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INT. PUB - DAY

Only two people are in the pub: a middle aged italian man 
(The Bar Tender) and a young mixed-race woman drinking a 
sparkly purple/pink cocktail. 

It's too early in the day for customers. ROBERT, a young man 
(mid 20s), slicked back hair, pushes through the doors to 
the pub, saloon-like. 

ROBERT
Matteo! How's your day? Boss said 
his son's here. He out back? 

MATTEO
(Thick accent)

His son? No sir. 

ROBERT
Guess I'm waiting then...
Boss said the kid's named Charlie, 
you sure he's not here? 

Matteo shrugs, and goes back to cleaning a glass. 

ROBERT
Fair does I guess. Must say I'm not 
getting a good first impression. 
You really have to be on time, 
y'know?

MATTEO
Yes, sir. 

Robert moves over to the bar. Eying up the mixed-race woman. 

ROBERT
(To Matteo)

Guess I've got some time to kill.
(To The Woman)

Hey. Let me buy you another of 
those. 

The woman takes a sip of her drink. 

ROBERT
Strong silent type? I can 
appreciate that. Matteo! Get her 
another...

Robert has another look at the drink. It's very colorful. 
Evidently, he has no idea what it is.



2

Waves his hand at it as if to say 'this'. 

ROBERT (CONT'D)
Another of whatever she's got now. 

Robert takes a large wad of money out of his pocket.

Slowly takes a bill out... Showing off.

But she's not paying attention. 

He puts a twenty on the counter. 

ROBERT
Keep the change. 

MATTEO
(Pocketing the £20)

The lady's drinks are already on 
the house. 

ROBERT
(aggressive whispering)

What are you doing? You're making 
me look bad. 

Another shrug. 

ROBERT (CONT'D)
Do you know "the Lady" already? 
What's her name?

MATTEO
The Lady can tell you that for 
herself. 

Robert looks indignant. This isn't the way things are meant 
to play out. 

He tries to regain his composure, and turns back to her, 
faux-suave

ROBERT
Guess that's true, isn't it, luv? 

The woman takes another sip of her drink. Robert turns back 
to Matteo. 

ROBERT
Can you give the boss a call? Tell 
him his kid Charlie needs to get 
himself down here right this 
second, before I lose my temper. 
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ROBERT
(To the Woman)

Now listen, luv. I've been polite. 
I've offered to buy you a drink. I 
know people in this city. I could 
make you disappear. poof. Gone. You 
know what? I could just smash your 
face in with a brick, and no-one 
would do anything about it. Not 
everyone likes girls 
chocolate-flavoured, bitch, and I 
don't think they'd really care if 
anything happened to you. Now, tell 
me your fucking name. 

The woman calmly finishes her drink and puts her hand into 
her pocket. It comes out with a switchblade. 

What the fuck?!

CHARLIE
My name's Charlie.

Oh shit..!

CHARLIE (CONT'D)
And I'm sure Matteo here would have 
something to say if you pulled out 
a brick and tried to kill his 
boss's daughter. Do you still keep 
the Shotgun behind counter, Matteo? 

MATTEO
Yes, ma'am

Charlie raises an eyebrow at Robert. A beat. 

ROBERT
(Stunned)

But... But the boss. He's white.

CHARLIE
Sure. And it looks like there was a 
"chocolate flavoured girl" he liked 
enough to marry. If you were really 
'connected', you'd know that. Put 
your hands on the table.

Robert does. Charlie rests the blade on the back of his 
hand.
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CHARLIE (CONT'D)
Now, let me know why I shouldn't 
push this blade down the table? 

Robert is a stuttering mess. 

ROBERT
Bu-bu-because, I work for you miss. 
I'll do everything you say. 
C-collecting payments, right? You 
need that! I've been doing it for 
ya dad for years. Best in town. 
Everyone pays me. 

CHARLIE
I don't know, Robby...

ROBERT
M-my names Robert

CHARLIE
I prefer Robby. Tell me, Robby. I'm 
in charge of a little segment of 
the organization now, and I'm 
thinking of restructuring. Making 
sure everyone who works for me are 
Loyal, and, more importantly, 
Respectful. You think you fit those 
criteria? 

ROBERT
Yes. Yes ma'am. I can do anything 
you want, and I won't say anything 
to you like I just did again, I 
promise, I swear.

CHARLIE
(To Matteo)

You believe him? 

MATTEO
Not for me to judge ma'am. 

There's silence for a moment. Roberts hand under the knife 
is frozen solid, but the other is fidgeting and shaking, 
scratching at the bar-top.

