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FADE IN:

INT. DESERTED WAREHOUSE - NIGHT

A dilapidated concrete floor. Shiny wet patches where rain 
drips through the partially damaged roof.

Light floods the centre of the room. 

Three unconscious men are bound to computer chairs. Their 
bodies limp and mouths gagged. 

A small coffee table in front of them. 

The edges of the room lie in darkness, a closed roller door 
at the far end.

They slowly awake, nervously inspect their surroundings.

Footsteps -- The men look around, curious.

An attractive and well dressed MARK (50) walks out of a 
darkened corner, approaches them, he carries a folder and a 
GLOCK 22.

The men stare in anticipation. Sweat beads off their faces.

Mark throws the folder onto the table, slides the Glock into 
the back of his trousers.

He walks around the men, removes the duct tape from the mouth 
of MARTIN (70) who wears an upmarket dressing gown and 
slippers. Grey hair and thick black framed glasses.

MARTIN
What do you want?

MARK
(yelling)

Shut up.

Martin raises his eyebrows.

Mark approaches a distinguished RON (58) dressed in a dinner 
suit. He removes the duct tape from his mouth.

Ron stares at Mark, emotionless.

MARK (CONT’D)
You are three of the most 
influential men in your field. 



RON
Who are....

MARK
QUIET. Who... is not the question, 
you will find out soon enough.

Ron bites his lip, eyeballs the other men.

MARK (CONT’D)
I have brought you here for a 
reason. Your fate will be decided 
by your own actions. 

Mark approaches a confident and well dressed TOM (56). His 
hair matted, a smudge of dirt on his cheek. 

He removes the duct tape from Tom’s mouth.

TOM
You know ya won’t get away with 
this?

Mark draws the GLOCK and puts it to Tom’s head. 

Sweat runs down Tom’s forehead as he takes a deep breath and 
holds it. His hand shakes.

MARK
I already have. From here on it’s 
up to you.

Mark returns the GLOCK into the back of his trousers, pulls a 
long serrated knife from a holster on his leg. 

Ron takes a deep breath as Mark approaches him.

With a flick of the knife, Mark cuts the duct tape from the 
arms of a relieved Ron.

Mark circles and also cuts the tape from Martin and Tom’s 
hands.

Ron puts his hand in the air as if he was in school, Mark 
smirks.

MARK (CONT’D)
What?

RON
You do realize we can pull the rest 
of the tape off? 
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MARK
I want you to be here of your own 
free will.

RON
(laughs)

Our own free will? You had gunmen 
bring us here.

Mark picks up the folder from the coffee table, removes three 
documents, throws one into each of the mens laps. 

They curiously pick them up, heavily engrossed.

MARTIN
Are you fuckin’ insane? You brought 
us here for this?

Tom looks at the document, laughs hysterically. Ron frowns.

RON
What’s so funny?

TOM
I always thought this might happen 
one day.

Ron sink his face into the document eager to play catch up.

MARTIN
(at Mark)

You’re fuckin’ mad? Now I’m pissed.

Agitated, Mark pulls out the GLOCK -- BANG BANG -- fires two 
bullets into Martin’s chest. His head drops.

MARK
(calmly)

You won’t be pissed again.

Ron stares at Martin’s limp body then back at Mark, eyes wide 
open.

With a foot on the front of Martin’s chair, Mark pushes it --- 
it rolls backwards into the darkness.

Tom eyeballs Mark.

TOM
You went to a lot of trouble?
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MARK
I’ve got your attention. Didn’t 
know how you guys would react when 
you found out?

TOM
You must be confident?  

Ron lifts his head from the document.

RON
I don’t get it? 

MARK
Get what?

RON
Why isn’t the Antagonist the lead 
role? I can’t see why April isn’t. 
It’s bullshit.

An angry Mark pulls out the GLOCK -- BANG BANG -- fires two 
bullets into Ron’s chest. His head drops.

MARK
You’re bullshit.

Tom eyes widen, nervously he looks down and continues to 
read.

Mark puts his foot on the front of Ron’s chair, pushes, it 
rolls backwards into the darkness as Tom discreetly glances.

Mark paces around Tom in anticipation.

Tom cautiously eyeballs Mark as he circles him. 

LATER.

TOM
I’ll take it.

Mark looks at Ron in disbelief.

MARK
What do you mean? Don’t you have 
any questions?

TOM
No. I’ll take it. I like what you 
have done with your first ten 
pages. The nine year old serial 
killer really sets the scene for 
what’s to follow. It’s brilliant.
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A devilish smile wipes across Mark’s face.

TOM (CONT’D)
I’ll get my office to create the 
option agreement on Monday.

Mark stops, thinks, pulls the GLOCK -- BANG -- fires a bullet 
into Ron’s forehead, his head drops.

MARK
That’s what I wanted to hear.

FADE OUT:
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