FADE | N:
| NT. BASEMENT - DAY

A muscul ar HOSTACGE (24) in boxer shorts is bound to a wooden
chair. He twsts a |leg back and forth, the duct tape has worn
fromprolonged trying. It snaps. He wiggles the other |eg,
using his free foot to push the tape towards his ankle. He
squeezes his foot through the | oop.

He stands, hunched with the chair taped around his torso. He
| eaps onto his back, the chair smashes to pieces under his
bul k. He stands upright. A saw hangs fromthe wall, he rubs
t he tape binding his hands against it.

I NT. FARVHOUSE KI TCHEN - DAY

An internal door is BASHED repeatedly, it gives way. The
Hostage falls through to the kitchen holding a sl edgehamer.

The Hostage tries the back door. Locked. He swi ngs the hamrer
agai nst the gl ass panes. He desperately clinbs through the
| agged- edged opening, slicing his body on the gl ass.

EXT. FARVHOUSE YARD - CONTI NUOUS

The HOSTACE scans a | arge garden surrounded by barbed
fencing. Security canmeras dotted around. He sprints across
t he open ground to a gate.

He pulls the handle. CLICK A concealed swtch triggers a
device on the fence. A shotgun BLAST obliterates his head.

| NT. DETECTIVE'S CAR - N GHT

A stakeout. Overwei ght Detective RAYMOND ARCHER (50) | ooks
t hrough bi nocul ars. Rugged Detective ALEX SCHOFI ELD (37)
hol ds a phone to his ear.

SCHOFI ELD
(i nto phone)
For Christ's sake Linda! Wat do you

want fromnme? | mssed one night. |I'm
a Detective, | don't get to choose
what tinme people get killed!

(pause)

"Il make it up to them tonorrow.
Thi nki ng of taking them -
(pause)
What do you nean? It's ny turn.
(pause)



Oh right! So as long as it suits you
to change the plans, that's fine! But
when | got to go investigate some poor
twat dunped in the river, that's no
excuse? That's... that's what you're
saying?... Hello?. .. Linda?

Schofield | ooks at the phone screen. Call ended.

SCHOFI ELD

(at phone screen)
Bi t ch!

(to Archer)
You believe that? Tomthe toff is
throwi ng sone birthday party for his
sister, so apparently, that neans |
don't get to see ny kids.

Archer doesn't react, continues |ooking through binocul ars.

SCHCFI ELD ( CONT' D)
VWhat the hell is that? The girls don't
even know his famly. It's bullshit!
You know I'mreally thinking of
getting a court order. Wat do you
t hi nk?

Schofield waits for a response.

SCHOFI ELD ( CONT' D)
Ar cher ?
(nudges Archer)
Ar cher!

Archer switches on his hearing aids, |ooks at Schofield.

ARCHER
VWhat ?

SCHOFI ELD
The fuck? You just put ne on nute?

ARCHER
(di sm ssive)
Shit Schofield, I"'mfed up to death
listening to you whining. Just pull
out your tanpon and grow a dick for
crying out | oud.

Archer resunes bi nocul ar wat ch.



SCHOFI ELD
Oh, thanks a bunch. That's just what |
needed that, yeah.

ARCHER
G ad to help.

Schofield scans a high rise block of flats outside.

SCHOFI ELD
Anyt hi ng?

ARCHER
Not a peep.

SCHOFI ELD
Waste of time, told you that. No way
this is our guy.

ARCHER
What makes you so sure?

SCHOFI ELD
He's a street thug. Doesn't fit. These
nmurders are too sophisticated for him

ARCHER
Chief said the tip-off was froma
reliable informnt.

SCHCFI ELD
Twenty quid says |'mright.

EXT. BACKSTREET - N GHT

Rain falls steadily. Jay (21) bounces on the spot to keep
warm hands buried in puffer jacket pockets.

JAY
(to hinself)
Fuck sake man!

A FIGURE in a Canp jacket watches froma dark alleyway. Jay
pulls out a phone and dials. It goes to ANSWERPHONE

ANSVERPHONE
(t hrough phone)
The nunber you have dialled is
currently unavail abl e- -

Jay hangs up, shakes his head. Dials another nunber.



A can CLATTERS in the alleyway. Jay squints down the alley,
gl i npsi ng sonet hing by an inset doorway. MELVIN answers.

MELVI N
(t hrough phone)
Wah' gwan?
JAY
Mel vin. The fuck you at, man? Freezing
nmy bol |l ocks off here! 1'mon the
cor ner.
MELVI N
(t hrough phone)
Eh?
JAY
Didn't you just text me?
MELVI N
(t hrough phone)
Not me bro.

