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EXT. HELLFIRE CLUB, DUBLIN MOUNTAINS - NIGHT

An illegal rave, TECHNO pounding. Hundreds dance, cheer, 
whistle, hands in the air in front of a DJ booth with a huge 
sound system.

Multicoloured lasers fan out from the booth, catching ZARA 
FORTUNE (late-20s) in silhouette, arms aloft, swaying to the 
beat. She is slim and sexy from a distance but up close, her 
hair is stuck to her sweaty face and mascara is smudged 
around deadened eyes, as if she is just going through the 
motions.

EXT. DUBLIN MOUNTAINS - NIGHT

The same music continues in the distance. A small, red car 
approaches on a road that winds through a forest in the 
mountains. As it gets closer, the music gets louder. Zara is 
driving, POPPY (mid-20s), skinny and angular with a face full 
of glitter, jerks to the beat in the passenger seat while 
JIMMY (mid-20s), a slouchy stoner with a permanent grin, is 
glassy-eyed and gurning in the back. He is sandwiched between 
two boys, neither of whom can be more than 18. COLE (to his 
left) is a lanky, fidgety lad while TYRONE is just a scut of 
a thing but has the jarring dissent of someone who has been 
there, done that.

INT. ZARA'S CAR - CONTINUOUS

They're all off their heads, grinning and chewing in time to 
the music, which is louder now. Poppy hands Zara a vape and 
she sucks on it before passing it back to Jimmy. As she takes 
her eyes off the road, the car veers to the left and Poppy 
screams.

POPPY
Zara!

JIMMY
Fuck, Zara, watch it.

Zara pulls the car back into lane, wide-eyed and laughing.

JIMMY (CONT'D)
Jaysus, you're gonna get us all 
killed you crazy bitch.

ZARA
Jimmy, you know I don't like it 
when you call me that. I'm not 
crazy, I'm complicated.
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POPPY
Certifiably complicated.

ZARA
That was just that one time, Poppy.

POPPY
Whaddaya talking about, one time? 
You go off the rails every summer 
like clockwork.

ZARA
That is a lifestyle choice, I'll 
have you know. When party season 
calls, who am I to say no?

JIMMY
I take it all back then. You're not 
a crazy bitch, you're a fucking 
legend.

ZARA
That's more like it.

Tyrone throws Cole an eye-roll behind Jimmy's back and Cole 
laughs on cue. Jimmy leans back and hands the vape to Tyrone 
who takes an elaborate drag.

JIMMY
So what's your story, lads?

Blinding headlights sweep across the interior of the car. 
Jimmy shouts as he raises his arm to shield his eyes and 
Poppy screams as Zara swerves to the left.

EXT. DUBLIN MOUNTAINS - CONTINUOUS

Another car has come off the corner ahead and is speeding 
towards Zara as she swerves into a ditch. The oncoming car 
catches the right rear bumper of her car as it swerves 
sharply. 

INT. ZARA'S CAR - CONTINUOUS

The five of them are thrown forwards and sideways, screaming 
and shouting. The music stops.

EXT. DUBLIN MOUNTAINS - CONTINUOUS

The other car spins across to the other side of the road and 
smashes into a tree. 
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EXT. DUBLIN MOUNTAINS - CONTINUOUS

Zara stares straight ahead through the windscreen, into the 
darkness and silence, pupils massively dilated.

INT. ZARA'S CAR - CONTINUOUS

The silence is broken by Cole, who starts whimpering.

JIMMY
Oh fuck. What the fuck just 
happened?

ZARA
It came straight at me. It wasn't 
my fault.

TYRONE
Jaysis, Cole, you ok man?

COLE
I dunno, me neck.

Poppy lets rip an explosive wail.

JIMMY
Are you ok, Poppy? I'm ok, I think.

POPPY
My head. The back of it, it's like 
something snapped. And my neck, 
it's--

Zara slams her hands on the wheel.

ZARA
Can everyone just shut the fuck up 
for a minute? I'm trying to think.

Poppy's puts her hand to her mouth and Cole is shocked into 
slack-jawed silence.

JIMMY
What is there to think about? 
Aren't you going to get out and see 
if the driver's ok?

ZARA
I did nothing wrong. The car came 
straight at us. It's not our fault.
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JIMMY
Jaysis, Zara, would you have a 
heart? The driver could be hurt or--

ZARA
Look at us, Jimmy. We're all 
wasted. Do you want to tell the 
guards where you've been and what 
you've been doing?

Jimmy drops his eyes to the floor. Zara looks at each of them 
in turn.

ZARA (CONT'D)
I didn't think so.

In the stunned silence, there’s the sound of a car door 
creaking open.

TYRONE
(whispers) Look - there's someone 
there.

BILLY BRADY (late 20s), short and stocky with a menacing 
stare, stumbles out of the passenger side of the other car. 
His flexed body backlit by moonlight, he locks eyes with 
Zara, and there is a fleeting look of horror on her face 
before she rallies herself. Tyrone catches it as he looks 
from Zara to Billy. Billy pulls his jacket collar up around 
his face with gloved hands before running into the woods at 
the side of the road. Zara starts the car and reverses 
angrily out of the ditch.

JIMMY
What are you doing?

ZARA
I'm getting out of here.

POPPY
What about the driver?

ZARA
Look, his friend has gone to get 
help. There's nothing more we can 
do. Unless someone wants to be a 
martyr?

Poppy turns to look out her window and Jimmy sinks back into 
the seat beside the boys as Zara shoots forward into the 
dark.
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EXT. DUBLIN MOUNTAINS - CONTINUOUS

The small, red car continues along the tree-lined route until 
it disappears into the darkness.

INT. ZARA'S FLAT, BEDROOM - DAY

A small, two-bedroom flat in a large, run-down Victorian 
terrace. A few shafts of sunlight sneak through the gap in 
the shabby curtains and there is discarded underwear on the 
floor alongside last night's outfit. The room is small and 
bare apart from the large paintings that hang on the wall, 
young men and women twisted into unusual poses. A couple of 
unfinished canvases sit against the wall at the end of the 
bed. Zara is woken prematurely by a loud rapping on the front 
door. Make-up is still smudged around her eyes and her hair 
is matted and frizzy.

The knocking stops and she lies still, waiting for the 
perpetrator to disappear. When the knocking resumes, more 
urgently this time, she throws off the duvet and slides out 
of bed wearing only a t-shirt. She walks to the kitchen-
living room.

INT. KITCHEN-LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

As she passes through the room - stained carpet, sink full of 
dishes, walls full of painted, twisted figures - she is 
surprised to see Tyrone lying on the ragged sofa. She walks 
past him to the front door.

INT. FRONT DOOR - CONTINUOUS

She opens the door and is irritated but unsurprised to see 
her middle-aged and life-weathered neighbour, MARGE (50s). 

MARGE
Zara.

ZARA
Marge.

MARGE
D’ye know why I'm here?

ZARA
Well, let me see, it's...

Zara turns to look at the clock on the wall behind her.
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ZARA (CONT'D)
...ten to nine on a Sunday morning 
so you must be here to tell me what 
a terrible person I am.

MARGE
D’ye know it was after six AM when 
the music stopped?

ZARA
Was it?

MARGE
Would ye look at yerself, you don't 
even care. Will ye ever realise 
that other people have to live in 
this house too?

ZARA
Will you ever realise that my 
business is none of your business.

MARGE
Are ye serious? It's my business 
when I'm kept awake all night in me 
own home.

ZARA
I don't see anyone else 
complaining.

MARGE
They're all sick of complaining. 
They're just counting down the days 
until you're gone. One more week, 
isn't it?

ZARA
Great. So you're telling me I can 
do whatever the fuck I like for the 
next seven days and nobody is going 
to bother me?

MARGE
For Jaysis sake. What about your 
daughter? Are ye thinking of her at 
all?

ZARA
Excuse me?

MARGE
Such a beautiful girl. You don't 
know how lucky you are.
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ZARA
Fuck off, please and thank you.

Zara slams the door in Marge's face and then stands looking 
at it, shaken, hands on hips.

INT. ZARA'S FLAT, KITCHEN-LIVING ROOM - DAY

The radio plays POP MUSIC. Tyrone’s upright on the sofa, 
looking a little lost. Zara is in the small kitchen, wearing 
a bathrobe and filling the kettle.

ZARA
I thought you left with everyone 
else.

TYRONE
Must have fallen asleep on the 
sofa. I'll go now.

Tyrone starts putting on his shoes while Zara makes coffee, 
ignoring him. The 9am news bulletin plays in the background.

NEWSREADER (VO)
Gangland criminal, Rory "Chopper" 
Coogan, has been found dead in a 
car in the Dublin mountains. The 
crime boss was discovered in the 
early hours of the morning and 
Gardai were called to the scene.

Zara and Tyrone look at each other, stunned.

NEWSREADER (VO) (CONT'D)
Coogan’s death is being described 
as a hit-and-run and Gardai are 
appealing to the public to come 
forward with any information about 
people and vehicles seen in the 
area last night, in particular a 
red car that may have been involved 
in the incident. Coogan’s death 
could be the latest in a series of 
revenge killings between the Coogan 
and Sheridan gangs, and fears are 
growing that this will stir up 
tensions again. Now to politics 
and...

ZARA
Oh Jesus Christ.
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NEWSREADER (VO)
...the minister for housing, Alex 
Fortune, has defended her record as 
the opposition calls for...

Zara turns off the radio, still looking at Tyrone, each of 
them reluctant to break the silence.

TYRONE
You saw him, didn't you?

ZARA
I don't--

TYRONE
I saw him too.

ZARA
Stop--

TYRONE
Billy Brady. I knew it was him even 
before I saw his face. Me da used 
to know him back in Finglas, me 
real da.

ZARA
Oh fuck.

TYRONE
D'ye think he'll come after you?

ZARA
Well, I do now.

INT. BOXING GYM - DAY

Billy Brady is in the ring, slick with sweat and tight with 
anger. He's sparring with another BOXER, throwing 
increasingly aggressive punches. A left hook to the head and 
his opponent hits the floor while Billy keeps punching. In 
the distance, a TRAINER shouts Billy's name. The trainer 
jumps through the ropes, tries to pull Billy off and gets a 
box in the head before falling to the canvas. Billy stands in 
the ring, breathing heavily, two men at his feet.

INT. ZARA'S FLAT, KITCHEN-LIVING ROOM - DAY

Zara's still in the kitchen and Tyrone's on the sofa making 
no effort to go anywhere when there's a knock at the front 
door. Zara strides across the living area.

8.



9.

ZARA
For God's sake. What does she want 
now?

As Zara opens the latch, she shouts...

ZARA (CONT'D)
What?

There are two guards at the door, one female (GARDA CASSIDY) 
and one male (GARDA MCMULLAN). Behind Zara, Tyrone jumps to 
his feet.

GARDA CASSIDY
Zara Fortune?

ZARA
Yes?

GARDA CASSIDY
I'm Garda Cassidy and this is Garda 
McMullan.

Garda Cassidy shows Zara her badge.

GARDA CASSIDY (CONT'D)
We have reason to believe a Tyrone 
Gordon is here or has been here.

Zara glances back at Tyrone, his head shaking and his eyes 
pleading with her. She shrugs apologetically before turning 
back to the guards.

ZARA
Em, yeah. What's going on?

GARDA MCMULLAN
Tyrone is missing from his foster 
family. Again. We're here to bring 
him home. Can we come in?

Zara looks anxiously back into the flat, this time to scan 
for signs of drug paraphernalia.

ZARA
Ok, come in.

Garda McMullan walks over to Tyrone while Garda Cassidy stays 
with Zara near the door.

GARDA MCMULLAN
How're you doing Tyrone?

9.



10.

TYRONE
Fine.

GARDA MCMULLAN
You know Paloma and Seamus are 
worried about you, Aifric too. All 
they want is for you to come home.

Tyrone's demeanour is one of a small child. Gone is the 
bravado of the night before. He looks at the ground, 
defeated.

GARDA MCMULLAN (CONT'D)
Will you come home with me?

TYRONE
Yeah.

Tyrone leaves the flat with Garda McMullan, while Garda 
Cassidy gestures to Zara to sit on the sofa.

GARDA CASSIDY
Zara, I need to ask you a few 
questions about last night. Is that 
ok?

ZARA
Yeah. Sure.

Zara is trying a bit too hard to appear relaxed, crossing and 
uncrossing her arms.

GARDA CASSIDY
Cole McMahon has told us that he 
left Tyrone here around 6 o'clock 
this morning. Is that correct?

ZARA
I think so. He was here when I woke 
up - I thought he'd left with the 
others.

GARDA CASSIDY
Jimmy and Poppy?

Zara's surprised, guarded, she's no grass. She nods her head 
slowly.

GARDA CASSIDY (CONT'D)
I understand you were all at the 
rave at the Hellfire Club last 
night.

Zara says nothing.
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GARDA CASSIDY (CONT'D)
Cole has already given us a 
statement to say that you were.

ZARA
Ok, we were there. But I don't know 
anything about who organised it or 
any of the other people there.

GARDA CASSIDY
Sure, I'm not interested in that.

Zara is agitated now, rubbing her temple, pushing her hair 
behind her ear.

GARDA CASSIDY (CONT'D)
Now, I have to ask you, Zara, did 
anything sexual happen between you 
and Tyrone?

ZARA
What? No! Jesus, no way, what do 
you take me for?

GARDA CASSIDY
Ok, I had to ask. Garda McMullan 
will be asking Tyrone the same 
question.

Garda Cassidy stands up and walks towards the door. Zara 
follows her.

GARDA CASSIDY (CONT'D)
Will you be here later, in case I 
need to ask you any more questions?

ZARA
Well, I need to pick up my daughter-
-

GARDA CASSIDY
You never said anything about a 
daughter.

ZARA
You never asked.

GARDA CASSIDY
What age is she?

ZARA
Ten.
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GARDA CASSIDY
Does she live here with you?

ZARA
Yes.

GARDA CASSIDY
And where is she now?

ZARA
At my sister's.

GARDA CASSIDY
Does her father live here too?

ZARA
He used to.

GARDA CASSIDY
Where is he now?

ZARA
He's dead.

Garda Cassidy looks at Zara to see if she is serious. She is 
deadly serious.

GARDA CASSIDY
I'm very sorry. But I'm afraid 
under the circumstances, I'm going 
to have to call Tusla, the child 
protection agency.

ZARA
What? No? Please.

