Int. Gym - nighT

The gym appears deserted but there's lots of equipment around. There's a boxing ring. On the walls, posters of boxing matches and framed photographs of famous alumni.

DEN DONOVAN comes into view, swinging a baseball bat. He's tough, good-looking but clearly a hard man. Casually but expensively dressed and he's wearing an expensive wristwatch.

He swings the bat, hard, crashing it against a punchbag. THUMP!

DONOVAN

Bastards!

He swings it again. THUMP!

The camera finds a twenty-something blonde girl sitting on a chair. She's LOUISE DAVIES, a lapdancer, and she's terrified. There are two empty chairs next to her.

DONOVAN hits the punchbag again. THUMP!

Int. fullerton's sitting room - nIGHT

JAMIE FULLERTON, a good-looking guy in his late twenties, is watching a football match on a big screen TV and drinking beer from a bottle. It's an expensive flat with expansive views over the River Thames.  The doorbell rings. He ignores it and keeps on watching TV. The doorbell rings again, more insistently this time.

Int. fullerton's hallway - nIGHT

FULLERTON opens the door. There are two heavies standing there. KIM FLETCHER and RICKY JORDAN. Big men and not very bright.

FULLERTON recognises them.

Fullerton

What the hell do you want?

Jordan

You.

JORDAN has a stungun. He presses it against FULLERTON's neck and he slumps to the ground.

Int. Gym - nIGHT

DONOVAN takes another swing at the punchbag with the baseball bat. THUMP!

LOUISE's eyes are wide with fear. At the side of the gym, a TV set with a video recorder.

LOUISE

Den...

DONOVAN points the baseball bat at her.

DONOVAN

Not a word! Not one bloody word!

Int. bunny's sitting room - nIGHT

BUNNY WARREN, a tall, well-built black guy, is relaxing on his sofa, listening to classical music and nursing a glass of wine. His doorbell rings.

Int. Bunny's hallway - nIGHT

BUNNY opens his front door, still holding his wine glass. There are two heavies there. CHARLIE WILSON and BOB MACDONALD.

BUNNY recognises them.

Bunny

They let you out too, hey guys?

Macdonald

Yeah. And we've found out who the grass is.

BUNNY

Yeah? Who?

Macdonald

You, you scumbag.

BUNNY turns to run but WILSON and MACDONALD pull out handguns.

They push their way into the hallway. MACDONALD closes the door as WILSON pushes BUNNY against the wall, the gun under his chin.

WILSON

Den wants a word.

Int. Gym - nIGHT

DONOVAN paces around the gym swinging the baseball bat. LOUISE is scared witless.

DONOVAN swings the baseball bat. THUD! He hits the punchbag with the bat.

There's a banging on the door to the gym. Then it opens.

It's FLETCHER and JORDAN. They are carrying FULLERTON, bound and gagged.

They manhandle him over to where LOUISE is sitting. The two men push FULLERTON on to one of the chairs.

DONOVAN glares at FULLERTON, then swings the bat at the punchbag again. THUMP!

DONOVAN

Where's Warren?

WILSON and MACDONALD appear at the door.

WILSON

He's in the car boss. We'll need help to move him.

DONOVAN

(to FLETCHER)

Kim...

Fletcher

Will do, boss.

FLETCHER follows WILSON and MACDONALD out.

JORDAN puts FULLERTON on one of the chairs. FULLERTON glares defiantly at DONOVAN while LOUISE looks fearfully across at FULLERTON.

DONOVAN walks over to FULLERTON and glares at him as he swings the baseball bat.

DONOVAN

Funny thing about the Americans, isn't it Jamie? The way they take our girls' games and make them their own.

(off the bat)

Perfectly good girls game, rounders. And they turn it into baseball. Netball becomes basketball. They won't even leave football alone. They're trying to make the nets bigger so that they can score more goals.

DONOVAN shakes his head.

DONOVAN

I hate people interfering where they're not wanted, you know?

FULLERTON doesn't say anything. He's gagged, anyway.

DONOVAN

What's the matter, Jamie? Cat got your tongue?

FULLERTON just glares at DONOVAN. DONOVAN rips away FULLERTON's gag.

FLETCHER, MACDONALD and WILSON reappear with BUNNY WARREN.

DONOVAN

Hey, hey, the gang's all here.

Ext. dutch port - night

Two container lorries drive into the port. There's a DRIVER and a DRIVER'S MATE in each of the cabs.

SUPERIMPOSE:   "AMSTERDAM - FOUR WEEKS EARLIER"

Ext. Dutch port, dockside - night (later)

The containers are about to be loaded onto a ship. Suddenly there are searchlights and sirens and DUTCH CUSTOMS OFFICERS everywhere. It's a major drugs bust.

One of the DRIVER'S MATES makes a run for it. He hits a DUTCH CUSTOMS OFFICER in the face and starts running between stacks of containers.

He's fast and he gets away.