Jay | ooks back down the all eyway, suspicious.

JAY
No worries. Laters.

Jay hangs up. He pulls a gun fromhis wai stband and points it
down the alley. He edges slowy towards the inset doorway.

A black cat runs out fromthe doorway, startling Jay. He puts
t he gun away.

WHACK! Jay is hit frombehind. He |lies unconscious, blood
trickling across his face.

| NT. BASEMENT - NI GHT

Jay i s naked, bound to a chair with a gag in his nmouth. Dried
bl ood caked to his head. He cones to.

Jay scans the room Conplex data conpiles on a conputer
nonitor. The walls are decked with power tools and gardening
equi pnent. A video canera on a tripod faces him

Jay's breathing rate increases. He struggles in the chair,
t he bi ndi ngs don't budge.

A door at the top of a wooden staircase CREAKS opens. A
figure descends into the basenent.



The nmonitor light illum nates his features as he approaches
Jay. This is RICKY (35), a man who neans busi ness.

Ri cky's face breaks into a crazed grin. He noves to a desk
and pours a glass of Scotch whisky, takes a sip. Jay's eyes
dart around the room Ri cky speaks in a Cockney twang.

Rl CKY
M You a single malt nan?
(beat)
More a vodka guy, eh?

Ricky lights a cigarette. He bends down face to face with Jay
and bl ows a stream of snoke into his eyes. He unties the gag.

JAY
Yo man, what the fuck!? Wat is this?

Ri cky grabs a car battery charger and sets it beside the
vi deo canera

JAY (CONT' D)
You with Andre's crew? Cos | didn't
have nuttin to do with that shit man!

Ri cky attaches the charger |eads to Jay's nipples.

JAY (CONT' D)
Argh! What you doi ng? What is that?

Jay receives a sharp slap across the face.

Rl CKY
St op. Tal ki ng.

Ri cky gets behind the canera and slips on a bal acl ava
followed by a pair of reflective sungl asses.

JAY
Pl ease, nman

Ri cky puts a finger to his |ips, shush.

RI CKY
Say cheese.

The canera starts recording. Ricky switches on the battery
charger. Jay SCREAMS.



| NT. POLI CE OFFI CE - DAY

Jay's SCREAM NG conti nues through a | aptop. Schofield and
Archer watch as Anal yst WRI GHT pl ays the recording.
Superint endent KI MBER paces the room

Kl MBER
Turn it off.

SCHOFI ELD
VWhat tine was it rel eased?

VRl GHT
The video started circul ating on
Soi cal Media around ten pm | ast night.

SCHCFI ELD
Any ID on the victinf

KI MBER
Sonme gangbanger fromthe Attlee
estate, goes by the nane Jay.

SCHOFI ELD
(to Archer)
VWhat did | tell you? We're sat the
ot her side of town like a pair of
nopes while he's picking up nore
victins. He's playing us.

ARCHER
Ah, come on. You're getting paranoid.
How the hell's he sel ecting these
victims. A gangbanger now? There's no
pattern.

SCHCFI ELD
| guarantee whoever this Jay is, he's
gotten away with sonething big. Seens
to be the only pattern.

Wi ght | ooks to Kinber.
Kl MBER
(to Wight)
Show t hem

Wight clicks on a website, Schofield and Archer inspect it.

SCHOFI ELD
What are we | ooking at?



V\RI GHT
A few of the comments on Social nedia
menti oned a website nanme. Not hing cane
up on our initial search, so we did a
bit nore digging on the deep web.
Looks like this is it.

The website displays a table of 40 nanes, the top 6 entries
are filled in. The remainder of the |ist shows the first
| etter of each name only with the rest bl anked out.

SCHOFI ELD
Wait. Those nanes. That's the other
victinms. Jay Ckawa, that the |atest
guy?

Kl MBER
Looks that way.

ARCHER
VWhat are the entries bl anked out
underneath, nore victins?

SCHOFI ELD
More like future targets.
(to Kinber)

Ri ght ? He's docunenting what he's done
and what he's going to do.

ARCHER
Ho-ly fuck

Ki nber rubs his face, exhales. Schofield points to a list of
descendi ng nunbers to the right of the nanes.

SCHOFI ELD
VWhat are these nunbers here next to
t he nanes, what do they nean?

V\RI GHT
They're points. It's a scoreboard.

SCHOFI ELD
Scor eboard? O what ?

