FIELD DRESSING CLEARLY COVERING HIS WOUNDED SHOULDER. AROUND THE TABLE ARE FOUR OF HIS EX-COMRADES FROM THE SAS. 







JIM ATTERBIE





You must have been bloody




mad...if you hadn’t been so 


bloody lucky, that mad 



Yank marine saving your 

arse...Why do you think they only wounded her? They were having some fun at our expense, hoping some damn fool would try to save her.






WILL WOODS





All those years of training





went out the window...let






WILL WOODS (Con)



your emotions get the better 





of yer... (laughing)





I remember it took five of 



us to hold you down...yer 





was a tough bastard 





even then.






CRAIG LITTLE (Mocking)





My best student in self-




defence...could have become 



champion of the entire 




forces and what does he 




devote himself to now...






MURRAY WHITE (Joking)





A wussy D.J., will we ever 





live the shame down. What





would the rest of the Boys 



in Death Watch say... 






ALEX (Sadly)





You were the only ones to





come...I said it was an 




emergency...life or death.. 



do or die and you were

 



the only ones that came.






JIM ATTERBIE





That was twelve years ago 



ALEX that’s a long time to 



call (with emphasis) “do 




or die”.






MURRAY WHITE (Joking)





There’s five of us with full





combat gear who you thinking 



of taking on ALEX the 




Queen’s Corgis.

A SPRAY OF MACHINE GUN BULLETS CUTS ACROSS THE WALL BEHIND THEM JUST ABOVE HEAD HEIGHT.  







ALEX





Where the hell did they come





from?

THEY ALL DIVE FOR COVER. SEEMINGLY FROM ALMOST NOWHERE EACH MAN REVEALS A WEAPON AND TAKES UP DEFENSIVE STANCES, SIMULTANEOUSLY LOOKING FOR COVER AND POSITION. 










CUT TO

EXTERIOR. DAY. REAR OF COTTAGE. WIDE SHOT OF TEN MEN, LED BY JOHNNY RICO, ARE ATTACKING FROM THE FIELD ADJIONING THE COOTTAGE. A QUICK AND EFFICIENT FIRE FIGHT ENSUES. IT’S A MEXICAN STAND OFF, THEY JUST FACE EACH OTHER AND BLAST IT OUT, ALEX FIRING ACCURATELY FROM A REVOLVER IN EACH HAND, FIRED SIMULTANEOUSLY. KHAN’S MEN FIRING MORE WILDLY, ARE SHOT. JOHNNY RICO TURNS TO FLEE, ALEX SETS OFF AFTER HIM.










CUT TO

JOHNNY RICO IS SHOT IN THE BACK AS HE TRIES TO RUN AWAY. 










CUT TO

EXTERIOR. DAY. LANE NEAR COTTAGE. WE SEE VULGAR (IN A VERY NARROW DEPTH OF FOCUS) THROUGH THE FRONT WINDSCREEN, SITTING IN A CAR. AS HE TURNS THE IGNITION ON, CAMERA PULLS FOCUS TO, ALEX STANDING IN THE BACKGROUND 

(SEEN THROUGH THE CARS REAR WINDSCREEN) AS HE SHOOTS VULGAR IN THE BACK OF THE HEAD 

(SEEN OUT OF FOCUS IN THE FOREGROUND).










CUT TO

EXTERIOR. DAY. GARDEN TERRACE OF COTTAGE. RETURNING TRIUMPHANTLY ALEX FINDS MURRAY WHITE  DEAD HAVING BEEN SHOT THROUGH THE THROAT, HIS BODY IS SURROUNDED BY HIS MOURNING COMRADES.










CUT TO

BIG CU OF WHEELS OF A VAN SPINNING ON THE SPOT BRIEFLY BEFORE PULLING AWAY OUT OF FRAME TO REVEAL A FRESHLY DUG GRAVE MARKED WITH A SIMPLE WOODEN CROSS.










CUT TO

EXTERIOR. EVENING. THE VAN IS SEEN DRIVING PAST JODRELL BANK ON THE OUTSKIRTS OF MANCHESTER THE SUN IS SETTING AND THE RADIO TELESCOPES 250ft DIAMETER DISK DOMINATES A THIRD OF THE FRAME DWARFING THE VAN BY COMPARISON AS IT DRIVES TOWARDS THE SETTING SUN OVER MANCHESTER. 










CUT TO

THE NEXT MINUTE IS A SEQUENCE OF TIGHTLY FRAMED SHOTS ALL ACCOMPANIED BY THE THUNDER-BIRDS THEME TUNE BY JOHN BARRY. BOXES BEING OPENED AND VARIOUS WEAPONRY BEING TAKEN OUT AND BEING PASSED FROM HAND TO HAND; GUNS BEING CLEANED OF GREASE, OILED AND WORKED; GRENADES BEING PRIMED; AMMUNITION BEING LOADED AND BODY ARMOUR STRAPPED ON FOLLOWED BY AMMUNITION BELTS LOADED WITH AUTOMATIC CARTRIDGES, HAND GRENADES WITH TIMERS, SMOKE BOMBS, FLARES ETC; KNIVES BEING INSERTED IN BELTS AND BOOTS; AUTOMATIC HANDGUN BEING PLACED INTO TWIN CHEST HOLSTERS.