GARDA CASSIDY
Zara, I've seen several risk 
factors already. I wouldn't be 
doing my job if I didn't--

ZARA
No fucking way. You're not taking 
her away. I haven't done anything 
wrong.

Zara paces, frantic. Garda Cassidy puts a hand on her arm.

GARDA CASSIDY
Zara, you need to--

Zara flings the hand off her, pushing Garda Cassidy against 
the door.
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ZARA
Get your fucking hands off me.

GARDA CASSIDY
(into radio) Back up required, Flat 
4, 32 Howth Road.

Sirens sound as Zara paces backwards and forwards across the 
floor. Two guards burst through the door and Zara struggles 
before being restrained and cuffed.

INT. BOXING GYM - DAY

Billy is on his phone and pacing up and down in the changing 
room, a towel wrapped around his waist, his muscled torso 
slick with water.

BILLY
Hey man, it's Billy Brady. Look, I 
need someone to run a reg for me.

He runs his hand through his wet hair, his eyes darting to 
the door and back.

BILLY (CONT'D)
Nah, it's personal. Just for me.

He takes a deep breath and exhales slowly.

BILLY (CONT'D)
Ok. It's 05D... 64938. Yeah. It's 
red, a Ford Fiesta or something 
like that.

Billy nods, his face breaking into a smile.

BILLY (CONT'D)
Yeah, grand, I'll sort it out 
today. Thanks, man.

EXT. ALEX’S HOUSE - DAY

Zara's daughter, MAYA (10), is led down the landscaped drive 
of a Victorian semi by a well-dressed SOCIAL WORKER (40s) 
while Zara is held on the doorstep by Garda Cassidy and her 
sister, ALEX (mid-30s), an older and better groomed version 
of Zara. Zara is crying and pleading but not fighting, as if 
she knows deep down that this is what Maya needs. Maya is 
calm and wistful as the social worker helps her into the car 
parked at the end of the drive. She smiles through tears at 
her mother and Zara forces a smile back.
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INT. PLAYCENTRE - DAY

Balloons and banners announce that it is JOSHUA’S 3rd 
birthday. Several TODDLERS jump and roll around a ball pit 
with the all the associated screaming, shouting and laughing. 
PARENTS stand around the edges taking photos and offering 
helping hands. Billy looks anxious and out of place when he 
arrives, a large gift-wrapped present under his arm. A few of 
the parents clock him and take sneaky phone photos and he 
shifts gear, putting on the swagger for them. JAKE (30-ish), 
a clean-cut, sharp-dressed geezer, waves over.

JAKE
Yo! Billy!

Billy nods and walks over. Jake's glamorous partner, LAYLA 
(20s), looks Billy up and down with a touch of disdain before 
turning back to the kids.

JAKE (CONT'D)
How ye doin' Bill?

BILLY
Grand, yeah.

JAKE
Training going well?

BILLY
Yeah, fucking A, man. I'm feeling 
good.

JAKE
A shoe-in then, you reckon?

BILLY
I'd say so. And it's not just me, 
the bookies are all over it too.

JAKE
Are they?

Jake acts as if he's considering this for the first time.

JAKE (CONT'D)
What sort of numbers are you 
getting?

BILLY
Five to one on.

JAKE
Nice. Only a fool would bet against 
you then.
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BILLY
You'd have to be some eejit. Poor 
bugger doesn't stand a chance.

Billy gears himself up for something he clearly wants to get 
off his chest. He seems to have forgotten about the large 
present he's holding under one arm.

BILLY (CONT'D)
Look, man, I'm sorry about Rory. 
Terrible news.

Jake turns around, his back to the ball pit - this 
conversation is not for small ears. He lowers his voice.

JAKE
What I want to know is, what was he 
doing in the Dublin fucking 
mountains at that time of night?

BILLY
I... I dunno, man.

JAKE
The guards say it was a hit-and-run 
but...

Jake looks Billy right in the eye, a human lie detector.

JAKE (CONT'D)
Do you know anything about this?

BILLY
No, nothing.

Jake holds his stare, neither breathes. Jake exhales.

JAKE
There's been no word from Big Si 
today.

There's a split second of terror in Billy's face but Jake 
doesn't see it. When he does look at him, Billy half shrugs 
his shoulders and tries to keep a straight face.

JAKE (CONT'D)
His phone's switched off.

Another pause for Jake to assess Billy. Billy shakes his head 
slowly.

JAKE (CONT'D)
What the fuck is he playing at?
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BILLY
I dunno, man. I haven't seen Si all 
week.

JAKE
If you hear anything, you come to 
me first, right?

Billy smiles, relieved, as if he's dodged a bullet.

BILLY
Yeah, of course, man.

JAKE
Sweet. So why are you here, Billy?

BILLY
Oh, yeah. This is for the young 
lad.

Billy offers the present; Jake puts it at his feet.

JAKE
Why are you really here?

BILLY
Eh... I was hoping for a bit of an 
advance, before the fight. Just a 
couple of grand.

Jake is irritated but keeps his cool.

JAKE
A couple of grand. Yeah, I can 
manage that. It's funny, I wanted 
to talk to you about money too. A 
hundred and twenty K's to be 
precise.

Billy swallows hard. 

BILLY
I told you, I'll have it all for 
you after the fight. You know I'm 
good for it.

JAKE
Look, Billy, we all know you're a 
gambling man but I am only 
interested in a sure thing. And 
there's only one way to guarantee 
the outcome, d'ye know what I'm 
saying?
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Billy's jaw drops, his eyes are wide with horror. This is the 
worst possible outcome of these negotiations.

BILLY
What?

JAKE
I'm giving you a way out, Billy. A 
clean slate. You can walk away a 
free man, once the fight is over.

BILLY
Ah no, Jake, I'll get you the 
money. But not this. That'd be the 
end of me.

JAKE
It's not an offer, Billy.

Billy stares at him, fury in his eyes, but Jake is steadfast. 
Billy turns and strides away, mumbling obscenities under his 
breath.

JAKE (CONT'D)
Hey, you forgot something.

Billy turns around and Jake waves a roll of notes at him. 
Billy appears to be considering his options before his face 
falls, he has no choice.

INT. ALEX'S HOUSE - DAY

Zara is slumped on her sister's granite-topped kitchen 
island, head in hands while Alex fiddles with a fancy coffee 
machine, screwing and unscrewing the filter, trying to get it 
to fit back into place.

ALEX
What else could I do, Zara?

ZARA
You could have pulled rank.

ALEX
What rank exactly do you think I 
have over a social worker and a 
guard?

Zara raises her head and her voice.
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ZARA
Oh, I dunno, the sort of rank that 
every other politician seems to 
have to bail people out when it 
suits them.

Alex rattles the filter against the machine before banging it 
onto the counter, coffee spilling across it and onto the 
floor. She bites her lip and takes a deep breath.

ALEX
Look Zara, I know you've had a 
rough time...

Zara snorts.

ZARA
Here it comes.

ALEX
...but you need to start taking 
responsibility for your mistakes.

ZARA
Is that what you call my daughter, 
your niece? A mistake?

ALEX
Ah come on, Zara. You know how much 
I love Maya. All I'm saying is, 
maybe this is what needs to happen.

ZARA
Are you for fucking real? How would 
you know what needs to happen? How 
would you know anything about 
having a child?

Alex looks like she's been winded. She struggles to fight 
back tears.

ALEX
That's not fair. You know--

ZARA
I'm being evicted next weekend.

ALEX
What?!

ZARA
Don't start.

Alex puts her hands up in mock surrender.
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ZARA (CONT'D)
The social worker said they'd 
reassess the care order in a week. 
I need to have somewhere to live by 
then.

ALEX
What do you expect me to do about 
it?

ZARA
Well there have to be some perks to 
having the minister for housing as 
a sister.

Alex shakes her head slowly.

ALEX
I'm sorry, I can't. The optics, it 
would kill my re-election campaign.

ZARA
More than having a waster sister 
whose child is in care?

Zara is on her feet now.

ALEX
Maybe after the election.

ZARA
We'll both be dead by then.

Zara storms out of the room, slamming the door behind her.

INT. PUB - NIGHT

Zara and Jimmy are huddled in a booth of a pub, a pint of 
Guinness in front of each of them. They both look under the 
weather, the wretchedness of the day after a big weekender.

JIMMY
I only saw it on Twitter a couple 
of hours ago. Don’t know the man 
myself but Jaysis.

ZARA
He’s a gangster, what more do you 
need to know?

JIMMY
Looks like you did the world a 
favour.
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ZARA
Hold on, I didn’t do anything.

Jimmy looks sheepishly into his pint.

JIMMY
Well, maybe you should have.

ZARA
Me? So I'm the boss of everyone 
now?

JIMMY
You were the one driving.

Zara shakes her head in anticipation of what's to come.

ZARA
Is something going on Jimmy?

JIMMY
Look, I dunno. It’s Poppy. She’s 
freaking out about being an 
accessory to... whatever. She wants 
to go to the guards.

ZARA
What? I thought we agreed.

JIMMY
I told her to take it easy, I said 
I’d talk to you.

ZARA
Look, Jimmy...

Zara puts her hand on Jimmy's thigh. He is surprised but 
pleased.

ZARA (CONT'D)
This is the worst possible time for 
me. I’m about to be made homeless 
and...

Zara's voice cracks and lowers to a whisper.

ZARA (CONT'D)
...it's Maya... Jimmy, she's been 
taken off me. I'll never get her 
back if I get arrested. Please 
Jimmy, I've got so much more to 
lose than you or Poppy.
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JIMMY
Ah Jaysis, that's shit.

Jimmy puts his arm around Zara and smiles.

JIMMY (CONT'D)
I'll talk to Poppy.

INT. ZARA'S FLAT, BEDROOM - DAY

Sun streams through half-open curtains, stabbing Zara in the 
eyes as she wakes. She sees a belted pair of jeans on the 
floor and grimaces. When she turns and sees Jimmy asleep 
beside her, mouth open, face stuck to the pillow with drool, 
she rolls out of bed, throwing on a t-shirt. She walks to the 
window, shielding her face with her hand, and as she puts a 
hand on each curtain to pull them closed, she notices an 
unusual gold saloon parked outside and a DRIVER (30-ish) with 
a shaved head, smoking a cigarette and looking up at her. She 
yanks the curtains closed, backs away from the window, pulls 
on a pair of jeans and walks to the kitchen-living room.

INT. ZARA’S FLAT, KITCHEN-LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

There's a half-empty bottle of whiskey on the coffee table 
and two glasses with remnants of the stuff. Tobacco and 
Rizzlas are scattered across the table. Zara stands, hands on 
hips, thinking through her options. Through open venetian 
blinds, she can just about make out the gold car. She walks 
to the kitchen area, puts on the kettle and turns on the 
radio.

NEWSREADER (VO)
...Gardai are once again appealing 
to any members of the public who 
were in the area between the hours 
of midnight and 6am to come 
forward. Any information, in 
particular regarding a red car that 
may have been involved in the 
crash, is sought for what Gardai 
have now revealed to be a murder 
enquiry. Now to sport and...

Zara smacks off the radio and grabs her phone, tapping 
furiously on it. She opens a news site where the breaking 
headline is "Body found in Chopper’s boot". A shaking hand 
clicks on the link and she reads "The beaten and bloodied 
body of gangster, Simon Craven, was discovered in the boot of 
Rory "Chopper" Coogan’s car in the early hours of Sunday 
morning."
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Only now does Zara realise the stakes and the danger both she 
and Maya are in.

EXT. STREET - DAY

As Zara and Jimmy walk out the front gate, the gold car is 
still there. With the driver watching, she puts her arms 
around Jimmy and gives him a long, slow kiss, her armour for 
now. They smile affectionately at each other but as soon as 
they have started walking up the road, the smile falls from 
Zara's face.

EXT. STREET - DAY

Zara waits outside school gates, looking through them into 
the yard. The school bell sounds and kids run out in all 
directions. Zara spots Maya, arm-in-arm with two other GIRLS. 
Maya sees her and is embarrassed as Zara gestures to her to 
come over. Reluctantly, she leaves her friends and comes to 
the gate.

ZARA
How are you baby?

MAYA
Mum, you're not supposed to be 
here.

ZARA
Baby, I needed to see you. I'm 
going to do everything I can to get 
you home.

Maya frowns slightly, this is not entirely good news.

MAYA
It's nice there, mum.

ZARA
But you want to come home? Don't 
you?

MAYA
I just want to be normal again.

ZARA
What do you mean, normal?

Maya looks back at her friends, who are whispering and 
looking on in concern.
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MAYA
Like when Dad was here.

ZARA
Oh Maya, I miss him too but what 
can I do? I can't raise him from 
the dead.

Maya looks at the ground, choking back tears.

ZARA (CONT'D)
Maya, it's not my fault he died.

Maya can't look her mum in the eye.

MAYA
Maybe I should stay where I am.

ZARA
You want to stay there? What's so 
great about it?

MAYA
It's quiet.

ZARA
Quiet? Who wants quiet?

MAYA
I gotta go.

ZARA
Ok, well go then.

Maya smiles apologetically and turns back to her friends and 
Zara's face crumples. She leaves, tears running down her 
face, and half-runs into the road without looking. A car 
screeches to a halt and smashes the horn; she gives the 
driver the finger. On the other side of the road is the same 
gold car that was outside her flat. Zara slams her hands on 
the car bonnet and eyeballs the driver through the 
windscreen.

ZARA (CONT'D)
What the fuck are you looking at?

The man looks away and Zara walks on, wiping her eyes with 
her sleeve, her expression turning from anger to fear. 
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EXT. STREET - DAY

Zara walks along a leafy, residential street, looking at the 
Facebook profile of first, Paloma Coholan and then Seamus 
Coholan, two professionals in their late 50s who enjoy 
hillwalking and eating out, sometimes with their adult 
daughter, Aifric. She sniggers when she sees a photo of a 
clearly uncomfortable Tyrone in a fancy restaurant. She stops 
outside a detached house with a garden in full bloom and 
three expensive cars in the drive. She looks up at the 
bedroom windows but there's no sign of life so she settles 
herself on a bench on the other side of the road and waits.

INT. PUB - EVENING

Billy is sitting in a booth in the corner of a local pub, his 
home turf. It's an old school boozer with vinyl seats, lino 
on the floor and the barman, PAULIE, that's known Billy and 
his mates since he used to chuck them out as teenagers. MARCO 
(30-ish), is hunched over his pint, deep in thought, a pock-
marked chin resting in his hands while KARL (30-ish), the man 
that's been following Zara, is stretched out opposite Billy, 
You can't miss the large, gold signet ring on his right hand 
nor the gold chain around his neck. Billy has his arm around 
ROSE (early 20s), a striking Mancunian who looks a bit too 
cool for this motley crew with her pixie cut and face 
piercings.