WRI GHT
Vot es. The website asks users to
submt victins for consideration.
Peopl e who deserve to die. It's like a
blind vote, nobody can see who anybody
el se has nom nated. Here's the



subm ssion form

Wight clicks onto another screen. It shows a standard web
entry form

V\RI GHT ( CONT' D)
You fill in their details. Nanme, where
they live and then a summary of what
it is they' ve done and got away with.
The notion apparently is to provide
justice where | aw enforcenent has
failed to do so. Each entry is then
judged on its nerits to determne if
it passes the threshol d--

SCHOFI ELD
Thr eshol d?

WRI GHT
Yeah, of whether they deserve to die
or not. There's a whole |ist of rules,
in essence it cones down to the | eve
of trauma inflicted on the victins.

SCHOFI ELD
So |i ke murderers, paedophiles, that
sort of thing?

V\RI GHT
Yeah, plus violent rapes or any crines
really invol ving extrene viol ence and
harm caused. The severity of the
crinmes, and the nunber of different
crinmes commtted by that person
assi gns them a base ranking score.
That base nunber is then multiplied by
t he nunber of public nom nations for
t he sane person to give their tota
score. That's the scoreboard.

Kl MBER
And the bastard's working his way
through it, top to bottom

SCHOFI ELD
|s there any way to see who these
ot her nanes are, the ones he hasn't
got to yet?



WRI GHT

(shakes head)
Everything's nmajorly encrypted, the
guy know s what he's doing. He's using
sophi sticated VPN software and if that
wasn't difficult enough to get a trace
on, he keeps noving the website. Mist
have sone sort of programset up to
automatically relocate it to a new web
addr ess periodically.

Kl MBER
How can we shut it down?

V\RI GHT
Like | said, he keeps noving it
anyway, shut one address down and it
will just pop up sonmewhere el se. W've
got a teamworking on trying to
intercept the data traffic but with
t hese deep web onion sites, it can
t ake nont hs, years even, to get any
ki nd of breakthrough. | wouldn't hold
your breath

SCHOFI ELD
(to Archer)
Well... at |east now we know how he's
pi cking his victins.

I NT. FARVHOUSE KI TCHEN - DAY

Ri cky munches on toast, reading a newspaper. A headline
states "Vigilante Killer rel eases new tw sted vi deo".

JAY (O S.)
(shouti ng)
Hel p! Somebody help ne! 1've been
ki dnapped.

Ri cky di ps a sausage in yol k and nonchal antly chonps away.
| NT. BASEMENT - DAY

Jay tries hard to free his bindings. R cky enters the
basenment hol ding a sausage and a bottle of water.

RI CKY
| shouldn't bother if | was you mate.
Cabl e ties. Rope. Duct tape. Unless
you're Houdini, you ain't getting out
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of that. | don't nake ni stakes.
(under his breath)
Twi ce.

Ri cky puts the water bottle to Jay's nmouth and lets him
dri nk.

Rl CKY ( CONT' D)
Snossage?

Ri cky waggl es the sausage in front of Jay's |lips. Jay shakes
hi s head.

R CKY (CONT' D)
Suit yourself.

Ri cky scoffs the sausage and takes a seat at the conputer
screen. He types away.

JAY
Yo, conme on man... Let ne go. | won't
say shit. | swear.

Ri cky continues typing.

JAY (CONT' D)
| haven't even done anyt hi ng!

Ri cky stops and considers Jay. He opens a drawer and pulls
out a printed photograph. He wheels hinself across the room
in the conputer chair.

Ri cky holds up the photo and points to a bl ack teenage nal e.

Rl CKY
You know this fella?

Jay shrugs. Ricky clenches his jaw. He noves to the wall,
del i berating the various tools on offer.

Ri cky sel ects a hanmmer and wal ks purposeful |y back towards
Jay.

JAY
What you doi ng? No, wait! Ckay, okay!
| know hi m

Ri cky stops. He calmy re-takes his seat. Lightly tapping the
hammer on Jay's knee. Jay | ooks down at the hammer.
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JAY (CONT' D)
M key.

Rl CKY
M key what ?

JAY

| don't know man. Just M key.

Rl CKY
Goodwi n. M chael Goodw n.

Jay can't hold eye contact. Ricky manoeuvres his head into
Jay's eye |ine.

RI CKY ( CONT' D)
Starting to realise why you're here
now, eh big boy?

Jay | ooks back at Ri cky anxiously.

JAY
Look man, | don't know what you think
happened but - -

Rl CKY

--Oh, | already know what happened,

t hanks. You fucking killed him didn't
ya? Yeah. Over a drug debt. Fifty quid
weren't it? You and your scummy little
buddi es decided to teach hima | esson.
Sound about right? | mss anything
out ? No? Chanpi on!

Jay |l ooks to the floor. Ricky wheels back to the conputer.
Cont i nues typing.

