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�Opening credits, white on black, over dialogue. Background noise of int. car, with music playing on car stereo.

STEVE’S VOICE

Nine down, seven letters - type of rifle.

KURT’S VOICE

Rummage.

ZAK’S VOICE

What’s a rummage rifle?

KURT

To rummage, the same as to rifle, through a bag or whatever.

STEVE

I can tell you worked for Customs. Come on - somebody must know.

JADE’S VOICE

Assault.

STEVE

Hmm?

JADE

Seven letters. Assault rifle. Or Beretta. That’s seven.

ZAK

Do Beretta make rifles?

JADE

I know they make shotguns. And handguns - semi-automatic, nine-millimetre I think.

STEVE

What do you know about guns?

(Pause)

Dodgy woman.



ONE YEAR AGO

Int. nightclub - night.

The music’s pumping and the club is thumping - the scene opens with a rear view of bouncers Steve, Kurt and Zak patrolling nonchalantly around the walkway at the edge of the dancefloor. Zak is chewing gum and blows a bubble, popping it idly. Something about their ease and at-homeness in the environment illustrates their job role as mean machines of the club. 

John, a fourth bouncer, emerges from the STAFF ONLY door at the rear of the club and looks around, grinning in satisfaction. There are many girls in skimpy outfits doing their thing on the dancefloor and it’s a very pleasing sight.

He strolls around the walkway surrounding the dancefloor and spots a blonde girl in a shiny red top and black wrapover miniskirt lolling against the dancefloor railing, peeling the label off her alco-pop bottle. She is grinning and shaking her head at friends trying to call her to join them on the dancefloor.

Elsewhere in the club, Steve and Kurt have accosted Peter, a disorderly ponytailed youth in a football shirt and are dragging him towards a side door saying GLASS COLLECTORS ONLY. Zak punches in a number code to let them through and follows them out.

PETER

Hey, I’m just having a night out with the lads!

Zak slams the door behind them.

Ext. alleyway - night.

Steve, Kurt, Zak and the youth emerge in the alleyway, and the youth is pinned up against a skip. Zak goes through his pockets.

PETER

I haven’t got anything!

ZAK

Let’s see now - wallet, some loose change in and a credit card -

He holds it up to the light.

- Expired; one condom -

KURT

Probably also expired.

STEVE

Were you expecting to get lucky or just have a rubber wank later?

ZAK

Probably have a wank, I mean if you were a woman and you had a choice of a guy with one manky old condom and a dodgy credit card, or a bloke with a pack of twelve - what would you say to that?

STEVE

I would say ‘Hallo, multiple orgasms’.

ZAK

Hmmm. One money clip. That looks a bit out of place.

He thumbs through the notes briefly.

What’ve you got here - about half a grand? That’s not exactly pocket money, is it?

PETER

It’s my wages. I just got paid.

KURT

Yeah, I bet you did.

Zak takes a latex surgical glove out of his pocket and puts it on, tweaking the fingertips with relish.

PETER

Hey, you’ve got to be joking, that’s not legal! Get off me, you arse-bandit!

STEVE

Who said anything about legal? We’re the law here, Sunny Jim.

PETER

God, you think you’re so hard, don’t you?

ZAK

You’re gonna find out just how hard in a minute. Bend over.

PETER

Help! Rape!

KURT

I think that’s wishful thinking.

STEVE

That explains the condom.

ZAK

Alright - anything you want to tell me first instead?

PETER

There’s nothing there - honest!

He gags. Zak has stuck two fingers in his mouth, and Steve clouts him on the back of the head. A ball of substance rolled in cling-film emerges, and Zak flicks the saliva off it.

KURT

Ooh, you big tease.

ZAK

That’ll do nicely.

Steve and Kurt push the youth to the ground and head back to the doorway back into the club.

STEVE

Don’t think about trying to come back in.

KURT

Ever.

STEVE

Especially not in that revolting shirt.

Zak pockets the ball of gear. The bouncers slam the door behind them.

PETER

(Picking himself up)

Wankers!

Int. nightclub - night.

Steve, Kurt and Zak return through the Glass Collectors door and disperse. Zak goes over to Nik, the club’s head of security, and mutters something to him. Nik nods, and takes the gear from Zak. Zak disappears. Nik is preoccupied with watching John and the blonde girl on the far side of the dancefloor.

John has made himself quite comfy chatting up the girl, who it is clear he evidently knows as a regular.

JOHN

It’s time I went for my break - fancy a buzz?

GIRL

I’m straight tonight, John. Beer-buzz only. Don’t get paid ‘til the end of the month.

JOHN

(Winks)

My treat. I get paid every week. Come on.

He leads her away from the dancefloor and towards the Ladies’ toilets.

Int. toilet cubicle - night.

The music is muted as John divvys up four lines of coke on the top of the cistern behind the toilet. He rolls up a twenty-pound note.

JOHN

Did you know that one in ten ten-pound notes returned to the Bank of England have traces of cocaine on them?

GIRL

Wonder whose job it is to lick them all and find out?

JOHN

And who gets to lick the fifties? That stuff’s got to be better quality.

The girl grins, and John bends over to snort his share.

Int. nightclub - night.

Kurt emerges from the STAFF ONLY doors at the back to run into Nik.

KURT

Alright, mate.

NIK

Is John on his break in there?

KURT

Haven’t seen him.

NIK

His radio’s off. If you find him send him to me, would you?

KURT

Right.

They head off in separate directions. Kurt goes around past the toilets and passes some girls emerging, giggling more than usual and looking behind them. Kurt catches the door before it swings shut and squinting through can see the two pairs of feet under the cubicle door.

Int. toilet cubicle - night.

The girl takes the £20-note tube from John and bends over to snort her share. Rubbing his nose and blinking, John watches her appreciatively. He runs his hand up her thigh to her hip under the short skirt.

Int. nightclub - night.

Kurt meets up with Zak, who is listening to his radio, frowning.

ZAK

(Into radio)

What’s that? I can’t hear a thing.

KURT

(To Zak)

John’s at it again in the girl’s toilets.

NIK’S VOICE

(Over radio)

Thank you, that’s all I needed to know.

ZAK

Eh?

He looks from the radio to Kurt, bemused.

KURT

Shit - was that Nik?

Zak shrugs.

ZAK

Not my problem.

Int. toilet cubicle - night.

John’s rear-end bouncing back and forth off the inside of the cubicle door is gradually jiggling the lock open. Eventually it swings open, to reveal Nik standing with his arms folded, drumming his fingers and a disgusted expression on his face.

NIK

You’re fired.

John looks round without a pause, sweating.

JOHN

You want some, do you?

NIK

Got to be joking. Don’t know where she’s been.

Int. nightclub - night.

Steve and Kurt, Kurt shaking his head in disbelief, watch curiously as Nik frogmarches the disgraced bouncer and his girlfriend round to the STAFF ONLY doors at the back and pushes them through. Zak, standing nearby, shakes his head as well but with a knowing grin.

ZAK

(To himself)

Stupid prick.

He goes back to watching the clubbers.

Int. Flying Serpent tattooist’s - day.

Kurt, in his day job as tattoo artist, looks up from his magazine at the counter to where he has a back view of a dark-haired girl in a club label bomber jacket flicking through his flash-design folders by the window.

KURT

Looking for something specific?

JADE

(Without turning around)

Something that says ‘I kick the shit out of ninjas’.

KURT

(Chuckles)

What was that again?

JADE

Something to cover stretch-marks.

KURT

Pregnancy stretch-marks?

JADE

(Abruptly)

Yep.

KURT

How long ago were you pregnant?

Jade looks round for the first time.

JADE

Two months.

KURT

Seriously - don’t do anything yet. Leave it at least another twelve. They shrink right up more than you think they will. Alternatively you may find yourself pregnant again and ruin all the work you’ve just had done.

JADE

(Laughs)

Oh, that’s assuming I make a habit of it, yeah?

Kurt notices she has no ring on her left hand.

KURT

Well, no - not everybody does, I suppose. Are you on your own?

JADE

Mmm-hmmm.

KURT

Must be hard work.

JADE

I’m lucky. I’ve got a very understanding mum. Not to mention a teenage brother who now wants to be a gynaecologist.

KURT

Body-piercing’s just as much fun. Tell him to come here if he wants an apprenticeship.

JADE

(Grins wryly)

Know of any other jobs? I don’t think I’m up for piercing people though.

KURT

Oh, you need a job?

He considers.

You ever done door work?

JADE

Bouncing? I did a few raves. Adrenalize, Mindstone - Pierless, I think one was called.

KURT

(Reaching for his mobile phone)

You free for an interview?

Jade shrugs.

Might have just the job for you.

Int. Heavy Duty Ltd. security office - day.

Alan, owner of Heavy Duty Security Ltd, glares at John sulking on the other side of the desk.

ALAN

I don’t know what you expect me to do. It’s your own stupid fault.

JOHN

I thought you were supposed to cover our backs. I can’t trust the guys I work with. That two-faced Zak, and Kurt’s a bloody convict, for fuck’s sake -

ALAN

Acquitted.

JOHN

Fucking good thing for him too if he rats on people. He wouldn’t last five minutes in the nick.

ALAN

He lasted eighteen months, which was longer than you did as a prison officer, I believe.

John squirms.

I’m not going to try and get that job back for you, John. In fact with your attitude I’m going to find it hard getting any job for you. You’re a liability - I’m taking you off the books.

JOHN

Books? There’s books? In this office? Don’t make me laugh. You’re more bent than any of us.

ALAN

At least I don’t do my bending in the Ladies’ toilets.

Int. corridor, Heavy Duty security office - day.

John emerges from the office leaving the door open and storms off under a thundercloud, giving Jade a sour glare as he passes her coming the other way. She looks around the doorframe to see Alan setting light to John’s Heavy Duty I.D. card in an ashtray.

Int. Heavy Duty security office - day.

Alan watches the ID card burn.

ALAN

(Mutters to himself)

Bloody screw, calling ME bent -

JADE

Is this a bad time?

ALAN

(Looking up)

Sorry, love - don’t mind me ranting. Are you Jade?

JADE

Yeah - Kurt at the tattooist’s a couple of doors up sent me round.

ALAN

He rang me about five minutes ago, said you sounded promising. Take a seat and I’ll take some details. I need a coffee - how about you?

Ext. Heavy Duty security office - day.

John emerges onto the street and lights up a cigarette, puffing angrily. A car stops at the kerb reverberating with heavy metal music, and a ponytailed guy in a ninja T-shirt calls out to him, turning the stereo down.

PETER

John!

JOHN

Hey Pete.

PETER

Haven’t seen you at training for a while. Everything alright, is it?

JOHN

Oh, hunky-dory.

He sits on the wing of the car dejectedly.

Know of any cash-paying jobs around? I’ve just had the Steve Backley.

PETER

Steve who?

JOHN

(Throws imaginary javelin)

Big elbow.

PETER

(Thoughtfully)

Well - we’re just on our way to train at a mate’s house for the weekend. He’s pretty loaded - might be able to sort you out. Come with us. It’s an excuse for a barbecue and a fight and a piss-up.

JOHN

And getting stoned?

PETER

Hey - I’m going.

JOHN

Good point. I’m not too busy now anyway - shove over in the back.

He gets in and the car pulls away again, the volume turned back up on the stereo.

Int. Heavy Duty security office - day.

Alan nods as he makes some notes. Jade sips from a coffee mug.

ALAN

I think that’s everything. Some proof that you can handle yourself might be useful.

JADE

Like what?

ALAN

(Standing up and walking around the desk)

Well - I’m not being funny - but just demonstrate. I’ll grab your arm as if I was going to get nasty, and you just show me how you’d react. I don’t want to put you into any job or situation I don’t think you’d handle.

JADE

I’m a bit rusty.

ALAN

It’s alright, I’ll be gentle.

Jade shrugs and gets to her feet, tucking the chair back in. She takes a step away from the desk.

JADE

How do you want to do it - from the front or behind?

ALAN

Okay - turn around -

Jade turns so that her back is to him.

Right, what I’ll do is something like this -

He takes hold of her arm just above the elbow. Before he can finish speaking and without thinking, Jade twists round swiftly and smacks her knee into his groin. He doubles over with a suppressed groan.

JADE

God, sorry. Reflexes must still be quicker than I thought.

ALAN

(Hoarsely)

Never mind - sit down, sit down.

He collapses back into his seat and takes a big gulp of coffee, picking up his pen again shakily. His voice is still no more than a croak.

Can you start tonight?



PRESENT DAY

Int. car - evening.

The car pulls up in an alleyway, and the stereo and engine are switched off. The driver, Jade, and her three male passengers all open their doors simultaneously and get out, Steve dropping his newspaper folded open at the crossword onto the passenger seat as he does so. The four doors slam shut.

Ext. alleyway - evening.

The four turn and head back out of the alley, each wearing black trousers, T-shirts and bomber jackets with ‘heavy duty security ltd.’ printed on the back. It is evidently a summer’s evening due to the daylight, and Zak and Steve wear sunglasses. Jade blows a gum bubble and pops it before speaking.

JADE

Where are your shades, Kurt?

KURT

Why?

JADE

They’d hide your sunbed goggle tan-mark.

The others laugh. Kurt is the only black person out of the four.

KURT

(Chuckling, not offended)

Better than Steve’s shiner.

JADE

What’s Zak’s excuse?

ZAK

Coking me bollocks off.

STEVE

Keep it away from Jade, or she’ll cut ‘em off. That’ll make your eyes water.

Zak grins at Jade, who just wags a warning finger.

Ext. nightclub - evening.

The four bouncers emerge from the alley into the street alongside the nightclub. As they approach, another bouncer holds the door open from the inside to admit them, closing it again and locking it from the inside.

Int. nightclub - evening.

The four new arrivals are greeted by other bouncers, nearly a dozen are present in total for the medium-sized venue, both black and white, although Jade is one of only two women bouncers. The manager, Sean, is chatting to the girl at the ticket booth, and his head of security and right-hand-man Nik is standing nearby. Zak and Steve do not remove their shades. Nik holds up four security tags and jiggles them as they approach.

NIK

Trust you four to be late as usual.

JADE

Last, not necessarily late, Nik.

She takes a badge and clips it to her jacket, as do the other three in turn.

STEVE

Not our fault.

KURT

We’ve got a woman driver.

JADE

Do you lot want to walk home?

STEVE

Not really.

ZAK

That’s why I didn’t say anything.

Sean turns and beams smugly at his crew for the evening.

SEAN

We should have a good turn-out tonight. What’s the magic word?

NIK

Wildcat.

ZAK

Troy Witherspoon.

SEAN

(Nodding and rubbing his hands, typical of anticipating imminent wealth)

Wildcat Witherspoon on the decks from twelve to two.

STEVE

How does he get them?

SEAN

I don’t want any trouble tonight. This is important, that’s why I’m placing emphasis on the fact. Be nice to Mr. Witherspoon, he’s down here with a view to doing a monthly set if it goes well. Anything he wants, run it by me and I’ll deal with it.

JADE

(Saluting)

Oui, mon capitaine.

ZAK

Supposing he wants a crap?

SEAN

(Good-humouredly)

You two keep away from him, you’re disgusting. Opening in ten minutes, gentlemen!

He disappears downstairs to the dancefloor, followed by Nik.

KURT

(Looking out through the doors)

First queue-masters ahoy.

STEVE

Only the teenybop jailbait crowd who can’t get served in the pubs. No ID, no entry. Not tonight. Unless they’ve brought sweeties.

ZAK

Yeah. Give us a chewing gum, Jay.

Jade searches in her pockets.

Int. Dave Grisham’s office - evening.

Dave’s office is an Oriental inner sanctum to the rest of his house, with feng shui windchimes, crystal arrangements and a bubbling water feature in a pot. It is decorated in black and red with gilt accents.

Dave Grisham, in black karate pyjamas, sits thoughtfully at his desk, which is covered in candles of various shapes and sizes, some black but mostly white, with Chinese lettering on. Peter, a blond ponytailed guy also in karate pyjamas enters with a cardboard box. A man with spiky hair and a Zebra-print T-shirt sits on the other side of the desk, and a Ginger man, his dyed hair and pierced ears some of the image changes from his original incarnation as John the bouncer, is examining each of the candles.

PETER

How’s this one?

DAVE

Perfect. Yes - I think the square ones, definitely - they’ll pack better and won’t rattle about and do themselves mischief. We’ll keep the others here for special occassions. When’s your next delivery due?

ZEBRA

Not until next week but they’ll call if they start running short.

DAVE

This is looking much better already. We could probably even get you a van with a logo on. 

GINGER

(Sarkily, putting down the candle he is holding and slumping into another seat opposite)

What - the butcher, the baker, the candle-trick maker?

DAVE

Something like that. Would you do the honours, Peter?

The ponytailed guy starts packing the candles methodically.

What’s happening this weekend with you fellas - still on for a bit of a bash here?

PETER

I’m going to meet up with the others from training tonight and I’ll arrange who needs a ride over. The guys are keen to do some night work in the woods with camouflage and stuff.

DAVE

Great, we can have a barbecue breakfast afterwards. Any girls coming?

Peter shakes his head.

PETER

I don’t think so, sadly.

DAVE

Pity.

PETER

Yeah, well you know what girls are like. ‘I can’t do any break-falls, I’m pregnant, let me beat you up instead’. The usual sort of thing.

GINGER

Sounds to me like you’re just embarrassed at the thought of being beaten up by a pregnant woman.

Peter reddens and continues packing in silence.

ZEBRA

Do you want me to take a load now, or can I leave it for tonight? Gotta scoot off or I’ll miss my date.

DAVE

Going anywhere nice?

ZEBRA

Just clubbing.

DAVE

Go on, then. Don’t do anything I’d enjoy.

GINGER

And if you can’t be good, don’t leave fingerprints.

ZEBRA

(Chuckles, getting up)

Good night, then.

DAVE

Have a good one. 

Zebra leaves. The outside door is heard closing. Ginger bites his nails critically.

GINGER

He’s up to no good, I’m telling you.

DAVE

What makes you say that?

GINGER

Who’d go on a date with him? I ask you.

DAVE

Oh, jealous?

Ginger shakes his head.

Too damn suspicious, that’s your problem. Have a candle.

Dave rolls a smaller one over the desk towards him. Ginger catches it and puts it in his mouth.

GINGER

Got a light?

DAVE

Now that’s another idea.

GINGER

(Mutters)

Whatever lights your candle.

He takes it back out of his mouth, turns it over thoughtfully, and peels the sticky label from the bottom.