MARCO
If I had to choose, like, if I had 
a gun to me head...

Karl points his finger at Marco's head and pretends to pull a 
trigger.

MARCO (CONT'D)
...it would be the PS1.

Karl throws his head back in mock outrage.

MARCO (CONT'D)
Yeah, it was limited in its scope 
but that meant developers had to be 
creative with music and world-
building and story. It's an art 
that's been lost to big budget 
gaming.

KARL
That's just nostalgia talking, 
Marco. Are you seriously saying 
you'd rather be playing Street 
Fighter than Red Dead Redemption 2?
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MARCO
No, but the PS1 was a moment in 
time, a golden age before market 
forces took over. Nothing these 
days gives me the feels I’d get 
from the music for Resident Evil 2. 
And that dark and creepy 
background, that was more immersive 
than any fancy graphics of the 
modern game.

KARL
Golden age, me arse. A silver age, 
maybe, but the golden age of gaming 
is now.

ROSE
Grand Theft Auto 4, that was my 
gateway drug. So I'm going to say 
the Xbox 360. What about you Billy?

BILLY
I was never much of a gamer. Used 
to play that Tony Hawkes game you 
had, Karl. When yer ma would let me 
in.

ROSE
You didn't like fighting games 
then?

BILLY
Fuck no, had enough of that in real 
life.

Rose clocks a knowing look that passes between Karl and Billy 
just before Karl's face changes from sympathy to alarm. Billy 
turns round to see that Jake has just walked in, a HENCHMAN 
close behind.

KARL
Howiye Jake.

Billy watches Jake approach and says nothing. Jake's not here 
by accident.

JAKE
Alright lads, what're ye drinking? 
Same again?

KARL
Nice one, Jake, cheers.
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MARCO
Uh, thanks.

Rose puts her hand on Billy's thigh.

ROSE
Not for us, thanks.

JAKE
Billy, I insist.

ROSE
Billy's taking it easy, he's got a 
fight on Saturday, you might have 
heard.

Jake ignores Rose completely.

JAKE
I said I'd like to buy you a drink, 
Billy.

BILLY
I'll have a pint.

JAKE
(to Paulie) A round of pints and 
Jamesons over here.

Jake pulls up two stools and everyone shifts around the table 
to facilitate him.

EXT. STREET - EVENING

Zara is still sitting on the bench when Tyrone emerges from 
the gate opposite. She waits until he's a few houses down 
before crossing the street and catching up with him.

ZARA
Tyrone.

Tyrone keeps walking and glances suspiciously over his 
shoulder. When he sees it's Zara, he stops.

TYRONE
What are you doing here?

ZARA
I need your help. Can we go for a 
drink?

Tyrone looks back at the house and has a think about it.
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TYRONE
Yeah. A quick one.

INT. PUB - EVENING/DUSK

Everyone waits for Jake to direct the conversation.

JAKE
How's training going Billy?

BILLY
Sound, yeah.

Jake beckons to Paulie to hurry up with the drinks.

JAKE
We’re all counting on you, you know 
that?

Billy holds Jake’s gaze, almost challenging him.

JAKE (CONT'D)
I hope you're going to do your 
best, for all of us.

BILLY
Of course I am. I always do my 
best.

JAKE
(turning to his henchman) See, I 
knew he wouldn't let us down.

Jake holds his hand out to Billy, who looks at it before 
reluctantly shaking it.

JAKE (CONT'D)
Well, lads, I'll be on my way. 
Enjoy your drinks and keep an eye 
on this man for us.

Jake winks at Billy before leaving with his sidekick.

KARL
What the fuck was all that about?

BILLY
Just reminding us who's boss round 
here.
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ROSE
God forbid someone who's actually 
done something with their life 
would get to buy the drinks.

MARCO
That's what he's afraid of.

KARL
The only thing Jake's afraid of is 
his missus. I hear she’s a fucking 
nightmare.

Karl knocks back his whiskey and takes a packet of cigarettes 
and a lighter from the table.

KARL (CONT'D)
Right, if you don't mind, I've got 
some business to attend to. I'll 
catch yis later.

INT. PUB - EVENING

The local pub is one of those huge, bright and comfy suburban 
ones with endless nooks and crannies. Zara and Tyrone sit in 
a corner, both perched on the edge of their seats, a pint of 
Guinness in front of Zara and cider for Tyrone.

ZARA
Someone's been following me. Shaved 
head, gold car.

Tyrone takes a gulp of his pint.

ZARA (CONT'D)
What? Do you know him?

TYRONE
No, it's just... are you sure?

ZARA
Yep, same guy outside my flat and 
at my daughter’s school. I never 
forget a face. Or a voice. And it's 
not paranoia to think that my 
secret admirer might be connected 
to a certain murderer.

TYRONE
We don't know Billy's a murderer.
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ZARA
Oh yeah? Well let's just say he has 
a close relationship with a corpse. 
I take it you've seen the news 
today.

TYRONE
Yeah. So what d'ye want me to do 
about it?

ZARA
You said you knew him.

TYRONE
Me da does. Well he used to anyway, 
they grew up together.

ZARA
Is there any way you can get a 
message to him?

TYRONE
I dunno. I haven't seen me da in 
years. I'm not supposed to.

ZARA
Why not?

Tyrone puts his pint down and stares into it, as if deciding 
whether or not to trust Zara with that information.

TYRONE
Me ma died of an overdose and he 
was there. He didn't kill her or 
anything but he wasn't allowed to 
see me after I got put into care.

ZARA
Shit, I'm sorry.

Zara pauses for a drink before deciding to use her own story 
to ingratiate herself.

ZARA (CONT'D)
My partner died three years ago. 
Brain tumour. And my daughter's 
just been taken into care. That's 
why I can’t go to the guards.

Tyrone eyes Zara to see if she's legit. The worry in her face 
convinces him.

TYRONE
What age is she?
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ZARA
Ten.

TYRONE
I guess I can ask around. But what 
if he comes after me too?

ZARA
Has he?

TYRONE
No. I mean, I dunno, I don't think 
so.

ZARA
You don't have to say you were with 
me. Just say you met me at a party 
and we got talking. I'll meet him 
if he wants. But he can trust me, I 
have as much to lose as he does.

TYRONE
What about the guards? 

ZARA
They’re looking for the car but 
it's down an alleyway at the back 
of the house with the damage up 
against a wall - you'd have to know 
it was there to find it.

TYRONE
Ok. There is one other thing to 
worry about.

ZARA
What?

TYRONE
Cole. He can't keep his mouth shut. 
He doesn't know about Billy but he 
could be mouthing off to someone 
about the crash.

ZARA
Great. Can you talk to him?

TYRONE
I seem to be doing all the work 
here.
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ZARA
I'll make it up to you, I promise. 
I just need to sort a few things 
out first.

Tyrone gives her a slight nod - he's used to getting the 
short end of the wedge.

TYRONE
I’ll message him.

EXT. STREET - NIGHT

Billy waves goodbye to Marco outside the pub and Rose takes 
his hand as they head down the road. There is fury in Billy’s 
face.

ROSE
Billy, what was all that about with 
Jake?

BILLY
He's just a fucking prick trying to 
control everything.

ROSE
But I don't understand, you just 
took it. That's not like you.

Billy's stops, his face full of anger and then cracks, his 
shoulders and chest heaving. He lets go of Rose and puts his 
hand to his eyes to wipe away the tears before they fall.

ROSE (CONT'D)
Billy? What's wrong?

Billy shakes his head.

BILLY
I can't. I don't want to involve 
anyone else.

Rose stops and faces Billy.

ROSE
Billy, look at me. Do I look like 
the sort of person who doesn't want 
to get involved? I'm not just after 
your body, you know.

Billy tries to smile. He takes a deep breath, he's going to 
go for it.
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BILLY
He wants me to throw the fight.

ROSE
What? I hope you told him to fuck 
right off.

BILLY
I owe him money.

ROSE
How much?

BILLY
Too much.

ROSE
Fuck... fuck!

Rose paces, hands on hips, taking it all in. 

ROSE (CONT'D)
What are you going to do?

Billy shakes his head and drops his shoulders in defeat.

ROSE (CONT'D)
So that's it? Jake snaps his 
fingers and you jump?

BILLY
Yeah, that's exactly how it works.

ROSE
For fuck's sake Billy, I never took 
you for a loser.

Billy grabs Rose's wrist and snarls at her.

BILLY
Don't you ever call me that again.

Billy throws Rose's wrist back at her and storms off, leaving 
her startled under the amber glow of a street light.

EXT. STREET - NIGHT

Zara scuttles along her road, in and out of the street 
lights, keeping an eye out for her stalker. There is relief 
on her face as she turns in the gate and walks to her front 
door, fumbling in her pocket for her keys.
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INT. ZARA'S BUILDING - CONTINUOUS

As she enters the hall, she smacks on the timed light switch. 
She starts up the stairs but a few steps from the top, the 
light goes out.

ZARA
For fuck's sake.

As she edges onto the next step, there's a sound of footsteps 
across the landing, creaking on the boards of the old house. 
Zara stops dead, her shallow breathing the only sound.

ZARA (CONT'D)
Is there somebody there?

A single floorboard creaks. Zara fans her keys out in between 
the knuckles of her right hand and uses her left hand to feel 
her way along the wall. She takes the last two steps slowly 
and feels for the light switch on the landing. She pauses 
before she hits it; there is only deadly silence.

As Zara hits the switch, darkness turns to shady light. The 
cheap, paper lampshade overhead swings slowly, sending 
patterns of light and shade swaying across the landing. There 
is fear in Zara's face as she brandishes her keys as weapons. 
When she is sure there is nobody around, she fumbles with the 
keys, trying to find the right one to unlock her front door. 
With a shaking hand, she tries one key - nope. She pulls it 
out, breath quickening and drops the keys. As she bends down 
to pick them up, the light goes out again.

Zara feels around the floor for the keys and then stands up 
slowly, feeling the wall for the light switch. She pushes it, 
looks over her shoulder and then tries another key in the 
lock, her shaking hands taking several attempts to fit it in. 
Bingo. As the door opens, a gloved hand grabs her from 
behind, covering her nose and mouth. She tries to scream but 
a man in a balaclava puts his mouth to her ear. A gold chain 
peeks out from under the balaclava: it is Karl.

KARL
Shut up or I'll kill you.

Karl flashes a blade in front of her face and she stops 
struggling and whimpers as he pushes her into the flat.

INT. ZARA'S FLAT, KITCHEN-LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Karl closes the door behind him, still holding onto Zara, the 
two of them lit only by the street light that filters through 
the slats of the blinds.
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KARL
Don't move and listen to me. If you 
even think about talking to anyone, 
I will take the lovely Maya while 
she's walking alone from Maple 
Avenue to Saint Teresa's school and 
I will slash her face with this 
blade. Do you understand?

Zara struggles to make a high-pitched whine. Karl loosens his 
grip on her mouth and she gasps for breath.

ZARA
Yes.

KARL
Then I will come for you and I will 
cut your throat. And if you go near 
your cunt of a sister, I'll do the 
same to her.

Karl lets go of Zara, pushes her away and leaves, closing the 
door behind him. Tears run down Zara's face: she is 
frightened, vulnerable and alone.

EXT. STREET - DAY

Tyrone struts, hands in pockets along a street, all concrete 
and litter. Up ahead is a row of shops, two of them 
shuttered, and outside hangs a group of younger TEENS in 
tracksuits, smoking and trying to look hard. As he approaches 
the teens recognise him and one of them shouts at him.

TEEN
Yo! Ty! What you doing back here?

TYRONE
I'm looking for me da. Is he still 
living up in Kildonan?

TEEN
I dunno. But I seen him in Doyle's 
a few times.

TYRONE
Thanks.

As Tyrone heads off, the teen calls after him.

TEEN
Hey, Ty, can I bum a smoke off ye?
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TYRONE
I don't smoke any more, sorry.

TEEN
So it's true, you've gone posh?

TYRONE
Fuck off.

The teens laugh and Tyrone smiles, shaking his head.

INT. PUB - DAY

Tyrone enters Billy and Karl's local, which is dim and dingy 
even in daylight. Paulie’s behind the bar and Karl and Marco 
are in the same booth, along with an older MAN, who has the 
ruddy complexion and grubby clothes of a long-term alcoholic. 

KARL
Would you look who it is.

Marco turns around, an uncomfortable look on his face.

MARCO
Howiye Ty.

KARL
To what do we owe the pleasure?

TYRONE
I was looking for you.

KARL
Isn't that against section 3, 
subsection 4 of the fuck off and 
die social work act?

TYRONE
Yeah, I'm not supposed to be here. 
I just wanted to see ye.

KARL
So I'm father of the year now?

Karl throws a smirk back at his audience of two.

TYRONE
Can I talk to ye?

KARL
Aren't ye doing that?
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TYRONE
I mean, in private.

Karl makes a big show of getting up, pushing past Marco and 
carrying his pint across the room to a table with two small 
stools.

TYRONE (CONT'D)
I have a message for Billy.

KARL
From who?

TYRONE
Some bird I met at a party. I don't 
know her, name's Zara.

Karl's whole demeanour changes from bemused to edgy. He puts 
his pint down and sits up.

KARL
What did she want?

TYRONE
She paid me to pass on a message, 
that's all.

KARL
And what's the fucking message?

TYRONE
That he can trust her. She said she 
had just as much to lose.

KARL
And is that all she said? She 
didn't say what it meant?

TYRONE
No. I didn't ask. I just took the 
money. Oh wait, she said she'd meet 
him if he wants.

Karl throws his head back and laughs.

KARL
I bet she did. She's just a fucking 
chancer, trying to get her leg over 
with Billy like the rest of them.

TYRONE
Will ye tell him?
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KARL
Is that all ye want from me?

TYRONE
I...

Tyrone pauses, hoping Karl will throw him a bone. He doesn't 
even try.

TYRONE (CONT'D)
Yeah, I guess.

KARL
Well fuck off then.

Karl picks up his pint and walks back to the booth, leaving 
Tyrone confused and disappointed.

EXT. STREET - EVENING

Zara is waiting for Tyrone when he arrives back at his foster 
home. She is irate. Tyrone is dejected.

ZARA
I've been trying to get in touch 
with you all day. 

Tyrone's hands are stuck to his pockets, he doesn't want to 
talk.