Charlie takes the knife away, and flicks the blade back in, 
laying it on the table in front of her. Making a point of 
not putting it away completely.  

She takes out a notebook and a pen from her pocket, and 
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writes something down. As she does so Robert takes his hands 
from the table, shakily.

CHARLIE
Put them back. 

Robert does. Charlie finishes writing and tears the page out 
of the book. 

CHARLIE
So, Robby...

ROBERT
It's Robert--

Without picking it up, Charlie flicks the blade back out of 
the knife. 

Robert/Robby decides it's best to be quiet. 

CHARLIE
There's a rich young man who's just 
moved into the neighborhood. Now, 
he's got a lovely house, and he 
looks like a bit of a pretty-boy to 
me. Not the type to put up a fight. 
I'm sure he doesn't want any broken 
windows or...  teeth. I reckon he'd 
be fairly receptive to paying for 
some protection. You know, just in 
case. 

She winks. Robert laughs nervously. 

She tears a page out of her notebook. 

CHARLIE (CONT'D)
Here's his address. And if he pulls 
a knife on you. Don't be a prick. 
Let him know who's in charge.

She unceremoniously stuffs the note into Robert's jacket 
pocket. 

She looks at Matteo, and taps the stem of her glass, 
wordlessly asking for another, before turning back to 
Robert. 

CHARLIE (CONT'D)
Get it done, and maybe I won't cut 
you up and have dad bury you in 
five separate graves, Ok? 
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Robert takes the note out of his pocket and reads it, 
silently. Charlie picks up the knife. 

CHARLIE (CONT'D)
I didn't quite catch that. You 
don't strike me as the strong 
silent type. Is. That. Ok? 

ROBERT
Yes ma'am.

Charlie flicks the blade back in and puts the knife in her 
pocket. 

CHARLIE
Then get going. 

Robert looks over at Matteo, who shrugs.

A Beat. Starts heading towards the door, but--

CHARLIE
Oh, one more thing... 

Robert stops, terrified. Charlie swivels around on her 
chair, and leans nonchalantly on the bar.

CHARLIE
I don't like the way that you talk 
to women. I understand you're 
something of a regular at Miss 
Lin's Establishment on Main Street? 
I'm going to have word with her. 
She's going to put you on a list.  
All her girls are going to cost you 
double from now on. The "chocolate" 
flavoured ones are going to be 
triple. Does that sound acceptable? 

ROBERT
Yes ma'am.

CHARLIE
Wonderful. Make sure to come back 
with my Money. Now fuck off. 

Robert scurries out of the door. Charlie turns back to the 
bar. Matteo smiles at her, serving up her drink.

MATTEO
And there I was thinking you 
wouldn't fit in...
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Charlie smirks at the man and takes a sip of the garish 
sparkling purple cocktail. 

It is very purple,and very sparkley

CHARLIE
Why in the world would you think 
that? 

EXT. SUBURBAN STREET - DAY

Robert plays with a switchblade uncertainly whilst mumbling 
under his breath.

He fumbles with it awkwardly. Has he never used one before? 

ROBERT
(Rehearsing)

Listen, pretty boy, you have to pay 
up, or punks with hoodies are gonna 
smash all your fancy windows... 

Ad Libs more mumbles. Flicking the blade in and out of the 
hilt, learning how it works. 

Takes a deep breath and tucks it into the back of his belt. 

I/E. JACKS HOUSE

Robert knocks on the door. It is answered by a slim man, 
slightly older than Robert (around 30), wearing a button up 
shirt and round, professor-like glasses. This is JACK. 

JACK
Can I help you? 

He speaks in a calm, cool, mechanical tone

ROBERT
Yeah, I think you can... 

Robert pauses, forgetting the man's name. He takes out the 
paper that Charlie gave him from his pocket and reads it

ROBERT
(Cont'd)

...Jack. Mind if I come in? 

JACK
I do mind, actually.

ROBERT
Oh Really? how very brave. Now why 
don't you just step aside? 
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JACK
Why should I step aside? 

ROBERT
(Threateningly)

You should really let me in. I'm 
not a very nice person! 

JACK
I should let you into my house 
because you're not a very nice 
person?

Robert takes a breath. First Charlie, now this. Jack is not 
even slightly intimidated. Not sure he actually understand's 
what's happening-- 

Robert reaches for the knife in the back of his belt. 

Make a show of it? 

He decides against it. Leaves the knife where it is. 