Int. nightclub main bar/dancefloor - later.

The dancefloor is circular, with the DJ stand on a big podium overlooking it. There is a walking area all the way around the outside, and the three bars are intersected by the entrance from the stairs, the guest and staff-only doors at the back behind the DJ stand, and the mens and women’s toilets. In an alcove an uplit Jacuzzi bubbles, surrounded by artificial palm fronds. The lighting and effects system is state of the art, with dry ice and projected laser shapes as well as strobes and spinning light balls, and UV tribal artwork. The music is custom-mixed, not chart fodder or era-specific. Jade and Steve patrol the area behind the DJ stand, where clubbers huddle trying to get messages read out.

STEVE

If those girls are still there when he comes out, move them on. We want him behind the decks as quick as shit, not on the floor under a pile of screaming bimbos.

JADE

You wouldn’t object to that, so why should he?

STEVE

Yeah, but then he’s not an ugly bastard like I am.

JADE

I’ve never seen him.

STEVE

Oh, he’s gorgeous, you’ll love him. You’ll want to have his babies. I want to have his babies.

JADE

I’m starting to worry about you.

STEVE

I worry about me all the time.

JADE

Now I know why you’re into rugby and football so much.

STEVE

The shower-room opportunities afterwards, yes, I know. Don’t tell the wife. In fact I’m starting to worry about her and the Avon lady. Perhaps we’re both at it behind each other’s backs. Think of the fun we could be having together if only we knew.

JADE

You should ask her.

STEVE

I will. I’ll broach the subject over tea at her mum’s tomorrow.

Jade laughs, as the regular club DJ fades his last track and begins his special introduction of the guest DJ. Steve nods towards the girls at the stand and Jade goes to usher them away. Steve stands by the guest door behind, ready to escort Troy ‘Wildcat’ Witherspoon when he emerges.

The door opens on cue, and Troy comes out. Steve takes him as far as the stand, where Jade is standing by. Troy waits a few seconds for his introduction to finish, and looking around, catches Jade’s eye and winks at her. Then he is at the decks, starting his introductory track. The regular DJ escapes and heads for the exit to the changing rooms, announcing his desire to use the lavatorial facilities.

REGULAR DJ

God, I need a piss.

JADE

I’m sure God’s got bigger problems to deal with than yours!

STEVE

Told you.

JADE

He’s alright, I suppose.

STEVE

There’s no pleasing some women!

Troy leans over the back of the DJ stand and taps him on the arm.

TROY

Can you sort us out a Becks, pal?

STEVE

Certainly, sir.

Troy returns to his mixing.

Do you want a drink, Jay?

JADE

Yeah, cheers. No ice.

Steve goes to carry out the errand, leaving Jade to baby-sit. Looking around, she catches Troy’s eye again, and he smiles at her.

Int. entrance foyer - night.

Kurt and Zak are on the door. A few people are still coming in, including a man in black jeans and a zebra-striped T-shirt with Gary Rhodes hair. His face is sullen and grim.

ZEBRA

Is Sean around?

ZAK

He’s downstairs somewhere.

Zebra Stripes trots purposefully down the stairs.

KURT

Sean’s bum-chum again.

ZAK

Reckon so.

Int. main bar/dancefloor - night

Steve returns and hands Jade a plastic glass of cola, passing up a bottle of Becks to Troy, who nods.

STEVE

Has Alan been in touch with you about that all-nighter on the twenty-fifth?

JADE

Yeah. Eight quid an hour, he said -

She puts her glass up on the top of the DJ stand while she looks for a small diary in her inside pocket. Troy glances across at the movement and sees the glass in his direct eye-line.

Only we’re supposed to be here the same night. What’s he going to do - shuffle some people around that night?

STEVE

If he wants you at Adrenalize then most likely he’ll send someone else here for your shift. I know Zak’s been asked. Not Kurt though - something to do with the Adrenalize organisers wanting a police record check.

Troy puts his headset down and goes to shuffle through some discs next to where Jade has put her glass down. Two other bouncers approach to relieve Steve and Jade from the post.

JADE

He was found not guilty though, wasn’t he?

STEVE

Yeah, but you don’t know what else he might have done.

Troy moves back to the decks and picks up his headset again, and Jade reaches up for her glass before setting off on patrol again with Steve.

Int. entrance foyer - night.

Zebra Stripes is just leaving again as Jade and Steve come back up the stairs.

KURT

Leaving already?

ZAK

Very unsociable.

(To Jade)

Got any more gum? This one’s gone all manky.

Jade hands him her cup while she looks in her pockets again. Zak pretends to spit his last chewing gum into the cup with a grin, before elbowing the front door open and spitting it outside instead. Kurt takes the cup from him as if to drink from it, then grimaces.

KURT

What, no ice?

JADE

(Taking the cup back and handing Zak a stick of gum)

Get your own, you.

STEVE

Who are you two winding up now?

ZAK

Sean’s boyfriend.

KURT

Someone should tell him Sean’s married already.

JADE

To Nickel Arse.

She drains her cup and puts it on the empty counter by the ticket booth.

STEVE

Yeah, what’s with Nikolai? He’s following Sean round like a Siamese twin.

ZAK

Rumours of another death threat, perhaps.

KURT

We wouldn’t be that lucky.

STEVE

And the police confiscated all your personalised stationery after last time.

They snigger. Jade leans against the wall and pinches her nose. From her point of view the lobby lurches sickeningly, and the doorway stretches out of shape, widening and narrowing again. The shapes of the bouncers standing around idly distort into more menacing creatures.

JADE

I’m just going outside for a bit.

She leaves abruptly. The door slams back on its hinges.

ZAK

A bit of what?

KURT

Mind the door - don’t know your own strength!

Ext. nightclub - night.

Jade goes to the corner of the alleyway, which is just occupied by wheelie bins, and goes behind them. She retches as if to be sick but only spits out a bit of liquid, then slumps against the wall.

Steve emerges from the club, Zak looking out after him.

STEVE

I’m just going to check up on her.

The sky overhead between the buildings is pinwheeling slowly, and Jade then looks downwards to see a massive shape apparently jump out aggressively in front of her around the wheelie bins. Jade reacts by grabbing Steve’s head and planting a knee into his stomach.

Int. entrance foyer - night.

Zak goes to the counter and picks up Jade’s empty cup and sniffs it. Then he holds it up to the light. He runs a finger round the inside of the rim and rubs it into his mouth.

ZAK

Fuck.

Zak and Kurt run outside.

Ext. alleyway - night.

Steve has Jade’s arms pinned down by her sides and she is trying to break free, struggling and kicking out. Zak and Kurt arrive.

STEVE

Evening, lads. Just your usual minor psychotic episode.

ZAK

There was enough coke in that pop to give ME a buzz.

STEVE

Watch out for her feet. Get hold of her - I’ve got some downers on me somewhere.

KURT

Get her on the floor, I’ll sit on her legs.

Zak gets her in a half-Nelson and headlock from behind and then crouches so she is forced into a sitting position, and Kurt holds her legs down while Steve locates a card of anti-psychotic pills, Diazepam or Temazepam, in his jacket pocket.

STEVE

Anyone see you come out?

KURT

No. Hey, watch the wedding tackle, missus.

The world around Jade is still lurching and populated by violent monster shapes. She can hear words but they might as well be in Chinese.

Steve pops a couple of capsules out of the card and Zak tips her head back so he can push them into her mouth.

ZAK

Now - swallow.

KURT

You’ve been waiting to say that.

ZAK

Not under these circumstances.

With Zak’s hand over her mouth, Jade swallows the pills.

Good girl.

STEVE

Right, stand her up.

They get her to her feet, still struggling, and Steve punches her. The world goes black.

KURT

What was that for?

STEVE

She’s got to sleep it off while those pills work.

He takes her car keys from her pocket, goes to her car at the end of the alley, and opens the boot.

In here.

KURT

Will she be able to breathe in there?

ZAK

There’s a hole in the back seat.

KURT

Pity.

Zak and Kurt carry her to the car and lift her into the car boot. Steve slams it shut, pockets the keys and they head back out of the alley.

KURT

I don’t see why we couldn’t just take her down to First Aid and let them deal with it.

STEVE

Don’t be stupid, she’d tear the place apart.

KURT

Exactly.

STEVE

No trouble, remember? Sean doesn’t want to upset his precious Mr. Spoon.

Int. nightclub - night.

Troy Witherspoon has the clubbers eating out of his hand, so to speak. Sean and Nik stand by watching the scene in approval. Steve walks past with another bottle of Becks for Troy, and as he hands it up, throws his jacket over onto the DJ stand before continuing on his way around the club.

Ext. alleyway - night.

It is dark and quiet. Jade’s car is still in position, the boot closed.

Suddenly, the car starts up, the lights come on, and it starts to reverse out of the alleyway.

Int. car boot - dream sequence.

From total blackness Jade’s face appears, eyes closed but in REM sleep, dreaming. She can see Troy Witherspoon at the decks. She sees herself talking to Steve, and putting her drink up onto the stand to find her diary.

Troy glances across at the movement, as before. He crosses over to flick through the CDs, before returning to his mixing. The Jade from earlier recovers the drink and walks away.

Then she sees Zak and Kurt pass the drink to one another in the lobby as before.

The image of the glass plays again, magnifying into increasing close-up. The drink inside is swirling, as if agitated by an unseen hand. White particles are briefly visible before dissolving.

Int. nightclub main entrance - dream sequence/flashback.

Jade enters the club with Alan, head of Heavy Duty Security Ltd. It is early evening again, prior to opening. Steve, Kurt and Zak are collecting their security tags from Nik, and Sean greets Alan with a handshake.

SEAN

Hallo, Alan. Brought me a new body?

ALAN

Sean, this is Jade - John’s replacement. Jade, I’d like you to meet Sean, the owner of the club - and this is Nik, the club’s head of security.

JADE

Hi.

She shakes hands with both.

SEAN

Good. We’ve only got one woman on the crew, we could use another - balance things out a bit. Nik’ll show you around - he’s the man to ask if you’ve got any questions. Alan, a quick word in the office if you’ve got time.

Sean and Alan disappear down the stairs. Steve, Kurt and Zak are about to wander off but Nik halts them.

NIK

Wait a minute, lads. I’m sorry, Jade - I’ve got a lot on my plate to deal with. These three are your back-up, so you might as well familiarise yourself with them now. This is Steve - he drives, so he can give you a lift home if you need one.

He points to each of the three in turn.

Kurt.

KURT

(Nodding) 

We’ve met earlier. How’re you doing?

Jade nods in return.

NIK

And Zak. Zak, you’re the ladies’ man - perhaps you can look after Jade for this evening and make sure she doesn’t get into any trouble. I’ll speak to you again later.

Nik heads off downstairs after the other two.

Int. main bar/dancefloor - night - dream sequence/flashback.

Zak and Jade are standing by the bar while a barman gets them each a soft drink. The club is comfortably busy.

ZAK

When John got sacked I thought they’d get a woman in to replace him.

JADE

Why, what did John do?

ZAK

He got caught screwing some girl in the Ladies’ after snorting coke with her off the back of the toilet. Do you know John?

JADE

No, I only joined the agency today. Oh - he might have been that bloke Alan was kicking out of the office when I arrived for my interview.

ZAK

Shit, so you really ARE new. Have you done any security work before?

JADE

I did a few raves a while back. I only had a baby two months ago and this is my first job since I got pregnant.

ZAK

(Indicating her ringless left hand)

On your own?

JADE

(Shortly)

Yeah.

ZAK

Who was it - another bouncer?

JADE

More of a tosser.

The barman puts the two glasses on the bar beside them. Zak grins, and looks around the club speculatively.

ZAK

It’s alright working here, actually, so long as you watch out for Nik - he’s employed by the club, not the agency - a bit of a closet psycho, if you ask me. Not like us, we’re all lovely - although Steve does get a bit moody if you mention football and don’t make any prison jokes around Kurt.

JADE

Why’s that?

ZAK

I’ll tell you another time. No, it’s not bad here. Just don’t get caught with your pants down, like John - and keep your gear out of sight.

JADE

Oh, I’m not into that.

ZAK

(Surprised)

Really?

JADE

I’ve got a chemical imbalance or allergy or something. It affects me all wrong.

ZAK

That’s interesting.

He looks at her drink on the bar thoughtfully as she scans the club, and his hand goes to his pocket. When Jade turns back to the bar he is flicking the side of her glass with one finger almost absently, and pushes it towards her as she reaches for it.

Ext. car park - night - dream sequence/flashback.

Kurt is leaning against the front wing of Steve’s Volvo estate, doubled over and cupping his groin in agony. Steve, wiping the blood from his split lip, opens the boot and rummages inside.

STEVE

I’ve got a tow-rope. That’ll have to do.

Zak has Jade face down on the tarmac, sitting astride her spine with both arms twisted up behind her back, although she is still managing to struggle and squirm. He looks up, bleeding from a cut to his eyebrow.

What the fuck did you think you were doing, you stupid berk?

ZAK

You know women, they’re always pretending to be allergic to something. I thought she could do with chilling out a bit.

STEVE

Maybe she was telling the truth. Did that idea cross your mind at all?

JADE

(Through gritted teeth)

I’m going to bloody murder you.

KURT

(Groaning)

If I don’t find my nuts again, love, I’m going to kill him first.

ZAK

Give me a break, Jesus -

Jade suddenly twists out of his grip, turns herself over and lands a punch on Zak’s jaw, knocking him off-balance and into the rear passenger-door of Steve’s car, just as Steve grabs her instead, looping the rope around her body.

STEVE

Alright, missus, this is for your own good. So long as we get you back in one piece, I’d say you got the job.

KURT

(Straightening up tentatively)

I certainly wouldn’t mess with her.

Leaning against the car door door and testing his jaw slightly, Zak looks sheepish but smiles at her as she glares at him.

ZAK

Good shot.

He winks at her. Jade just stares at him.

The picture blurs over. 

There is blackness again.

Ext. Jade’s car - night.

Only the car is visible, its interior dark, parked on a quiet suburban road out of the glare of the street-lamps. A figure is seen walking quickly down on the opposite side of the road, turning into a gateway and up a front path. A security light comes on, illuminating his black-and-white Zebra T-shirt. He feels in a pocket for his key, taking out an envelope first to rummage deeper.

The car door opens silently.

Int. living-room, Zebra’s house - night.

Three Swarthy Men sit in the living-room playing cards and passing round a bong. There is a ‘whump’ and a crunching thud against the front door. They exchange looks.

Ext. Zebra’s house - night.

A hand in a white latex surgical glove retrieves the envelope from beside the body.

Int. hallway, Zebra’s house - night.

One of the Swarthy men looks out of the living-room door and down the hallway. A bullet-hole at head-height trickles blood down the inside of the door.

SWARTHY MAN #1

Oh, fuck!

Ext. Zebra’s house - night.

Jade’s car squeals away. The front door opens, one of the Swarthy men taking a moment to look down in disgust before leaping over the body and running down the path to stare after the car as it accelerates down the road. 

Ext. alleyway - night.

The car is parked back in the alleyway by the club, dark and silent. Three pairs of feet approach it.

Int. car boot - night.

The boot is opened. Steve, Zak and Kurt are outside. Jade squints up.

JADE

Hallo, dearest. How was your day?

ZAK

You didn’t miss much.

STEVE

How’s your head?

JADE

Fine. Buzzing. Totally.

STEVE

Let’s get a coffee. We need our ride home and none of us wants to risk driving your car.

ZAK

We’d rather risk you driving.

JADE

Thanks a lot.

Int. ‘Time Out’ all-night café - night.

The four bouncers are having coffee out of thick white china café cups and saucers. Kurt is playing on the fruit machine, and a Fifties-style jukebox plays mellow melodies from a Motown era. Montage of images introduces the scene - coffee cups, fruit machine, jukebox, artistic Time Out chalkboard beverages menu, Yucca plants. The atmosphere is slightly Bohemian and cosy, not a typical stained Formica greasy spoon. There is a wide selection of coffees and teas available. The peaceful atmosphere is helped by the fact that bouncers from the club often stop by after work, so it is not a place for troublemakers.

ZAK

Coming down yet?

JADE

Levelling out. 

She sips her coffee.

That was a worse one than you did when we first worked together.

ZAK

Yeah, well I didn’t believe you, did I? I had to test a theory.

STEVE

Which is the reason I refuse to drive to work. 

KURT

Being kicked in the head while driving doesn’t do a lot for the road sense.

ZAK

Do you know who could have done it?

JADE

I think it was Wildcat. That’s the only time I put my drink down.

STEVE

That’s right - you did.

ZAK

Troy Witherspoon? That’s seriously dodgy.

KURT

Somewhere else not safe to leave your drink now - what’s the world coming to?

STEVE

Perhaps we should have a word with him.

JADE

Yeah, but what if it gets back to Nikolai that I was asleep on duty?

ZAK

Oh, so long as you give him a shag he won’t tell anyone.

JADE 

Fuck off.

STEVE

We won’t divulge that part. Zak could chat Witherspoon up about his pharmaceutical preferences and see if he goes for a bit of coke.

ZAK

Chat him up yourself, you tart.

JADE

Forget it. He probably didn’t mean any harm.

(Sarkily)

Like you didn’t.

ZAK

The amount he gave you wasn’t just supposed to make the bubbles tingle up your nose more, Jay. That would have kept me going for a whole weekend.

JADE

Maybe he’s just slightly better off than you.

STEVE

Think about it first, Jay. I’m sure we’ll catch up with Mr. Spoon again anyway - Sean was so happy with tonight’s takings he must have rubbed his palms raw.

ZAK

That’s not going to help his sex life, is it?

JADE

Sure.

STEVE

And speaking of sex life, we’d better be going, or my wife is going to start thinking I’m having one. Come on, Kurt - you won’t get any money out of that, even if you’re not on a credit blacklist.

Kurt gives the machine a parting thump, and strides out. Jade drains the last of her coffee and follows Steve out. Zak punches the ‘Collect’ button on the fruit machine in passing, and although there is no funds shown to be available and the Game Over light is flashing, it spits out a fiver’s worth of pound coins. Zak scoops them out with a little smirk, and follows the others.

Int. car - night.

Steve and Kurt are just getting out of the car. Zak gets out of the back and into Steve’s seat in the front.

JADE

See you tomorrow.

KURT

Take it easy.

He strides away down the street quickly, a man of few words.

STEVE

Yeah - you might want to put some ice on that jaw when you get in, Jay.

JADE

Oh, so it WAS you that hit me? I’ll remember that.

STEVE

(Grins)

Goodnight.