CUT TO

EXTERIOR. EVENING. LOOKING IN THROUGH THE VANS FRONT WINDSHIELD. ALEX IS DRIVING, CRAIG LITTLE AND WILL WOODS ARE SITTING BESIDE HIM. 







CRAIG LITTLE 





Do you know where he’ll be 



holding the girl if she’s 



alive?








ALEX





At his fortress and she’s 



alive, don’t ask me how I 



know, I just know it! 







WILL WOODS





How are we going to use the 



explosives now Murray’s 




dead?







ALEX





Recklessly!







CRAIG LITTLE





Hyped up and raring to go. 



Let’s do it!







ALEX





You do realize this is 




suicide.







WILL WOODS





Do or Die!

CUT TO

EXTERIOR. NIGHT. ELEVATED TRACKING WIDE SHOT FOLLOWING THE VAN, DRIVING AT SPEED APPROACHING THE FORTRESS, A GIGANTIC RENOVATED INDUSTRIAL MILL WITH CHIMNEYS AND TOWERS, SITTING ON DESOLATE WASTEGROUND STREWN, WITH BURNT OUT CARS AND PILES OF GARBAGE WITH FIRES BURNING AT RANDOM POINTS. AUTOMATED SEARCHLIGHTS SWEEP THE BUILDING AND ITS SURROUNDINGS. AS THEY MEANDER TOWARDS THE MAIN GATES (ITS TWIN TOWERS TOPPED WITH FLAMING GAS JETS) A FIGURE IS SEEN LEANING OUT OF THE PASSENGER’S WINDOW AND FIRING A BAZOOKA THAT COMPLETELY TOTALS THE TEN FOOT TALL METAL GATES (DECORATED WITH AN ANIMAL VERTEBRATE DESIGN MADE FROM THE CARCASSES OF SCULPTURED CAR WRECKAGE).










CUT TO

EXTERIOR. NIGHT. THE VAN PULLS UP OUTSIDE THE FORTRESS, THE BACK DOORS FLY OPEN AND FOUR FIGURES DRESSED COMPLETELY IN BLACK, THEIR FACES CAMOUFLAGED, JUMP OUT OF THE BACK.










CUT TO 

INTERIOR. AN ALARM SIREN IS BLARING AND STROBING HAZARD LIGHTS SWEEP THE ROOM. VIEW OF EXTERIOR THROUGH C.C.T.V. CAMERA. A MONITOR SHOWS THE LAST MAN CLOSING THE VAN DOOR AND JOINING THE THREE OTHER MEN AS THEY CREEP ALONG THE SIDE OF THE BUILDING. THE

CAMERA PULLS OUT TO REVEAL OUZI CABARET, THEN KHAN MOVING INTO FRAME TO PEER OVER HIS SHOULDER.







KHAN(Theatrically) 





Good...the pizzas have 




arrived! Hope they didn’t 



forget the garlic bread.






OUZI CABARET





Er yeah...erm what shall I 



do, start your plan?







KHAN







You’ve got no sense of 




humour have you? Even with a 



name like Ouzi Cabaret... 



send in the dead heads.










CUT TO

EXTERIOR NIGHT. THE ROOFTOP OF KHAN’S FORTRESS. TWO FIGURES CAN BE SEEN RUNNING ACROSS THE FLAT ROOFTOP AS A THIRD COMES INTO VIEW, CLIMBING OVER THE EDGE OF THE FIRE ESCAPE RAIL. THE RUNNING FIGURES KEEP LOW TO AVOID THE SEARCH LIGHTS THAT TRACK BACK AND FORTH ACROSS THE ROOFTOP.










CUT TO

EXTERIOR. NIGHT. ALEX STANDING BY THE ROOFTOP ENTRANCE DOOR WITH CRAIG LITTLE.







ALEX





And now to take control of 

the situation.

ALEX FIRES A BURST OF MACHINE GUN BULLETS WHICH DESTROYS A MONITORING C.C.T.V. CAMERA IN A TOWER ON THE LEFT HAND CORNER OF THE ROOF.










CUT TO

INTERIOR. NIGHT. THE CONTROL ROOM. KHAN SITS AND WATCHES FOUR MONITORS SHOWING VARIOUS VIEWS OF THE ROOFTOP ATTACK. QUICKLY, IN TURN THEY FLICKER AND CUT OUT AS THEY ARE DESTROYED. THE LAST ONE SHOWS ALEX SHOOTING IT OUT FROM DIRECTLY BELOW. KHAN LAUGHS DEEPLY.










CUT TO

INTERIOR. NIGHT. A LARGE HALL WITH SKYLIGHTS.

TWENTY MEN POSITION THEMSELVES AROUND A DOORWAY IN THE CORNER OF THE ROOM WITH A FLIGHT OF STAIRS LEADING TO THE ROOF. TEN SPHERICAL OBJECTS COME BOUNCING DOWN THE STAIRS, FIVE GREEN, FIVE RED. REACHING THE BOTTOM OF THE STAIRS THEY BOUNCE INTO THE ROOM AND SPREAD OUT IN DIFFERENT DIRECTIONS. THE GREEN ONES START TO EMIT THICK CLOUDS OF CHOKING C.S. GAS, THEN THE RED ONES EXPLODE, PROJECTING NEEDLE-LIKE SHARDS IN EVERY DIRECTION, THROWING THE ROOM INTO TURMOIL. 