JAY
Listen, I'msorry about your friend,
alright? It wasn't supposed to go down
i ke that.

Rl CKY
Friend? He wasn't ny fucking friend,
sunshine. Do | look Iike I hang around
wi th junkies?

JAY
VWhat ?
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RI CKY
Never nmet the cunt. Can't say |I'd want
t he pl easure, be honest with ya.
Sounds |ike a right prick.

JAY
(confused)
So, what's this about? Wiy are you
doing this?

Ri cky sm |l es.

RI CKY
You still don't know who | am do you?
Don't watch the news nuch then? Don't
worry, you'll find out soon enough.

Ri cky pours a gl ass of whisky.
| NT. BAR - NI GHT

A gl ass of whisky on the bar. Schofield dows it. Archer sups
a pint of lager. Schofield waves his gl ass at the BARTENDER

SCHCFI ELD
Sane agai n.

The Bartender takes the glass. Schofield s head bobs around.

ARCHER
S| ow down Al ex.

SCHOFI ELD
What are you, ny father?

ARCHER
You need stop noping over Linda. Mve
on. You're no fun to be around lately.

SCHOFI ELD
|'"'mover it. She can do what she
likes. What do | care? Sl ut.

ARCHER
Yeah, you sound over it.

SCHOFI ELD
Anyway, forget about her. You're
changi ng the subject again.
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ARCHER
Al ready told you, the answer's no.
Besi des, Chief would never go for it.

SCHCFI ELD
He wll. I"I1... 1"l call himright
NOWw.

Shofield prods at his phone, closing one eye to see the
screen. Archer grabs it fromhim

ARCHER
G me that. | don't know why you're so
obsessed with this guy. You ask ne,
he's doing us all a favour.

SCHOFI ELD
You fucking kidding nme? The dude's a
psycho! Acting like sone digital-age,
Charl es Bronson not herfucker.

ARCHER
Yeah well, let's just say | can
under stand why he's devel oping a bit
of a cult follow ng.

SCHOFI ELD
And you don't think that's dangerous?

ARCHER

There's a | ot of people out there Al ex
who think this country's gone soft.
You can see their point. Damm Kkids

t hese days are growing up with no
respect for the law. You got these

ar sehol es wal ki ng around t hi nki ng
they' re untouchable. There's a few
woul dn't mnd giving the electric
shock treatnment to, | can tell you

SCHCFI ELD
That's sick. You're a sick man Ray.

ARCHER
|"man old man. And |'m not sure | got
it in me to care enough about a bunch
of crimnals getting what they
deserve. Let themkill each other
say. Anen.

A coupl e of heavily made-up m ddl e-aged Wnen enter the bar.
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Schofield eyes them Archer shakes his head.

ARCHER ( CONT' D)
|"mgoing to hit the road. You want a
lift or you going to stay and nake a
fool of yourself?

SCHOFI ELD
Na, |'mgoing to stay a bit.

Archer puts on his jacket and tosses Schofield' s phone back.

SCHCOFI ELD ( CONT' D)
Thi nk about what | said.

Archer exits. The two Whnen approach the Bar. Schofield gives
thema smle.

| NT. BASEMENT - NI GHT
Ri cky sets up the canera. Jay is bound in the chair.

Rl CKY
Ri ght then. What | need you to do now
is, tell the camera what a naughty
little boy you' ve been. Aright?

JAY
What do you nean? | don't know what
you want nme to say.

RI CKY
| want you, to confess your sins mate.
| want you to admit, what you did to
poor little M key.

JAY
| didn't do shit to Mkey! Told you
that. Yeah, alright, | was there. But

| didn't kill him Fuck, | didn't even
touch him | thought we were just
going there to shit himup

Rl CKY

You're |ying.
JAY

l"mnot, | swear. It wasn't ne.
Rl CKY

Well | have it on good authority that
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it was you sunshine. |'ve got eyes and
ears everywhere see. Wrd on the
street says, you. Are. The nan.

JAY
Look. I may have led a few people to
think I didit, but that was just for
ny rep. You can't have peopl e thinking
you're soft in this gane. Soneone
asked about it and... | don't know, I
just thought, fuck it. Say it was ne.

Ri cky ponders Jay's words. He takes a seat in front of him

Rl CKY
Hm Wat am | to believe, eh?
(beat)
So. If it wasn't you. Wio was it?
JAY
Shit man. |'mno rat.
Rl CKY

| see.
Ri cky pats Jay on the shoul der and | eaves.
JAY
(calling)
Yo bruv, where you goi ng?
| NT. SCHOFI ELD S BEDROOM - DAY

Schofield and a Wbnan fromthe bar asleep in bed. A phone
VI BRATES.