ZAK

Seeya.

Steve sets off up his front path, and Jade puts the car back in gear and sets off again. Zak squirms in his seat and reaches underneath him.

Oh, look - Steve forgot his paper.

He tosses it over his shoulder into the back seat.

Knob. I reckon that’s what him and his wife do in bed.

JADE

Sit up doing crosswords? 

Sniggers.

Whatever puts lead in his pencil.

ZAK

Means he has something to write with first thing in the morning.

Jade grins.

What are your plans for tomorrow?

JADE

Plans? Drink lots of coffee to get this crap out of my bloodstream. Why do you ask?

ZAK

Just making conversation.

He looks at her sideways, but she is focused on driving.

I think I might be out of coffee, that’s all.

Jade gets the hint and spares him a look that suggests she isn’t impressed by cheesy pick-up attempts like that.

Ext. Zak’s house - night.

Jade’s car pulls up and the passenger door opens.

Int. car - night.

Zak pauses half-out of the car slyly.

ZAK

Come in if you want. You’re probably looking at a sleepless night - I’ve got a good way of passing the time when you’re buzzing.

JADE

Zak, I’d kill you and you know it.

ZAK

(Grinning and getting out of the car)

Yeah, but what a way to go.

JADE

Seeya later.

ZAK

Cheerio.

He slams the car door.

Ext. Zak’s house - night.

Zak turns and goes up the steps to his front door, while Jade does a U-turn in the road and accelerates away. He grins to himself as he unlocks his front door.

ZAK

(To himself, not resentfully)

Psycho bitch.

Int. Jade’s bedroom - morning.

High shot from ceiling slowly zooms in on Jade, lying half-on and half-under the duvet in her nightie. The shot continues to zoom, showing that her eyes are open and unblinking, until the whole frame is just her eyes. Only when the alarm clock goes off after a few seconds, she blinks for the first time. 

The shot changes to a close-up of a plug socket timer, which turns its final click and the timer light comes on, along with her radio, which is connected through it. Another oldie but goldie of local radio starts.

A ground level shot starts at the side of the bed, as Jade’s bare feet swing off the bed onto the floor, and proceeds to follow the feet around the house. Every square foot of floor is occupied by squeaky things, plastic footballs, giant Lego bricks, inflatables with bells in and other baby toys, so the journey is a hazardous one.

They go first to the bathroom and toilet, kicking a beach ball out of the way. Jade’s hand reaches down for the toilet roll, disappears out of shot and then drops it on the floor again a few seconds later. The toilet flushes and the feet go to the sink, and then the nightie drops onto the floor and the feet get into the bath to shower for thirty seconds, while yellow ducks bob around in the eddies and a football jostles for space at the plughole. The shower is switched off and she puts on a bathrobe from the back of the door, and heads back to the bedroom. The feet stop by the plug socket from before, and her hand reaches down to retrieve an audio cassette from the bedroom floor. The fading bars of Motown cut out and are replaced by dance music. The bathrobe lands on the floor and Jade’s feet walk out of shot as the camera pans upwards, past the bedside unit on which the stereo and alarm clock rest, and reveal her choice of wall decorations such as horror film posters, No Fear and motorcycle posters, a tie-dyed sarong pinned up and a collection of baby photographs, some of just the baby and others showing her with the baby at various stages. The camera rotates to show the other walls, including the window with its multi-coloured nets,a Travel-cot, a dark blue wardrobe in the corner painted with silver stars, and a lot of mobiles and wind-chimes hung from the ceiling, until it reaches the back view and reflection in the dressing-table mirror of Jade in a T-shirt and boxer shorts, towelling her hair roughly. She drops the towel over the back of a chair, which has a pair of fluffy pink handcuffs locked to its backrest, and leaves the bedroom.

Int. kitchen - morning.

The kitchen lino is a minefield of fridge magnet alphabet letters which have escaped from their usual home. Jade pads around them and goes to fill the kettle at the sink before plugging it back in further along the worktop, switching on the speakers connecting the stereo from her bedroom as she does so. The doorbell rings and she dances her way around the magnets to go and answer it.

Int. hallway - morning.

Jade opens the front door to her mum, Paula, carrying Jade’s 1-yr-old baby and a bulging changing bag.

PAULA

(To baby)

Here’s Mummy!

Int. kitchen - morning.

The baby is occupied with fridge magnets and unpacking the laundry basket onto the floor, mostly out of shot. Jade and Paula sit at the kitchen table with mugs of tea.

PAULA

So you haven’t slept at all?

JADE

Not yet, no.

Paula sighs and shakes her head, evidently having heard the whole story.

PAULA

Could Steve have done it - when he fetched your drink?

JADE

It’d be pretty stupid of him after last time.

PAULA

How did he happen to have Diaze-stuff on him?

JADE

He’s had them on prescription for ages. Paranoid alcoholic manic-depression. I reckon it was the DJ. Steve said something about speaking to him.

PAULA

It’s a good thing the others knew what to do when they realised what was wrong.

JADE

They locked me in the boot of my own car!

PAULA

No, I mean they didn’t really hurt you or…take advantage or anything. If Zak hadn’t spiked you that last time and they’d not seen it happen before - anything could have happened.

JADE

Yeah, well Zak’s methods of introducing himself leave a lot to be desired.

They exchange looks.

He offered me to spend the night with him.

PAULA

It’s not worth it, is it?

JADE

(Wryly)

Me, Zak, and drugs? I don’t think so.

Paula smiles regretfully and looks out of the window. It is apparent as she twiddles her cup that Jade has some feelings for Zak which she isn’t letting on.

Jade sighs.

I don’t know. I don’t know who to trust at the moment.

PAULA

Why don’t you let me get a change of clothes for Bubba and we’ll leave you for the rest of the day? He’s not in the way with me, not with that great loafer your brother at home complaining that all his friends are on holiday and he’s got nothing to do but play computer games - at least with Bubba too there’s someone remotely of the same intellect to keep him company.

Jade grins.

You can get some sleep then when you feel like it.

Int. bedroom - morning.

Jade spends a restless morning tidying her room, putting away clean laundry and even experimenting with rearranging the furniture. She finds a wooden Iai-jutsu practise sword under her bed and does a few drawing and cutting patterns idly but with concentration and focus that display more than adequate skill. She bores of this and puts it away under the bed again.

Back near the familiar plug socket, Jade is kneeling on her floor organising her cassettes, putting them back in the correct boxes and listening to another dance selection, still in her T-shirt and shorts. From the frown of concentration and irritated clicks of her tongue now and then, it is evident she hasn’t yet caught up on sleep, and that something about the previous night is still bothering her.

The doorbell rings, and with another sigh of annoyance she gets up to go and answer it.

Int. hallway - morning.

Jade opens the door. A man in leathers and crash helmet, several inches taller than her, stands outside. He looks down.

MAN

Is your dad home?

JADE

He might be. I couldn’t tell you.

MAN

Why not?

JADE

He doesn’t live here. This is my house.

MAN

Is that your car?

JADE

Currently.

MAN

In that case, this must be for you.

He unzips his jacket and reaches inside. Jade’s view is of the scene playing in slow motion, distorting around the edges as if suffering a flashback of the night before. She sees a glimpse of a yellow padded envelope, but his hand goes inside it instead of around it. She hears a click, sounding like a dungeon being unlocked as the sound is stretched out. The hand emerges wearing the envelope like an oven glove, and starts to rise towards her.

Jade catches her breath and takes a step back, and in turn he takes a step towards her. The scene speed suddenly normalises as Jade slams the door on his outstretched arm. The hand jerks convulsively with the man’s pained scream, and the envelope drops to the floor as Jade puts the chain on the door to trap the man’s arm, now hanging limply and twitching when he tries to extricate it.. A gun, resembling a machine pistol, skitters out of the envelope and down the hallway. She releases her captured breath.

JADE

(Astounded)

Fuck me.

MAN

(Screaming in agony as she leans on the door)

Fuck you!

JADE

That’s what I just said.

She walks down the hallway and picks the gun up. The hand flaps and jerks as the man tries to pull free, squealing and yelling obscenities in turn, the pain telling him his arm is broken and the missing gun telling him he is about to be shot. Still examining the gun, Jade picks up a mop from the hallway floor, walks back to the door, slots the mop handle through the letter-box and gives it a good shove into groinal regions. 

JADE

Shut up.

The man is silenced, apart from a suitable whimper. Jade disappears into the bedroom and returns with a set of the fluffy bondage handcuffs. She locks one around his dangling wrist, takes the chain off the door, and with a twist and throw he comes through the door and lands flat on his back in the middle of a pile of the giant Lego bricks. His scream of renewed pain doesn’t know now whether to focus on his arm or his spine, and Jade has followed through the Aikido throw by locking his wrists together in a full-Nelson behind his neck. His point of view shows Jade standing over him, inverted, levelling the gun at his forehead.

JADE

Not today, thank you.

Int. Jade’s bedroom - morning.

John the Ginger hitman is handcuffed to the bed by both his wrists and ankles with fluffy pink handcuffs. He is still in his leathers, the jacket unzipped to show a beige T-shirt starting to look a bit sweaty, but his gloves, crash helmet, boots and socks have been removed. A spangly sleep mask is over his eyes, and a small stuffed Teletubby-type toy is utilised as a gag and held in his mouth with a black stocking.

His right arm is twisted and swollen, turning violently blue and purple.

Jade sits at the end of the bed, turning from where she has just lit a candle on her dressing-table, a short plastic whip in her teeth, which she takes out and smacks across the sole of his foot if he struggles. She picks up a bottle of blue nail varnish and finishes painting his toenails. Putting the nail varnish back on the dressing-table, she tilts the candle critically, watching the wax run, then picks up a sheet of small yellow glitter Smiley stickers, peels one off and sticks it to his big toenail, completing the look. She is evidently just passing the time, as when the candle has burned to her satisfaction, she picks it up and tilts it above the sole of his foot. He screams into his gag as the wax dribbles down.

JADE

Now, now. Can’t have you running anywhere if you decide to escape, can we?

She replaces the candle on the dressing table.

You’ll be appreciating this in a minute. I’m only passing the time while deciding what to do with you.

Int. Jade’s kitchen - day.

Shot from inside tarantula tank. Jade enters the kitchen and switches the kettle on. She then approaches the tank, scoops out the tarantula and leaves the kitchen.

Int. Jade’s bedroom - day.

Jade enters petting the tarantula. The Hitman is straining at his bonds on the bed.

JADE

I’ve brought someone to keep you company.

She pulls up the Hitman’s T-shirt and deposits the tarantula onto his bare stomach, before speaking close to his ear.

His name’s Quentin. And I warn you, he does have a tendency to nest-build.

The Hitman freezes as Jade leaves the room again.

Int. Jade’s kitchen - day.

Shot from worktop behind sink. Jade makes herself a mug of tea, stirring it with a teaspoon, which she spins on one fingertip as a balancing trick, then tosses it into the sink before picking up the gun from beside the kettle and leaving the kitchen.

Int. Jade’s bedroom - day.

Jade enters from the kitchen, sipping from her mug of tea and carrying the machine pistol in her other hand. She sits on the chair and puts it down beside her on top of the yellow envelope.

JADE

Comfy?

GINGER HITMAN

(Through gag)

Uck oo.

She leans forwards and pulls the toy out of his mouth with a merry squeak.

Fuck you!

JADE

Don’t open that mouth so wide when you shout - not when Quentin’s looking for a nice dark hole to scurry into.

The Hitman purses his lips and sweats nervously instead. Quentin the tarantula, in contrast, might as well be asleep.

Jade sips her tea again and puts it down on the floor.

So - your name is J. Hartnell, and you live at 87 Newmere Gardens.

GINGER HITMAN

How do you know that?

JADE

(Glancing to the floor next to her)

It’s written on this envelope. 

GINGER HITMAN

Oh, Jesus.

JADE

I bet you wish you’d gone out and bought a new one, eh? What’s so interesting about my car that you’d want to kill me?

GINGER HITMAN

You were followed, you stupid bitch.

JADE

Followed from where?

GINGER HITMAN

You won’t get away with it.

JADE

Get away with what? I haven’t done anything aside from not declaring my earnings, but I think this sort of response is a bit heavy-handed for the DSS.

GINGER HITMAN

(Chuckles ironically)

I get it. This is just to throw me off in case you don’t succeed in killing me first.

JADE

Listen - I’m getting bored, I’ve still got this broom handle here, and if you don’t start explaining why you’re here in the next twenty seconds I’m going to start inserting the cast of Sesame Street into your orifices.

She picks up a small plastic toy and squeaks it menacingly.

The name ‘Cookie Monster’ will mean something quite new to you.

There is a pause. Jade gets to her feet again and walks round the bed. She holds the toy next to his ear and squeaks it sharply.

GINGER HITMAN

Jesus, alright! The shooting last night. You were followed from the shooting to the nightclub. I was given the car numberplate and told to follow it up from there, that’s all I know.

JADE

What shooting?

GINGER HITMAN

(As if humouring her)

I don’t know, one of the other guys who works for him, I suppose.

JADE

Works for who?

GINGER HITMAN

For my boss.

JADE

(Squeaking the toy thoughtfully, making the Hitman nervous)

And what’s his name?

GINGER HITMAN

Dave Grisham.

JADE

(Surprised)

Dave Grisham? Big martial arts fanatic?

GINGER HITMAN

What, so you do know him?

JADE

(Evasively)

Only by association, you could say.

Int. large house - day.

Dave Grisham, forty-odd, prosperous in build (leaning towards the portly) sits in front of a widescreen TV in a silk kimono dressing-gown, watching a Bruce Lee or Jackie Chan film. The house has a mixture of orthodox and Oriental furnishings - a sword hanging on the wall is far too ornamental to be genuine, and a portrait painted of Mr. Grisham in full Aikido dress with the sword across his knees adds to the slightly false, image-based feel of the property. Through the open French windows two men in black ninja T-shirts practise synchronised Iai-jutsu (sword drawing and cutting) patterns - a stereo near them plays meditational music. Two swarthy men sit at a table - one with a calculator, hardback files and notepad, evidently doing accounts, while the other is rolling a spliff.

Dave Grisham, grinning, has the remote control in his hand and winds back the fight scene to watch it again, obviously never tiring of it. A third swarthy man enters holding a cordless phone which he is just switching off.

DAVE

Watch this, it’s great. How does he do that?

SWARTHY MAN WITH PHONE

I’ve got a bit more info on the car.

DAVE

He did all his own stunts, you know. What car?

SWARTHY MAN

The one we followed from Barrett’s house to the club last night. I phoned round a few contacts at garages - apparently it belongs to a female. A bouncer at the nightclub. Got a description.

DAVE

Oh, that car. I’ve sent Knock-Down-Ginger to deal with it.

The two men at the table glance up and then exchange looks briefly.

Whatever happens, keep shtum about it. I’ve got the rest of the Chop Saki dojo coming round to play this weekend, and I don’t want any distractions. These martial arts guys are good at what they do, but they don’t understand the business, if you get my meaning. In the real world, let bullets and money do the talking, not fancy sword-work.

The Swarthy Man nods.

None of them would know where to start. You have to understand people, how they move in society. Did you remember to send some flowers to Barrett’s girlfriend?

SWARTHY MAN

Boyfriend.

DAVE

Really?

He presses the Rewind button again, reasserting his angle on the conversation.

Why am I not surprised?

Int. Jade’s bedroom - day.

Jade is seated on the chair twirling the squeaky menace and the Ginger Hitman is still tied up and blindfolded on the bed as before.

JADE

So he calls you up out of the blue, says to you ‘Somebody’s just shot my mate, go round and kill them’ and you just do it?

GINGER HITMAN

He pays a lot of money.

JADE

Up front?

GINGER HITMAN

Some of it.

JADE

Where is it?

GINGER HITMAN

It’s left in my name at the sorting office. 

She goes back and sits cross-legged on the chair and picks up a marker pen from the bedside table. She writes ‘KNOCK-DOWN-GINGER HITMAN - CHECK MAIL SORTING OFFICE FOR EVIDENCE’ in big letters on the yellow envelope, and circles his name and address.

GINGER HITMAN

The money won’t do you any good. You don’t have the authority to pick it up - and they’ll send someone else after you if I fail.

JADE

Good, I could use a social life.

She picks up the gun and slides it into a dressing-table drawer.

Ext. police station - day.

Jade’s car drives away from the kerb. The Ginger Hitman is left handcuffed to a lamp-post, still blindfolded and swearing, the incriminating envelope taped securely to his back.

Ext. Jade’s house - day.

Jade gets out of her car, still in her T-shirt and shorts, and walks to the Ginger Hitman’s motorbike, still parked at the kerb behind it. The keys are in the ignition and she pulls them out before heading indoors.

She emerges again a moment later wearing combat trousers, a plain bomber jacket and buckling on the crash helmet left by the Ginger Hitman. She goes to the bike, gets on, starts it up, and checking the road ahead and behind for traffic, she pulls away.

Int. M.O.T. testing station office - day.

Zak, wearing stained blue mechanic’s overalls, stands behind the desk reading through some parts ordering lists. Jade enters carrying the crash helmet, the bike visible parked on the forecourt outside.

JADE

I need someone to look me over quickly.

ZAK

(Without looking up)

Alright - straight through there and take your clothes off, I’ll be with you in a minute.

JADE

Zak!

ZAK

(Looks up in surprise)

Jay - how are you feeling?

JADE

I’m fine. I need my car towed.

ZAK

What - did you get back alright?

JADE

Yeah, fine - I just want to put it in for an MOT early. I don’t want to drive it down in case something’s wrong. I have a feeling it might draw unwelcome attention if there is.

ZAK

Like what?

JADE

It might have been broken into last night while I was knocked out in the boot. I need it checked over.

ZAK

(Chuckling)

That means Steve’ll have to drive to work tonight. He’ll be pleased. I think he was planning to score the night off ‘cos of the footie match.

JADE

I’ll go round and see him and explain things.

ZAK

Two o’clock alright to pick the car up?

JADE

(Sliding the keys over to him)

Yeah. You’ve got my address, haven’t you?

ZAK

Yeah, but I’ll probably lose it when it comes to billing you for the tow.

She glances at him and he winks before grinning.

When do you want the car back?

JADE

Oh, I’m not in a hurry.

ZAK

(Joking)

Do you want the car back?

Jade pauses thoughtfully.

JADE

I’ll get back to you on that one.

She grins over her shoulder as she goes back outside.

Ext. Steve’s house - day.