CUT TO

A LOW ANGLE VIEWPOINT OF THE SAME ROOM, AS A FIGURE FLAILS BLINDLY ACROSS THE FRAME, COUGHING UNCONTROLLABLY, HIS FACE A BLOODY MESS. THE SKYLIGHTS IN THE BACKGROUND SHATTER, ROPES FALL THROUGH AND FOUR FIGURES START TO ABSEIL DOWN INTO THE SMOKE FILLED HALL. AS THEY DESCEND THEY FIRE CONTROLLED BURSTS OF MACHINE GUN FIRE AT THE HELPLESS STUMBLING MEN BELOW.










CUT TO

AS THE ABSEILERS FEET TOUCH THE FLOOR, ONLY A COUPLE OF FIGURES STILL REMAINING STANDING, THEY ARE TAKEN OUT IN A SECOND.










CUT TO

AS THE ROOM FALLS SILENT ALEX DETACHES HIMSELF FROM HIS DESCENDER AND CARABINER AND TAKING A TUBE FROM HIS BACK STRETCHES IT, LOWERS ITS HANDLE AND FIRING MECHANISM, RAISES THE SIGHTS. GOING DOWN ON ONE KNEE HE TAKES AIM AND FIRES THE BAZOOKA, BLOWING AWAY THE DOOR, PLUS THE SURROUNDING WALL. STEADICAM FOLLOWS ALEX AS HE FOLLOWS HIS COMRADES THROUGH THE BREACH, PASSING A GROUP OF BODIES FANNING OUT FROM THE DOORWAY’S RUBBLE (OBVIOUSLY WAITING TO AMBUSH THEM WHEN THEY CAME THROUGH THE 

DOOR). THEY ARE CARRYING LASER SIGHTED LARGE CALIBRE ASSAULT RIFLES. THEY MOVE IN ATTACK FORMATION (TAKING COVER BEHIND OIL DRUMS AND LARGE PACKING CRATES, THEN COVERING THE OTHERS AS THEY ALL GO AHEAD). THEY ADVANCE INTO THE LARGE DARK CHAMBER SUDDENLY LARGE ARCH LAMPS FLOOD THEM IN LIGHT. INSTANTLY BULLETS ZIP PAST THEM, AS THEY DUCK AND DIVE FOR COVER JIM ATTERBIE (LEADING THEIR ATTACK) IS HIT TWICE, IN HIS THIGH AND ARM. AS HE HITS THE FLOOR HE IMMEDIATELY STARTS TO CATERPILLAR FORWARD TOWARDS COVER. WILL RUNS OUT TO ASSIST HIM BUT IS DRIVEN BACK INTO COVER BY MACHINE GUN FIRE. JIM TAKES A BULLET IN HIS HEAD THAT BLOWS AWAY THE TOP OF HIS SKULL. ALMOST IN UNISON ALEX, WILL AND CRAIG LOB HAND GRENADES TOWARDS THE LIGHTS.

CUT TO

INTERIOR AS ABOVE. LOW ANGLE SHOT OF GRENADES BOUNCING AND ROLLING AWAY FROM LARGE CURVED RAMPS AT THE BASES OF THE TOWERS. THE GRENADES EXPLODE INEFFECTIVELY. 

CUT TO

INTERIOR. AS ABOVE. BIG CU OF ALEX AS HE SHOUTS:








ALEX






Time to bring the house 




down!

CAMERA PULLS BACK TO SHOW ALEX HIT THE FIRING BUTTON ON A TRIPOD MOUNTED, ROCKET LAUNCHER AND COVER BOTH HIS EARS AS A ROCKET SHOOTS OUT HITTING THE CEILING ABOVE ONE OF THE TWO 

TOWERS AND EXPLODES BRINGING DOWN A LARGE

PIECE OF THE CEILING.




















 CUT TO

TOWER BEING BURIED UNDER FALLING RUBBLE AND BEAMS, COMPLETELY SMASHING THE FORTIFIED ARCH LAMPS.












CUT TO

VIEW FROM BEHIND ALEX. FIGURES CAN BE SEEN FRANTICALLY CLIMBING DOWN AND LEAPING FROM THE REMAINING TOWER. CRAIG AND WILL STAND AND FIRE   

USING THEIR LASER SIGHTED ASSAULT RIFLES TO MARK AND SHOOT THE FLEEING MEN.




















CUT TO

INTERIOR. AS ABOVE. TRACKING SHOT OF RUNNING FIGURE GOING FROM LEFT TO RIGHT OF FRAME, BEING MARKED BY A LASER BEAM ON THE WAIST. AS HE RUNS THE BEAM WORKS ITS WAY UP HIS TORSO. WHEN IT REACHES HIS HEAD A RIFLE SHOT IS HEARD AND HE IS BLOWN AWAY BACKWARDS FROM THE CAMERA.