ROBERT
How's about this: the sooner you 
let me in, the sooner I leave you 
alone? 

JACK
That seems reasonable. 

ROBERT
(Relieved)

Thank you!

The two men move into the kitchen. Nine wine glasses, stand 
on the pristine kitchen counter. Three rows of three,  
equidistant. 

It's a little surreal.

Robert looks at them askance.

ROBERT
So, Jack... My name is Robert, and 
I just couldn't help but notice how 
nice a house you have... 

JACK
(Smiling)

Thank you! I do rather like it 
myself. I've only just moved in. 
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ROBERT
Uh-huh... Personally, I think it 
would be a shame if anything were 
to... "happen to it"

Robert picks up one of the glasses. 

Jack doesn't like this. 

JACK
I agree. It's a nice house. Could 
you put that down please?

Robert puts it back in place with a nonchalant shrug. 

ROBERT
What, I'm trying to say, Jack, 
is... 

JACK
This is a protection racket and you 
want me to pay you, so that you 
don't damage my property. Who sent 
you? 

Robert is confused. Normally people aren't this forward 
about it... or know this much.  

ROBERT
(thrown)

I'mSorryWhat? 

JACK
Who sent you? You don't look like 
the type of person who's in charge, 
you're too... Brash. 

This offends robert. 'too brash to be in charge?!'

JACK (CONT'D)
Who sent you? 

A beat. Considering... And then, the mistake--

ROBERT
I have associates, but I decided to 
come here by myself because no-one 
tells me what to do. This really is 
a nice place. What's up those 
stairs? 

JACK
Two bedrooms and a bathroom. So 

(MORE)
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no-one else knows you're here? 
JACK (CONT'D)

ROBERT
Nope. No-one's got to keep tabs on 
me. 

Robert keeps taking stock of the place, starting to look to 
another couple of doors, he gestures to one--

ROBERT
What's in there? 

Jack starts to move towards the kitchen counter and picks 
something up.

He starts to sidle towards Robert.

JACK
Another bathroom. So you came here 
alone? 

He adjusts his grip on the thing that he's holding behind 
his back...

ROBERT
Of course I came here alone! You 
think I'm the sort of person that 
needs back-up? Don't make me laugh! 
What's in here? 

Robert gestures to another door. Jack moves over to it and 
opens it. Stairs go down. 

They both look down the stairs, Silhouetted. 

JACK
That's the basement.

ROBERT
Nice. Kinda smells at bit--

JACK
It's where I keep the bodies. 

ROBERT
What? 

Jack hits him over the head with the hilt of the knife he's 
been concealing, and Robert falls to the floor, unconscious. 

Jack takes a few steps down the stairs and starts dragging 
Robert's unconscious body down by the ankles. It 
unceremoniously bumps over them. 
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Bump.

Bump.

Bump. 

Until the kitchen is empty. 

INT. THE BOSS' OFFICE - DAY

The Boss, a knife-like man in his 50s is arguing with a 
scruffy younger man in a poorly fitting suit. 

THE BOSS 
--and if you don't move my fucking 
merchandise in the next two fucking 
days, there will be hell to pay!! 

INTIMIDATED MAN
Yes sir. 

Charlie enters, full of energy, practically skipping, and 
the boss's mood instantly softens. An absurd contrast.

CHARLIE
Dad! How are you doing! 

THE BOSS
Not bad, babygirl! It's always nice 
to see you! How's your first day at 
the job?

The Boss sits in the chair, and looks back to the 
Intimidated Man, turning back to 'Angry mode', and points 
first to the man, then to the door.

THE BOSS (CONT'D)
You. Fuck Off.

The intimidated man scurries out of the door. 

Charlie opens her mouth to speak, but-- 

THE BOSS
(Cutting in)

Oh, Hey! I was going to tell you 
something earlier, before I got 
caught up with this... cretin. You 
know this Jack guy? The pretty boy 
with the big house? 

Charlie nods, smiling, proud of her work. 
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THE BOSS (CONT'D)
Yeah... I think we shouldn't get 
too involved there.

Charlie's face falls a little. 

THE BOSS (CONT'D)
Our buddy Big Al from London let me 
know that he was a former associate 
of theirs...

On Charlie: Oh Crap.  

THE BOSS (CONT'D)
Well, I say "associate". He's 
actually a serial killer.  Unstable 
type, but very good at covering his 
tracks, and cheap if you want to 
hire him. 

On Charlie. Horrified. 