TYRONE
I've been busy.

ZARA
Shit, Tyrone. I thought we were in 
this together but you have better 
things to do?

TYRONE
In what together? Me bailing you 
out? Like I don't have any problems 
of my own?

Even in Zara's heightened state, she can see that Tyrone is 
upset.

ZARA
Ok, I'm sorry. Can we start again? 
I really need to talk to you. And 
you can talk to me too, if you 
want.
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TYRONE
Ok.

They walk along the tree-lined street.

ZARA
One of Billy's guys visited me last 
night.

Tyrone stops, alarmed.

TYRONE
Who? I mean, what did he look like?

ZARA
I have no idea. He was wearing a 
balaclava. Tyrone, he threatened 
Maya. I need you to tell Billy to 
back off.

TYRONE
I went to see me da.

ZARA
And what did he say?

TYRONE
He thought you were just another 
groupie.

ZARA
Fuck. So he's not going to talk to 
Billy?

TYRONE
I dunno.

ZARA
I need to talk to him. Can you 
arrange that?

TYRONE
Look, me da’s a selfish prick who 
doesn’t care about anyone but 
himself. He’s not gonna help you 
just cos you know me. 

ZARA
I need to try. Please Tyrone.

Tyrone throws out a hollow laugh.
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TYRONE
Sure how could this get any worse? 
I’ll introduce you to me useless da 
so you can meet his gangster-
murderer friend who’s trying to 
kill you, yeah?

Zara tries not to laugh but she can’t help it. She bursts 
into laughter and eventually, so does Tyrone too.

ZARA
C’mere.

Zara holds out her arms, Tyrone comes to her and they hug. 

ZARA (CONT'D)
So tell me what’s on your mind.

Tyrone breaks away.

TYRONE
Nothing, it’s ok now.

ZARA
Sure?

Tyrone’s still smiling.

TYRONE
Yeah.

INT. JAKE'S HOUSE - DAY

Layla leads Billy through the hallway of what looks like an 
average terraced house into the extension.

INT. JAKE'S HOUSE, EXTENSION - CONTINUOUS

It’s the largest, flashiest open-plan extension you've ever 
seen. It's literally flashy - every surface is hard and 
reflective, from the polished concrete floor to the marble 
worktops to the gloss cabinets and the mirrored splash-back. 
Marble columns support the ceiling of the 12-seater dining 
area, which looks out onto an indoor swimming pool that goes 
all the way to the end of the garden. 

BILLY
This is some place you've got here, 
Layla.

LAYLA
Thanks. We designed it ourselves.
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BILLY
Is that what you do?

Layla gives him a look that says, are you kidding me?

LAYLA
No Billy, not professionally. 

Layla walks down to the kitchen where little Josh is playing 
on the floor and leaves Billy standing in the living area, 
looking around. Jake enters looking irritated but puts on a 
big show when he sees Billy.

JAKE
Billy, my man, how's it going?

BILLY
Sound. Lifestyles of the rich and 
famous, eh Jake?

Jake sits into a leather Chesterfield armchair, Billy perches 
on the matching sofa beside it.

JAKE
Surely you've got some pad of your 
own, all that money you've made.

Billy knows well that Jake knows where all his money's gone 
but he's here to grovel so he keeps up the facade.

BILLY
Just haven't got to the investment 
stage of my life yet.

JAKE
Are ye not ready to settle down 
with that English bird, what's her 
name?

Billy hesitates before disclosing it.

BILLY
Eh... it's Rose.

JAKE
Rose. Sweet. What can I do for you, 
Bill?

Billy looks to Layla in the kitchen and Jake waves away his 
concerns.

JAKE (CONT'D)
It's fine. Shoot.
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BILLY
I've been thinking. If everyone's 
gonna make money off me, I don't 
see why I shouldn't get something 
out of it too.

Jake’s expression darkens, he doesn't like being backed into 
a corner but he has to keep Billy on side.

BILLY (CONT'D)
I want to put fifty grand on Molina 
and I'll pay you back a hundred.

Jake leans into Billy, elbows on knees.

JAKE
What makes you think you can come 
to my house and call the shots?

Billy sits on the edge of the sofa, his face inches from 
Jake's.

BILLY
If I'm giving up my career, there 
better be something in it for me. 
That way everyone's a winner. How 
can you trust me otherwise?

Jake sits back, he's snookered and out of ideas.

BILLY (CONT'D)
You gonna shake my hand on this 
one?

Billy holds out his hand. Jake looks at it for several 
seconds before shaking it.

BILLY (CONT'D)
I'll see myself out.

As Billy leaves the room, Layla walks up to Jake.

LAYLA
Are you going to try and explain 
what the fuck just happened there?

Jake shakes his head and looks at the ground like a small 
child.

LAYLA (CONT'D)
You literally just gave away 
hundreds of thousands of euro. 

(MORE)
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You know I can't hide another fifty 
grand's worth of bets. What sort of 
fucking moron are you?

JAKE
I'll fix it.

LAYLA
You'll fix it by making sure it 
doesn't happen. Do you understand?

Jake nods slowly and Layla storms back to the kitchen.

INT. STREET - DAY

Zara queues with thirty other PEOPLE of all shapes and sizes 
outside a shabby Victorian terrace. Her phone rings and she 
grimaces - it's Jimmy.

ZARA
Hey babe. How's it going?

A CHILD pushes in front of her and she shoos him away, 
throwing a dirty look to his PARENTS behind her.

ZARA (CONT'D)
I'm flat-hunting... Yeah, fingers 
crossed... I'm sorry babe, I can't 
tonight, too much going on.

The expression on Zara's face changes from confusion to 
realisation to horror.

ZARA (CONT'D)
No, Jimmy, she can't, you have to 
stop her... Please Jimmy, not until 
Monday, I need to get Maya back 
first.

Zara is pacing backwards and forwards, shouting into the 
phone while the parents behind her hold their child to them.

ZARA (CONT'D)
No YOU don't understand, my life 
literally depends on this and Poppy 
needs to stop thinking about her 
fucking self for once in her life.

A WOMAN in front of Zara turns around and throws her a 
deprecating look and Zara sticks her tongue out at her.

LAYLA (CONT'D)
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ZARA (CONT'D)
No, Jimmy, wait... I'm sorry, 
Jimmy? Jimmy?

When Zara realises Jimmy has hung up, she lets out a roar.

ZARA (CONT'D)
Fuck!

INT. FLAT - DAY

This flat is the worst - one tiny bedroom with two single 
beds and another room with a cupboards, a cooker, a fridge 
and a sofa all shoehorned into a small, dark space with 
peeling paint on the walls and uneven lino on the floor.  The 
LANDLORD is writing down Zara's phone number.

ZARA
085 - 342 - 7809

LANDLORD
Just to let you know, it's up to 
€1450 now.

ZARA
What is?

LANDLORD
The rent.

ZARA
But the ad said €1200.

LANDLORD
I'm taking bids. It's up to €1450 
now. Do you want to bid more?

If looks could kill. Zara is not amused.

ZARA
Oh yeah, I'm sure the social will 
fork out €1500 for this shithole.

LANDLORD
Oh, I don't take social welfare 
tenants.

ZARA
You didn't say that in the ad.

LANDLORD
Not allowed. But I'm saying it now.
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Zara stares him out, rage rising through her body.

ZARA
Of all the scumbags I've had to 
deal with this week, you are the 
piece of shit they scrape off their 
shoes.

LANDLORD
So you don't want to make an offer?

INT. PUB - NIGHT

Karl’s pub is busier than before. As they enter, Zara puts 
her hand on Tyrone’s arm and gives it a little rub of 
support; he returns a nervous smile. They push through a 
crowd at the bar and while Tyrone looks to Karl’s usual 
booth, Zara spots him straight away on the other side of the 
room - it’s the man that’s been following her. She freezes 
while Tyrone keeps looking, oblivious. When he sees Karl, he 
turns around to Zara and is surprised to see the horror on 
her face. 

TYRONE
What’s wrong?

ZARA
He’s here.

TYRONE
What are you talking about?

Karl, drunk and/or high, sees Tyrone and waves over to him.

KARL
Hey, Ty! 

TYRONE
(to Zara) That’s him.

ZARA
What do you mean?

TYRONE
Me da?

The realisation hits Zara, as Tyrone weaves his way towards 
the table that Karl shares with Marco and two other MEN. She 
follows, desperately trying to keep her cool. When Karl sees 
her, he has his own moment of confusion and then panic. He 
pulls himself together - even if she recognises him from the 
car, she can’t know he was under the balaclava. They both 
play it cool, neither sure exactly what the other knows.
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KARL
Two visits in one week. You’re 
spoiling me Ty. What are you 
drinking?

TYRONE
Eh, a pint of Bulmers, thanks. Da, 
this is Zara, I was telling you 
about her before.

Karl’s giant signet ring glistens as he holds out his hand. 
Zara takes it and he gives her a long, hard handshake, the 
ring tight against her fingers. She grimaces but holds his 
gaze. His pupils are dilated, making him look even more 
deranged than usual.

KARL
Howiye Zara.

As soon as Karl speaks directly to her, Zara knows he’s the 
one who attacked her - she never forgets a face, or a voice. 
There’s a flicker of recognition in her eyes, spotted by 
Karl. Zara withdraws her hand slowly.

KARL (CONT'D)
What are ye drinking, Zara?

ZARA
Pint of Guinness.

KARL
(gesturing wildly to the barman) 
Yo, Paulie, three Guinness, a 
Carlsberg and a Bulmers over here.

Karl sits while Tyrone and Zara draw stools up beside him. 
Marco and the others talk among themselves, Marco eyeing the 
situation now and again. 

KARL (CONT'D)
So Zara, Tyrone tells me you want 
to get your hands on Billy Brady?

ZARA
I have a message for him.

KARL
Yeah?

ZARA
Your secret is safe with me.

KARL
My secret?
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Karl is cagey, he’s unsure of Zara’s game and looks to Tyrone 
for clues but none are offered.

ZARA
That’s what I’d say to Billy. 

KARL
Ok. So say I pass on this message. 
How will he know he can trust you?

ZARA
Because I’ve got as much to lose as 
he does.

KARL
I doubt that, sweetheart.

Tyrone’s ears prick up at this but Zara leans in towards 
Karl, so that Tyrone won’t hear.

ZARA
I’d lose my daughter, for good. I’m 
sure you can relate to that.

KARL
(whispers) I know all about your 
daughter. Don’t forget that, you 
vindictive little bitch.

Zara is shaken but she’s here for a reason - she needs to 
follow through.

ZARA
So do we have an understanding?

KARL
Let’s just say everything’s a lot 
clearer now.

With Karl eyeing her closely, Zara stands up to leave and 
Tyrone follows her lead.

KARL (CONT'D)
Ty, stay and have a drink with your 
old man. We have so much to catch 
up on.

Zara looks anxiously at Tyrone but she has lost him. He’s 
smiling, delighted to spend some time with his da. 

TYRONE
I’ll see you later, ok?

Karl throws Zara a victory sneer. She hesitates.
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ZARA
Is that what you want?

Tyrone looks sheepish but resolute.

TYRONE
Yeah.

ZARA
Ok, look after yourself, Tyrone.

Zara walks out of the pub.

EXT. STREET - CONTINUOUS

She continues walking into the distance, completely alone 
now.

INT. BILLY’S APARTMENT - DAY

Karl is kicking back on the deep, velvet sofa in Billy’s 
living room while Billy paces back and forth. The room is 
showy but soulless, a transient stop-off for someone with a 
bit of cash and no commitments.

BILLY
I don’t trust her. Why should I?

KARL
Billy, she’s nobody. And she’s 
terrified, I can smell it on her.

Billy bites his thumbnail. He wants to believe Karl but he’s 
too agitated. 

BILLY
I dunno, Karl. This is your mess 
but it’s my fucking neck on the 
line. 

KARL
Look, man, you know how sorry I am. 
If I could take it back... 

BILLY
If anything happens to me before 
Saturday, I’m dead, you know that?

Billy’s almost in tears.
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KARL
D’ye think I’d let anything happen 
to you, Billy?

Karl stands up.

KARL (CONT'D)
C’mere you big eejit.

Karl puts his arms around Billy and gives him a man hug.

KARL (CONT'D)
We’ll do whatever we need to do, 
ok?

INT. OUTSIDE ZARA’S FLAT - DAY

As Zara pulls her front door closed, Marge sticks her head 
out from next door, a glint of mischief in her eyes. Zara’s 
about to ignore her but Marge has something to say.

MARGE
The guards were looking for you 
last night.

Zara stops and turns around to Marge.

ZARA
What do you mean?

MARGE
They were banging on your door, two 
of them, one a beangarda. 

ZARA
Did they say what they wanted?

MARGE
She asked if I knew ye, couldn’t 
help knowing ye says I. Then she 
asked where ye were. I coulda told 
her ye were off out up to no good 
but I said nothing.

ZARA
Thanks Marge.

Zara’s mind is racing, she’s looking from her flat to the 
hall downstairs, trying to work out whether to run or hide.

MARGE
What, no smart arse comments for me 
trouble?
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ZARA
No, really, thanks.

Zara takes out her keys and opens the door to her flat, 
leaving Marge shaking her head in surprise.

INT. PARK - DAY

Karl and Tyrone walk along the Tolka river, industrial estate 
on one side, pylons on the other. Karl smokes while Tyrone 
has hands in pockets, shoulders hunched.

KARL
Are they treating you well, the old 
farts?

TYRONE
They’re all right, they’re just 
old. And different. 

Tyrone looks at Karl to see if he’s even listening. He’s 
surprised to see that he’s interested so he continues.

TYRONE (CONT'D)
They think they’re doing their best 
for me, like they think I want all 
the things they want. But they know 
nothing about what life’s like 
round here and they don’t 
understand why I’d miss it.

KARL
So you’d rather live round here 
than in a big house in Clontarf?

Karl looks like he doesn’t believe a word of it.

TYRONE
Yeah.

Karl roars with laughter.

KARL
You’re fucked up Ty, you know that?

Tyrone tries to smile along with his dad but he is clearly 
hurt.

KARL (CONT'D)
So, c’mere, I’ve been looking into 
this Zara one and she doesn’t sound 
legit.
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Tyrone looks confused, he has no idea what’s coming.

KARL (CONT'D)
Listen to this, her sister is the 
fucking minister for housing. 

Tyrone’s confusion has just gone up a level.

KARL (CONT'D)
Yeah, like the top level of the 
government. And her ex-boyfriend or 
partner or whatever, he was a 
solicitor.