Schofield stirs, hungover. He funbles for the phone, answers.

SCHOFI ELD
Yeah?

| NT. POLI CE OFFI CE - DAY
Archer sits at a desk on the phone.

ARCHER
Still alive then?
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| NTERCUT - SCHOFI ELD/ ARCHER

SCHOFI ELD
(groans)
| guess so.

ARCHER
You pull one of those hotties |ast
ni ght ?

Schofield turns to |l ook at the Wobman. Her attractiveness
having deteriorated markedly fromlast night.

SCHOFI ELD
Hard to tell. What are you calling ne
for anyway? It's ny day off.

ARCHER
Just wondered how your day was goi ng
with the kids

SCHOFI ELD
Not picking themup "til twelve.

ARCHER
(checks wat ch)
It's half past one!

Schofield bolts upright, |ooks at the tine on his phone.

SCHOFI ELD
Fuck!

Schofi el d hangs up and turns to the Wnan.

SCHCFI ELD
Hey. ..
(t hi nki ng)
Lady.

Archer | ooks at his phone.

ARCHER
| di ot .

EXT. LINDA'S HOUSE - DAY
Pl unmmy TOM (40) nows the front lawn. A car revs hard down the

street, stopping outside the house. Tom stops the nower.
Schofield gets out, dishevelled.



TOM
Afternoon Al ex. Nice of you to show.

SCHOFI ELD
Tom How was your sister's party? The
Queen nmake an appear ance?

TOM
Huh?

LI NDA energes fromthe house, scow ing.

LI NDA
What the hell time do you call this?

SCHOFI ELD
Sorry, got caught up wth work.

Li nda approaches, sniffs Schofield.

L1 NDA
Wor ki ng at the bar were you? You stink
of booze.

SCHCFI ELD

Linda, let's not do this, yeah? I'm
here now, just tell the girls to cone

out .
TOM
Shoul d you really be driving in your
condi tion.
SCHOFI ELD
Tom | swear to god, butt out!
(to Linda)

| haven't been drinking, it's just ny
clothes fromlast night. Haven't had
time to change that's all.

Li nda tuts and heads back to the house.
LI NDA

(calling)
Grls. Your father's here.

17.

Schofield sniffs at his jacket, he catches Tom eyeing him

Tom resunes now ng.
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| NT. BASEMENT - DAY

Jay noves unconfortably in the chair, stretching his neck

The door opens, Ricky drags a pathetic WLLIAM (30) down the
staircase. Wlliamis tied up, wearing nothing but underpants
and a sack over his head.

JAY
Damm! Who the fuck is that?

Rl CKY
This is number seven. You were
supposed to be nunber six. | checked

out your little story. Seens |like you
m ght have been telling the truth for
once. So now you gone and fucked up ny
order. Thanks for that.

JAY
See, | told you. So, cone on, you
gonna let ne go now or what?

Ri cky | eaves Wl liamon the ground and drags Jay to the
corner of the roomin the chair.

RI CKY
Well. You still haven't told nme who
did do it yet, have ya?
JAY
Fuck's sake man. | ain't no snitch.
Rl CKY
Well, that's very honourabl e of you.

Very honour abl e.

Ri cky runs a rope through a ceiling beam He ties Wlliams
wists to one end and hauls himto his feet, he secures the
rope in place.

Ri cky adjusts the tripod canera to get Wlliamin shot.

JAY
What are you doing to hinf

Rl CKY
"' mgoing to need you to keep quiet.
(1 ooki ng t hrough canera)
Perfect!

Ri cky approaches WIIliam and renoves the sack from his head.
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W liam sobs, Ricky pats himon the cheek.

Rl CKY
There, there. Nearly over now. Don't
m nd him
(gestures to Jay)
He's just here to watch. Now you
remenber what we tal ked about, yeah?

WIIliam nods.

RI CKY ( CONT' D)
Good boy. Cos' you don't want ne to
put you back in the box now do ya?

W 1iam shakes his head furiously.

Rl CKY ( CONT' D)
No. Not very nice in the box is it
mat e? Never mnd eh
(cl aps hands toget her)
Ri ght then. Let's get this show on the
r oad!

Ri cky gets behind the canera, slips on the bal acl ava and
reflective glasses. He presses record and points at Wlliam

W LLI AM

... ny nane's WlliamPrice. | live
at fifty-two, Saint James Court. Two
years ago, | broke into a house on
Mapl e drive and forced nyself on a
young woman living there. I... | raped
her and beat her with a brick. Over
and over. | then stabbed her in the

stomach and | eft her for dead. She was
left with severe brain danmage and is

i ncapable of living a normal |ife due
to my heinous act of self
gratification.