CUT BACK TO

PREVIOUS SHOT AS ALEX FIRES A SECOND ROCKET. 

WHICH BURIES THE SECOND TOWER IN RUBBLE LEAVING ONE REMAINING ARCH LIGHT WORKING THAT NOW HAS SWUNG ROUND TO LIGHT UP THE EXIT DOOR WHERE THE REMAINING MEN FROM THE TOWERS ARE ATTEMPTING TO ESCAPE. THE STEADICAM CAMERA FOLLOWS ALEX, WILL AND CRAIG AS THEY ADVANCE FIRING AT THE FLEEING MEN WHO OFFER NO RESISTANCE. ONLY A FEW MAKE IT THROUGH THE EXIT DOORS AND ESCAPE. TAKING POSITION ON EITHER SIDE OF THE DOORFRAME, WILL BREAKS OPEN SEVERAL FLARES AND THROWS THEM INTO THE TUNNEL, WHICH IS DIMLY ILLUMINATED BY STROBING EMERGENCY CEILING LIGHTS. RUNNING DOWN THE TUNNEL, THEY REACH AN INTERSECTION WHERE THE TUNNEL SPLITS INTO TWO. CRAIG AND ALEX TAKE ONE OPTION, WILL SETS OFF DOWN THE OTHER 

(FOLLOWED BY THE STEADICAM CAMERA)SHOOTING TWO FLEEING FIGURES AHEAD OF HIM. SPEAKING INTO HIS MOUTH MOUNTED RADIO MIKE HE SAYS:







WILL






Two more down. 









CUT TO

INTERIOR. TRACKING MID-SHOT OF ALEX AS HE RUNS DOWN THE OTHER CORRIDOR. HOLDING ONE HAND UP TO HIS HEAD-SET WE HEAR.







WILL VO 






Activating wrist 





 
tracer, Over.










CUT TO

ALEX IS KNEELING AT A CORNER AS CRAIG RUNS PAST HIM AND HITS THE OPPOSITE WALL AND DUCKS. CAMERA MOVES INTO A BIG CLOSE UP OF ALEX’S WRIST WHERE A RECTANGULAR DISPLAY LIGHTS UP SHOWING THREE ILLUMINATED DOTS, TWO CLOSE TOGETHER AND A THIRD MOVING AWAY FROM THEM. ONE OF THE TWO MOVES OFF AT RIGHT ANGLES AS CRAIG SETS OFF ROUND THE CORNER.









CUT BACK TO

WE SEE WILL RUNNING DOWN A TUNNEL.  THE FLOOR SUDDENLY OPENS UP AND WILL FALLS THROUGH A TRAP DOOR.












CUT TO

WILL SLIDING DOWN A METAL CONDUIT, AIR CONDITIONING SHAFT. 







WILL (Shouting)






ALEX! Fell through...










CUT TO

ALEX AND CRAIG ARE IN A FIRE FIGHT. TWO ADVERSARIES LIE DEAD ON THE FLOOR THE THIRD 

AND FINAL MAN IS SHOT BY CRAIG AS ALEX HEARS








WILL VO






trap door. Falling down 




a shaft...oh shit!...

THE TRANSMISSION BREAKS OFF INTO STATIC. ALEX GIVES CRAIG A QUICK, DISTRESSED LOOK THEN THEY’RE OFF DOWN THE CORRIDOR, BLOWING THE DOORS OPEN AT THE END. THEY SEE MINCEMEAT AND SHITS HASTILY UNLOADING, THE LAST OF THE CONTENTS OF A WALK-IN SAFE, INTO A HEAVY DUTY BAG. FRANKIE ‘CHOP KICK’, IS IN THE CORNER OF THE ROOM THROWING A BAG INTO A CHUTE WITH A METAL FLIP DOOR IN THE WALL, SEEING ALEX AND CRAIG HE DIVES IN AFTER IT. MINCEMEAT AND SHITS DROP THE BAG AND GO FOR THEIR GUNS ON A WORKTOP IN FRONT OF THE SAFE. BEFORE THEY CAN RAISE THEM, ALEX AND CRAIG PLACE A SINGLE BULLET IN EACH OF THEIR FOREHEADS. HEARING THE SOUNDS OF SCREECHING TYRES, THEY RUN TO THE WINDOW TO SEE KHAN’S CAR AND A LARGE VAN ESCAPING THROUGH THE GATES. CRAIG TAPS ALEX ON THE SHOULDER AND POINTS TO A MESSAGE WRITTEN IN LARGE BLOODY LETTERS ON THE WALL BESIDE THE DOOR.




Let it go Alex, I carried you 





this far, your life is mine.      Khan.