TYRONE
How do you know this?

KARL
Ten minutes of Dr Google, sure you 
coulda done that yourself.

Tyrone is disheartened, he’s not sure what to believe.

TYRONE
But I just met her randomly, at a 
party. She didn’t come looking for 
me.

KARL
That what she wants you to think. 
Ty, you need to keep your wits 
about you. You’re too trusting, 
that’s your problem. 

TYRONE
But...

KARL
What?

Karl stops, waits for an answer while Tyrone realises he has 
nothing to gain from telling Karl anything more.

TYRONE
Yeah, you’re probably right.

INT. ZARA'S FLAT, BEDROOM - DAY

Zara pulls clothes out of a wardrobe and shoves them into the 
rucksack on her bed. Underwear and tops are grabbed from of 
drawers and thrown into the rucksack too.
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INT. ZARA’S FLAT, KITCHEN-LIVING ROOM - DAY

Zara opens and closes drawers, frantically looking for bank 
cards, passport, electronics, and when she finds them, they 
go in the rucksack too. 

INT. ZARA’S BATHROOM - DAY

Zara empties a shelf of toiletries into the rucksack, grabs a 
towel that’s hanging on a rail and shoves that in too.

EXT. OUTSIDE ZARA'S BUILDING - DAY

Zara pulls the front door closed, puts on a pair of 
sunglasses, walks down the drive, looks up and down the 
street and then hurries off in one direction, rucksack on her 
back.

INT. PARK - DAY

Karl and Tyrone walk towards a housing estate at the edge of 
the park.

KARL
So if you give me Zara’s number, 
I’ll send her a message, make sure 
she stays away from you.

TYRONE
I don’t have it.

KARL
What d’ye mean, you don’t have it?

TYRONE
She never gave it to me.

KARL
So how did she know where to find 
you?

TYRONE
She lives near me. We talked about 
it at the party and I must’ve told 
her the street. She was waiting for 
me that day when I got home.

Karl is skeptical.
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KARL
And you said, yeah, ok, I’ll take 
you to see me long lost dad. Sure 
I’ve nothing better to do.

TYRONE
I told you, she paid me.

Karl looks hard at Tyrone, while he plays it cool.

KARL
Well, I hope it was worth it, 
Tyrone.

INT. BILLY’S APARTMENT

Billy answers his front door in a track suit, face flushed 
and hair wet. It’s Rose, in a short skirt. As soon as he sees 
her, he grabs her, kisses her, shuts the door and pins her 
against it, pushing into her. She laughs, kisses him back but 
when he tries to undress her, she ducks out from under him, 
takes his hand and leads him into the bedroom. He pushes her 
onto the bed and climbs on top of her, kissing her neck, 
moaning and pushing her skirt up around her waist. She’s 
going along with it as he pulls his tracksuit bottoms down 
but when he shoves her face into the duvet and holds it down, 
even as she struggles to breathe, she fights back and kicks 
him off her. She pulls her skirt back down and slides off the 
bed.

ROSE
What the fuck?

Billy sits on the edge of the bed breathing heavily, head in 
hands, his tracksuit bottoms still wrapped around his thighs.

ROSE (CONT'D)
Billy?

Billy doesn’t speak or move so Rose marches out of the 
bedroom and the apartment, slamming the door behind her.

INT. JAKE'S EXTENSION - DAY

Layla sits at the enormous dining table, a laptop in front of 
her, glasses on and intense concentration in her eyes. Jake 
sits opposite, admiring the view.

LAYLA
We’ve got 760k spread across the UK 
via VPNs and another 150k via 
trusted personnel. 

(MORE)
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So including Spanish and Irish 
bets, that’s 1.35 million. Molina’s 
odds have shortened but we’re still 
looking at close to 9 million. 

A self-satisfied smile spreads across Layla’s perfectly-made-
up face as she takes off her glasses, takes a USB drive out 
of the side of the laptop and closes it. 

JAKE
You’re a genius, babe. The perfect 
criminal mastermind.

Layla is delighted with this compliment. Jake reaches across 
the table for her hand and she offers it, as if rewarding a 
subject with her presence. 

LAYLA
So what’s the update on the Billy 
situation?

Jake’s face falls, irritated that Layla has broken the spell. 
He withdraws his hand. 

JAKE
It’s under control.

LAYLA
How can I be sure?

JAKE
Jesus Layla, you’re gonna have to 
trust me for once. Billy is never 
gonna come looking for that money, 
ok?

Layla stares him out but Jake is resolute. Intimidation and 
brute force is his area of expertise.

EXT. ZARA’S STREET - DAY

Karl is on the phone, looking out from a laneway.

KARL
No sign of her. I asked the old 
dear next door and she said she’d 
left with a rucksack on her back 
after, get this, she told her the 
guards were looking for her.

Karl rolls his eyes as he gets an earful from the other end 
of the phone.

LAYLA (CONT'D)
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KARL (CONT'D)
Billy, would ye calm down. She’s 
fucked off, that means she doesn’t 
want to talk to them. 

He listens to Billy and then smiles.

KARL (CONT'D)
That’s where you’re wrong, Bill. I 
know exactly how to flush her out 
without going anywhere near the 
daughter.

Karl is positively grinning with his own cleverness now.

KARL (CONT'D)
The sister, if anything was to 
happen to her, that would make the 
news, wouldn’t it? And if you think 
about it, she must have loads of 
enemies - it could be anyone.

EXT. BUS SHELTER - EVENING

Zara sits in a bus shelter, rucksack at her feet, phone to 
her ear. As it continues to ring, she gets more and more 
frustrated and jumps to her feet, pacing back and forth 
inside the shelter.

INT. STREET - EVENING

Tyrone walks home, looking at his ringing phone. The number 
is not in his contacts but he knows who it is. He agonises 
over answering it for several seconds before clicking the 
‘Decline’ button. It is the third missed call from that 
number. He deletes the history.

EXT. BUS SHELTER - EVENING

The call ends and Zara is furious.

ZARA
Fuck it, Tyrone.

EXT. STREET - EVENING

Rose walks as quickly as she can along a busy street, 
pretending to ignore Billy, who is one step behind her.
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BILLY
I don’t know what came over me, it 
must be the stress of the fight.

Rose continues, staring straight ahead, as if she’s wearing 
blinkers.

BILLY (CONT'D)
Rose, please, I’m sorry. I would 
never hurt you. I need you.

Rose finally stops and turns to Billy.

ROSE
You need me? I’m finding it hard to 
see what’s in this for me, Billy?

Billy looks like he wants to kick himself for his choice of 
words.

BILLY
What I mean is...

Rose has continued walking, even faster now.

BILLY (CONT'D)
I’m not very good at this but...

Rose gets to her bus stop, just as the bus arrives. 

BILLY (CONT'D)
what I’m trying to say is...

Rose pays her fare.

BILLY (CONT'D)
Rose, I love you.

INT. BUS - DAY

Rose walks to the stairs, a satisfied smile on her face while 
other passengers mutter and whip out their phones to try and 
get a photo of Billy.

INT. BUS - EVENING

Zara is upstairs on a bus when her phone rings - it’s Jimmy. 

ZARA
Jimmy, I’ve been trying to get you 
for hours.
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Zara scrunches her nose, she’s finding it hard to hear. She 
reaches up and closes the window to block out the traffic 
noise.

ZARA (CONT'D)
What’s going on? You sound weird.

She pushes the phone closer to her right ear and puts her 
finger on her left ear.

ZARA (CONT'D)
You want to meet? Tonight?

Zara’s surprised at first but as she listens, her expression 
turns from confusion to realisation to fear.

ZARA (CONT'D)
Yeah, yeah, I’m still here.

Her face creases and the tears come.

ZARA (CONT'D)
Yeah, I’ll be there.

Zara hangs up and turns the phone off completely as she wipes 
the tears from her face. 

INT. BILLY'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Rose is sitting on Billy’s velvet sofa, her legs tucked under 
her while Billy sits beside her, turned towards her.

ROSE
No more secrets, Billy. I need you 
to be completely honest with me.

BILLY
Ok. You’re right, it’s not just the 
fight. That’s over, in my head 
anyway. And I’m gonna make some 
money out of it so it’s not a total 
write-off. 

ROSE
You can’t be serious, you’re 
gambling again?

Billy laughs and then stops when he sees Rose isn’t laughing.

BILLY
Is it really gambling when you 
can’t lose?
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Rose gives him a wry smile, she’ll let him away with this 
one.

BILLY (CONT'D)
The other thing... before I tell 
you, I need you to know that I 
haven’t done anything wrong. I need 
you to believe that.

ROSE
Oh...kay. 

BILLY
It’s about Rory Coogan and Big Si. 

ROSE
The body in the boot?

Rose’s voice has gone up in pitch.

BILLY
Yeah. I mean, no, I swear I had 
nothing to do with that. But I was 
in the pub with both of them last 
Saturday and this Zara one saw me 
and now she’s threatening to tell 
the guards.

ROSE
Who is she?

BILLY
I don’t know her but she’s the 
sister of a government minister. 
Rose, if the cops come looking for 
me before Saturday...

Rose takes it all in - she wants to be on Billy’s side.

BILLY (CONT'D)
And I don’t want Jake to get wind 
of this. I’m looking over my 
shoulder every time I go out as it 
is.

ROSE
Does Karl know? 

BILLY
Karl wants to shut her up.

Rose’s body language shifts - it’s subtle but there’s a fear 
in her now.
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ROSE
Jesus. He’s a liability you know. 
You’ve more to fear from Karl than 
some random woman.

Billy winces, his lip curls slightly but he brings it under 
control.

BILLY
He’s just looking out for me. 

ROSE
But violence? That’s what you’re 
talking about, isn’t it? 

Billy snorts like a petulant child.

BILLY
And what is it you think I do for a 
living?

ROSE
Are you serious? Look Billy, I’m 
glad you trusted me, I really am, 
but if you have meat-head Karl 
looking out for you, what chance do 
you have?

Billy flinches again. 

BILLY
What chance do I have if she goes 
to the cops?

ROSE
Look, we’ll deal with that, ok? But 
please, come to me first.

Billy looks at Rose, her pleading eyes, her eagerness to make 
it all better. His expression softens as he gives in to the 
moment.

BILLY
Yeah, ok.

Rose puts her head on Billy’s chest. He puts his arm around 
her and looks at the ceiling, exhaling slowly.

EXT. ALEX’S HOUSE, FRONT GARDEN - NIGHT

There’s hardly a sound in the air when Zara arrives at her 
sister’s house, rucksack still on her back. 
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All lights in the house are off so she creeps across the 
gravel to the side passage and rattles the door. It’s locked 
so she scales it and jumps down the other side.

EXT. ALEX’S HOUSE, SIDE-PASSAGE - CONTINUOUS

Zara walks slowly and deliberately along the side-passage. A 
twig breaks underfoot, she freezes. She continues, a cat 
shrieks, she stops again. At the end of the passage, the 
large garden is lit by moonlight.

EXT. ALEX’S HOUSE, BACK GARDEN - CONTINUOUS

There’s a summer house at the end of the garden, one of those 
wooden Scandinavian ones that probably cost as much as some 
houses. Zara crosses the lawn, checking the bedroom windows 
behind her. When she gets to the porch, she lifts up a plant 
pot and sighs with relief to see a key there. She lets 
herself in and closes the door behind her.

INT. BILLY’S APARTMENT, BEDROOM - DAY

Rose wakes up in Billy’s bed and reaches for him but he is 
already up. The bedroom door is ajar and she can hear his 
voice. 

BILLY
27 Newbridge Avenue, Sandymount. 
Sounds fancy.

Rose sits up and listens carefully. 

BILLY (CONT'D)
Yeah, ok. I have the weigh-in later 
so I probably won’t see you 
tonight.

She moves across the bed and puts her ear to the door.

BILLY (CONT'D)
I trust you, ok. I’ve known you 
long enough to know you can keep a 
secret. Just make sure nobody sees 
you and...

Rose is crestfallen, more secrets, more lies.

BILLY (CONT'D)
...be careful, ok?
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Rose rolls back across the bed and feigns sleep as Billy 
comes in. He gets into bed and kisses her neck and she 
pretends to wake up.

BILLY (CONT'D)
Morning beautiful.

ROSE
Morning.

They kiss slowly for some time but when Billy tries to take 
it further, Rose pushes him away.

ROSE (CONT'D)
Sorry, I have to go to work.

Billy pouts but knows better than to push it. Rose gets out 
of bed and wraps a towel around herself.

BILLY
I’ll see you later, at the weigh-
in?

ROSE
Ah babe, I’m so sorry, I can’t. I 
promised Maeve last night I’d cover 
for her.

Billy is annoyed and dubious.

BILLY
You never said.

ROSE
I’ll be there tomorrow, won’t I? 
That’s the one that counts.

She smiles sweetly and kisses Billy on the lips, the smile 
falling from her face as she leaves the room.

EXT. STREET - DAY

Maya is walking alone on a residential street, schoolbag on 
her back. Zara watches from a distance, rucksack slung across 
a shoulder. As Maya approaches, Zara waves at her.

MAYA
Mum!

ZARA
Hi baby, I’ve missed you.
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Maya looks unsure how to feel but eventually gives in and 
puts her arms around her mum. 

MAYA
I’ve missed you too.

Zara breathes her in as she hugs her. When she releases her, 
she’s smiling as if she hasn’t a care in the world.

ZARA
Do you want to do something for the 
afternoon? Go to the cinema or 
McDonald’s?

Maya’s face lights up for a second but then she remembers. 

MAYA
I don’t know if I’m allowed. I have 
to ask Helen. 

There’s frustration behind Zara’s smile.

ZARA
I’m sure she won’t mind.

Maya is torn, she wants to go but doesn’t want to break the 
rules.

MAYA
I’m going to ask her. I have to 
leave my bag there anyway.

Zara is desperate now and Maya knows it. Zara tries to take 
Maya’s hand and she pulls it away and starts walking on 
ahead.

ZARA
Look baby, I need to be honest with 
you. I understand why you’re wary 
of me, I deserve it. I haven’t been 
a good mum to you since Dad died. 

Maya turns around, holding back the tears.

ZARA (CONT'D)
I miss him so much, Maya, and I 
know you do too. But I never dealt 
with it and somehow I forgot that I 
still had the most important thing 
in the world. 