Four or five boisterous kids run around the front and back gardens, through the paddling pool, entangling themselves in the washing which Steve’s wife Marie is trying to hang out, shooting each other with water-pistols and screaming with delight. In the front parking slot is an old Volvo estate and a small trailer with a tarpaulin across it. From a fenced-off enclosure in the back garden a couple of dogs bark incessantly. The front door stands open and the radio blares out from indoors.

Jade parks the bike at the kerb, a temporary distraction for Steve’s kids, and takes the crash helmet off before pushing the gate open. Marie looks round and acknowledges her with a wave, a clothes-peg in her teeth. Marie is in her mid-twenties, a bleach-blonde Ibiza clubbing-type, more likely stepmother to Steve’s rampaging brood than their real mother.

JADE

Hi, Marie. Is Steve home?

MARIE

He’s indoors. He’s just on his way out somewhere.

JADE

Oh, I only want a quick word.

MARIE

Go ahead. I think he’s in the kitchen.

JADE 

Thanks.

She goes inside.

Int. Steve’s kitchen - day.

Close-up of Page 3 of The Sun, which Steve is perusing as he lounges against the worktop by the kettle, toaster and radio facing the doorway. There is a knock to get his attention and he lowers the paper to see Jade in the doorway in a similar pose to the model he has just been appreciating. Steve’s daywear consists of a Union Jack T-shirt with the sleeves cut out and black tracksuit bottoms cut off just below the knee, and trainers. He has British Bulldog tattoos on his arms, among others which reach all the way up to just above collar-height on his neck. A pair of surfer’s sunglasses dangle round his neck on a fluorescent yellow cord.

STEVE

(Surprised, not displeased)

Hallo, Jade! What brings you here?

JADE

Bit of bad news for you, I’m afraid.

STEVE

(Frowns and drops the newspaper onto the kitchen table with a slap)

What?

JADE

My car’s had to go in for its MOT. You’ve got to drive to work tonight.

STEVE

Oh, that’s alright. I’ve got to go out in a bit to take the bouncy castle to some school fete but I’ll be back in plenty of time. Do you want a tea or coffee or a beer, or something?

JADE

Are you sure it’s okay? Zak mentioned something about football later.

STEVE

Not for me - I’m the good boy now. Got my kids to think of.

One of his older boys reaches in through the kitchen window and squirts him with a water-pistol, laughing before running off, and he roars at them good-naturedly (in a Steve way).

Piss off, you little sod!

JADE

I’ll have a tea if you’re making one.

Steve switches on the kettle and empties the dregs of the last teapot-full out of the window.

STEVE

How are you feeling this morning?

JADE

(Attempting not to seem guarded)

Alright, yeah. I’m going home to catch up on sleep later but otherwise, fine.

Marie enters and dumps the empty laundry basket onto the kitchen table, going back out again almost immediately, calling over her shoulder.

MARIE

Don’t use all the milk up without telling me this time!

STEVE

Yes, dearest - I’ll set the milk alarm!

He rolls his eyes at Jade in resignation, who grins.

Int. Heavy Duty Security Ltd office - day.

Rear view of Alan, owner/manager of Heavy Duty, standing in front of the window while listening on the phone, big, broad-shouldered, forty-something. He’s wearing a tight-fitting black T-shirt with ‘heavy duty’ printed on the back, gaudy baggy weight-training trousers and a training back-support belt. A ghetto blaster on the windowsill plays dance music, low-volume while he is engaged in conversation. It is apparent that entertainment security is as much a hobby as it is a business.

ALAN

Yes - I understand - I think you’re missing out on a good man for the job. If you check the records I’m sure you’ll find that the appeal case found him not guilty - no, he’d already served eighteen months.

He looks round as the office door opens and Jade enters. He nods and indicates a seat while he continues his one-sided conversation.

I have absolute faith in all of my staff, sir, not one has let me down yet. Yes - alright, yes, I’ll speak to you soon.

He tosses the phone onto the desk and leans on it heavily with both hands, collecting his thoughts before looking up.

Hallo, Jade.

JADE

Everything alright, Alan?

ALAN

Adrenalize got scent of a rumour that one of my bouncers had a record for manslaughter, and even though I haven’t put him down for their gig they want to do a check on him anyway.

JADE

You mean Kurt.

ALAN

Yes, Kurt, bless his cotton socks. I don’t like the thought of them digging around too much seeing as it was only a technicality meant he got let off. And he does good work for me. I still believe that if you treat people as though they have no history, they won’t be able to haunt you with it, but sometimes you get nosey bastards like Adrenalize who want to know things like how many of you were Caesarian birth.

JADE

I came to talk to you about some of our history, actually.

ALAN

It’s one of those days. How can I help you?

JADE

I haven’t known the guys as long as you. I just want to know off the record, how much I can REALLY trust them.

ALAN

(Sharply)

Has any of them let you down? 

JADE

No - quite the opposite - I’m just a bit concerned that as much as we say we watch each other’s backs, how much they really mean it. To be blunt - am I likely to be stabbed in mine?

Alan heaves a sigh, and sits down on his side of the desk.

ALAN

Jade, working with you are three guys who aren’t going to step one millimetre out of line. Kurt’s got that dead punter on his conscience regardless of what the courts say, Zak’s supposed to be waiting for his ban on professional karate to be up if and when he can provide them with a clear drugs test result, and Steve’s barred from travelling and working almost anywhere since his gorgeous physog graced many police station walls alongside other organised soccer hooligans. Working for me they’ve got a uniform and a bit of anonymity and I take all the residual flak for them. So if you’ve got any reason to distrust any of them, your first port of call is this office. Is that clear?

JADE

Crystal.

ALAN

And they probably think more of you than you give them credit for. It’s usually the guys who come in here complaining about the women I make them work with. I’ve had no complaints about you.

Jade nods, reassured. Alan gets up and switches off the tape on his ghetto blaster, picking it up and putting it on the desk while he sorts out his mobile phone and Filofax and pushes them into his gym bag. 

I’ve got to rush, I’m going to see Kurt downstairs and let him know how his reputation is currently standing. Was there anything else?

JADE

Nah.

She gets up and spins the crash helmet around on one hand idly.

Did Adrenalize clear me?

ALAN

Remarkably, yes. You’ve got a police record like a nun’s sex-life - non-existent.

JADE

(Joking)

Who’s been talking to you about my sex-life?

ALAN

(As they head out of the office)

Don’t tell me, it just means you’ve never been caught.

JADE

Not having sex, anyway.

ALAN

Maybe if you were caught having sex with a policeman, then you’d have a police record.

Ext. Heavy Duty Office - day.

Jade and Alan emerge and part company. Jade walks to the bike parked at the kerb, and Alan walks two doors down to an open-fronted tattooist’s with a sign outside saying ‘Flying Serpent Gym Upstairs’. Kurt appears in the doorway of the tattooist’s and greets Alan before leading the way upstairs. Watching, Jade puts on her crash helmet again and sets off.

Int. hospital room - day.

The Ginger Hitman has a room to himself and his police guard companion. The Hitman lies on the bed with his right arm in a cast and his neck in a collar. His painted toenails stick out of the bandages on his feet and the inane Smiley sticker is of particular annoyance to him. A nurse comes in with two cups of tea, hands one to the police officer and puts the other on the over-bed table. The Hitman eyes it incredulously. He cannot support himself on his good arm and pick up the tea with his injured one, or vice versa.

GINGER HITMAN

Oh, you’re having a laugh -

POLICE OFFICER

(Sipping his tea)

Oh, talking to us now, are you?

GINGER HITMAN

Yeah, ha ha. Any chance of making a phone call? I need to ring my boss and explain why I’m not coming back to work today.

POLICE OFFICER

(Picks up a pen and scribbles on the notepad next to him to make sure it is working)

Just give us his name and number and we’ll see to it.

GINGER HITMAN

Suit yourself. David - his number’s in my wallet which you so kindly confiscated earlier.

POLICE OFFICER

What’s his surname?

GINGER HITMAN

Just ask for Dave.

POLICE OFFICER

And what do you do for him?

GINGER HITMAN

I’m a despatch rider.

He makes another attempt to get to his tea, and mutters irritably.

Oh, give me a break - can I have some more of those painkillers?

Ext. Jade’s house - day.

A mechanic secures her car to the hoist of a tow-truck before jumping back into the truck’s cab and setting off.

Int. MOT garage - day.

Zak unlocks the driver’s door and lets the handbrake off of Jade’s car to wheel it into a convenient spot, the other mechanic assisting by pushing at the rear. The radio blares out loud music in the garage.

ZAK

Whoa.

He pulls the brake back on. The other mechanic dusts his hands off and wanders away.

MECHANIC

Tea-time.

ZAK

(Calls after him)

Your turn to brew, then!

He sits on the edge of the driver’s seat and rolls the window up and down critically, sticks his finger into the lock mechanism, and feels around the door seal, frowning. He turns and checks all of the windows. They are intact.

Hmmm.

Int. Dave Grisham’s office - day.

Dave looks grimly at the Swarthy man on the other side of the desk.

DAVE

One dead, one arrested. Apparently for killing the other one. Who the fuck is doing this? I mean, are we being set up or what?

SWARTHY MAN

It’s got to be connected to the club. She works there.

DAVE

We can’t jump to any conclusions - that could get us all sorts of trouble. Consider what we do know. It was a professional job. We know she can’t be a jilted girlfriend because Barrett was into guys. I think it was business. Maybe someone else wanted to deal on his patch.

SWARTHY MAN

Right.

DAVE

So far we’ve only got her to go on, so she’s the one we want dealt with. Have you got her name and address?

SWARTHY MAN

(Shakes his head)

Ginger John didn’t leave any details.

DAVE

Christ, how hard can it be? One woman, all on her own - I know she’s a bouncer but they’re only any good in gangs of three or four. I want you to pay the club a visit. I’m very disappointed in John, it’s a black mark on an otherwise perfect record. This has got to be dealt with. I’ll have the suppliers laughing at me if this goes on.

SWARTHY MAN

Well - we’ve got the description to go on -

DAVE

So do something about it. Has Peter gone out yet?

SWARTHY MAN

No, he’s around.

DAVE

Tell him to come in for a word. And don’t mention anything to him about Barrett or Ginger John. You - get organised. I know professional hits aren’t your thing, but I’m sure you could stage something in your usual style of thuggery.

The Swarthy man departs, and a moment later Peter sticks his head round the door.

PETER

Yes, Dave?

DAVE

Come in, Peter. Sit down.

Peter closes the door behind him and takes a seat opposite. Dave gets up and picks up another ornamental sword from the shelf behind him, lays it reverently on the desk and draws it out of its sheath, turning it in the light. Then he opens a drawer in his desk and gets out a polishing cloth and some anti-rusting agent.

I want you to follow the Anthill Mob when they go clubbing later.

PETER

Why, what’s up?

DAVE

I’ve asked them to do a favour for me but my instincts are telling me they’re going to cock it up. We’re working against an unknown factor. Keep out of their way, don’t get involved - but if for any reason they draw unwanted attention or get arrested or at the very least fail to leave the club on time and intact, I need someone else followed.

PETER

(Intrigued)

Sounds heavy.

DAVE

It could well be. There’s a bouncer working at the club - a woman. Apparently she’s one of two female bouncers there, and the only information we’ve got so far is that she’s not the blonde one - she’s dark.

PETER

What do you need to know?

DAVE

Just who she is if possible and where she lives. Nothing intrusive.

PETER

Do you think she’s working for the competition or something?

DAVE

It’s a possibility. Just make sure you’re not seen. I don’t want you to get caught up in anything messy. You don’t know who these people are.

PETER

(Grinning, getting up)

Trust me.

DAVE

I do. That’s why I asked.

Int. Jade’s bedroom - evening.

Jade’s alarm radio comes on again, this time rousing her from a much-needed heavy sleep. She groans and rolls off the bed.

Ext.  Jade’s house - evening.

Jade, dressed for work, wheels the motorbike into the narrow alley behind the dustbins next to her house and pulls a plastic sheet over it. Steve’s Volvo stops at the kerb and beeps, and she emerges again, checks her front door is closed, and gets into the back next to Zak. Kurt is already in the front alongside Steve, both wearing their shades today, and the car pulls away again.

Ext. nightclub - evening.

The punters, queuing as before, file in gradually past the greetings and scrutiny of Kurt and Zak.

Int. nightclub - evening.

The atmosphere is in the early-warming-up stages. The regular DJ is back at the decks, the club dancer has the dancefloor and podium stage to herself, Steve is chatting up a barmaid, and Jade does a routine early check of the toilets. When she emerges she bumps into Nik.

NIK

Aha - good evening.

JADE

Alright, Nik.

NIK

(Deadpan)

How are you?

JADE

Fine, thanks.

NIK

Good.

He walks away. Jade shakes her head to herself.

JADE

Weirdo.

The shot pans around the club. Steve detaches himself from the bar and goes upstairs to relieve Zak from door duty. Zak goes downstairs, circles the club once and meets Jade by the bar where she is drinking pop, this time out of a glass bottle. She holds it with her thumb covering the opening while not drinking out of it. He leans on the bar beside her.

JADE

So - talk to me, Zak.

ZAK

I had a quick glance over your car when it came in. There’s no sign of any break-in, or anything.

JADE

Hmm.

ZAK

Is there something specific about it that’s bothering you?

Jade shrugs.

Was it getting locked in the boot last night? There wasn’t much else we could do for you at the time.

JADE

No - that part was okay. The part where a man turned up on my doorstep this morning and tried to kill me because my car had been followed back here from the scene of a shooting last night is really what you might call the crux of the problem.

ZAK

What?

JADE

Somebody used my car as a getaway vehicle last night while I was asleep in the boot. They used it to go and shoot a man dead who turns out to have some very irate friends. 

ZAK

(Incredulous)

Did you go to the police?

JADE

Yeah - I left the other hitman tied up outside the station this morning with a note stuck to his back. Unfortunately at the minute they think he carried out the murder that he thinks I carried out.

ZAK

Why don’t you go and sort it with them?

JADE

Don’t trust them. And partly because I need his bike to get me around while I suss out who it was used my car last night.

ZAK

I wouldn’t involve the pigs either. Steve took your car keys - try and find out what he did with them. I’ll have another look at your car and see if the ignition was messed around with.

JADE

Right.

ZAK

For Christ’s sake don’t let Sean or Nik or Alan hear about it just yet. Sean’s on the verge of getting Troy Witherspoon as a guest resident DJ and I reckon he’d personally shoot anybody who got in the way of that happening.

JADE

Supposing it was Witherspoon who spiked my drink?

ZAK

Yeah, well we’ll cross that bridge when we come to it.

He looks at her, incredulous again.

Somebody tried to kill you?

JADE

You think I got to be a bouncer because I like wearing black?

ZAK

Actually, I thought it was because of your fetish for men in bomber jackets.

Jade raises an eyebrow and downs her drink. The shot pulls back and pans around the club again, and up the stairs to the front doors. Steve and Kurt exchange looks as Troy Witherspoon enters with a young blonde, a second door held open for him especially so they can jump the queue. Nik is there to greet him, and gestures down the stairs before escorting them inside.

KURT

Looks like Sean got a result.

STEVE

I still don’t know how he does it.

KURT

Are we going to pull Mr. Spoon aside for a word later?

STEVE

Wait until we know the outcome of the guest DJ bookings before we scare him off.

Three swarthy men enter the club, who if the bouncers had been paying attention look decidedly shifty. Steve waves them through without a second glance.

Int. dancefloor - night.

Nik holds open the Staff Only door for Witherspoon and his companion, and Sean on the other side greets them with much palm-rubbing and beaming. Jade and Zak pass by on patrol before the door swings shut behind them.

JADE

That was Witherspoon.

ZAK

Sean must have got his residency deal. Let him get it signed and sealed first.

On the other side of the club, the three swarthy men insinuate their way to a bar and lounge against it, scanning the club. One waves away a barman who offers to serve them, and another nudges his companion and nods in the direction of the walking area behind the DJ stand. They detach themselves from the bar again and mosey off around the outside of the dancefloor.

They approach Jade and Zak indirectly, who are patrolling towards them. They pass without so much as eye-contact, but then Swarthy Man #1 brings the back of his elbow up into the back of Zak’s neck, almost knocking him over, and jumps into a fighting stance as Zak recovers. The other two pounce on Jade, and she has one of them in a headlock and is turning his body around to shield the front of her before there is the flash of a knife under the strobe-light.

Zak blocks his opponent’s first lunge and propels him into the wall, where by rebounding his head against it makes sure he slides down it and stays there.

Zak turns around to see a tableau under the strobes of Jade crouching with the second attacker still in a headlock. The third is looking at the knife in his hand, glinting red under the flashing lights, and then down at his restrained companion. A dark stain is spreading across the second man’s shirt. The third man with the knife suddenly bolts for the stairs.

Zak grabs his walkie-talkie from his belt.

ZAK

Kurt, there’s a bloke with a knife coming your way. He’s just stabbed somebody!

Int. nightclub lobby - night.

Kurt, one hand to his earpiece, freezes. Steve has heard it too, and seeing the knifeman bounding up the stairs towards them realises that Kurt is going to do nothing or just stand there, shoves him aside and clotheslines the escaping Swarthy Man as he reaches the doorway. With a satisfactory crack, the knifeman lands flat on his back on the pavement outside, his head on the threshhold, unconscious.

Int. dancefloor - night.

Two other bouncers are attending the first unconscious Swarthy Man by the back wall while Zak helps Jade disentangle from his bleeding companion, who is alive and groaning.

ZAK

Are you alright?

JADE

Me or him?

ZAK

You of course, Tart.

JADE

I think that was meant for me.

ZAK

I know.

The First Aid staff arrive as Jade and Zak exchange grim stares over the injured man. The shot pulls back and pans round the club again, as the music, lights and dancing continue, oblivious to the incident.

Int. nightclub lobby - night.

Nik is locking the doors behind the last of the punters at the end of the evening. Sean is concluding a conversation with Troy Witherspoon and his companion at the top of the stairs. Nik turns to the four ‘heavy duty’ bouncers as they turn in their security tags, a different colour every night.

NIK

What did you tell the police?

ZAK

The usual. There was a fight, we broke it up, one guy had already been stabbed.

NIK

Okay, good.

He turns to Jade, speaking to her in his normal deadpan manner.

Do you want to take tomorrow night off?

JADE

What am I, a pouf or something?

NIK

Definitely something.

He turns and walks back to where Sean is still chatting to Troy. Sean and Troy shake hands and Nik escorts him and his blonde friend to the doors, unlocking one to let them out. Jade notes that Troy’s baseball-style jacket has the logo JUBILEE RECORDS on the back, and then he is gone. Sean claps his hands together and rubs them with more glee than usual as he saunters over to the bouncers waiting to go home.