CUT TO

EXTERIOR. NIGHT. ALEX AND CRAIG OUTSIDE THE BAR THAT SERVES AS A FRONT FOR KHAN’S SEX CLUB “JOHN THOMAS”. WALKING STRAIGHT TO THE FRONT OF THE QUEUE, ALEX WHISPERS SOMETHING IN THE DOOR MAN’S EAR, AND SHAKES HIS HAND, PRESSING MONEY INTO IT, THEY ENTER. THEY WALK THROUGH THE CLUB, DANCERS OF BOTH SEXES, DRESSED ONLY IN THONGS, ARE DANCING IN SUSPENDED CAGES AND ALONG THE BAR. PASSING THROUGH A DANCE FLOOR CROWDED WITH SCANTILY CLAD DANCERS THEY REACH A FLIGHT OF STAIRS AND CLIMB TO THE TOP WHERE A SINGLE GUARD STANDS. WALKING STRAIGHT UP TO HIM AND PLACING A GUN TO HIS NECK ALEX FORCES HIM TO OPEN THE DOOR BEHIND HIM. PUSHING HIM THROUGH INTO A HALLWAY AND DOWN ONTO THE FLOOR CRAIG CLOSES THE DOOR BEHIND THEM. KNOCKING THE GUARD UNCONSCIOUS WITH THE BUTT OF HIS GUN THEY PROCEED ALONG A SHORT CORRIDOR TO REACH THE END DOOR. THERE IS MORE WRITING SCRAWLED IN BLOOD ON THE DOOR. IT READS:








CUT TO BIG CU




Don’t go in Alex, you will 






regret it.     Iraq.








CUT BACK TO WIDE



ALEX GIVES A SCREAM OF RAGE AND RUNS HEADLONG AT THE DOOR (CAMERA SLIPS INTO SLOW MOTION). AS THE DOOR BURSTS OPEN A FLAME SNAKES AWAY FROM THE DOOR TOWARDS A BEATEN BLOODY FIGURE TIED IN A CHAIR IN THE DISTANCE. THE FIGURE’S HANGING HEAD LOOKS UP AND CAN BE JUST ABOUT MADE OUT AS WILL WOODS DOUSED IN PETROL WITH A SNAKING TRAIL THAT LEADS BACK TO THE DOOR WHERE ALEX IGNITED IT BY KICKING IN THE DOOR. 







WILL WOODS






Kingdom Come!

FLAMING INFERNO. THE HEAT IS SO INTENSE, IT FORCES ALEX AND CRAIG BACK THROWING THEIR HANDS IN FRONT OF THEIR FACES TO SHIELD THEIR EYES FROM THE HEAT. WILL’S SCREAMS OF AGONY CAN BE HEARD ABOVE THE BLAZE HIS BODY WRITHING AS HE IS BURNT ALIVE. ALEX TAKES AIM WITH HIS GUN AND EMPTIES IT INTO WILL’S BLAZING BODY. WILL’S HEAD SLUMPS AS HE DIES. ALEX AND CRAIG, BACK TOWARDS THE DOOR. A FIRE ALARM IS DISCERNIBLE. THE SPRINKLERS COME ON, DOUSING THE FLAMES IN A CLOUD OF STEAM. 










CUT TO

SLOW-MOTION. ALEX AND CRAIG, THEIR HEADS BOWED, WALK THROUGH THE STREAMING WATER, ALEX CARRYING THE BLACKENED BODY OF WILL IN BOTH ARMS. 










CUT TO

INTERIOR. VAN. NIGHT. ALEX AND CRAIG ARE DRIVING TOWARDS THE “KINGDOM COME” NIGHTCLUB. THEY PASS A HALF BOTTLE OF WHISKY BETWEEN THEM, TAKING GULPS TO CALM THEIR NERVES.







CRAIG





What was all that 





stuff written in blood 




about, it didn’t make any 



sense?

ALEX PASSES CRAIG THE BOTTLE AND SAYS:







ALEX





Remember Iraq. That mad 




Marine who saved my arse!










CUT TO

EXTERIOR.BOSNIA. NIGHT. A SLOW MOTION MEDIUM CLOSE UP OF: THE WOUNDED ALEX BEING LIFTED ACROSS THE SHOULDERS OF A CROUCHED FIGURE.






CRAIG LITTLE VO     





You’ve got to be bloody 




joking! 

AS HE STANDS, HIS HEAD COMES UP SO HIS FACE IS CLEARLY VISIBLE.









CUT BACK TO

INTERIOR. VAN. NIGHT.





CRAIG LITTLE (Puzzled)





Khan?










CUT TO

INTERIOR. “KINGDOM COME”. NIGHT.

KHAN IS SITTING FACING ROSALYN WHO IS TIED SECURELY IN A HIGH BACKED CHAIR. BEHIND HER IS THE ACID FILLED TRENCH. MUSIC CAN BE CLEARLY HEARD THROUGH THE WALL FROM THE DANCE FLOOR. 







KHAN





After saving your boyfriend 



I was thrown out. I missed 

the action so I joined the 
Legionnaires...became an 

Officer on covert drugs 


operations. On a six man 

mission to destroy a 







chemical drug production 




factory we captured a 




scientist. Then it came to 



me...a career change. So I 



shot the rest of my men and 

went into the drugs 



business. Much more 

profitable.







ROSALYN





What are you waiting for?

KHAN STANDS AND TAKING A CAN OF PETROL STARTS TO POUR IT OUT OVER ROSALYN







KHAN





ALEX...I invited him round 



for some toasted crumpet.