Maya walks up to Zara and throws her arms around her, hugging 
her properly now, both of them crying. Zara is the first to 
let go - she needs to have a serious talk.
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ZARA (CONT'D)
Now, you have to trust me, baby. 
We’re both in danger from some bad 
men and we need to go away for a 
while, until I can fix it. I need 
you to come with me now and I will 
explain everything to Helen later, 
I promise.

Maya is completely conflicted, her face creased with the 
weight of the decision she’s being asked to make.

MAYA
Mum, please.

ZARA
This is really, really important, 
Maya.

Maya looks towards her foster home to see HELEN, her foster 
mum, half-walking, half-running towards them. Zara knows 
she’s lost her chance and she needs to go. She starts backing 
away slowly.

HELEN
Maya! Is everything ok?

MAYA
Yes, I’m fine. I just met my mum.

ZARA
I’ll be off now. I’ll see you soon, 
baby.

MAYA
But Mum, what about--?

Helen has her arm around Maya now and Zara’s walking quickly 
to the end of the street.

ZARA
(shouts) Don’t worry about any of 
it, Maya - I’ll sort it all out.

Zara puts her head down and speed walks away.

INT. HOTEL - EVENING

It’s the weigh-in for Billy’s world title defence and a large 
crowd has gathered in the function room of a hotel. At one 
end is a stage, a giant backdrop of Billy on one side and 
challenger, CARLOS MOLINA, on the other. An MC is on-stage, 
getting ready to announce the boxers. 
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As Tyrone makes his way through the back of the crowd, he 
spots Cole in the distance with his mate, SEAN, and a couple 
of other LADS. 

MC
Ladies and gentlemen, making his 
way to the stage, the reigning WBC 
welterweight champion of the world, 
from right here in Dublin town, 
it’s Billy ‘The Kid’ Brady. 

The crowd erupts in cheers, whistles and claps as Tyrone 
pushes through. Billy bounds onto the stage to a series of 
flashes and throws a few punches for the cameras, before 
retiring to his corner of the stage. While this is happening, 
Tyrone reaches Cole, greets him and nods at the others.

TYRONE
How’re you doing? 

The look on Tyrone’s face shows he’s doing more than making 
small talk - he’s looking for reassurance. 

COLE
Sound.

MC
And the challenger for tomorrow’s 
world title fight, all the way from 
Bogota, Colombia, it’s Carlos ‘El 
Chamuca’ Molina.

TYRONE
You taking it easy? Like I said?

COLE
Yeah, well--

Sean cuts across Cole to Tyrone.

SEAN
Fucking mental, that car crash.

Tyrone shoots daggers from Sean to Cole and back.

TYRONE
Yeah? What do you mean?

Sean realises from the look on Cole’s face that he’s put his 
foot in it.

SEAN
Ah, nothing, forget it.
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Tyrone plays it cool as the weigh-in begins.

MC
First up, we have your undefeated 
champion, Billy Brady. 

As the crowd’s attention is focused, Tyrone beckons to Cole 
to follow him. Cole sighs and follows Tyrone out of the room. 
They walk to the end of a corridor, the crowd and the booming 
PA now a muffled hum.

TYRONE
What the fuck, Cole? 

COLE
It’s just Sean. Sure you’ve known 
him as long as you’ve known me.

Tyrone looks at the ground in silence before looking back up 
at Cole.

TYRONE
Who else?

COLE
I only told Sean. 

Tyrone doesn’t blink as he stares Cole out.

COLE (CONT'D)
And Leo.

TYRONE
Leo Donovan? 

COLE
Yeah.

Tyrone exhales slowly.

TYRONE
You know me Da’s mates with Marco 
Donovan?

COLE
But you don’t see any of them any 
more. 

Tyrone grimaces. 
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TYRONE
Word still gets about. 

Tyrone lowers his voice, even though there’s no-one around.

TYRONE (CONT'D)
Do you want Jake Coogan to know you 
were in the car that killed his 
cousin?

The bravado falls from Cole’s face and he shakes his head.

TYRONE (CONT'D)
Well stop shooting your mouth off 
then. 

COLE
Sorry, Ty.

Tyrone nods and walks back down the corridor. There’s a big 
cheer from the function room as he passes but he keeps on 
walking.

EXT. ALEX’S HOUSE - EVENING 

Rose rings the doorbell and stands back on the doorstep. 
There is no answer so she tries again. Still nothing. She’s 
about to leave when a car pulls into the driveway. It’s Alex, 
dressed in a fitted suit and heels with a briefcase, an 
armful of paperwork and a tired and stressed expression on 
her face. 

ALEX
Can I help you?

ROSE
Do you live here?

ALEX
Yes I do. Is there something in 
particular you want to talk to me 
about?

Rose peers curiously at Alex until it dawns on her that she 
is looking at the housing minister, not the floozy she was 
expecting. 

ALEX (CONT'D)
Are you ok?

ROSE
Are you Alex Fortune?
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ALEX
Yes I am. Are you a constituent?

ROSE
No. I’m Billy Brady’s girlfriend.

The name is not at the forefront of Alex’s mind.

ALEX
Sorry, Billy Brady?

Alex says the name slowly, as if she’s trying to place him. 

ALEX (CONT'D)

I’m up to my eyes here - if this is 
an issue you’ve already raised with 
my office, I’m sorry but you’ll 
have to fill me in a bit more.

ROSE
Billy Brady, the boxer. Do you know 
him?

ALEX
Ah, yes. I’m so sorry, I have to 
confess I’m useless when it comes 
to sport. Yes, I have heard of 
Billy and I wish him all the best 
for tomorrow.

The pieces are starting to fall into place for Rose and it’s 
worse than she thought.

ROSE
Do you have a sister called Zara?

Alex’s face falls and she clutches her paperwork tighter.

ALEX
Yes. Has something happened to her?

Rose puts her head in her hands and falls to her knees. Alex 
drops her paperwork on the gravel and goes to Rose’s side, 
bending down to help her.

ALEX (CONT'D)
Are you ok? 

ROSE
I... I think I need some water.

ALEX
Of course, I just...
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Alex fumbles in her briefcase for her keys.

ALEX (CONT'D)
...bloody keys are always in the 
last place... 

Alex retrieves the keys and opens the front door.

ALEX (CONT'D)
Please, come in.

Alex helps Rose to her feet. In the background, Karl sits in 
his gold car across the street, watching everything.

EXT. HOUSE - EVENING

Tyrone waits outside a small terraced house. Mrs Donovan, a 
haggard, middle-aged woman in an apron answers.

MRS DONOVAN
Tyrone Gordon, it’s been a long 
time since I’ve seen your face 
round here.

TYRONE
Hi Mrs Donovan. Is Leo here?

MRS DONOVAN
Come in. I dunno if he’s here or 
not. Nobody ever tells me anything.

Tyrone walks through a dark, grubby hallway, glancing into 
the kitchen as he passes. Marco’s sitting at the table, 
drinking a cup of tea, listening to talk radio.

MARCO
Howiye Ty. D’ye want a cuppa?

Tyrone hesitates, trying to work out if he’s in trouble.

TYRONE
Ok, thanks.

MRS DONOVAN (O.S.)
Leeeeeoooooooo!

Tyrone takes a seat at the kitchen table while Marco puts the 
kettle on. 

MRS DONOVAN (O.S.) (CONT'D)
(even louder) Leeeeeeoooooooo! 
Tyrone Gordon is heeeeere.
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MARCO
You’ve been seeing your da a bit?

TYRONE
Yeah.

The sound of footsteps stomping up the stairs. Marco eyes 
Tyrone as he dunks the teabag.

MARCO
He’s a good mate an’all but...

The sound of footsteps stomping back down the stairs.

MARCO (CONT'D)
...I’d hate to see you get mixed up 
in anything. 

TYRONE
Like what?

Mrs Donovan, out of breath, arrives back in the kitchen.

MRS DONOVAN
The little fecker’s gone out 
without saying anything. 

TYRONE
Don’t worry Mrs Donovan, I’ll send 
him a message.

MRS DONOVAN
Well stay and finish your tea. It’s 
not every day I have two gorgeous 
men visiting me. 

Mrs Donovan busies herself making dinner, while Tyrone eyes 
Marco.

MARCO
I wouldn’t be one to tell him 
myself, you know. 

Marco glances at his mother, who’s in a world of her own.

MARCO (CONT'D)
The whole car crash scenario.

Tyrone’s eyes widen.

MRS DONOVAN
What’s that, Marco?
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MARCO
Leo, Ma - he’s a total car crash.

MRS DONOVAN
You don’t have to tell me, love. 
He’ll be the death of me, that 
eejit.

MARCO
(to Tyrone) I’ve warned Leo, you 
don’t have to worry about him. But 
if I were you, I’d have a word with 
Cian O’Rourke over on the Crescent.

TYRONE
Ok. 

Tyrone finishes his tea and gets up.

TYRONE (CONT'D)
Thanks for the tea, Mrs Donovan.

MRS DONOVAN
Any time, Tyrone.

Marco gets up too.

MARCO
I’ll see you out.

As Tyrone leaves, Marco has some parting words.

MARCO (CONT'D)
Your da and Billy, they’ve always 
gone looking for trouble. But 
you’re not like them. You’ve got a 
chance to make something of 
yourself.

Tyrone looks at Marco, as if seeing him properly for the 
first time.

MARCO (CONT'D)
Don’t fuck it up, Ty, ok?

TYRONE
Yeah. Thanks, Marco.

INT. PARKED CAR - EVENING

Karl is still in his car, opposite Alex’s house. He’s on the 
phone and is angry as hell.
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KARL
Come on, Billy.

There’s no answer so he throws the phone on the passenger 
seat. As he does, there’s a message alert. He grabs the 
phone, swipes it and as he reads it, his jaw drops.

KARL (CONT'D)
What the fuck?

He throws the phone back onto the passenger seat, fires up 
the car and roars away.

INT. ALEX’S HOUSE - EVENING 

Rose sits at the kitchen island with her water, Alex next to 
her.

ROSE
Why did you ask me that before, 
about Zara? Why do you think 
something’s happened to her?

Alex remembers her professional status and pulls herself 
together.

ALEX
It’s just that I haven’t been able 
to get in touch with her in the 
last few days. My overactive 
imagination is running away with 
itself.

ROSE
Did she ever tell you where she was 
last Saturday night?

ALEX
I’m sorry, what did you say your 
name was?

ROSE
Rose.

ALEX
Rose, can you please start from the 
beginning and tell me why you came 
here?

Rose smiles and shakes her head.

ROSE
I came here...
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She spits out a laugh and then another one and another until 
she is shaking with mirth.

ROSE (CONT'D)
I came here to see if you were 
having an affair with my boyfriend.

Alex smiles along with Rose as if Rose has just told a joke 
she doesn’t get.

ROSE (CONT'D)
But now I realise it’s probably 
much worse than that.

Rose stops laughing.

ROSE (CONT'D)
Zara’s in danger and I think you 
might be too.

EXT. STREET - EVENING

Zara hangs at the corner of Tyrone’s street, rucksack on her 
back, looking nervously in all directions.

EXT. HOUSE - EVENING

Tyrone waits outside another house much the same as the last 
one. Over his shoulder, down the street, is Karl’s gold car 
but Tyrone shows no sign that he’s seen it. CIAN, a small, 
nervy lad, answers the door. He is on edge and definitely not 
happy to see Tyrone.

CIAN
Tyrone. What are you doing here?

TYRONE
I need to talk to you. Can I come 
in?

CIAN
Can you come back later?

TYRONE
No. It’ll only take a minute.

Cian glances over his shoulder and glares back at Tyrone, as 
if he is trying to warn him away.

TYRONE (CONT'D)
I need to talk to you about 
something Leo Donovan said.

71.



72.

CIAN
(quietly) You need to go.

Tyrone suddenly realises that what Cian says is true but it’s 
too late. Karl appears over Cian’s shoulder, a nasty big 
smirk on his sniffling face.

KARL
Tyrone, well this is a lucky 
coincidence. I was just telling 
Cian I needed to talk to you and as 
if by magic...

Cian looks from Tyrone to Karl, hoping that this is his exit 
cue. 

KARL (CONT'D)
Come on, son. We’ve got some 
catching up to do.

As they leave, Cian throws Tyrone a look of apology but 
Tyrone’s mind is already elsewhere.

INT. KARL’S FLAT - NIGHT

Tyrone sits on a grubby sofa, empty beer cans and takeaway 
cartons on the floor, an overflowing ashtray and empty wraps 
of (most likely) cocaine on the table in front of him. 
There’s a blank wall ahead, a huge TV mounted on it. A mess 
of cables runs down the wall from the TV to a stand with an 
Xbox and two other consoles. The curtains are drawn on the 
window but a street lamp throws a shaft of light through the 
balcony door, lighting Karl’s frenzied, sniffing face as he 
hovers above Tyrone. 

KARL
I can’t work out if you’re stupid 
or crazy.

Tyrone watches as Karl paces back and forth in front of the 
TV, fury in his eyes.

KARL (CONT'D)
You’ve known all along that Billy 
was in that car and now you’re 
making out like you were doing us 
all a favour. Who are you Tyrone - 
the big man who knows what’s best 
for everyone else or a fucking 
little snitch?

Tyrone keeps his eyes on Karl and his breathing steady, 
trying to mask how terrified he is.
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TYRONE
It wasn’t her fault. She didn’t ask 
to be run off the road by Rory 
Coogan. If I’d told you or anyone 
else, I could’ve put her in danger. 
I thought a truce was the best 
option. 

Karl bends down closer to Tyrone.

KARL
So Zara’s just a poor victim of 
circumstance, yeah? What about 
Rose?

TYRONE
Billy’s girlfriend?

KARL
Yeah, what’s her role in all of 
this?

Tyrone is confused, unsure of Karl’s angle.

TYRONE
Rose has nothing to do with it.

There’s a triumphant snarl on Karl’s face as he lashes a palm 
across Tyrone’s cheek, knocking him sideways. Tyrone is 
shocked and bewildered as he rubs blood from his lip - he 
cowers on the sofa, afraid to sit up straight while Karl 
prances around the room, running his fingers through his 
hair, manic with rage. 

KARL
Give me your phone.

Tyrone wrestles it out of his pocket and hands it to Karl. 

KARL (CONT'D)
What’s the PIN?

TYRONE
2985.

Karl unlocks it and scrolls through it, eyeing Tyrone 
intermittently. He can’t find what he’s looking for and he’s 
putting it in his back pocket when his own phone rings. 

KARL
Billy. All good?

Tyrone sits up slowly, while Karl eyes him.
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KARL (CONT'D)
Ah, it was nothing, I was just 
wondering what your plans were. But 
look, I’m here with Tyrone now so 
I’m just gonna take it easy 
tonight.