THE BOSS (CONT'D)
Yeah, he caused some trouble a 
while back when he stabbed a 
door-to-door salesman. He takes his 
personal space very seriously, and 
I don't want to throw away 
manpower. I think the worst thing 
we could possibly do is send 
someone over to ask for protection 
money. 

Uncomfortable Beat. 

CHARLIE
Well Fuck. 

INT. JACK'S BASEMENT

Robert wakes up on the floor, hands taped behind his back, 
ankles taped together in front of him. 

Dazed, he looks around. Either side of him are two large 
burlap sacks. Each one has suspicious red stains on it and a 
pair of feet protruding from the bottom. 

Ok. Best to ignore that... 

Robert struggles against the tape. 

ROBERT
Well this is just perfect... 
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Robert slumps back against the wall. He looks uncomfortable, 
as if he's sitting on something...

The Switchblade! He pulls it from in his belt and flicks the 
blade out. 

He starts to try to cut the tape that's binding his wrists . 
He doesn't get very far, however, as Jack opens the door at 
the top of the Basement stairs. Only a silhouette, but he's 
obviously carrying the large kitchen knife. 

Robert stops trying to cut the binds in the hope that Jack 
won't notice he has a knife of his own whilst Jack slowly 
starts walking down the stairs. 

ROBERT
Hey! Um... I'm sorry I picked up 
that glass? 

JACK
Don't worry, I wanted to kill you 
anyway. 

ROBERT
Oh. 

JACK
I came down because I heard you 
moving...

Robert adjusts his grip on the knife.

ROBERT
I wasn't doing anything!

JACK
You were waking up. 

ROBERT
Yeah. Waking up. Definitely not 
doing anything else. 

JACK
I thought this would be the perfect 
time to come down and let you know 
that that this is the knife I'm 
going to use to kill you! 

Jack hold up the knife, and Robert swallows nervously. 

ROBERT
Oh. 
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JACK
Don't look so worried. I'm not 
going to kill you today. You can't 
have more than one murder in a day! 

Jack moves over to one of the burlap sacks and pats it. 
Obviously the only victim of the day. Robert twists around a 
little, so that the knife is still behind his back. 

JACK
Get some rest. It's nearly 5 in the 
afternoon. Time to sleep. 

Jack walks up the stairs towards the door.

ROBERT
Yes! Definitely! Bedtime! I'll see 
you tomorrow! 

Jack closes the door behind him and Robert starts 
frantically trying to cut the tape that's binding his wrists 
together.

A lot more panicked. 

EXT. JACKS HOUSE

Charlie and two men, one young and skinny, the other middle 
aged, overweight and greying, approach the house. All three 
are carrying handguns. Charlie peers through the window, 
then turns back to her men. 

CHARLIE
(Whispering)

Right. The man who lives here is a 
serial killer. He's got a thing for 
knives. He's not the reason we're 
here though. We just want to make 
sure he's not killed Robby, the guy  
we sent to get protection money 
from the him.

YOUNG THIN MAN
Wait, you sent someone to collect 
protection money from a serial 
killer?! 

CHARLIE
Well I didn't know he was a serial 
killer at the time...

NERVIOUS FAT MAN
Is he gonna stab me? He's a serial 

(MORE)
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killer and you said he likes 
NERVIOUS FAT MAN (CONT'D)

knives, is he gonna stab me? 

CHARLIE
You have a gun! He's not going to 
stab you! I don't want to go 
through the front door. Lets check 
the back. 

The three start to head around the house. 

The Nervous Fat Man is extra Nervous. 

INT. JACKS HOUSE

Robert opens the basement door carefully, looking around as 
he enters the kitchen. Holding on to the switchblade for 
dear life. 

He looks over to the kitchen counter and sees the kitchen 
knife that Jack had threatened him with just lying there. 

He picks up the knife gleefully, and brandishes it. 

He feels a lot more comfortable now he's armed.

A noise from behind Robert. 

A door opening.

BANG. 

A gunshot. 

Robert falls to the floor, dead.

NERVIOUS FAT MAN
I did it!! I killed the knife guy! 

Charlie, The Nervous Fat Man and the Young Thin Man are 
standing in the kitchen. Charlie is incensed. 

CHARLIE
You FUCKING IDIOT! 

Charlie hits him on the head with the butt of her gun. 

NERVIOUS FAT MAN
OW!!

CHARLIE
That was our guy! Dad is going to 
be pissed... 
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The three gather around Robert's dead body and look down at 
it. It's dead eyes looks back up at them. 

Jack slips into the edge of shot. 

JACK
Need any help cleaning that up? 

THE END. 