SEAN

Good news after all, people. Wildcat Witherspoon is our new monthly special resident DJ!

A politely interested murmur and exchange of glances greets the news.

And well done to those who contained that incident earlier on, I think that helped to impress him.

ZAK

(Joking)

We’ll arrange another one for next week, then.

Nik glares at him.

SEAN

Wildcat’s agreed to come down tomorrow night as one of the judges on our Red Hot Decks DJ competition and promote his new slot, so everyone on their best behaviour. I expect all of you to change your underwear and wash behind your ears. Understood?

Int. Time Out all-night café - night.

The fruit machine purrs and flashes, this time for its own amusement only. Kurt sits at the table staring out of the window grimly, Steve is seated on the other side, and Zak on the adjoining table with his feet on the back of the chair which Jade is seated on.

STEVE

That was a nice bit of inaction earlier, Kurt.

ZAK

Let it go, Steve - we got all three of them, that’s all that matters. We’ve got other things to worry about.

Kurt shakes his head and rubs his lower lip.

KURT

I’m sorry, alright? I don’t know what happened.

STEVE

You can’t let the past haunt you like that. One guy took a tumble down some stairs once. Some people say you pushed him, some say you just stood in his way. If you go round worrying what people are saying all the time, your mind’s not going to stay on the job where it should be.

KURT

I’m not worried about people, fuck people. It’s just that if one event in one split second could mean life in prison, having been there once already I don’t fancy the idea of booking a return visit. I’m walking a thin enough line as it is.

ZAK

Why, what else have you been up to?

KURT

(Warning voice)

Watch it.

JADE

Anyway, Steve, what did you do with my car keys last night?

STEVE

I was getting sweated up because Nikolai had me running back and forth on errands for Mr. Spoon, so I chucked my jacket on the DJ stand. Any fucker could have taken them, they were there when I picked it up at the end of the night, that’s all.

ZAK

Did Witherspoon have a break during his set?

STEVE

He might have gone for a piss, I don’t know. We were one bouncer short if you remember. I can’t be everywhere at once.

JADE

Forget it.

She crushes her empty cola can in one hand and drops it on the table, getting up.

Let’s just go.

She strides out.

Ext. Time Out - night.

The other three bouncers follow Jade outside and head back to the alleyway where Steve’s car is parked. Peter is across the road, pretending to be waiting at a taxi rank with some other clubbers. He spots Jade and looks shocked.

PETER

Oh, you’ve got to be joking. What the Hell?

He looks around and heads away from the taxi rank quickly, as if worried he might be seen.

Shit.

Ext. Jade’s house - night.

Jade gets out of the back of Steve’s car and slams the door. The other rear door opens and Zak jumps out.

STEVE

(From the driver’s seat)

Where are YOU going?

ZAK

Just a minute, guys. Jade!

JADE

(Without stopping)

What?

Zak catches up with her.

ZAK

(In a low voice)

Perhaps you shouldn’t stay on your own tonight.

JADE

It’s alright, I won’t be on my own. I’ve got - Mr. Uzi.

ZAK

Who?

JADE

New neighbour. In the flat upstairs. Bit of a vigilante. I’ll be fine.

ZAK

I’m only working a half day tomorrow. Come round after one and we’ll sort something out about your car.

JADE

Okay, okay.

ZAK

Alright. Be careful.

JADE

(Insistently)

I will, God -

Zak kisses her, only briefly, taking her by surprise.

ZAK

See you tomorrow.

He jogs back round the car and jumps back in, while Steve and Kurt snigger and make ‘Whooo-oooh’ noises. Steve rolls down his window and leans out as he starts the car.

STEVE

Seeya later!

He makes a couple of kissing noises before pulling away with a chuckle. Jade smirks, her mood lifted again, and shakes her head as the car drives off.

JADE

Goodnight boys!

(To herself)

God, don’t do this to me, Zak - now’s not the best of times.

She turns and unlocks her door, going inside and turning on the light before closing it behind her.

Int. Dave Grisham’s house - night.

Dave is waiting up, watching another Oriental rite-of-passage flick. Peter strides in, throws his car keys on the worktop in the darkened kitchen area and goes to the fridge. The fridge light illuminates him as he scans the contents.

DAVE

They haven’t called. Am I right in assuming the worst?

PETER

Sorry. I need a drink.

DAVE

(Getting up)

Christ, man, I thought you gave that up for good - what happened?

Peter turns round, opening a beer.

PETER

That bouncer you wanted followed - it’s Jade.

He kicks the fridge door shut.

What’s going on, Dave?

Int. Jade’s house - dream sequence - night.

Jade is lying in bed with her eyes closed, but listening for every minute sound in the house. The breeze rustling the net curtains, a clockwork musical toy suddenly grinding out a few bars of a nursery rhyme - Quentin, tapping the glass of his tank with a foreleg. The UV light behind the spider’s tank throws a massive tarantula shadow on the opposite kitchen wall.

A pair of black-clad feet pad silently around the Lego bricks on the hallway floor, slowly negotiating the other toys, the mop, the cassettes strewn on her bedroom floor as they enter the room and approach the bed. A hand pops the blade out of a flick-knife as it draws closer - until one of the feet steps on a squeaky toy. Jade draws the gun from under her pillow and sits bolt upright in bed, pointing the gun at nothing. The room is empty. The curtains billow in the draft.

She gets out of bed, still holding the gun, and paces around the toys to the front door. After a moment’s pause, she opens it slowly, and steps out onto her front path.

Ext. Jade’s house - dream sequence - night.

Jade, in her nightwear and holding the gun, walks the few yards down her front path to the pavement. She looks up and down the deserted street.

After a moment, a car approaches, very slowly. Jade sees the window roll down and the Swarthy Men inside. One of them raises a gun and rests the muzzle on the sill. Jade lifts her own gun and fires into the car as it passes, with seemingly little effect. Laughing, the Swarthy Man returns fire, and the car carries on down the street. Jade looks down at herself to see that she is uninjured, then turning to look at the bullet-holes in the front door behind her, sees that the door is bleeding.

Int. Jade’s bedroom - night.

Jade turns over and wakes. The room is empty, as before, and the curtains billow inwards on the breeze. She takes a deep breath to clear her head, sits up and swings her legs out of bed, switches on the bedside light, then goes to the window and shuts it. She stands rubbing her face for a moment in the middle of the room, then goes to the dressing-table and checks the drawer. The gun is still inside, and she closes it again without touching it, heaving a sigh of relief.

She leans over the empty Travel-cot and winds up the baby’s lullaby mobile. The soothing plinking tune breaks the silence in the house, and she climbs back into bed, leaving the light on.

Int. Jade’s kitchen - night.

The shadow on the wall of Quentin the tarantula, as if disturbed by the lullaby music, shows him tapping the glass and burrowing into his bedding.

Int. Dave Grisham’s house - day.

Dave is on the phone. Around him several black-clad ninja T-shirted guys are exchanging greetings over cans of beer, comparing bruises, showing off articles in a martial arts magazine, and asking whose turn it is to ‘skin up’.

DAVE

How is he, is it serious? No, no - good. Deary me. That’s the second chap in hospital off sick in two days. Yes, dropping like flies. A fight? Dear oh dear. Tell him to take it easy and to call me on Monday, if he can - I’ll speak to him then when I’ve got more time available. Thanks for calling.

He hangs up, and claps his hands together.

Right, who’s ready for some breakfast?

One of the ninja dudes holds out a freshly-rolled spliff, to the amusement of the others.

Ah, thank you very much.

Peter picks up his car keys from the worktop.

PETER

I’m just off to collect the others.

DAVE

Good. Got something special planned for this weekend - test your skills a bit.

Peter gives him a Look as he heads out.

Ext. Jade’s house - day.

The shot is from under the plastic sheet concealing the motorbike. It is pulled aside abruptly, and Jade, in jeans and black T-shirt, wheels the bike out of the narrow alley.

Ext. motorcycle sequence.

At one point Jade pauses at traffic lights outside The Flying Serpent Tattooist’s and Gym, and looks across. A band are outside busking. She can see Kurt and Alan inside, talking somewhat animatedly. They do not notice her, and when the lights change, she carries on.

Ext. Jubilee Records music store - day.

Jubilee Records is tiny, verging on the minute in scale, selling second-hand and imports to discerning DJs. Jade parks on the pavement outside and goes in, taking off her crash helmet.

Int. Jubilee Records - day.

The guy behind the counter spins tunes at the back of the shop as if he has just opened his bedroom to the public and called it a music store. Troy Witherspoon lolls against a corner of the counter, tapping his feet with the music and flicking through some records idly. He is evidently here in a social capacity as they are exchanging quips about the mixing as Jade approaches.

TROY

(Holding out a seven-inch single over the counter)

Here, try this one next.

The store proprietor turns to take it, and grins as Jade leans on the counter next to Troy.

STORE DJ

Looking for anything in particular, miss?

His tone suggests that she isn’t, except perhaps to get close to a popular DJ.

JADE

Have you got a twelve-inch Helicopter?

His grin fades, and he straightens up, jerking a thumb over his shoulder.

STORE DJ

I’ll, er, just go and look in the back for you.

He disappears through a door to the back of the shop, leaving Jade alone with Troy. Troy suddenly recognises her.

TROY

(Pointing)

I know you. You’re a bouncer from that club.

JADE

That’s right. I hear you got a guest residency slot. Is it congratulations or commiserations?

TROY

Oh, I need it for a recording deal. My record company want to tape some live club sessions for an album. Your place hasn’t sponsored one before, and it’s got a pretty good reputation for music. Popular with the DJs, too.

JADE

I can’t think why.

TROY

It’s the little things. Extras. You know.

He sniffs the back of his hand to illustrate.

I got offered some, but I’m not into that.

JADE

I thought it was all sex and drugs and rock and roll to you lot.

TROY

Yeah, but certain things I don’t want to fuck with. I’ve seen better guys than me messed up by it.

JADE

So who was offering - not Sean?

TROY

Well, no, he’d get into trouble, wouldn’t he? It was one of your lot. Big tall bloke.

JADE

Black, white..?

TROY

Earring, German accent. Or Dutch, maybe. Said he could sort me out anything I wanted, any amount. I said cheers, I’ll have two crates of Becks and an ice-pop, it’s hot in here.

JADE

Oh, of course. Nik. He’s not one of our lot, we’re all agency. He’s the club’s security manager. We call him Nickel Arse.

Troy and Jade grin at each other. The store DJ returns with a shabby-sleeved 12-inch single and holds it up for Jade’s inspection. She considers it for a moment before shaking her head.

Nah, it’s alright, mate. I’ve got that one.

Ext. Zak’s house - day.

Zak’s garage door is open, and a big punchbag swings from the entrance, which he is practising on, still wearing his work overalls with the sleeves off and tied around his waist. He has dragon tattoos on his forearms and Harley-Davidson petrol-tank-style flame designs on his shoulders. The garage is not used for a car, but a motorbike, minus its petrol tank, is parked at the back, and the rest of available space is taken up by training equipment, consisting of a weight-training bench and barbells, and the usual garage junk like tent pack, bicycle, tools and workbench.

Jade turns the bike she is riding into the driveway at the garage entrance and parks up, switching off and dismounting. Zak catches the punchbag on its return swing and holds onto it, panting and grinning as she removes the crash helmet.

JADE

I’ve seen Troy.

ZAK

(Surprised)

Have you?

JADE

Yeah. According to him, he’s not into drugs.

ZAK

But would he tell you if he was?

He thumps the punchbag a few times. Jade grabs the other side to steady it.

JADE

However - he did tell me that apparently Nikolai offered him some.

ZAK

(Stops punching again)

Really?

JADE

Anything he wanted, according to him.

ZAK

Think he was telling the truth?

JADE

He said it explains why the club’s popular with DJs. Little extras.

ZAK

Hmmm.

He pauses and folds his arms.

Maybe old Nickel Arse isn’t as straight as he makes out.

He gives the bag a sudden punch, causing Jade to let go and take a step back to regain balance. She grabs the bag and swings it back at him abruptly. He skips out of the way.

JADE

Alright - you want to practise properly, Smartarse?

She crooks her finger at him, beckoning. Zak laughs and playfully aims a half-hearted kick at her. She grabs his foot, twists it inwards and drops into a sudden crouch. Zak spins onto the garage floor face down, arms spreadeagled to absorb the blow. The breath is knocked out of him. Jade catches his left foot, puts it into the back of his right knee and folds his right leg over it to lock him down.

Too slow, amigo.

She leans forwards and flicks the back of his ear. He flinches.

ZAK

Okay, Missus Ninja - you win.

He waits until she lets him go, then rolls over and flips onto his feet. He grabs a bicycle pump from the workbench and uses it in the style of a nightstick to put her in a lazy headlock. She can’t escape from it.

Gotcha.

He kisses her on the cheekbone loudly before letting her go, tossing the pump aside again and strolling out of the garage. Jade is left holding her cheek in surprise. He’s given her something else to think about.

Int. Zak’s front room - day.

Close-up of work with credit card on glass coffee-table-top, separating two lines of coke. Zak looks up from the table intermittently to keep up with the motorcycle Grand Prix pictures on TV, and to follow Jade’s progress as she explores his front room. The TV volume is turned down and a CD plays instead.

Zak’s room is full of martial arts stuff, but in contrast to Dave Grisham’s house, his is the genuine article - certificates and photos are on the walls, trophies are lined up on the mantelpiece, medals hang on the trophies. Above the fireplace are three types of sword - ninja, samurai and Iai, a number of throwing stars and a set of nunchakus.

JADE

(Squinting at a photo over the mantelpiece)

What style did you do professionally?

ZAK

Kyokushinkai.

He taps the credit card on the table before wiping and licking the edge of it clean and rubbing it into his gums.

JADE

I did some of that.

ZAK

What grade did you get?

JADE

I didn’t.

Zak takes a £10-note out of his wallet and rolls it up slowly, taking his time.

Do you know a bloke called David Grisham?

ZAK

No. What’s his style?

JADE

He’s not a martial artist. Well, not in the usual sense. An armchair martial artist. He’s got a big dope income and has open house sessions for training seminars - they keep him entertained, and he keeps them high on recreational herbal pharmaceuticals. I dropped out of the last dojo I was in when he got an interest. Partly because of the drugs, and the fact it all got a bit too pretentious after that.

ZAK

(Shaking his head to himself)

Never hang around with dealers. When they get raided, you think they’re going to protect your interests or theirs? They’re going to cough up every name in their address book if it’ll get a week off their sentence. How do you think I got busted out of pro competition? My name was in the dealer’s little black book, and I got done over although I’d never even met him face to face. The last thing you want to do is hang around at his house just waiting for the police to turn up one day.

JADE

(Slightly relieved, but eyeing the coke on the table)

That’s what I thought.

ZAK

Is that where you met Bubba’s dad?

JADE

Unfortunately.

ZAK

Why do you say unfortunately? You at least got something decent out of it. His loss if he’s not interested.

JADE

Just unfortunately that I didn’t see that earlier on. Then I wouldn’t have told him I was pregnant at all.

ZAK

But you needed to just to find out he was like that?

Jade nods.

That really sucks.

JADE

Well, at least I never have to see him again. It wasn’t exactly Happy Families with that bunch.

ZAK

(Half to himself)

Nor with my family either. 

He glances from her to the TV quickly as she looks at him and changes the subject.

I think we should do something magic to your car.

JADE

What, teach it to talk, so it can tell us who drove it on Thursday night?

ZAK

No - make it disappear. Bury it. If that bloke who tried to kill you isn’t charged shortly, unless the police get an extension he’ll be released. You don’t know what he’s saying to them, maybe he’s got some way of connecting your car to the shooting without incriminating himself. If it disappears and you report it stolen from work Thursday night, then if the car registration comes up you’re in the clear.

JADE

Hmmm. Do you do this sort of thing a lot?

ZAK

(Grins)

Now why would I tell you that?

He taps the end of the £10-tube on the table prior to freebasing his coke.

Jade does not watch him, but turns to the TV. A news item has just started, and alongside the newsreader a mug shot of the Zebra-Stripe man from Thursday night appears above the heading ‘MURDER VICTIM IDENTIFIED’. Frowning, Jade presses the volume control, and the commentary becomes audible.

NEWSREADER

- Shooting Thursday night has been identified as 29-year-old Anthony Barrett. Mr Barrett was killed by a single shot after apparently answering the door to his killer some time after midnight. 

ZAK

(Pinching and rubbing the end of his nose briefly, unrolling the used £10-note and licking the edge of it)

Hey - it’s that spiky stripey git that was always asking for Sean at work.

NEWSREADER

The suspect arrested yesterday in connection with his murder is still under police guard receiving hospital treatment. Also in the news today, two men are under arrest and a third is in hospital after a stabbing last night at a nightclub -

JADE

He was in Thursday night, wasn’t he? Spiky Bloke?

ZAK

Yeah, he was in looking for Sean and left right before you went schizo on us. I don’t know what he wanted Sean for. Kurt and I reckoned they were secret lovers.

Jade watches as he picks up the last few grains of white powder from the tabletop with one fingertip and licks it off. Zak’s tongue is pierced.

JADE

Where do you get your gear from, Zak?

Zak leans back into the sofa, as the drug relaxes him.He smirks.

ZAK

I get a little extra packet in my wage packet.

JADE

(Shocked)

Alan pays you in cocaine?

ZAK

Partly. Not a dealer’s amount. For personal use only.

JADE

Where does he get it?

ZAK

Never look a gift horse in the mouth, that’s what I say.

JADE

(Skirting around the table and heading for the door)

I thought ‘horse’ was heroin.

ZAK

(Calls after her)

Hey - come back later so we can go down the garage and clear your car out!

Int. Jade’s bedroom - day.

Close-up of dressing-table. A leather-gloved hand yanks the drawer open, retrieves the gun and slams it shut again.

Int. Flying Serpent Tattooist’s - day.

Kurt is tattooing a pair of doves onto a woman’s belly as she lies reclining in the dentist’s chair at the back of the shop, his hands protected with white surgical gloves.
 
With a paper towel he wipes the blood away after every small area of shading. Another tattooist, chunky and bearded with a number of piercings, enjoys a cup of tea at the counter, flicking through a custom motorcycle magazine.

Kurt glances up quickly as Jade comes in.

KURT

(Returning his attention to his work)

Afternoon, Trouble.