ROSALYN PUTS ON A BRAVE FACE BUT IS UNABLE TO HOLD BACK THE TEARS THAT BEGIN TO RUN DOWN HER FACE. LAUGHING KHAN STARTS TO MAKE A TRAIL OF PETROL TOWARDS THE DOOR. REACHING IT HE THROWS THE TIN FLAMBOYANTLY ASIDE. 







KHAN





This door is the only way in 



to this room. When ALEX 




comes in...you check out... 

KHAN OPENS AND ATTACHES A FIRING MECHANISM TO 

THE BACK OF THE DOOR STANDING IN THE DOORWAY 

HE SAYS: 





And just to make things a 



little bit more...dramatic



there are ten pounds of  




Semtex explosives strapped 





to the underside of your 




chair.










CUT TO

BIG CLOSE UP OF SEMTEX ON THE UNDERSIDE OF ROSALYN’S CHAIR WITH FUSE WIRE RUNNING OUT AND DOWN TO THE FLOOR.








CUT BACK TO WIDE







KHAN 





So you can go together. How 



romantic!

KHAN CLAPS HIS HANDS TOGETHER IN MOCK SENTIMENTALITY










CUT TO

FLOOR ABOVE. ALEX AND CRAIG ARE LOOKING AT A THERMAL IMAGING DEVICE WITH WHICH THEY ARE ABLE TO SEE STRAIGHT THROUGH TO THE FLOOR BELOW. 







ALEX 





Blow it!









CUT BACK TO 

THE ROOM BELOW. AS A FOUR FOOT DIAMETER CIRCULAR HOLE IS BLOWN FROM THE CEILING IN THE CORNER OF THE ROOM CRASHING TO THE FLOOR BELOW.










CUT TO


KHAN FUMBLES IN HIS POCKET AND QUICKLY TAKES

OUT A ZIPPO LIGHTER AS HE FLICKS IT OPEN AND LIGHTS IT, IT’S BLOWN FROM HIS HAND BY A BULLET. 










CUT TO

ALEX HANGING UPSIDE DOWN FROM A ROPE HALF THROUGH THE HOLE IN THE CEILING POINTING A GUN.










CUT TO 

KHAN LEAPING BACKWARDS OUT THE DOOR, INSTANTLY FOLLOWED BY A STREAM OF BULLETS THAT BLAST THROUGH THE DOOR.










CUT TO

ALEX DESCENDING THE ROPE UPSIDE DOWN FIRING AT KHAN. HALF WAY DOWN, ALEX RELEASES HIS FEET FROM AROUND THE ROPE ABOVE AND FLIPS THROUGH A 180 DEGREE TURN AND LANDS ON HIS FEET. AS CRAIG STARTS HIS DESCENT, ALEX HAS UNCLIPPED HIMSELF FROM THE ROPE AND IS RUNNING TOWARDS ROSALYN.










CUT TO

AS ALEX CUTS THROUGH THE LAST OF ROSALYN’S  BINDINGS, RELEASING HER, SHE THROWS HER ARMS AROUND HIM AND GIVES HIM A BIG HUG AND SEVERAL QUICK KISSES SAYING, THROUGH BROKEN SOBS:







ROSALYN





I wasn’t scared. When the 



door opened I was going to 





tilt my chair over backwards 



in the trench filled with 



water. I know you would have 



got me out before I drowned.







CRAIG VO





Come on you two, plenty of 



time for that later.

THE CAMERA PANS ROUND TO SHOW CRAIG IN THE DOORWAY SIGNALLING THEM TOWARDS HIM. AS HE THROWS ASIDE THE NOW HARMLESS FIRING MECHANISM (THE CAMERA FOLLOWS IT) IT SLIDES ALONG THE FLOOR AND LANDS IN THE TRENCH. THE SPLASHES  LAND ON THE CUT ROPES, CAUSING THEM TO BURST INTO FLAMES. 










CUT TO

CRAIG GIVES ALEX A QUIZZICAL GLANCE. ALEX STEPS IN FRONT OF ROSALYN AND THEY MOVE QUICKLY TO CRAIG’S SIDE.










CUT TO

KHAN IS IN THE LAB DOWN THE CORRIDOR. QUICKLY HE FIRES THREE SHOTS INTO THE NECKS OF OUZI CABARET AND FRANKIE ‘CHOP-KICK’ FROM A DISPENSER WITH A LARGE BOTTLE OF ADRENALINE ATTACHED AND THEN PLACES IT TO HIS OWN NECK AND FIRES A SHOT IN AS HE SAYS:







KHAN

Now you could take several bullets and not even notice that you had been hit. 

FIRING IN THE SECOND SHOT HE SAYS 





Pity this stuff fries your 





brain after a while... 

FIRES THE THIRD SHOT IN





A guy could really get used 



to feeling like this.

ALEX AND CRAIG ARE STANDING IN THE DOOR WAY,

ROSALYN IN THE BACKGROUND, ALEX SHOUTS:







ALEX 





It’s over Khan give it up 



and throw down your guns!







KHAN





Can you not smell it ALEX? 



The air is nearly pure 




oxygen, you can’t make Dren



without it. One spark 




and boom, me you and 





everyone in two hundred 




yards are flambé. Touché!






If you want me you’ll have 



to resort to fisticuffs old 



boy!