Jay screws up his face in disgust, Ricky neanwhil e noves away
fromthe canera to the wall.

W LLI AM ( CONT' D)
| am sorry for what | have done. | do
not ask for forgiveness, | am
undeserving of being granted it. |
make this confession so that nmy crine
can be put on the record, and to
provi de sonme sense of closure for the
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victimand her famly. My the Devil
torture ny soul for eternity.

Ri cky swings a garden scythe into WIlliams back, piercing
right through his stomach. Bl ood splatters Jay's face.

JAY
Oh shit! Fuck me!

Wl liamgurgles blood fromhis nmouth. Ricky tugs the scythe
sideways, bit by bit slicing all the way out through
Wlliam s side. Jay WRETCHES at the sight.

Wlliams legs hang to his torso by a thread, his guts enpty
onto the floor. The gurgling stops, he's dead.

Ri cky wal ks to the canera and switches it off. He crouches
besi des a pani cked Jay and | ooks at the bl oody scene.

RI CKY
Well that made a right fucking ness
didn't it? Hm didn't really think
t hat through

(beat)
So. You ready to tell me who killed
M key now?

(sniffs)

You snell shit?
EXT. PARK - DAY

Schofield s daughters, AMY (9) and CHLCE (7), play on the
swi ngs. Schofield nurses his hangover on a bench, sipping
coffee. Anmy runs to him

AW
Daddy, can nme and Chl oe get an ice-
cream fromthe van

Schofi el d digs out some change.

SCHCFI ELD
Here you go.

AW
Thank you.

Any heads towards an ice-cream van

SCHOFI ELD
Amy! Don't | eave your sister on her
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own, take her with you.
An ELDERLY LADY carryi ng shopping takes a seat on the bench.

ELDERLY LADY
OCof. You don't mind nme sitting here |
hope. Just need to rest ny | egs.

SCHOFI ELD
No. Not at all.

(1 ooki ng at shoppi ng bags)
Don't suppose you got any painkillers
in there?

| NT. POLI CE BREAK ROOM - DAY
Archer reads a nmagazine. Wight enters.

WRI GHT
There you are. Better cone see this.

ARCHER
|'"'mon break. Got to interview soneone
in custody in ten m nutes.

WRI GHT
| think that can wait.

I NT. POLI CE OFFI CE - DAY

Archer and Wight watch Wl lian s execution on a |aptop.
Archer squi rmns.

ARCHER
Je-sus. It's getting worse. \Wat
happened to the other guy, whats-his-
nanme, Jay? Has there been a video of
hi m since the electric shock thing.

V\RI GHT
Doesn't appear to be, he's junped
straight to this. But |isten.

Wight plays back the end of the recording, Jay can be heard
in the background.

VRl GHT ( CONT' D)
Hear that?

ARCHER
Soneone else is there. You think
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that's Jay?

VRl GHT
Coul d be.

ARCHER

So why hasn't he killed himyet? Wy
go to the next guy? He's changing the
pattern.

WRI GHT
| don't know, but check this out.

Wight navigates to the website. WIlliams nane appears at
nunber 7 in the list. Nunmber 6 is now bl anked out entirely.

ARCHER
He's taken his nane off.

V\RI GHT
(points at screen)
And read the bit at the top.
ARCHER
(reading from screen)
Tune in to the live feed tonorrow at
nine pmfor nore gore.
Archer shakes his head, bashes his fist on the desk.

ARCHER
Mbt her f ucker!!

Archer storns out of the room slammi ng the door.
EXT. PARK - DAY

Schofield wal ks with Anmy and Chloe eating their ice-cream
Hi s phone BEEPS. He checks the nessage.

| NT. MELVIN S BEDROOM - NI GHT

MELVI N (24) snokes a joint as he plays a conmputer game. Hip-
Hop nusic blares froma speaker.

An i ntercom BUZZES. Mel vin pauses the gane.
I NT. MELVIN S FRONT ROOM - NI GHT

Mel vin presses a button on the intercom
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MELVI N
Yo?

He releases it and waits for a response. Presses it again.

MELVI N ( CONT' D)
Who's that?

No response. Melvin | ooks through the peephole of the
apartnent door. Not hing.

I NT. MELVIN S BEDROOM - NI GHT

Melvin enters. He swings the door closed behind him Reveal ed
behind the door is a Figure, wearing a bal acl ava and
reflective gl asses.

| NT. POLI CE OFFI CE - DAY
Attractive Detective LI SA CARSON (34) sits nervously at a

desk. Schofield enters reading a newspaper, takes a seat.
Car son approaches.