JADE

Alright, Kurt. Have you seen Alan? He’s not in the office.

KURT

He’s working out upstairs. Go straight up.

JADE

Cheers.

She heads up the stairs.

Int. Flying Serpent Gym - day.

Alan is alone in the small private gym, using the bench-pressing machine. Jade comes in and he stops and sits up with a grunt, pulling off his weight-lifting gloves and grinning.

ALAN

Come for a work-out?

JADE

To work something out, anyway.

She sits on the end of another training bench.

Like how come Zak’s wages have a certain percentage of street-value interest.

ALAN

That’s between him and me. I’m not at liberty to discuss it.

JADE

(Stands up and pulls aside her jacket to show the gun strapped across her body)

Feeling more liberated now?

ALAN

(Swallows)

Er - I don’t know.

He eyes the gun nervously.

JADE

Try.

Fresh beads of sweat appear on Alan’s forehead.

ALAN

Where did you get that?

JADE

Out of my underwear drawer. You were just about to tell me why you’re paying part of Zak’s wages in coke, and where YOU get it from.

ALAN

Look - Zak heard that I paid a couple of the guys in gear. Some of the blokes who work for me don’t even have bank accounts - they want to get whatever interest they can out of their wages. Whether they sell it on, snort the whole lot themselves or just give it away, it’s none of my business - I’m not running a dealership. Zak negotiated a percentage of his wages for personal use. I know it’s not helping him kick the habit, but he could kick it himself if he wanted to. I’m not happy about it because he had a lot of potential once and he still could have, but it’s what he wanted, not me.

Jade nods, tapping her fingers on the gun thoughtfully.

JADE

Who else do you pay it to?

ALAN

Nobody you’ve worked with.

JADE

Why do you say that?

ALAN

I just mean nobody you know. A couple of guys - two or three, at most.

JADE

Do you sell any or give any to anyone else?

ALAN

I told you, I’m not a dealer.

JADE

And where do you get it?

ALAN

It’s negotiated as a percentage of payments to the agency in the same way. It’s a make-your-own profit or snort-yourself-silly deal.

JADE

Paid by anywhere in particular?

ALAN

Some of it from where you work, yes.

Jade nods, and reaches inside her jacket. Alan freezes, and she draws out a couple of yellow carbon slips.

JADE

Here’s my timesheets for this week.

She drops them onto the bench between his legs.

I’m not working tonight. Nik’s given me the night off.

She walks out, concealing the gun again. Alan picks up the timesheets with a shaky hand, causing them to tremble and flutter like dead leaves.

ALAN

(To himself)

Why, were you going to shoot him if he didn’t?

Without thinking, he uses the carbons to mop his forehead.

Ext. traffic lights - day.

Jade stops at the lights, and Peter’s car pulls up next to her with death metal music reverberating out of its sound system. She glances at it then does a double-take, and snaps her tinted visor shut. The car is occupied by guys in black ninja T-shirts en route to David Grisham’s, smoking and laughing and making comments about women passers-by. The ninja dude in the passenger seat next to Peter, elbow resting on the sill, sneers up at her on the bike.

NINJA DUDE

What are you staring at?

Jade gives no response. He grins at his companions, and then holds up a lightweight throwing knife, spinning it on one fingertip as Jade herself did with a teaspoon the day before, laughing at her and sticking his tongue out, drawing a line across his throat in mockery. He grins at his mates again, and when he looks back round, Jade produces the gun from under her jacket and spins it around flat on her middle finger in reply, catching it again with a flick of her wrist so it is pointing at the car. The ninja dude’s mouth drops open.

NINJA DUDE

Holy shit!

The ninjas’ car jumps the lights and squeals away as Jade conceals the gun again, shaking her head and pushing her visor back up.

JADE

Tosser.

Steve’s Volvo with trailer attached screeches to a halt next to her and beeps. Jade jumps and smashes her fist down on the bonnet. Steve waves and grins. The lights change, Jade waves back, and the two set off in their separate directions.

Ext. Jade’s house - day.

Jade pulls up on the bike. Paula is waiting on the doorstep with the baby. Jade gets off and takes the helmet off.

PAULA

Where have you been? I’ve been trying to ring you all day.

JADE

Car trouble. Long story. Hallo, sweetiepie, what have you and Nanna been up to?

She kisses the baby in Paula’s arms before unlocking the front door.

Int. Jade’s hallway - day.

Jade enters first, followed by Paula with the baby.

JADE

Just let me dump this lid and stuff and we’ll have a cuddle.

Jade sticks her head investigatively through every door in the flat as a precaution before heading for her room.

PAULA

(Closing the front door behind them)

I heard about that stabbing where you work on the news, I was worried. Whose bike is that?

Int. Jade’s room - day.

Jade drops the bike keys and crash helmet onto the bed, sheds her jacket onto the chair, slips off the gun and returns it to her dressing-table drawer, closing it just as Paula appears in the doorway.

JADE

I’ve borrowed it temporarily while my car’s being sorted out.

PAULA

What’s wrong with the car?

JADE

(Taking off her gloves)

It’s not safe to drive at the moment. If it comes to the worst I’ll torch it and claim it off the insurance.

She drops her gloves onto the dressing table as well before turning back to the bedroom door and taking the baby from Paula on the way past.

Do you want a cup of tea?

They head for the kitchen.

Int.  Jade’s kitchen - day.

Jade and the baby enter first, followed by Paula. Jade puts the baby down among the toys, magnets and laundry before going to the worktop.

PAULA

Do you really think that’s a good idea?

JADE

(Picks up the kettle and sloshes it to guess the amount of water inside, before switching it on)

It’s just hot water and a teabag with milk and sugar in it. I didn’t invent it.

Paula chuckles.

PAULA

I meant the car.

JADE

I won’t be able to afford a new one otherwise.

PAULA

(Not sounding too enthusiastic with the idea)

Well, be careful then. 

The doorbell rings.

Oh, that’ll be Dino.

Paula heads down the hallway to get the door.

What happened with this stabbing at the club last night?

JADE

Just some blokes kicking off. They got frisky and one of them stabbed the other. Me and Zak broke it up - Steve stopped the bloke with the knife on his way out.

PAULA

That was lucky. You know the police think they were linked to that shooting on Thursday night?

She opens the door to admit a youth with very similar looks to Jade, who is mumbling into his mobile phone and munching a doughnut out of the bag. They return to the kitchen, and Dino slouches into a chair.

JADE

Already? I mean, how?

PAULA

It was on the news. They found out that those three worked for the same company as the one who was shot did. They haven’t specified doing what.

JADE

What about the guy in hospital they arrested yesterday?

PAULA

Oh, they’re still waiting to decide whether to charge him. They’re trying to establish another link first - apparently they found evidence that he was paid already, but they can’t prove what for. 

JADE

(Sighs)

Typical.

She rinses out a couple of mugs and drops teabags into them. Dino puts his phone away, and shakes his head when Jade holds out a third mug questioningly.

I’ve just seen Bubba’s dad.

PAULA

(Alarmed)

What - did you speak to him?

JADE

No - in a car, at the traffic lights just now. He was with some of the other guys from the dojo, probably on their way to play at Dave Grisham’s. I had my visor down, he didn’t recognise me.

PAULA

What would you say if he did see you?

JADE

Something short and sweet and ending in ‘off.’

DINO

(Mouth full)

And starting with ‘I’m gonna cut your - ’

PAULA

(Interrupting)

Don’t blame you. Don’t give Bubba your doughnuts, Dino, he’s got to come back in the car with us, he’ll be all sticky. If you’re still working tonight, Jade, I’m going to need more nappies.

JADE

Yeah, I’m going in, but I’m not working. I need to clear a few things with Nik about the incident last night.

PAULA

Okay, where are they?

JADE

In that cupboard under there.

Paula goes to find the nappies, cooing to the baby as he plays on the floor, while the kettle starts to boil. Jade stares out of the window, chewing her lip thoughtfully. The kettle clicks off and she picks it up to pour into the two mugs.

I’ll ring tomorrow when you can bring him back, if that’s alright.

DINO

Planning on having company?

JADE

(Taking a doughnut from the bag)

Not if I can help it.

Ext. Jade’s house - day.

Steve cups his hand to a window and peers inside before trying the bell. As he presses it, the door opens as Paula is just leaving with the baby. Jade is right behind her. Dino is already back out in Paula’s car, talking on his phone again and listening to his music on the stereo.

PAULA

Hallo, do we know you?

JADE

(Not displeased)

Oh, hi - what are you doing here? Mum, this is Steve, who I work with. Steve, Paula, my mum.

STEVE

Hi.

Tickles baby under chin.

Hallo, Pickles.

PAULA

Oh. Nice to meet you - I think. Bubba, say goodbye to Mummy, see you tomorrow. Dino, turn that down!

Jade kisses the baby and then Paula.

JADE

Yeah. See you tomorrow. Come in, Steve.

STEVE

Cheers.

He goes inside and the door closes behind him.

Int. Jade’s kitchen - day.

Jade walks ahead of Steve into the kitchen. Steve is looking around rather covertly, in the style of former con who hasn’t lost the habit of ‘casing up the joint’.

JADE

What’s the occasion?

STEVE

Oh, Marie’s in a strop because I haven’t got any spare money for her to go out with her mates tonight, so I’m avoiding her burning my dinner. I love her to bits. She’s put up with me, she’s great with my kids - but some of the time, she still is one. Should have stuck with Kurt’s policy of not dating the regulars. He was right. They’re regulars to the club because they want to go out every night. Not because they want to stay in ironing or doing crochet.

JADE

(Switching the kettle on to boil again and opening the fridge)

Well, I was going to do a sandwich if you want one.

STEVE

(Slumping down at the table and brightening up)

Cheers, that’d be great. Anything except peanut butter and jam - it’s all my kids will eat at the minute.

JADE

Yum.

STEVE

There was another reason I came round.

JADE

(Getting bread out of the bag and spreading the slices out on the counter)

Oh, yeah?

STEVE

I’m sorry if I was a bit abrupt last night. About not being able to be everywhere at once.

JADE

Oh, that’s alright.

STEVE

I was just concerned about whether you’re going to be safe here. You can’t be too careful with these thugs around. Supposing they find out where you live?

JADE

Look, I’ll be fine. Bubba’s at Mum’s, and I’ve got Mr. Uzi - upstairs. I’ll probably go out tonight anyway. And more than likely it was somebody I know, in which case they already know where I live and what would happen if they came round.

She licks the blade of the knife deliberately.

Don’t worry about it.

STEVE

Yeah, I guess you’re right. Sorry. Can’t help panicking sometimes.

She grins and slides a plate over to him. He picks up the sandwich appreciatively.

Don’t tell Kurt that, will you?

He winks before taking a bite. Jade chuckles.

What plans have you got for tonight, then?

JADE

Nothing yet. I’m going round to call on Zak before he goes to work and I’ll think of something after that.

STEVE

(Brushing crumbs from his lap)

You want to watch yourself around Zak. He’s a good laugh and all that, but he’s still dodgy as the rest of us.

JADE

Rest of who?

STEVE

The male gender. No, I mean it. He’s got all his marbles but it’s what he chooses to use them for that bothers me.

JADE

If he’s been using them as bearings that would explain why his bike’s still off the road.

STEVE

Using them to play space invaders more like. Every time he snorts he’s blowing up bits of his brain. Enough to unhinge anyone after a while.

JADE

(Sitting opposite with her plate)

I wouldn’t describe Zak as unhinged. He might see himself as invincible but he doesn’t seem to have passed the red light yet.

STEVE

Yeah, well you wait and see. He’s playing with fire, that kid. At work, he’s your man. But away from it, I wouldn’t trust him.

Jade shrugs and tucks into her sandwich.

Ext. supermarket car-park - day.

Dino pushes the loaded trolley out of the supermarket. Bubba, in the trolley baby seat, has been given the cheese for entertainment. Paula follows them out, rummaging in her purse.

PAULA

Damn - I forgot to do the Lottery. Dino, will you take Bubba and the shopping home and put everything away that needs to go in the freezer? I’ve got to go and pay these bills and pick up the dry-cleaning before everywhere shuts and Bubba’s probably ready for his feed, look at him with the cheese.

DINO

Alright - give me the car keys.

He catches them as she tosses them out of her purse and sets off in the direction of their car once more with the trolley.

Great, Bubba, this means we get to listen to OUR music on the way home.

A Transit van passes behind them and glides into a parking space. Paula is still preoccupied near the supermarket entrance, looking in her handbag. A number of guys in scruffy combat trousers and martial arts or metal T-shirts emerge from the van and stroll across the car-park nonchalantly, one of them catching an empty trolley handle on his way past and pushing it ahead of them. Another slips off his black trenchcoat, folding it over his arm, and pulls a short nightstick out of the sleeve. Paula turns away from the car park to face the shop entrance again, still looking in her bag. Dino slams the boot of their car containing all the shopping, unlocks the car door and opens it before lifting Bubba out of the trolley.

DINO

(Reaching inside the car awkwardly to move the baby-seat strap)

In you go, mate.

Peter is in the driver’s seat of the Transit, biting his nails. There is a thud in the back and the sound of the rear door slamming. Somebody thumps twice on the side of the van and he starts it up and pulls away again quickly.

Int. Dave Grisham’s house - day.

Peter emerges from a bedroom to meet Dave in the hallway.

DAVE

Well?

PETER

Sleeping like a baby.

DAVE

Good.

PETER

Something doesn’t feel right though. Jade wouldn’t have anything to do with dealing - she’s against drugs. And she might be a bit of a psycho bitch but I can’t see her shooting anyone.

DAVE

Well, people change, Peter. Nobody believed Ginger John would go from former prison officer to professional hitman, but it’s one of those things that once some people try, they find very hard to give up. And it’s not the money - it’s the needs and requirements of the addictive personality. It’s just about identifying the addictions. Once you’ve done that you’re in control.

PETER

That’s the problem. Jade never had any.

DAVE

You just never found out what they were. If you had, maybe you’d still have her where you wanted her. Now I’m going to get her where I want her.

Peter shakes his head, none the wiser, as Dave walks away.

Ext. Zak’s house - day.

Zak is replacing the petrol tank onto his own bike as Jade arrives.

ZAK

I won’t be long.

JADE

Still having a good buzz?

ZAK

Fully compus mentus.

Jade sits on the ground by the toolbox.

JADE

Excuse me for asking, but why do it at all? As I don’t have the correct chemical balance to enjoy the illegitimate delights of drug addiction, it makes me wonder why intelligent people want to wilfully destroy so many brain cells.

ZAK

(Picking up the seat to screw down behind the petrol tank)

It’s like sex and rollercoasters. I’d like to have sex every day, but the poster on the back of the bathroom door gets a bit boring to look at, and so far you’ve always said no.

Jade smirks a little.

And I’d like to ride rollercoasters every day, but the nearest theme park is fifty miles away, and like the poster in the bathroom, it’s always the same ride. It’s just my way of passing the time, feeling happy. Unlike you or Steve, I don’t have a bunch of screaming kids yet to give my life some greater meaning and direction. There’s nothing on this planet that says ‘Zak was here’ - just a shit load of cowboy car repairs and a pile of sparkly things that says I left a lot of bigger bruises on people than they left on me. A good buzz is about the closest I get to deeper feelings about the cosmos - that’s if I don’t have time for a decent wank.

Jade smiles but has been listening intently. It’s the first time Zak has given anything away about other thoughts he has unrelated to drugs and sex.

Anyway - I’m sure my brain cells didn’t suffer.

He wipes his hands on a rag, then presses the ignition. The bike’s engine turns over but doesn’t start. He tries a second time, with the same result.

Now what’s wrong with it?

Jade gets up, reaches under the petrol tank, and turns the fuel tap on. She touches the ignition and the bike starts up. She twists the throttle to give it a little rev, looking smug. Zak flicks his rag aside, knowing he has lost this one.

Oh, alright, clever-clogs.

Ext. MOT garage - day.

Jade and Zak arrive on their bikes and park on the forecourt. The doors to the garage are shut, and Zak produces the keys as he gets off his bike.

Int. MOT garage - day.

The door rolls back abruptly, outlining Zak against the afternoon daylight as it streams in, glinting dully off the shape of Jade’s car. He and Jade enter and she closes the door behind them as he switches on the lights. The MOT station is otherwise quiet and closed for business.

ZAK

I’ve got a friend with a farm who digs big holes in his woods for a few crates of beer, no questions asked. We could do the same for the bike when you’ve finished with it.

Jade opens the front passenger door and opens the glove compartment, scooping out oddments of paperwork, sweet wrappers, a very old dummy and a couple of maps. Zak goes to the garage radio and turns it on.

Got to have music when I’m in here. It’s like being in a fucking library or church otherwise. Makes me think too much.

Jade rummages deeper and finds a teddy, a crushed fizzy drink can, and a disposable nappy which has seen better days, possibly months.

JADE

He’s not even in this size any more.

Zak looks at the pile of junk on her lap and grins.

ZAK

I’ll find you a bag or something.

He goes through the internal side door into the reception office. Jade leans back and feels on the floor under both front seats, retrieves a few audio cassettes, and then reaches between the front seats into the back. She sits up holding Steve’s paper, and glances at it as she puts it on top of the pile. She then lifts it up again and takes another look briefly.

Zak returns with a plastic carrier bag and hands it to her. She puts the paper on top of the pile and stuffs the lot into the bag, getting up and closing the passenger door.

So you’re not working tonight?

JADE

No, I think I’ll pass. Sean’ll probably appreciate a night passing without incident this week.

ZAK

You’ve got to be joking. He’s had more publicity in the last day or so with Troy Witherspoon and that stabbing being on the news than he could dream of. If you want to make Sean happy, turn up at work tonight with no clothes on, that’ll be good public exposure.

JADE

(Chuckles)

Of a different kind, yeah.

ZAK

Well, it’d make me happy.

JADE

(Shaking her head)

I’ve seen the sort of things that make you happy - I don’t know if I want to be in that category.

ZAK

So I’ll see you tonight then?

She glares irritably, and he winks at her.

Int. Jade’s kitchen - evening.

Jade dumps the plastic bag full of stuff from her car on the kitchen table and disappears from the room again. A moment later the speakers come on from the radio in her bedroom, and after another moment the shower is heard running.

Jade returns to the kitchen and checks her answerphone, pressing the message play button and sitting down to unlace her DMs.

VOICE ON MACHINE

Jade - it is Jade, isn’t it? Long time no see. This is Dave Grisham. You used to come round and play with the boys here a couple of years ago.

Jade stops what she is doing and sits up slowly.