Karl walks over to the balcony door, makes sure it’s locked 
and takes the key. He does the same to the window.

KARL (CONT'D)
Yeah. Just one thing, are you 
seeing Rose tonight?

Karl smirks at the worried look on Tyrone’s face.

KARL (CONT'D)
Nah, just wanted to talk to her 
about tomorrow night, tickets and 
seats and all that but it’s no 
bother, I’ll catch her tomorrow. 
She’s still in that same place in 
town?

Tyrone puts his head in his hands as Karl opens the door to 
leave.

KARL (CONT'D)
Grand. Look, I gotta go but take it 
easy and get some rest, yeah?

Karl clicks the lock on the door handle behind him, leaving 
Tyrone a prisoner in the dark.

EXT. APARTMENT BLOCK - NIGHT

Karl is outside the main door of a city centre apartment 
block - he presses a buzzer and waits. 

WOMAN (O.S.)
Hello.

KARL
Hi, is eh, Chloe there?

WOMAN
There’s no Chloe here.

KARL
Ah, sorry, musta pressed the wrong 
buzzer.
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He tries another one and this time, he gets buzzed straight 
in. He pulls his hood up and enters.

INT. APARTMENT BLOCK - NIGHT

Karl exits the lift and looks up and down the corridor. He 
finds number 55 and pauses outside it to put on his balaclava 
and slip a flick-knife out of his pocket. He flicks it erect, 
puts it behind his back and knocks on the door. There’s no 
answer so he tries again, this time putting his ear to the 
door. Nothing. He looks around - there’s a shaded alcove at 
the end of the corridor so he sits in that and waits, 
flicking his knife up and down so it glints in the light.

INT. KARL'S FLAT - NIGHT

Tyrone rattles the balcony door but there’s no give in it. He 
tries the window - the same. Then the door to the hall - 
nothing. He empties his pockets - there’s a note, a few coins 
and his own keys. He tries them but he can’t even get them in 
any of the locks. He looks all around the room but there’s 
nothing that can pick a lock. His eyes settle on the Xbox. He 
grabs a controller, boots up the Xbox, logs into his own 
account, T3RR0R1ST, and sees that CerealKillerIRL is offline.

TYRONE
Fuck, Cole.

He sends him a message.

T3RR0R1ST
R u der. Locked in my da’s place. 
Help quick.

EXT. APARTMENT BLOCK - NIGHT

Rose puts her key in the front door of the apartment block, 
opens the door and steps inside.

INT. APARTMENT BLOCK, DOWNSTAIRS - NIGHT

She pushes the lift button and waits.

INT. KARL’S FLAT - NIGHT

The TV screen shows that Tyrone has sent four messages and no 
replies. 
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TYRONE
Come on. Somebody.

He gets up and rattles the balcony door again. He bangs on it 
with both hands.

TYRONE (CONT'D)
Help! Somebody! Help me!

INT. APARTMENT BLOCK, UPSTAIRS - NIGHT

Rose steps out of the lift and fumbles in her bag for her 
keys. She steps up to her front door and is about to put the 
key in the lock when she hears a sound behind her. She turns 
around to see a hooded, balaclavaed figure stepping out of 
the shadows, the glint of a knife in his hand. She doesn’t 
waste a second in running for the door to the stairwell.

INT. APARTMENT BLOCK, STAIRWELL - NIGHT

Rose scrambles down the stairs as Karl opens the door, 
running a flight behind her. She’s fast as a bullet but Karl 
is catching up. 

ROSE
Help! Somebody help me!

Rose is almost at the ground floor door but, as she tries to 
open it, Karl leaps over the bannister and lands behind her, 
grabbing her from behind as the door opens. She screams as 
loud as she can as Karl tries to grab her by the mouth. As 
she lets go of the door, it’s pushed open from the other side 
by a large MAN. As Karl and the man face off, each as shocked 
and disorientated as the other, Rose elbows Karl in the 
stomach and he releases her. For a split second, it looks 
like he will go for her but he looks to the man, calculates 
his chances and pushes past him and escapes.

EXT. ALEX'S HOUSE - NIGHT

Alex’s husband, CONOR (40s), answers the door to Rose who is 
crying. Alex appears, puts her arm around Rose and ushers her 
into the house.

INT. ALEX’S HOUSE, SUMMER HOUSE - NIGHT

Zara is lying, huddled on the sofa, a few cracks of moonlight 
illuminating the distress in her face.
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INT. KARL’S FLAT - DAY

Tyrone blinks open his eyes as they adjust to the light that 
streams through the crack in Karl’s living room curtains. 
Standing over him is Karl himself, cigarette in hand, wide-
eyed, sniffing and fizzing with hyperactive energy. Tyrone 
brings himself to a sitting position on the sofa trying to 
dodge the smoke that Karl’s blowing his way. 

KARL
You wanna prove you’re not a rat?

Tyrone rubs his eyes, yawns and nods his head.

KARL (CONT'D)
I’ve a job for you.

Tyrone doesn’t like the sound of this but says nothing.

KARL (CONT'D)
Zara’s got a little girl, Maya. 

Karl keeps his eyes on Tyrone who doesn’t flinch.

KARL (CONT'D)
She lives with a foster family in 
Raheny. You’re going to come with 
me to get her and then you’re gonna 
hold onto her while I go and finish 
Zara off once and for all.

Tyrone is wide awake now. It’s time for him to make a choice - 
between seeking his da’s approval and standing up for 
himself. 

KARL (CONT'D)
Well?

Tyrone’s not scared any more, there’s defiance in his eyes. 

TYRONE
I’m not going to do that. 

Karl’s upper lip curls and he shakes his head as if he hasn’t 
heard properly. He moves his face down to Tyrone’s level, 
ablaze with menace.

KARL
What did you say?

TYRONE
I said, I’m not going to do that.
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A victorious sneer spreads across Karl’s face, as if he’s 
been waiting for this moment all along. He drops his fag on 
the carpet, stands on it and takes a deep breath before 
launching his fists at Tyrone who covers his head and tucks 
it into his body. 

KARL
You’re nobody, you know that? 

Karl drags him to the ground and kicks him in the stomach. 
Tyrone retches and gasps for breath as he curls into a foetal 
position.

KARL (CONT'D)
You think you’re better than the 
rest of us but you’re just scum. 

Karl aims a kick at Tyrone’s head.

KARL (CONT'D)

A dirty fucking rat.

Karl keeps kicking until Tyrone’s bladder empties onto his 
tracksuit bottoms and a puddle of urine forms on the floor 
beside him. 

KARL (CONT'D)
Fuck’s sake.

Karl walks towards the door, turning back for a final word 
and sees Tyrone looking at the TV. Karl looks over and 
realises it’s the Xbox he’s after.

KARL (CONT'D)
You sneaky fuck. 

Karl pulls the wires out of all three consoles and wraps his 
arms around them. He gives Tyrone another kick in the stomach 
before he leaves. He’s at the door when he turns around.

KARL (CONT'D)
For the record, Billy didn’t kill 
Big Si. I did.

INT. ALEX’S HOUSE - DAY

Rose holds her phone to her ear, bites her lip anxiously. 

ROSE
Hey babe. How are you feeling?
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INT. BILLY'S APARTMENT - DAY

Billy sits on the edge of his bed in his boxers, poised and 
calm.

BILLY
Good. I’m feeling good. How are 
you?

INT. ALEX'S HOUSE - DAY

Rose is holding back the tears. 

ROSE
I’m... I’m a bit nervous to be 
honest. 

INT. BILLY'S APARTMENT - DAY

BILLY
Nothing to be nervous about, babe. 
Everything’s under control.

INT. ALEX'S HOUSE - DAY

Rose closes her eyes, a tear spilling out of one.

ROSE
It’s just... I’m worried about you. 
I don’t trust Jake. What if 
throwing the fight isn’t enough for 
him? What if he still comes after 
you?

INT. BILLY'S APARTMENT - DAY

BILLY
Don’t worry about Jake, seriously. 
He’s gonna make millions from this. 
He’s got a bet on Molina in every 
bookie in the country. Just take it 
easy and I’ll see you tonight, ok? 
I love you.

INT. ALEX’S HOUSE - DAY

ROSE
I love you.
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Tears run down both cheeks as Rose presses stop on the call 
recording app on her phone. In the background, there’s Alex, 
Conor and another woman, a groomed and suited SOLICITOR.

INT. KARL'S FLAT - DAY

Tyrone wakes up on Karl’s living room floor in a puddle of 
his own piss, his face badly beaten, his breathing laboured. 
He struggles for breath, coughing and spitting out blood. He 
tries to push himself up but he’s in too much pain. He crawls 
to the door and reaches for the handle - the door is locked. 
He falls back to the floor, defeated.

EXT. STREET - DAY

Karl sits in his car across the street from Maya’s foster 
home. A car backs out of the drive, Maya looking out a back 
window, HELEN in the front. Karl watches as it drives away.

INT. BILLY’S APARTMENT, BEDROOM - DAY

Laid out on Billy’s bed is his kit - boots, gloves, gum 
shield, groin guard, hand wraps, socks, shorts, skipping 
rope. Calmly, he puts them one by one into his kit bag. The 
gloves are last and he kisses each one before putting them in 
and zipping up the bag.

INT. KARL’S FLAT - EVENING

Tyrone is sitting on Karl’s floor, his back against the door. 
He’s more lucid now, looking around the room and trying to 
think of a way out. He crawls to the stand under the TV and 
starts rifling through cables, looking for anything that 
might help him. He pulls out the TV box, feeling in every 
crack and crevice for something. Nothing. He pulls himself up 
to the TV and feels around the back of it. Nope. He falls 
back onto his elbows. He’s just about given up when he 
remembers the WiFi router. He sits up, grabs the router, 
pulls the tiny WiFi card out of the back of it and makes a 
victory fist with his other hand.

EXT. GARDA STATION - EVENING

A car pulls into the car park at the front of a Garda 
station. Alex gets out of the driver’s side, Rose, the 
passenger side. At the same time, the solicitor exits another 
car, a file in one hand. Alex waves at the woman and the 
three of them walk into the Garda station together.
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EXT. MAYA’S FOSTER HOME - EVENING

The house is well sheltered by trees and shrubs, allowing 
Karl to prowl around from front to back, looking under plant 
pots for keys, rattling doors and windows to see if any are 
open. He carries a crowbar, partially hidden under his 
jacket. He peers into a room at the back of the house - it’s 
an unused dining room with piles of books and papers on the 
table. He takes out the crowbar and is about to use it to 
jemmy open the window when he spots a birdhouse hanging on 
the wall. He pushes it to one side and hanging behind it is a 
key. 

KARL
You fucking beauty.

Karl tries the key in the back door - it works. He turns the 
door handle slowly and holds his breath as he opens the door. 
No sound of an alarm - a big grin spreads across his face. He 
walks into the kitchen.

INT. MAYA’S FOSTER HOME, KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Karl steals a piece of fruit from the bowl on the table and 
continues into the hall.

INT. MAYA'S FOSTER HOME, LANDING - EVENING

Karl looks into one room, it’s the master bedroom, then 
another, the bathroom. A third door leads to a guest room 
that Maya must be using - her clothes are strewn across the 
bed. Through the window, Karl can see the car turning into 
the drive. He turns and legs it back down the stairs.

INT. MAYA’S FOSTER HOME - EVENING

The front door opens and Helen enters the house, followed by 
Maya.

EXT. MAYA'S FOSTER HOME - EVENING

Karl closes and locks the kitchen door and sneaks back down 
the side of the house.

INT. BOXING ARENA - NIGHT

It’s fight night and the boxing ring sits in the middle of a 
large arena, packed almost to capacity. People are still 
finding their seats and there’s a buzz around the crowd. 
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Molina warms up in the blue corner with his trainer while the 
MC stands in the middle of the ring with a mic.

MC
Ladies and gentlemen, please be 
upstanding for the reigning WBC 
world welterweight champion, Billy 
‘The Kid’ Brady.

Cheers and whistles erupt from the crowd as spotlights dance 
across the arena from each of its four corners. When they 
settle on the entrance to the competitors’ tunnel, the crowd 
is on its feet in expectation. When Billy exits the tunnel, a 
crown on his head and cloak around his shoulders, the volume 
turns up to 11. Billy makes his way to the ring, arms in the 
air, lapping it up. He enters the ring, crown and cloak 
discarded and does a warm-up lap before sitting in the red 
corner, his trainer busy around him. Billy’s eyes show no 
sign of fear, just dogged determination. 

INT. KARL'S FLAT - NIGHT

Tyrone kneels in front of Karl’s living room door and slowly 
pushes the WiFi card between the door and the frame. His hand 
shakes and kneeling is clearly causing him pain. The card 
slips from his hand. He picks it up and tries again, slower 
and more carefully, lining it up exactly with the door 
handle, easing it in bit by bit. He’s sweating with 
concentration. Finally, it clicks into place. Tyrone turns 
the door handle and it opens. 

INT. BOXING ARENA - NIGHT

Billy is up, bouncing from one foot to the other. The REF 
beckons him to the centre of the ring, he touches gloves with 
Molina, the bell rings and they’re off. 

INT. KARL’S FLAT - NIGHT

Tyrone crawls across the tiny hallway and is pulling himself 
up to open the front door when he sees, through the open 
bedroom door, his phone at the foot of Karl’s bed - he can’t 
believe it. He crawls into the room, unlocks the phone and 
punches in the digits of Zara’s number from memory. As it 
rings, his face is twisted in anticipation. When she answers, 
his relief is palpable.

TYRONE
Zara, it’s me, Tyrone. 
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ZARA (O.S.)
Tyrone, where are you? Are you ok?

TYRONE
Listen, me da’s lost the plot - 
he’s gone to Maya’s foster home. 
He’s going to kidnap her to get to 
you, I think he wants to kill you. 

ZARA (O.S.)
Is he gone long?

TYRONE
A few hours.

Tyrone wheezes and coughs, more blood spewing from his mouth.

ZARA (O.S.)
Oh Jesus. Ok, I’m not far from her. 
Are you ok?

Tyrone winces in pain.

TYRONE
No. Can you help me? I’m at me 
da’s. 

ZARA (O.S.)
Shit. Shit. I’m going to call my 
sister, ok? Just hang in there.

TYRONE
Ok.

INT. BOXING ARENA - NIGHT

Billy darts around the ring, trading punches with Molina. 
It’s evenly matched until Molina throws a right hook that 
catches Billy on the ear, sending him onto the ropes. 