CARSON
Uh, Detective Schofield?
SCHOFI ELD
(gl anci ng up)
Yeah.
CARSON
H, I'"'mLisa... Lisa Carson
SCHOFI ELD
(shrugs)
Can | help you with sonething?
CARSON
Un.. |'myour new partner.

Superi nt endent Ki nber assi gned ne.

SCHOFI ELD
VWhat ?

I NT. KIMBER S OFFI CE - DAY
Schofield barges into the office. Kinber |ooks up.
Kl MBER

Cone in, why don't you? Don't worry
about knocki ng.



SCHOFI ELD
(gesturing through door)
Who the fuck's that? My new partner?

Kl MBER
Don't you check your phone? Been
trying to call you, 1've left three

nessages.
Schofield pulls out his phone. Checks it.

SCHCFI ELD
Qovi ously not. What's going on?

KI MBER
Cl ose the door. Take a seat.

Schofield closes the door and sits down.

KI MBER ( CONT' D)
Archer's been suspended.

SCHOFI ELD
VWhat ? What for?

Kl MBER
A suspect Archer was interrogating
died in custody |ast night. W don't
know the full details, an
investigation is underway. But it
doesn't | ook good. Apparently the guy
had sone very severe head injuries,
Archer's all but admtted he | ost
control in there.

(beat)

| know you two are close but, you're
not to contact himwhile the
i nvestigation is ongoing. Nobody is,
Chief's orders. Got it?

Shel | -shocked Schofi el d nods.

KI MBER ( CONT' D)
M ss Carson is an anpl e repl acenent.
She's been | ooking for a transfer here
for a while. She's a great Detective,
cones highly recomended.

SCHOFI ELD
You think it's a good idea putting a
rooki e on a case like this? Wiy don't



you put her with Anderson and 1']I
partner up with G eggs?

Kl MBER
It's not up for debate Schofield. The
clock's ticking. W can't have bodies
bei ng dropped on a nightly basis for
prime tinme view ng. You need to find
this guy and find himfast!

(poi nti ng)

There's the door.

Schofield is pissed.
| NT. PCLI CE OFFI CE - DAY

Carson waits patiently. Schofield wal ks in MJUTTERI NG he
takes a seat and sifts through paperworKk.

CARSON
Is there anything I can help with?

SCHOFI ELD
Look, no offence but by the tine |
bring you up to speed on the case,
may as well do it nyself. Though, ['1I
take a coffee if you' re |ooking for
something to do. MIlk, two sugars.

CARSON
Uh, actually I'mnot here to nmake tea
and coffee. And I'malready up to
speed on the case. | was up all night
reading the files.

SCHCFI ELD

| see... well at |east you' re keen
suppose. Alright here.

(passes folder to Carson)
Logs of all registration plates picked
up on CCTV in areas close to the | ast
two abducti ons.

(passes anot her fol der)
Wtness statements describing
suspi cious | ooking individuals in the
days | eading up to the abductions. Go
nut s.

Carson takes a seat and reads the files.

25.
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SCHOFI ELD ( CONT' D)
Gonna be sone thirsty work ne-thinks.

Carson side-eyes Schofield. She leaves in a huff.

SCHOFI ELD ( CONT' D)
(calls after Carson)
Two sugars.

| NT. BASEMENT - NI GHT

Jay is clothed in ill fitting hand-ne-downs. He sits on a
mattress, handcuffed to a pole in the corner. Melvin is
naked, strapped in the chair with his hands bound in front.
Ri cky hangs clear tarpaulin fromthe ceiling around Ml vin.

MELVI N
Fucki ng rat.
JAY
Go fuck yourself bruv.
Rl CKY
Now, now | adi es. Pl ay nice.
MELVI N
Fuck you, man. This is sonme bullshit!
| swear, when | got outta here, |I'm

gonna fuck you up!

Ricky smles, he pours a glass of whisky and lights a
cigarette. He pulls up a chair in front of Melvin.

Rl CKY
Do you know the only reason you' re not
injail right now? I nean, every
fucker on the estate knows it was you
who done it, as it goes. Fear. That's
what you people live off. Can't say |
blanme '"em for not speaking up, it's
not |ike the cops give a fuck anyway.

JAY
Yo, get the fuck out ny face--

Rl CKY
--Anot her junkie dead. A black one at
that. So what! Right? Nowif it was...
some white straight A public
schoolgirl wth her head smashed in
like a boiled egg! Oh, fucks would be



27.

gi ven then. You' d be sucking big
Jamal's dick in Pentonville right now,
too bl oody right.