We’ve just had a guest arrive for the weekend who says they’re missing you. We’re planning a few games to distract them later but thought perhaps you could pop round just to reassure them that we’re friends here. Just a big happy family like always.

The message ends abruptly. Jade grabs the phone and hits the auto-dial labelled PAULA.

JADE

Mum? Oh - fucking answering machine!

She slams the phone down and rummages through all the pieces of paper and diaries beside it.

Come on. I know I had it.

She grabs her own mobile phone from under the debris and runs out.

Ext. Dave Grisham’s house - day.

Jade walks up the driveway slowly, pocketing the bike keys. She has left the bike and crash helmet parked out of sight in some rhododendrons by the main road. She goes up to the front door and presses the bell, pausing to check the gun tucked under the back of her jacket before the door opens. Peter stands in front of her.

PETER

Hi.

There is a thump. Peter flies backwards down the hallway, rumpling up the rug on the polished floor. He sits up holding his nose as Jade steps over the threshhold, shaking her knuckles and closing the door behind her.

JADE

That felt good.

PETER

(Sorely, getting up)

Glad to see you’ve lost none of your skill.

JADE

That wasn’t skill - it was just gut reaction. Pure reflex. Through here, is it still?

She walks past him towards Dave’s office.

Int. Dave’s office - day

Dave smiles as Peter shows her in.

DAVE

Good to see you again, Jade. Long time no see. Have a seat.

JADE

No thanks.

DAVE

Peter - go and get a compress onto that bump, there’s some ice in the freezer. Keep our other visitor company until we’ve finished in here.

Peter nods and withdraws from the room, shutting the door. Jade notices the other ninja guys in room outside, and the gun on the shelf behind Dave next to the sword.

So how is life treating you?

JADE

Couldn’t be better. What do you want?

DAVE

I appear to have lost a couple of my men.

JADE

How very careless of you.

DAVE

One of them was shot dead. Your car was followed from the scene.

JADE

That would be the same car I had stolen on Thursday night?

DAVE

It was followed back to the club where you work.

JADE

Yes, they brought it back afterwards. How nice of them.

DAVE

(Thoughtfully)

You really didn’t do it, did you?

JADE

No. I was having a kip in the boot at the time.

DAVE

Yes - that’s what your mum said. One of the reasons I realised I had to question you on the subject rather than carry on this game we’re playing.

JADE

What game? This has nothing to do with me.

Int. bedroom, Dave’s house - day.

Peter sits in a chair near the bed holding a tea-towel containing ice to his nose. Paula lies on the bed singing to herself. She has evidently been spiked with something, and a tea-cup is on the bedside table.

She looks at Peter and frowns.

PAULA

Come on, have you forgotten the words?

She rolls onto her front and squints at him more closely.

He’s got your eyes, you know.

PETER

Who has?

Int. Dave’s office - day.

Dave sits at his desk and Jade remains standing.

DAVE

You see, now I still need to find out who did it, plus I’m short of a contract man. You  seem to be in the best position to do both as far as we’re concerned.

JADE

Why should I help you? None of you ever stepped out of line to help me.

DAVE

I’m sure it could be arranged for the rest of your family to join us for a little reunion. The lads can always use a little extra target-practise in the woods. But we’re friends, Jade. I never said my doors were closed to you. It was your choice.

JADE

Yeah - sorry, but I’m a little picky about choosing my friends these days.

DAVE

So you think you can trust the people you work with now more than us? When perhaps they’re spiking your drinks and taking advantage of you?

JADE

They’re just people I work with. I never said we were friends. Just the same as you were just people I trained with. It was the being friendly part that disagreed with me. As I recall some drink-spiking and advantage-taking was pretty common here as well.

DAVE

Boys will be boys. Anyway - I think mum’s rather comfortable for tonight so let’s not disturb her. I’m going to give you one chance. You find out who shot my friend Barrett. I’ll leave it up to you how you want to deliver the goods. Until I get a result I’ll keep your mum entertained. I’ll be introducing her to a new substance every day that I don’t hear any news. If it goes on too long, she might not survive the withdrawal from my hospitality. And like I said if she starts missing the rest of the family I might have to find a way to bring them to join her. So the quicker you get to work, the easier life will be. If you’re successful, I might have other work for you, seeing as my last despatch man seems to have got himself into trouble with the police.

JADE

Right.

Ext. Dave Grisham’s house - day.

Jade emerges and walks down the driveway, taking out her mobile phone. She puts it to her ear.

JADE

Did you get that?

Int. Dino’s room - day.

Dino’s phone is plugged into his stereo using the headphone socket and a tape is running. Bubba sits on the floor covered in cheese and doughnuts next to the video games console.

DINO

Yeah, all of it.

JADE’S VOICE

Alright. Don’t let anyone in. Is Bubba alright?

DINO

Yeah, he’s playing Mario and squeezing jam into my new trainers. You owe me big-time for those. I’ll run off a copy of this tape. 

(Concerned)

Is Mum alright?

Ext. Dave’s house - day.

Jade retrieves the crash helmet from under the bike.

JADE

Yeah, they’re not stupid, but I want her out of there as quick as possible. I’ve got to act the good girl and play nicely for now, but God knows what they’ve fed her, the place is a fucking pharmacist’s paradise. I hope she’s smart enough to stay acting stoned once she sobers up - they’ll delay dosing her up again. I’ll think of something. 

DINO’S VOICE

I’ll handle the police, then. And watch yourself. Speak to you later.

JADE

Right.

She disconnects the call and thinks for a moment, looking back over her shoulder to the house.

God - talk about digging yourself into a big hole -

She puts her face into her hands for a moment and presses on her temples, thinking. She dials another number and listens.

Zak? You know what you said about the car? Where are these woods, exactly?

ZAK’S VOICE

Well, any woods he can get his JCB into. He does do requests but it’s more expensive in the beer department. What’ve you got in mind?

Int. MOT garage - afternoon.

Jade enters just as Zak throws the car numberplates in through the smashed rear window of the car. It is thoroughly totalled.

JADE

That’s different.

ZAK

Thanks to Mr. Sledgehammer. If we’re going to tow it around even in twilight we don’t want it identified by those freaks, whoever they are.

He looks at her.

You know who they are?

JADE

Yes. And they like to play in the woods at night. And it’s no teddy bears’ picnic.

ZAK

Sounds like we should just dig a big hole and not fill it in. That’d catch a few teddy bears.

They stare at each other across the freshly-dented roof of the car.

So basically you want it buried where if the police dig it up later it looks like they used it and not you or anyone else?

JADE

That was the idea.

ZAK

No, sounds good. Suppose I should be asking if YOU’VE ever done this before. Could have used someone like you around on a few occasions.

JADE

Oh, yeah - like when?

He grins.

Int. police station - afternoon.

Dino strides in carrying Bubba and slams a cassette down onto the duty officer’s desk.

DINO

My mum’s being held hostage and my sister’s being blackmailed by drug dealers. What are you going to do about it?

The duty officer looks confused for a moment.

OFFICER

Would you like to fill in a form?

DINO

(Impatiently)

No. I wouldn’t. I knew you lot were useless.

He strides back out again, leaving the tape. The officer picks up a telephone receiver.

OFFICER

Er - someone from CID, please.

Int. bedroom, Dave’s house - evening.

Peter hands Paula a glass of water. She has taken his damp tea-towel and is holding it to her throbbing head.

PETER

Don’t worry, it’s not spiked.

Paula sips the water.

I don’t understand. I gave her the money to get rid of it.

PAULA

Which she hadn’t asked for, as I understand you just assumed that’s what she wanted. Is it any wonder she was so offended?

PETER

She told me she was leaving because of the drugs.

PAULA

(Sorely)

I’m not being funny, but I can see why that was true as well now.

PETER

I don’t know what to think any more. I don’t know what to do.

PAULA

Only you and the rest of the male population, then.

PETER

I never thought she’d keep it on her own. I thought girls only did that to try and trap a guy.

PAULA

(Smirks)

Well, in my experience usually the exact opposite is the result. It’s a myth, like Cinderella and glass slippers. Unless you want a girlfriend with expensive tastes in impractical footwear.

PETER

Who does he call Daddy?

PAULA

Just about everyone. Including Jade. He doesn’t say much else yet.

PETER

No, I meant -

PAULA

I know what you meant. No, she’s not with anyone. But I get the feeling she doesn’t consider herself available either.

PETER

What did she call him - the baby?

PAULA

Robert. But everyone calls him Bubba. There’s a picture in my purse if you don’t believe me.

Peter goes to her handbag on the bedside table and pulls out her purse, opening it. He flips it open and finds the photo of Bubba in the clear plastic window pocket. He stares hard at it, his features registering no emotion whatsoever, except for his lips compressing slightly after a moment in a grim fashion.

Int. Dave’s house - night.

The ninja club mill around concealing various live and dummy weapons, dressed all in black and dark camouflage and doing up masks or pulling on full-face balaclavas. Each is tying on a coloured sash as well.

DAVE

Whoever comes back with the most sashes wins this.

He holds aloft a rather impressive sword.

Plus their choice of the fun stuff this weekend. You’ve got two hours for this one - I’ll get the barbecue going. Peter - you’re in charge.

Peter, looking grim still, tucks his ponytail into his collar and adjusts his balaclava, which is rolled up like a miner’s hat.

PETER

Okay, guys, let’s play Murder In The Dark.

The others hustle outside enthusiastically. Peter hands Dave a small room key from the bedroom doorknob.

All zonked out and secure.

DAVE

(Approvingly, putting the key at the back of the mantelpiece)

Good man.

Peter follows the others out.

Ext. woods - night.

The ninja club are gathered in a small clearing, those who have not covered their faces already now doing so and the more dedicated ones putting blackout stick on any exposed skin areas.

PETER

Okay, you’ve got five minutes to scatter and get yourselves into which tactical locations you can find, set your booby traps or whatever. When I fire the flare-gun, that’s when you start. Second flare signals the end in two hours’ time. Five minutes. Good luck.

The club disperses quickly.

One of the ninjas, evidently keen on distance being the basis of good evasion tactics, runs quickly through the woods. The ground disappears abruptly below him, and there is a dull metallic ‘bong’ of body hitting car bonnet.

Jade, waiting in the branches of a tree nearby, presses the button to illuminate the dial of her watch, lighting up her face with an eerie green glow.

JADE

(To herself)

Is it that time already?

Elsewhere in the woods, Peter pauses for breath. He pulls out his mobile phone and dials a number.

PETER

(Low voice)

Alright, mate - can I order a taxi, please? Five minutes? R
ight. Yes, I’ve got the address.


He takes out Paula’s purse and flips it open again.

Jade is disturbed by another ninja looking for a tree to hide in. He hauls himself up and finds himself at eye-level with her boot dangling.

JADE

Hey, this is my hideout. Find your own.

She kicks out. The ninja falls, dropping neatly into the hole below. There is another ’bong’.

Two down.

There is a ‘whump’, and a flare sears into the darkened sky a short distance away.

There you are, you bastard.

Jade drops neatly out of the tree and runs silently in the direction of the flare.

Peter, putting the flare gun away, hears a slight noise to his right and runs lightly in the opposite direction. He runs right past Jade, concealed behind a tree, who has been watching his reflection behind her in a small pocket-mirror. She puts it away, raises a rubber catapult and sends a stone into the bushes to his right again, causing him to change direction very slightly. Grinning, she follows.

Peter hears another rustle to his left and swerves away from it. Behind him, Jade gets another stone ready, and is nearly surprised by another ninja stepping out in front of her, who seems as temporarily shocked as her. She re-aims the catapult and fires the stone right at his forehead within close range. He falls with a thud. Peter hears it and alters his route slightly anyway. Jade heads after Peter again.

Peter stops suddenly, suspicious. He looks down. He can see a tripwire stretched at ankle height in front of him, and picking up a stick feels for the ground the other side of it, checking to see if the darkness is playing a trick on him. There is nothing but the thin air above rather a large, deep hole.

PETER

(Whispers)

Shit.

Jade, running, cannons into the back of him. He twists before falling, grabbing her arm, and takes her with him into the hole.

He is not expecting the rough landing and the dented car roof knocks the breath out of him. Jade lands on her feet, one either side of his body, and backfists him across the face. He grabs her foot to try and overbalance her, sitting up, but by kicking her other foot into his chest she uses him as a springboard for a backwards somersault which sees her landing on her feet again on solid ground outside the hole. He struggles upright, drawing a throwing knife, but Jade whips the gun out from under the back of her jacket and aims it at him, flicking the safety off.

JADE

Don’t even think about it, pretty boy.

PETER

(Gasping, accusingly)

You kept the baby.

JADE

You know I did. Thought I was that cheap you could buy me off? You spent more than that on gear in a week.

PETER

I thought it was what you wanted.

JADE

Shows how well you really knew me. Where’s Paula - my mum?

PETER

Dave’s got her - locked in the house. He’s on his own there.

JADE

(Suspiciously)

Convenient.

PETER

It’s true. Would I lie to you?

JADE

Yes - frequently.

PETER

It wasn’t my fault. These guys were my life. I couldn’t see anything more important than that. Then your mum showed me this.

He puts the knife away and throws her Paula’s purse, open. Jade catches it with her free hand and sees the photo of Bubba.

It made me realise what I’ve missed - what I nearly threw away.

JADE

Give it up, Pete - you sound like that kid on the cartoon. The only thing you’re going to learn today is that it’s too late - you did throw it away.

PETER

Please, Jade. I want us to be friends again.

JADE

There’s that word again. Friends. Dave seemed to think we were friends as well. Friends don’t spike your drinks and tell you later that you were imagining things. Friends don’t offer you money to keep quiet about the consequences. Friendly, in fact, is about as far away from what you were being to me as I feel to you at this precise moment.

PETER

I see it differently now. I want to change the way things are. I’m really sorry. I wish I could change the things that DID go on.

JADE

Wanting doesn’t make it happen.

PETER

Jade, please. Let’s just talk. Please.

Jade hesitates. Peter holds out his hand.

We can work this out. Just give me the gun before you hurt yourself.

There is a groan from the first ninja who fell into the hole, who sits up.

PAULA

Ow - my head.

JADE

(Incredulous)

Mum? What the Hell?

PETER

Oh, shit.

PAULA

He was helping me escape. Said he wanted to see the baby.

JADE

I don’t believe I’ve been talking to you for only two minutes and you’ve already lied to me again!

Peter reaches for his knife with one hand and Paula with the other, but before he can strike Jade fires a single round into Peter’s shoulder. Paula squeaks in shock. Peter is knocked flat onto the car roof again with a cry.

PETER

(Shocked)

You - you shot me!

JADE

(Letting her breath out sharply)

Yes. I’d hate to think what you’d do if you did see Bubba.

Jade lies flat on her stomach next to the hole and reaches down to help Paula climb out.

Look at you. I should have guessed. No other ninja in these woods is wearing ballet pumps and carrying a handbag.

Paula picks up her purse from the ground and snaps it shut.

PAULA

Thank you, darling. Shall we go? I presume you know a way out of here.

JADE

Of course. Come on.

They leave Peter in the hole, struggling to reach his mobile phone.

PAULA’S VOICE

That wasn’t your car down there, was it?

JADE’S VOICE

(Retreating further away)

No, Mum.

PAULA’S VOICE.

Hmm. Good.

JADE

Ssshh. Come on. We’re not out of the woods yet.

Peter finds his phone in its strap on his shoulder. Pulling it out, he holds it up. It has a bullet hole in it that he can see the moon through overhead. His head rolls back with a groan.

Jade leads Paula out of the woods, once or twice having to push her aside and beat up ninjas who think she is there to play - mostly without much difficulty but Paula is not averse to joining in with her handbag if there is a problem.

Ext. road by woods - night.

Jade and Paula appear through the perimeter hedge near where Jade has left the bike. A taxi draws up slowly and the window rolls down.

TAXI DRIVER

(Slightly bemused)

Somebody call a taxi from here for Preston Villas?

PAULA

Er, yes, that’s me. Jade?

JADE

I’ve got to sort things at work. I’ll be round soon as I can. Promise.

PAULA

Be careful.

They hug very tightly. Jade picks up the crash helmet as the taxi pulls away again with Paula inside. Taking a deep breath, she buckles it on and starts up the bike.

Int. Dave Grisham’s house - night.

Dave, in his Oriental dressing gown, picks up a glass of wine and takes the key from the back of the mantelpiece and strolls down the hallway, humming.

DAVE

(Sing-song)

Feeling like a little company?

The bedroom door swings open. It is of course empty. Dave snarls in anger. He throws down the wine glass and storms out.

He snatches up the sword and thunders up the hallway to the front door. He flings it open, and Jade, waiting outside by the step, elbows him in the ribcage under his sword-arm and disarms him neatly, flicking the sword blade around in a circle so the point ends up resting on his Adam’s apple.

Ext. Dave’s house - night.

JADE

Not thinking of going anywhere, were you?

DAVE

This isn’t fair. I’m unarmed. It’s not Samurai code. You should give me a weapon.

JADE

(Shrugs)

Sure. Whatever you say.

She reaches under her jacket and draws out the catapult with her free hand, balancing it atop the blade of the sword.

Take it.

DAVE

This is silly.

JADE

You started it.

DAVE

Alright.

He makes as if to take the catapult, then suddenly runs back into the house, trying to slam the door behind him. Jade thrusts the sword-blade into the gap, and the blade snaps. The door slams unhindered.

JADE

(Tossing sword fragments aside)

Cheap crap.

She retrieves the catapult and runs around the outside of the house.

Ext. Dave’s house, rear patio - night.

The charcoals glow in the barbecue and the pond is illuminated with floating candles in the darkness. Dave emerges onto the patio through the French windows, armed with his handgun, looking around warily.

DAVE

It’s alright, I’m armed now. We’re equal.

JADE’S VOICE

Good.

A stone flies out before he can ascertain where the voice came from, and knocks over the bottle of barbecue lighter fuel next to him, soaking him from the waist down. He jumps away from the barbecue, whistling in relief that he has not been burned.

DAVE

What was that supposed to be? Stone-throwing? You can’t have learned much training here with that. Probably too busy dropping your knickers. Come on - where are you?

There is no answer. Jade suddenly steps awkwardly out of the bushes, looking sidelong to where Peter is holding the flare-gun to her head, pushing her in front of him.

Pete? Ah - well done.

PETER

I never thought she’d be stupid enough to come back here.

JADE

Just wanted to make sure you weren’t off out any time soon. You might have wanted some more company.

DAVE

(Ignoring her)

Her mum got away. The room was locked. What happened?