INT. JAKE'S HOUSE, EXTENSION - NIGHT

Jake jumps off his sofa and punches the air. 

JAKE
Come on, you fucker.

Layla and four other MEN sit around him, the men cheering 
along. Layla is unimpressed. 
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LAYLA
Sit down, Jake. There’s a long way 
to go yet.

Jake grins like a maniac.

JAKE
Yeah? We’re an hour from retirement 
babes. I can taste it.

Layla gives him a reluctant grin, the celebrations are surely 
in the post.

INT. BOXING ARENA - NIGHT

Billy is on his feet again, giving as good as he gets. He has 
Molina in a headlock when the bell goes for the end of the 
round and he returns to his corner to cheers and chants.

EXT. STREET - NIGHT

Zara runs along a suburban street, her breathing rapid, sweat 
running down her face, her phone to her ear.

ZARA
Alex, I need your help.

She runs across the street, holding her hand up to apologise 
to the approaching driver.

ZARA (CONT'D)
I’m fine but I need you to trust 
me. I’m on my way to Maya’s. Call 
her foster parents and tell them 
not to let her out of their sight. 

Zara is gasping for breath in between sentences.

ZARA (CONT'D)
I need you to call my friend, 
Tyrone - I’ll send his number. 
Please help him.

Zara runs onto the street to avoid a large group on the 
footpath and a car blares its horn at her. She ignores it.

ZARA (CONT'D)
Thank you, Alex. Thank you.

Zara checks her phone before she puts it back in her pocket - 
she has only 8% battery left. As she arrives onto Maya’s 
road, Karl’s car is visible in the distance.
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INT. BOXING ARENA - NIGHT

Billy’s back on his feet, taking more punches than he’s 
giving now. Molina is chasing him around the ring as the 
crowd starts to boo. 

INT. GARDA STATION - NIGHT

Rose is in an interview room, the solicitor by her side, the 
interviewing garda opposite. The door opens and another GARDA 
interrupts.

GARDA
The situation has escalated. I need 
to speak to Rose immediately.

Rose is ushered out of the interview room, a look of 
bewilderment on her face.

INT. BOXING ARENA - NIGHT

Billy’s back in his corner again, being sponged down and 
getting a good talking to by his trainer while the crowd 
chants his name. He shakes the water out of his hair and 
stands up, ready for another round.

EXT. STREET - NIGHT

Zara stops as soon as she sees Karl’s car. She can’t see if 
he’s in it so she creeps along the same side of the street, 
staying in the shadows. 

INT. BOXING ARENA - NIGHT

The bell goes and Billy’s toe to toe with Molina again. He 
throws a few, dodges a few, he’s treading water for now. 

INT. CAR - NIGHT

Karl sits low in his seat, watching Zara in his rear view 
mirror. She’s creeping up the street, coming up on the 
passenger side of the car.

INT. BOXING ARENA - NIGHT

Billy catches Molina with a right hook and a left jab. The 
crowd goes wild as Molina stumbles backwards. But he’s 
unhurt, back on his feet, ready for action.

85.



86.

EXT. STREET - NIGHT

Zara gets close enough to the car to see in and there’s 
nobody in the back seat so she moves forward to see into the 
front. The door slams open, catching her on the chin, 
throwing her back onto the railings behind. She sees Karl, 
scrambling across the seat towards her and tries to get up 
but he’s on her, flicking his knife in her face.

INT. BOXING ARENA - NIGHT

Billy throws a few punches before Molina goes for it, chasing 
him around the ring before smashing into him and catching him 
again while he’s still reeling. Billy’s on his knees, looking 
at the canvas.

EXT. STREET - NIGHT

Karl drags Zara to the boot of his car, forces her in and 
slams it shut before getting back into the driver’s seat. In 
the distance, Maya is banging on an upstairs window in her 
house.

INT. BOXING ARENA - NIGHT

Billy’s face is cut, his eye swollen as he runs around the 
ring, away from Molina. Molina catches up with him, pounds 
him over and over and he’s only saved by the bell.

INT. CAR BOOT - NIGHT

Zara fumbles in the dark for her phone, rolling onto one side 
until something digs hard into her back and she yelps in 
pain. She reaches her phone and shines the light behind her - 
it’s a shovel. The blue light of the phone shows the terror 
on her face. Back to the phone - she’s on 6% now. She sends 
Tyrone a message.

ZARA
Locked in Karl’s boot. Follow my 
GPS. Battery v low. Call guards and 
Alex.

She sees Tyrone’s read the message, she’s on 5% now and puts 
the phone to sleep.
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INT. BOXING ARENA - NIGHT

Billy’s going through the motions now, throwing some punches, 
dodging others but Molina is hyped - he thinks he’s in with a 
chance and is giving it everything. Billy is dodging most of 
the punches but taking some too, as if he’s already given up. 
The bell goes and the crowd starts booing, this time at Billy 
it seems, rather than Molina. Billy sits in his corner and 
puts his head in his gloves.

EXT. DUBLIN MOUNTAINS - NIGHT

The boot opens and Zara looks up at Karl, moonlight peeking 
through a halo of trees behind his head. The knife glints as 
he holds it to her chin.

KARL
Gimme your phone.

Zara takes it slowly out of her pocket and hands it to him 
and he stamps on it, smashing it and then puts it in his 
pocket.

KARL (CONT'D)
Get out.

Zara climbs out of the boot and looks around. They’re in the 
woodlands surrounding the Hellfire Club. 

KARL (CONT'D)
Walk.

He points into the woods, off the beaten track. 

INT. BOXING ARENA - NIGHT

Molina’s bouncing from one foot to the other as the bell goes 
again. Billy ducks and dives Molina’s punches but there’s 
purpose in his eyes - he doesn’t have the look of someone 
running scared.

EXT. DUBLIN MOUNTAINS - NIGHT

Moonlight shows the way as Zara walks through the trees, 
followed by Karl. They climb through the undergrowth until a 
phone buzzes in Karl’s pocket. He takes it out - it’s Zara’s 
phone and it’s still working. There’s a message from Tyrone.

TYRONE
On the way.
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KARL
What the fuck?

In the millisecond it takes Karl to work it out, Zara is off, 
running through the trees, jumping over logs, ducking under 
branches with Karl following close behind. 

INT. BOXING ARENA - NIGHT

Molina’s throwing his best punches but Billy is on the prowl, 
dodging left, then right, biding his time. Molina lashes out, 
Billy gets him in a clinch. The ref separates them and then 
Billy goes for it. One punch after another lands and Molina 
doesn’t know what’s hit him. 

EXT. DUBLIN MOUNTAINS - NIGHT

Zara’s running through the foliage, pulling back branches and 
letting them fall onto Karl’s face. He’s ducking and diving 
until one large branch hits him in the hand and he drops the 
knife. 

KARL
Fuck!

Zara turns around, sees the glint of moonlight on the knife 
on the ground and leaps onto it. Karl jumps onto her, punches 
her in the head but she’s got the knife. She swings round and 
slashes him across the face. As his arm goes to his face, she 
stabs him in the arm. He lashes out, hitting her in the face 
and she falls back to the ground. She crawls free, climbs to 
her feet and now she’s facing him, one eye swollen, blood 
dripping down her face but she’s got the knife.

INT. BOXING ARENA - NIGHT

Molina has his hands to his head as Billy pummels him. The 
crowd is on its feet, roaring for Billy. The ref steps in to 
separate them but as soon as the action continues, Billy’s 
all over Molina, hitting his head one way, then the other. 
One final right hook to the head and Molina hits the canvas.

EXT. DUBLIN MOUNTAINS - NIGHT

Zara and Karl are face to bloody face. Karl’s eyes are wild 
and bewildered and Zara’s are full of determination as she 
holds tight to the knife. Karl swipes at her once, twice but 
she bounces from one foot to the other, dodging his advances. 
Her eyes focused on Karl’s leg, Zara runs head-first into him 
and stabs him in the thigh. 
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He lashes out as he falls, catching her head and knocking her 
sideways. She’s lying in the foliage, groaning when a loud 
whirring noise approaches. Overhead, the Garda helicopter is 
on the way.

INT. BOXING ARENA - NIGHT

Molina’s on the ground and the ref is counting as Billy 
watches on.

REF
6... 7... 8... 9... 10!

It’s a knockout. Billy raises his arms and his face as tears 
of joy prickle his busted eyes. The crowd erupts as the ref 
holds Billy’s arm aloft. 

REF (CONT'D)
Undefeated WBC welterweight 
champion of the world - Billy 
Brady!

Billy walks around the ring, arms in the air, tears running 
down his face while the crowd chants his name. This is all he 
wants from life, this is all that matters.

INT. JAKE’S EXTENSION - NIGHT

Jake is throwing things against the wall, kicking over 
furniture as the other men tear their hair out, put their 
heads in their hands and look generally distraught. Layla is 
standing, hands on hips, in the middle of this mayhem as the 
rage builds inside her. She lets out an almighty roar and 
rushes at Jake, beating him with her fists. 

EXT. DUBLIN MOUNTAINS - NIGHT

A spotlight from the helicopter moves across the trees nearby 
and Karl is on his feet, limping deeper into the woods, 
dragging his injured leg behind him. Zara pushes herself onto 
her knees as flashlights approach from the direction of the 
dirt road. She waves her arms in the air and tries to shout 
over the noise.

ZARA
Over here! I’m over here!
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INT. BOXING ARENA - NIGHT

Billy parades around the ring, his belt in his hands, the 
crowd roaring, camera flashes twinkling across the arena. He 
makes his way out of the ring and through the crowd, hands 
reaching to touch him, a victory march to the tunnel he 
arrived from earlier. 

INT. BOXING ARENA, TUNNEL - CONTINUOUS

Billy steps from the lights of the arena to the shadows of 
the tunnel. As he walks through it, a small hooded and 
balaclavaed figure steps out of the dark and points a handgun 
at him. There is no fear in Billy’s eyes as he takes a bullet 
to the head, only defiance as he stands tall, undefeated 
champion of the world. As he slumps to the ground, the gunman 
runs in one direction and Billy’s entourage rushes towards 
him. His belt hits the ground first, his head comes to rest 
on it, and he’s almost smiling as his team swarms around him.

INT. JAKE'S HOUSE, EXTENSION - NIGHT

Jake is pacing up and down the room, letting out roars and 
knocking back whiskey. The other men stand around the room, 
shellshocked. Layla is the only one still looking at the TV.

LAYLA
What’s going on?

The men turn to look at the TV and Jake exchanges a look with 
one of them - Layla sees it. 

LAYLA (CONT'D)
Do you know what’s happening?

On the TV, Billy is slightly obscured by the people around 
him but it’s clear that he is lying motionless on the ground, 
his head covered in blood. 

LAYLA (CONT'D)
What the fuck is going on, Jake? 
Tell me what’s happening!

Jake is trying to play it cool but he is clearly shaken by 
Layla’s response.

JAKE
I told you I’d sort it. It’s done 
now.
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LAYLA
(screaming) You had him shot? Are 
you fucking insane?

She picks up an ashtray and hurls it at his head, missing by 
an inch - it smashes into the wall behind him.

LAYLA (CONT'D)
You fucking moron. 

Jake cowers as she picks up the whiskey bottle and flings it. 
This time it hits, smashing into Jake’s head and knocking him 
sideways.

LAYLA (CONT'D)
I knew I shouldn’t have trusted 
you.

EXT. DUBLIN MOUNTAINS - NIGHT

Four members of the Garda armed response unit thunder through 
the woods towards Zara. One of them stays with her and she 
points the others in the direction of Karl. Overhead, the 
helicopter follows the Garda flashlights and shouts 
instructions.

HELICOPTER GARDA (O.S.)
This is the Gardai. Come out with 
your hands up. I repeat, this is 
the Gardai. Come out with your 
hands up.

EXT. DUBLIN MOUNTAINS - NIGHT

A garda flashlight catches Karl, running and limping ahead. 
Another flashlight is on him, and another. The game is up. He 
stops and raises his hands as the guards run towards him. One 
pushes him to the ground and cuffs him, another motions to 
the helicopter above while the third talks into a walkie-
talkie.

INT. JAKE’S HOUSE, EXTENSION - NIGHT

One of the other men is holding Jake back as he tries to go 
for Layla, blood dripping down the side of his head. Sirens 
sound in the distance. Jake is so enraged, he doesn’t notice 
but Layla does, pushing Jake and the others out of the way to 
get into the hall.
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INT. JAKE'S HOUSE, HALL - CONTINUOUS

Layla opens the front door - the sirens are louder now, 
almost upon her. An armoured response van screeches to a halt 
in front of the house and Layla turns and runs back down the 
hall as four armed guards jump out of the van and run towards 
the house.

INT. JAKE’S HOUSE, EXTENSION - CONTINUOUS

Layla runs through the extension as realisation and panic hit 
the others. Layla takes the USB drive out of her pocket and 
swallows it, just as the four guards burst into the room, 
guns cocked.

INT. HOSPITAL - DAY

The sun shines onto Tyrone’s hospital bed through the window 
next to him. It’s a public ward, with all the associated TV 
noise and chatter, but a curtain is half-drawn around the bed 
giving him, Zara and Maya some privacy. There are flowers, 
grapes and cards on the bedside table. Zara sits in a chair 
facing the window while Maya stands on the other side of the 
bed giggling as Tyrone shows her how to make the bed go up 
and down. 

ZARA
Alex and Conor send their love. 
Rose too. 

TYRONE
Alex sent flowers. And a card.

ZARA
That’s Alex alright.

Zara smiles, the bitterness is gone.  

TYRONE
How’s Rose?

ZARA
She’s ok. I think. She was getting 
loads of hassle from the press but 
she told them all where to go.

Tyrone’s head lurches forward and Maya laughs.

TYRONE
Hey, watch it. I’m sick, you know.
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MAYA
(sniggering) Sorry.

TYRONE
Where are you staying?

ZARA
With Alex and Conor.

TYRONE
That’s great.

ZARA
Yeah, it is. 

Zara puts her hand on Tyrone’s.

ZARA (CONT'D)
There’s a bed for you too, if you 
want it.

TYRONE
Seriously?

Tyrone is almost afraid it’s not true.

ZARA
Yeah.

Tyrone puts his head back on the headboard, smiles and takes 
a deep breath. Maya smiles mischievously, just before jerking 
him forward again. He laughs and tries to grab the control 
from her as she jumps out of reach. Zara watches them and 
smiles.
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