CUT TO

TWO SHOT OF CRAIG AND ALEX







CRAIG 





I’ll throw in a grenade 




and let’s beat it!

GRABBING CRAIG’S WRIST TO STOP HIM ALEX SAYS:







ALEX





Hundreds will die trying to 



get out of the club, I’ve 



friends in there, he’s 




right...Shall we dance?

LAYING DOWN HIS WEAPONS AND AMMUNITIONS BELT ALEX WHISPERS TO ROSALYN. 







ALEX





Press the fire alarm and 





then get the Hell out of 




here!

FRANKIE ‘CHOP-KICK’ POSITIONS HIMSELF IN FRONT OF OUZI AND KHAN AND THROWS A FEW QUICK AND VERY IMPRESSIVE WARM UP SPINNING KICKS. ALEX DRAWS AND THROWS A BOWIE KNIFE THAT FLASHES THROUGH THE AIR AND THAWKS INTO FRANKIE ‘CHOP-KICK’S’ FOREHEAD, HE STANDS FROZEN FOR A SECOND EMITTING GUTTURAL SOUNDS OF RAGE AND DISBELIEF, BEFORE COLLAPSING SILENTLY IN A HEAP ON THE FLOOR.







ALEX





Exhibitionist...One on one.







KHAN

You know what your problem is ALEX? You haven’t got any style!



ALEX

Diddly squat, pooh piddely, twinkle..The talkings over!

ALEX AND CRAIG RUN IN TO FIGHT. CRAIG LEAPS

AND VAULTS ACROSS A WORK COUNTER AND LANDING LEAPS ONTO OUZI, ALEX SQUARES OFF TO KHAN, KARATE STYLE. KHAN STEPS AND FEIGNS A KICK BEFORE DROPPING LOW AND TRYING TO SWEEP ALEX’S FEET FROM UNDER HIM. ALEX LEAPS FORWARD, ATTEMPTING TO LAND ON KHAN’S HEAD. KHAN DROPS DOWN ONTO HIS SHOULDERS, FLIPPING HIS LEGS UP, HE ROLLS ONTO HIS BACK. HIS TWO FEET IMPACTING WITH ALEX’S BUTT, SENDING ALEX CRASHING FORWARD WITH ADDED MOMENTUM. HITTING THE WORKTOP IN FRONT, ALEX CRASHES ACROSS TEST TUBES AND INSTRUMENTS, SMASHING INTO THE WALL BEHIND. KHAN RISES LOOKING TRIUMPHANT AND RACES FORWARD FOR THE KILL, ONLY TO COLLIDE WITH OUZI CABARET, HAVING BEEN KICKED AWAY BY CRAIG. FURIOUS HE KICKS OUZI IN THE CHEST BACK TOWARDS CRAIG. STEPPING FORWARD TOWARDS THE MOTIONLESS ALEX, HE REACHES FOR A BROKEN GLASS VILE. AS KHAN DRAWS IT BACK TO PLUNGE INTO ALEX’S BACK, ALEX FLIPS ROUND HOLDING THE RED EYE INJECTION GUN AND STABBING IT INTO KHAN’S STOMACH HOLDS THE TRIGGER DOWN, FIRING THE ENTIRE CONTENTS INTO KHAN WHO JERKS VIOLENTY IN CONVULSIONS, CAUSED BY THE MASSIVE RUSH OF RED EYE. KHAN FALLS TO THE FLOOR AND BEGINS TO THRASH ABOUT WILDLY FOAMING AT THE MOUTH, HIS VEINS STANDING OUT GROTESQUELY. 










CUT TO

CLOSE UP OF CRAIG SITTING ACROSS OUZI CABARET’S CHEST. FORCING HIS THUMBS DOWN INTO OUZI’S EYE SOCKETS, AS HIS THUMBS DISAPPEAR INTO HIS SKULL, OUZI CEASES TO STRUGGLE. 










CUT TO

KHAN THRASHING AROUND ON THE FLOOR IN A WILD FIT SUDDENLY STOPS, JUMPS UP AND STARES MANIACALLY AT ALEX. KHAN’S VEINS LOOK LIKE THEY ARE GOING TO EXPLODE, HIS EYES ARE COMPLETELY RED AND HIS BODY IS VISIBLY EMITTING STEAM. LEAPING FORWARD HE SWIPES AT THE STARTLED ALEX, HITTING HIM ACROSS THE HEAD HE SENDS HIM FLYING INTO CRAIG. BOTH SMASH HARD AGAINST A DIVIDING DOOR. 










CUT TO

BIG C.U. OF KHAN’S HEAD. THE SKIN ON HIS FACE IS BUBBLING AND BLISTERING. HIS NECK HAS ENLARGED TO THE SAME THICKNESS OF HIS HEAD. STEAM IS ESCAPING FROM HIS NOSTRILS, EARS AND EVEN THE CORNERS OF HIS BRILLIANTLY RED EYES.  LOWERING HIS HEAD HE BELLOWS AND GRUNTS LIKE A BULL BEFORE CHARGING FORWARD. 