PETER

Sorry. Fancied a bit of live target practise in the woods. It doesn’t matter - we know where she lives now.

DAVE

I knew you’d end up wanting to play with her. It’s your usual response to the female species after all.

Peter says nothing. Dave speaks to Jade.

So what are we going to do with you?

JADE

(Wryly)

Do I get a vote on that?

DAVE

I should have guessed you’d prove to be a liability again. Never trust a woman to do a man’s job. In fact, never trust a woman, full stop.

JADE

Must be how come you still don’t have one.

DAVE

It’s a pity. I almost thought you had potential. I even used to think you could handle yourself in a fight. Guess it must have been just luck all along. You could have ended up teaching the others with Pete here if you’d been sensible and stayed.

JADE

Teaching what, to kiss arse and sell gear? Sorry, my ambitions must have been somewhat lower.

DAVE

Okay, I’m bored now. Time we did something more final with you. Pete, get the gaffer tape from indoors and tie her up. I’ve got her covered.

PETER

Yeah, just a sec.

He tries to feel up the back of Jade’s jacket. She squirms away. He is slightly incapacitated due to his shoulder injury.

Where’s that other gun?

DAVE

(Surprised)

She actually HAD a gun?

PETER

Yeah, the bitch shot me. What’ve you done with it?

JADE

Don’t know what you’re talking about. It was a catapult.

PETER

Catapult, my arse -

He gives her a little shove. She reaches down behind her and grabs his ninja sword-handle, turning as she snatches it out. He jumps backwards as the point runs up his chest and just nicks his chin and lower lip.

Dave, unnerved at the mention of a second gun, fires his gun first. Jade has completed the turn with a swift sidestep out of the firing line, and Dave’s bullet hits Peter in the other shoulder, knocking him flat. The flare-gun in Peter’s hand goes off and the flare hits the barbecue, which explodes in flame, setting Dave alight. Dave, screaming, drops his burning gun and jumps into the pond, where the candles add to the damage.

JADE

(Reaching up under the front of her T-shirt to untuck her gun from its hiding-place)

I think what your arse needs is a sling, not a catapult.

Int. Dave’s house - night.

Dave and Peter are both gaffer-taped securely into heavy armchairs. Dave, soggy and charred, is gagged with a candle in his mouth and the word ‘DEALER’ is written on him in black marker. Peter’s mouth is taped up without a candle but he does have to suffer the label ‘WANKER’ instead.

Ext. alleyway by nightclub - night.

Steve’s Volvo is parked halfway up the alley, and Jade crawls past it on the bike to the end of the alley. She parks up behind the wheelie bins right at the end, concealed from view of the road, and switches off the engine. As she gets off the music from the nightclub can be heard on the breeze, and she takes off the crash helmet and tucks it on the ground behind the front wheel.

When she straightens up, she sees a side door from the club into the alleyway open. A barman emerges, drops a few empty glass optic bottles and broken pint glasses into one of the wheelie bins and goes back inside again without noticing her. She unzips her jacket and starts to unbuckle her jeans.

Int. nightclub side entrance - night.

Jade finds the side door unlocked and sneaks inside, wearing a bit of noticeable make-up (lipstick and mascara) and dressed for clubbing, wearing her bomber jacket over a little black slip dress and suede thigh boots. The side entrance leads into a passageway behind the back bar, with a sign on the inside of the door saying FIRE EXIT. Jade makes her way to the nearest door leading onto the dancefloor, which says GLASS COLLECTORS ONLY - KEEP THIS DOOR CLOSED on the inside.

Int. main bar/dancefloor - night.

Jade slips into the club unnoticed. Over the end of his own mix, the regular DJ is announcing the commencement of the Red Hot Decks DJ competition and the presence of new regular guest DJ Troy Witherspoon among the judges. The first DJ starts his set to the enthusiasm of the crowd, and Jade makes her way around the club, looking for Nik.

She goes to the bottom of the stairs and looks up to the punters still filing in and the bouncers on the door, but there is no sign of either Nik or Sean. Turning back towards the dancefloor she bumps into Kurt on his way to the stairs.

KURT

Easy, tiger.

JADE

Is Nik about?

KURT

I haven’t seen him since we opened. Hey, what did you say to Alan earlier? He smelled like he’d seen a ghost when he came down.

JADE

I just told him I wasn’t working tonight.

She turns back to the dancefloor as Kurt, with a quizzical grin, runs up the stairs to the front door. She continues her circuit of the club slowly, checking all the usual niches. At the bar beside the Jacuzzi, Zak leans watching the dancefloor idly. He catches sight of Jade approaching and straightens up, staring. He knocks his pop bottle off the bar with one elbow in his distraction.

ZAK

What are you doing here?

JADE

I’m looking for Nickel Arse, have you seen him?

ZAK

What are you wearing?

He reaches out to tug the skirt of her dress and she smacks his hand away.

You can’t come in here dressed like that when I’m trying to concentrate on work.

Jade waves her hand in front of his eyes to draw his attention away from below her waist.

JADE

Hallo, is anyone listening to me? Where’s Nik?

ZAK

Jesus - I think he’s in the office.

JADE

Thanks.

She turns and sets off around the dancefloor to the other side. Zak brushes cola from his sleeve and runs after her.

ZAK

Hey, wait a minute -

Jade reaches the STAFF ONLY door behind the DJ stand, types in the number code on the keypad and goes through. The door swings shut just as Zak reaches it, and it takes him a second’s hesitation to recall the number, type it in and open the door to follow.

Int. Sean’s office - night.

A grey door set into a grey wall opens inwards, revealing the sign MANAGEMENT OFFICE to be on its outermost side, and Jade appears without knocking. The room’s occupants - Sean, seated at his desk, Nik standing on one side of it and Steve and Alan on the other, freeze and look up. In a corner of the ceiling of the office a single CCTV screen shows the punters filing in through the club's front entrance. The office is big on space but minimalist in furniture, with the desk, metal filing cabinets, minibar, two chrome-and-leather guest chairs (unoccupied) and a lonely Yucca in a matching grey plant pot in a distant corner. Jade seems to have interrupted some sort of stand-off confrontation.

JADE

What’s this, a mother’s meeting?

Alan stares at her nervously, sweat already beading. She sighs and holds the jacket open to show that she is unarmed.

NIK

(To Sean and Alan)

You know I was against this from the beginning.

Zak bursts in behind Jade, and Sean stands up.

SEAN

Yes, come in, Zak. Why don’t we invite everyone in? Have a little party.

He goes to the minibar and starts making himself a gin and tonic.

JADE

I’d like some answers.

SEAN

Not that it matters anymore, anyway.

He looks round at the others.

You might as well tell her.

Nik and Steve glare at each other across the desk. Alan shakes his head sadly and drops it into his hand, sitting down in one of the chairs.

JADE

For Christ’s sake, what?

NIK

Steve spiked your drink and took your car.

JADE

I know it was Steve.

She looks at him.

You’d finished the crossword. You had to have been waiting in my car at some point before closing-time.

ZAK

What?

STEVE

I’m really sorry -

JADE

(In disbelief)

You’re what? 

NIK

Anthony Barrett was a dealer supplying us with drugs. He thought he could make a bit of extra money blackmailing the club on top. More than a bit. As it affected the agency you work for as well, Sean spoke to Alan and Alan arranged to have Barrett - removed.

SEAN

And Steve was the removals man.

He sips his drink, not at all stressed by the tension from the others in the room.

JADE

(To Steve)

So Alan calls you up out of the blue and says ‘Hey, Steve, someone’s blackmailing the club, go round and shoot them’, and you just do it?

STEVE

No, actually it was more a case of ‘Hey, Steve, there’s an old photofit of a football hooligan who looks a lot like you, do us a small favour’, wasn’t it, Alan?

ALAN

(Raising his head to speak, seeming to being under the most suffering)

We thought it would be a clean job. We weren’t expecting any repercussions - then Steve came and told us somebody’d been trying to kill you.

STEVE

Jade, I know it was stupid and I owe you an apology -

JADE

I think you owe me a bit fucking more than that!

Zak pushes past Jade and moves towards Steve as if to grab him, but Steve is immediately into a defensive-aggressive stance, ready for a fight. Alan jumps to his feet and grabs Zak to hold him off.

SEAN

Gentlemen - aren’t we losing ourselves in the heat of the moment just a little? Calm down.

Zak shakes Alan off angrily and goes and stands next to Jade, his back to the rest of the room, simmering. Steve lets his guard down slowly. Sean sits back down at his desk.

That’s better. Now I agree, Jade, what Steve did was stupid and insensetive, but you’re still alive. The police think they’ve got the man who did it. They’ll know who his boss is, so there won’t be any more hitmen coming after you. So far as I’m concerned, NOW it’s a clean job. Does anyone here not see that?

The tension in the room remains, but nobody speaks up.

Good. From now on, I’m running a clean ship. Now we’ve got Troy Witherspoon on board, all he needs to keep him happy is a few ice-pops so for the forseeable future I don’t have any need for dealers on the premises or any of their substances. Unless they drive ice-cream vans. The only wage subsidies now will be in cash, so those of your employees who don’t understand cash, Alan, will have to find employment elsewhere.

Alan nods. Jade is still glaring at Steve in vengeful anger, but controlling her temper.

Sean looks at each of them in turn, and concludes with a satisfied nod.

Well, gentlemen - Jade - I think that wraps it up.

Nik’s radio, standing on the desk, crackles and Kurt’s voice comes through.

KURT

Trouble at the front doors!

Jade looks up at the CCTV screen while the others look first to the radio. She just catches a glimpse of the Ginger Hitman as he swipes a bouncer flat with his right arm, weighted with a plaster cast, and shoves his way inside the club. Jade runs out of the door. The others look to the screen, in time to see the Hitman draw a handgun with his left hand and shoot another bouncer trying to bar his way, stepping over him as he collapses.

ZAK

Oh, shit.

He runs out after Jade. Steve and Alan exchange looks, and then Steve follows.

SEAN

Suppose I should call the police, then.

He puts his glass down unhurriedly with a little sigh, and reaches for the telephone.

Int. main bar/dancefloor - night.

The Hitman enters the main part of the club from the bottom of the stairs, looking around in a mixture of evil intent and culture shock, rather like a skinnier Terminator dressed in a big Army trenchcoat. He spots a couple of bouncers coming towards him, responding to the radio call, and walking towards them he shoots them both in the legs, keeping the gun low so as not to draw attention to it. The music and dancing carries on regardless - even punters nearby don’t believe what they’ve just seen - particularly as the music is louder than the gunshots.

GINGER HITMAN

(Shouts at them angrily)

Where is she?!

Jade emerges from the STAFF ONLY door at the back of the club, and stands for a moment trying to scan the club for the unwelcome visitor. Zak and Steve burst out behind her, and Zak runs straight round the club. Steve grabs Jade as she is about to go round in the opposite direction.

STEVE

Leave it, you’ve only just survived this far!

Jade twists his arm to make him let go and follows it with an elbow-jab to the ribs. Steve breaks off and doubles over. She is about to run off, but turns and adds a knee-strike to the head, knocking him upright again, and then a palm-strike to the chin, tripping him as she does so. He sprawls flat on his back.

JADE

Never drive my car without asking!

She escapes and runs off round the club.

The Ginger Hitman sees Zak running towards him, and raises the gun, aiming for a head shot. This time he isn’t quick enough, as with a swift kick Zak knocks it out of his hand. The gun spins off unheeded across the dancefloor and under a massive speaker next to the DJ stand. Zak catches him with a punch to the jaw, but the Hitman blocks the second attempt with his plaster-cast. Zak kicks him instead, and then feeling the pain in his hand holds it up to see that it is cut and dripping blood.

The Ginger Hitman pulls up his sleeve with a little snigger. His plaster cast is stuck with bits of razor, nails and Stanley knife blades. Zak suddenly recognises him for the first time as the former bouncer.

ZAK

(In disbelief)

John?

GINGER HITMAN

Hallo, Zak.

He brings the plaster-cast arm across in a swipe, catching Zak across the chest and neck, and knocking him backwards over the railings onto the dancefloor, where he disappears under a fresh fog of dry ice spreading across the floor.

Goodbye, Zak.

Kurt arrives from the stairs and grabs the Hitman as he is about to jump the railings himself, flinging him back towards the bar near the Jacuzzi. 

GINGER HITMAN

And Kurt as well? Must be my lucky night.

The Hitman grabs a bottle and smashes the end off against the edge of the bar, circling around the cautious Kurt with the bottle ready to strike. He goes for a blow with it to the side of Kurt’s head, Kurt traps his arm and punches him on the nose twice before having to block a blow from the lethal plaster cast. The Hitman twists his left arm free and smashes the remainder of the bottle into the side of Kurt’s head, who staggers away, dazed. The Hitman kicks him a few times and then brings the cast down across the back of his shoulder-blades. Kurt slumps forwards.

GINGER HITMAN

I said where is she?!

He jumps up on top of a speaker by the dancefloor to scan the club. Jade taps him on the back of the leg, and as he whirls around, lands a punch on his kneecap. He stumbles back off the speaker and trips backwards over the prone shape of Kurt.

Steve catches up with Jade and tries to grab hold of her as she goes after the Hitman. He manages to catch hold of her jacket, and then finds himself left holding it as she slips out of it, pushing him away.

GINGER HITMAN

(Pointing at Jade, almost shaking in his anger)

Do you know how much my fucking feet hurt?!

JADE

That was the general idea, yeah.

GINGER HITMAN

(Circling around her)

I’m going to feed you to your bloody spider!

JADE

You’ll have to wait until he’s digested his last cricket.

He aims a kick at her at body-height. She grabs his foot and twists it to lock his leg, and then kicks his other kneecap with an audible crack before using his locked outstretched leg to push him backwards, evading a swipe with the plaster cast. He stumbles back again, hopping from one unfavourable leg to the other.

The Hitman recovers, approaches again, and suddenly jumps on her with a yell, knocking her onto her back and landing on top of her. The plaster cast is an inch from her face.

GINGER HITMAN

Where’s my fucking bike?!

JADE

(Squirming, managing to hold off the plaster by crushing his exposed fingers in her left hand)

I’ve got something better than your bike.

GINGER HITMAN

What?

JADE

Your gun.

She draws the gun from the top of her boot, sticks it into his ribs and pulls the trigger. There is a very short burst of fire, but enough to knock the Hitman into the air. He falls backwards, spreadeagled, into the Jacuzzi, the weight of his coat after initially keeping him afloat on the surface, dragging him under the bubbles.

Jade gets to her feet slowly and approaches the Jacuzzi, gun at the ready. She is a few steps away when a hand closes around her arm and stops her. She looks up and sees that it is Nik. Steve steps in front of her and takes the gun, before taking a couple of steps back, still facing her. He looks from her face to Nik’s, who nods ever so slightly. Jade swallows. Steve raises the gun - then turns round and fires two short and one longer burst of fire into the Jacuzzi, until the clip is empty. On the last round, the light illuminating the tub flashes and blinks out, just as the music in the club dies away. The clubbers murmur as Steve looks down at the gun in his hands. Obviously now his prints are all over it, and he is definitely responsible for firing it.

USUAL DJ

Sorry, people - the police have asked us to stop while they sort out a little incident.

Zak appears out of the dry ice, vaulting over the railings from the dancefloor. He approaches the alcove and takes in the scene. Nik has let go of Jade and withdraws to see to Kurt, who rolls over with a groan, evidently only concussed.

ZAK

(Indicating the gun)

Mr. Uzi, I presume?

Jade looks up at him. Blood is smeared right up to his chin from his neck, but the cuts appear small and nothing is pumping out in dangerous amounts.

JADE

Are you alright?

ZAK

I think some bird just trampled all over me wearing stilettoes.

Nik helps Kurt to his feet. Steve looks from the Jacuzzi to the gun, and then over to the others.

STEVE

You can tell them now.

The distant commotion of police arriving draws nearer from the stairs.

Tell them it was me.

Ext. nightclub - night.

Steve, handcuffed, gets into the back of a police car without resistance. The door is closed on him.

Int. nightclub foyer - night.

Jade stands in the doorway, watching the police car leave with Steve in it. The remaining bouncers not taken to hospital mill around talking with remaining police officers, bar staff and DJs. Kurt walks around with a bag of ice held up to his ear. Sean circulates making sure his crew are generally okay.

SEAN

Kurt, shouldn’t you be sitting down quietly somewhere, taking it easy?

KURT

(Insistently)

I’m alright, boss.

Zak approaches from giving his statement downstairs, and grins in passing.

ZAK

Yeah - what happened to Kurt the pacifist?

Kurt looks up slyly. It is the only time he drops the slightest hint that maybe he’s not such a good boy all of the time.

KURT

Gave him the night off.

SEAN

(Calling after Zak and pointing)

Zak, go and get cleaned up this minute!

ZAK

Yeah, just a sec.

SEAN

(Mutters)

Christ, he’ll get tetanus…

Sean lights a cigarette and continues his act of diplomacy. Troy Witherspoon pats him on the shoulder.

TROY

I hope it’s this good every weekend.

SEAN

Oh, it gets even better than this.

Zak goes up behind Jade at the still-open doors and tickles the top of her leg. She takes a step outside and he follows.

Ext. nightclub - night.

Jade and Zak emerge alone outside the club.

ZAK

How are you doing?

JADE

I’m alright, yeah. You look a mess.

He picks at the holes in the front of his black T-shirt.

ZAK

Well, this T-shirt has seen better days.

JADE

What are you going to do now Alan’s not going to be adding little extra packets to your wage packet?

ZAK

I’m sure I can find a better way of passing the time.

He tweaks her skirt. She pushes his hand away again, half-heartedly this time, and he puts his arms round her waist.


JADE



I
 
mean it. What do you really know about me anyway? There could be any number of shady chara
cters in my past ready to leap out and grab you by the throat. 
You might find you can
’
t stand my company without whizzing your nuts off on something chemical. 
Spend a couple of days 
with me 
straight and 
you
’
d be
 sniffing the washing-powder or something. 
Getting 
new and interesting seedy habits off 
Dino and Bubba and my mum.
 We could be a very bad influence on you.



ZAK



G
ood, just what 
I
 
was hoping. Don
’t knock 
it
 until you
’
ve tried it - not sure about 
the 
washing-powder, it
’
d have to be non-bio.



JADE

(Joking)

It might turn out to be more dangerous than just a drug habit, you realise?

ZAK

(As if having a mock revelation)


Oh. That must what the attraction is.



They grin at each other and then kiss.

FADE OUT.
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