Ext. dutch port, container area - nIGHT

The DRIVER'S MATE stops between two stacks of containers to catch his breath. He listens. In the distance he hears shouts, but he knows they're not going to find him. He smiles.

He turns to run again. There's a man in front of him. The man's English MI6 agent GREGG HATHAWAY. Mid-thirties, short with thinning hair. He limps on his left leg and has a walking stick. HATHAWAY smiles.

HATHAWAY

How did it go?

Driver's mate

Sweet.

HATHAWAY

See you back in London.

Ext. Dutch Port, dockside - nIGHT

HATHAWAY walks up to the container lorries. DUTCH CUSTOMS OFFICERS are swarming over them. A drugs dog is barking.

They've discovered a massive amount of cannabis. Millions of pounds worth.

A SENIOR DUTCH CUSTOMS OFFICER walks up to HATHAWAY.

Senior Dutch customs officer

Looks like four tons.

HATHAWAY

Good job. Pass on my compliments to your team.

SENIOR DUTCH CUSTOMS OFFICER

One of them got away.

HATHAWAY

(shrugging)

Can't win 'em all.

As the SENIOR DUTCH CUSTOMS OFFICER walks away, HATHAWAY smiles.

Int. Bedroom - night

The room is plush. Luxurious. On a huge water bed are a gorgeous blonde and an even more gorgeous brunette. They're both naked and clearly into each other. Rock and roll is playing on an expensive stereo system.

A cloud of smoke blows across the girls.

Clare (O.S.)

Come on girls, let the dog see the rabbit.

The camera finds forty-something MARTY CLARE. Rugged, Irish, naked except for a towel around his waist, chewing on a huge joint.

The GIRLS smile up at CLARE. CLARE drops the towel and gets onto the bed.

The BRUNETTE takes the joint and inhales as CLARE kisses the BLONDE.  Then the BLONDE kisses the BRUNETTE, exchanging the marijuana smoke.  CLARE is like a pig in hog heaven. Until the bedroom door is kicked open.

CLare

What the...!!

Three UNIFORMED DUTCH POLICEMEN pile in. They are followed by a PLAINCLOTHES PHOTOGRAPHER who takes rapid pictures with a flash.

The GIRLS scream. The BRUNETTE drops the joint onto the BLONDE's lap and leaps off the bed.

The BLONDE screams. The joint has burnt her. She starts beating at the burning joint with her hand.

The BRUNETTE can't get by the UNFORMED POLICEMEN. She screams and runs into a wall. Falls to the floor, stunned.

CLARE starts to laugh.

The BLONDE is still screaming. The PHOTOGRAPHER is still flashing away.

Two DUTCH PLAINCLOTHES DETECTIVES appear at the door, followed by a SENIOR PLAINCLOTHES DETECTIVE. They grin at the panic they've caused.

The BLONDE grabs a bottle of water off the bedside table and pours it over her burned lap.

The BRUNETTE gets up and rushes over to the bathroom. She scrambles in and locks the door.

The UNIFORMED DUTCH POLICEMEN look over at the SENIOR PLAINCLOTHES DETECTIVE. The SENIOR PLAINCLOTHES DETECTIVE shakes his head. It's not the girls they want.

The BLONDE realises that she's naked in a room full of men, one of whom is taking pictures. She grabs a sheet and wraps it around her.

The joint is still burning. CLARE picks it up, takes a long drag and then exhales. He grins at the cops.

MARTY

So what's the charge, guys? Is it the sex, the drugs, or the rock and roll?

The SENIOR PLAINCLOTHES DETECTIVE picks up and ashtray and holds it out to CLARE. CLARE shrugs and stubs out the joint.

Ext. Dutch apartment block - night

CLARE is hustled out of the block by the DUTCH POLICE.

Watching from a parked car is GREGG HATHAWAY. He smiles.

Int. Schoolroom - DAY

A TEACHER is teaching in an up-market private school in London. The camera finds nine-year-old ROBBIE DONOVAN. He's sneakily sending a text message to a friend on his mobile phone. 'I'M STARVING.'

The bell rings. Lunch break.

Int. School corridor - DAY

The PUPILS pile out of the classroom, laughing and joking. ROBBIE DONOVAN is joined by a friend.

RoBBIE's FRIEND

Come on Robbie, it's fish and chips today.

ROBBIE's mobile beeps. A text message.  'I'M BACK. COME HOME NOW! DAD.'

Robbie

Dad!

(to his friend)

Gotta go.

ROBBIE'S FRIEND

Where are you going?

ROBBIE

Home!

Ext. School - DAY

ROBBIE runs out of the school.

Ext. London street - DAY

ROBBIE runs down the street. Excited to see his dad again.

Ext. Donovan's house - DAY

ROBBIE arrives in front of his house. Three stories, white stucco, very expensive.

He lets himself in through the front door. He's a latchkey kid.

Int. Donovan's hallway - day

ROBBIE walks through the hallway. On the wall, photographs of DEN DONOVAN, his pretty blonde wife VICKY, and ROBBIE. Some taken in Spain, some in the West Indies.  