CUT TO

TERRIFIED ALEX AND CRAIG STAND BEFORE THE TRANSFORMED KHAN. ALEX’S FACE SHOWS A FLEETING LOOK OF AN IDEA AS HE TURNS AND PUSHES DOWN THE FIRE EXIT BAR, THAT CROSS'S THE MIDDLE OF THE DOOR. AS KHAN IMPACTS, ALEX AND CRAIG ARE FORCED THROUGH AND ROUND THE SIDES OF THE DOOR -FRAME. KHAN, UNABLE TO CHECK HIS MOMENTUM CAREERS ON INTO THE ROOM AND STRAIGHT INTO THE TRENCH OF ACID. LANDING UP TO HIS WASTE HE LETS OUT A FURIOUS SCREAM OF RAGE AS HE THRASHES ABOUT. THE ACID BATH ERUPTS INTO A FROTHING CUALDRON OF FOAM AS KHAN’S BODY IS EATEN AWAY BY THE ACID. KHAN SHOUTS:    







KHAN 





In another life!


KHAN PLACES HIS HANDS TO HOLD HIS HEAD AND LETS OUT A PAINFULL CRY AS HIS BODY IGNITES.










CUT TO

ALEX AND CRAIG TURN AND BEGIN RUNNING IN THE OPPOSITE DIRECTION.















CUT TO 

KHAN’S BODY, NOW A RAGGING INFERNO, EXPLODES.










CUT TO

ALEX AND CRAIG RUNNING DOWN THE CORRIDOR IN SLOW MOTION AND FORCING THE DOORS OPEN ONTO THE NOW EMPTY DANCE FLOOR.










CUT TO

OXYGEN LADDEN AIR IGNITES RIPPING THROUGH THE LABORTORY ENGULFING EVERYTHING IN FLAMES










CUT TO

ALEX AND CRAIG RUNNING ACROSS THE DANCE FLOOR 

AS THE BACKDRAFT OF FLAMES ROARS DOWN THE TUNNEL AND FIRES OUT OF THE FIRE DOORS TOWARDS THE FIGURES RUNNING TOWARDS CAMERA, OF ALEX AND CRAIG WHO ARE BOTH BLOWN OVER BY THE POWERFUL BLAST. 










CUT TO 

EXTERIOR. NIGHT. OUTSIDE “KINGDOM COME”.  A LARGE CROWD IS BEING FORCED BACK FROM THE CLUB DOORS BY POLICEMEN. FIRE ENGINES’ SIRENS CAN BE HEARD APPROACHING AS AN EXPLOSION RIPS THROUGH THE ROOF OF THE CLUB AND SENDS A LARGE CLOUD OF FIRE AND SMOKE INTO THE SKY LIT BY THE LIGHT OF FLAMES FROM BELOW THE DESTROYED ROOF. AS TWO FIRE ENGINES PULL UP AND START TO RUN FIRE HOSEPIPES. A LARGE CLOUD OF FLAMES SHATTERS THE GLASS AND BLASTS OUTWARDS, SENDING APPROCHING FIREMEN SCRURRYING BACK, ALSO CAUSING PANIC IN THE CROWD, WHO SCREAM IN TERROR AND STAMPEDE BACK. 










CUT TO 

CLOSE UP PULLING UP AND BACK TO SHOW ROSALYN BEING BUFFETED AGAINST THE FLEEING BYSTANDERS. AS SHE FIGHTS TO BREAK THROUGH SHE FORCES PAST THE LAST OF THE FLEEING CROWD AND RUNS UP TO A FIREMAN GIVING INSTRUCTIONS THROUGH A BULL HORN.










CUT TO

TWO SHOT AS SHE TRIES TO SHOUT IN HIS EAR BUT IS UNABLE TO MAKE HERSELF HEARD OVER THE ROAR OF THE BLAZE.










CUT TO 

THE CLUB’S FLAMMING FRONT DOORS BEING KICKED OPEN FROM INSIDE AS A HUGE, STRANGE SHAPE STAGGERS THROUGH AND RUNS FROM THE BUILDING AND FALLS FLAT OUT ON THE GLASS STREWN FLOOR. 










CUT TO

STEADICAM SHOT FROM BEHIND THREE FIREMEN, AS  THEY RUN IN AND BEGIN TO DRAG THE THING AWAY. IT BREAKS INTO TWO AS WE REALISE THAT ALEX WAS CARRYING CRAIG ACROSS HIS SHOULDERS HAVING THROWN A SOAKING CURTAIN ACROSS BOTH OF THEM. AS ALEX IS HELPED TO HIS FEET AND AWAY TO SAFETY, ROSALYN RUNS UP TO HUG HIM.










CUT TO

CRANE SHOT AS THE CAMERA RISES AND PULLS BACK TO SHOW THE ROOF NOW COMPLETELY ABLAZE AS ANOTHER FIRE ENGINE DRAWS UP AND SEVERAL AMBULANCES AND POLICE CARS. WE HEAR ALEX’S FINAL REMARK ABOVE THE MELEÉ AS THE CAMERA PULLS RIGHT BACK OVER THE POLICE LINE AND THE CROWD.







ALEX





Looks like I’ve been fired
...So...do you know anyone that works in nightclubs in New York? 
 










CUT TO





CREDITS THE END.
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