Ri cky stares deep into Melvin's eyes, forcefully noddi ng.
Mel vi n yawns nocki ngly.

Rl CKY ( CONT' D)
You see, the whole crimnal justice
systemis fucked! Paedophiles,
rapi sts, murderers. Al wal ki ng
around, living their lives without a
care in the world. It's just a nunbers
gane for the coppers these days.
Politics. Nobody gives a dam about
real justice any nore. Except ne!

MELVI N
Yeah? And who the fuck are you?

Rl CKY
I "' myour fucking karma mate. Yeah.
You' re about to get,
(lightly slapping Melvin's face)
exactly what you deserve.
(beat)
Speaki ng of whi ch.

Ri cky checks his watch, he noves behind the canera and makes
adj ustnments. He noves to the conputer and types.

I NT. POLICE OFFICE - NI GHT

Schofi el d, Carson, Kinmber and Wight gather around a | aptop.

SCHCFI ELD
What tinme you got?
CARSON
Ei ght fifty-nine.
V\RI GHT
Shit. Look.

On the computer screen, nunber 6 on the list now says Melvin
Coombes.

SCHCFI ELD
He's changed the nanme. Wasn't that Jay
bef ore?
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CARSON
Sonet hi ng' s happeni ng.

On the laptop, a live feed appears of Melvin in Ricky's
basenent .

| NTERCUT - POLI CE OFFI CE/ BASEMENT

Ri cky has a bal acl ava and refl ective glasses on. He circles
Melvin, twirling a baseball bat. He nudges Melvin in the back
and points at the canera.

MELVI N
Fuck you! 1 ain't confessing shit.

Ri cky sighs.

MELVI N ( CONT' D)
You can suck ny--

Ri cky swings the bat into Melvin's nouth.
Carson puts a hand to her nouth. Wight w nces.

SCHOFI ELD
Qoh! That's got to hurt.

Melvin spits blood, teeth fall out of his nouth. Ricky bends
down and points at the canera. Melvin scow s.

MELVI N
I"mma kill you. You're fucking dead!

Ri cky | owers his head. He noves to the wall.

CARSON
Were's he gone?

Ri cky returns hol ding garden shears. He sets it over Melvin's
t oes.

MELVI N
Yo, what you doing? Get that off ne.

SNI P. Mel vi n SCREANME.
Carson | ooks away.

Kl MBER
Jesus!
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Ri cky points at the canera again

VELVI N
You fucking psycho! Let nme go nman, |et
me fucking go!

Ri cky puts the shears over Melvin's fingers. SN P. Four
fingers fall to the floor. Melvin HOAS.

Kl MBER

| can't watch this. The sick bastard.
SCHOFI ELD

He just wants himto confess.
CARSON

| agree. | don't think he actually

wants to torture him Just wants him
to tell the truth.

Ri cky slaps Melvin and points his face at the camera.

MELVI N
You not herfucker... notherfucker.

Ri cky sets the shears on Melvin's groin.

V\RI GHT
Ch no! Not the jewels.
MELVI N
No no no no no no no! Alright! |
killed him
(beat)
| killed M key!

Ri cky gestures for Melvin to continue.

MVELVI N
M key... Mchael Goodwin. | killed
him Aright?

Ri cky signals a thunbs up. Ricky retrieves the basebal |l bat
fromnear Jay. Jay |ooks to Ricky, sighs and | ooks away.

Ri cky whispers into Melvin' ear.

MELVI N
(scoffs)
Yeah, | got some |ast words. You're a
wanker !
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Ricky lets out a short CHUCKLE. He swings the bat into
Mel vin's face, nose busted. Swi ngs again, a gapi ng wound.
Bl ood splatters up the tarpaulin.

Wight holds his head in his hands, Kinber turns away.
Schofield and Carson pull disgusted faces.

Ri cky swi ngs the bat over and over into Melvin's skull. Each
hit taking chunks out of his face. An eyeball comes | oose
fromthe socket and hangs out. Jay cl oses his eyes. Ricky
keeps going until there is no head left to hit.

Ri cky noves to the canmera and turns it off.

The Laptop feed ends. Schofield and Carson | ook to one
anot her.

SCHOFI ELD
Wel come to homi ci de.

BLEEP. A notification appears on the | aptop.

CARSON
VWhat's that?

V\RI GHT
(readi ng from screen)
Click here for a preview of what's to
cone.

The Detectives eye one anot her.

Kl MBER
Open it.

Wight clicks the link. A web page appears with 12 |ive night-
vi sion feeds. Each feed shows a prisoner within a cranped box
cof fin.

SCHOFI ELD
Holy shit! He's already captured them