ROBBIE

Dad?

Int. Donovan's kitchen - day

ROBBIE walks into the kitchen. No sign of dad.

Int. Donovan's haLLWAY - DAY

ROBBIE walks up the stairs. He slows down as he gets to the top of the stairs. He starts to frown.

Int. Donovan's bedroom - DAY

VICKY DONOVAN is making love. Passionately and loudly. She's on top. Her eyes are closed.

Vicky

Oh God, yes! Yes!

Lying on his back and enjoying himself to the max is STUART SHARKEY. DONOVAN's accountant.

VICKY

God, Stuart! Yes, yes, yes!

The bedroom door opens. ROBBIE is standing there, a look of horror on his face.

SHARKEY sees ROBBIE.

Sharkey

Shit!

VICKY opens her eyes.

VICKY

What? What's wrong?

VICKY realises that SHARKEY is looking at something. At someone.  She turns her head and sees ROBBIE.

VICKY

Oh God.

ROBBIE shakes his head in disbelief.

VICKY

Robbie...

ROBBIE turns and runs away.

VICKY gathers a sheet around herself and hurries after him.

VICKY

Robbie!

Int. Donovan's hALLWAY - DAY

ROBBIE runs along the landing, upset.

VICKY reaches the bedroom door.

VICKY

Robbie!

ROBBIE turns to look at her, still running. He stumbles and falls down stairs. Thump, thump, thump.

VICKY

Robbie!

ROBBIE falls to the bottom of the stairs. Then lies still.

VICKY dashes down after him. She kneels next to him.

VICKY

Oh, Robbie...

ROBBIE opens his eyes.

VICKY

Thank God!

ROBBIE sits up.

ROBBIE

Leave me alone.

VICKY

Robbie...please...you don't understand.

ROBBIE gets to his feet. SHARKEY appears at the top of the stairs.

ROBBIE

I do understand. I saw what you were doing.

SHARKEY

Vicky...is he okay?

ROBBIE glares up at SHARKEY.

ROBBIE

My dad's gonna kill you. You are dead!

ROBBIE dashes out of the front door.

VICKY looks up at SHARKEY, horrified.

Ext. LONDON STREET - DAY

ROBBIE runs down the street, tears in his eyes.

Ext. Beach, Anguilla, the CARIBBEAN - DAY

Two men are walking along the beach, looking across at some very expensive yachts.  One of them is DONOVAN, casually dressed.  His companion is CARLOS RODRIGUEZ, a forty-something COLOMBIAN. Better dressed than DONOVAN, and he looks hard.

Donovan

Thought I might get a boat, Carlos.

Carlos

I always get seasick.

DONOVAN

I was thinking a big boat. Stabilisers and that. Save me flying between the islands.

CARLOS

Big, small, I still get sick.

Watching them from the road is BARRY WILLIS, leaning against an expensive Mercedes. A big man. A tough east-ender.

DONOVAN and CARLOS walk by some holidaymakers. They keep quiet as the tourists walk by.

CARLOS

The freighter leaves Mexico this evening.

DONOVAN

Good. And the consignment?

CARLOS

The fuel tanks. Just the yellow ones.

DONOVAN

The yellow ones?

CARLOS

Easier to spot. No numbers to check. Don't worry. Yellow, green or rainbow coloured, no one's going to go near them.

DONOVAN

Sweet.

CARLOS

And my money?

DONOVAN

I'll put the first tranche in this afternoon.

CARLOS

And the rest on arrival?

DONOVAN

Come on Carlos. Have I ever let you down?

CARLOS

Not yet, my friend. But a little bird tells me that you have been talking to the Russians.

DONOVAN

I talk to a lot of people, Carlos.

CARLOS

Russian pilots. With transport planes. Staying at a hotel in Anguilla. Not far from your villa, in fact.

DONOVAN

I'm impressed.

CARLOS

Knowledge is power.

DONOVAN

I thought money was power.

CARLOS

Knowledge. Money. Power. They are all connected.

(a beat)

These Russians, they have been flying Soviet weapons into Colombia for the guerillas, you know that?

In the distance, WILLIS answers a ringing mobile phone.

DONOVAN

Not these guys. Cross my heart.

CARLOS

Guns in, cocaine out. But it's a dangerous game, my friend. We wouldn't the rebels becoming too strong. We have friends in the government. Good friends. You know that.

WILLIS leaves the Mercedes and walks across the beach towards CARLOS and DONOVAN.

DONOVAN

I'm talking to them about some business on the either side of the world. Poppy business.

CARLOS

Be careful, Den. The Russians are not to be trusted. They are uneducated thugs who will kill you at the drop of a hat.

DONOVAN

(laughing)

Carlos, they say exactly the same about you Colombians.

CARLOS

And maybe they are right, my friend. Maybe they are right.

(off WILLIS)

I think your associate wants to talk to you.

DONOVAN turns and sees WILLIS. DONOVAN frowns angrily.

DONOVAN

You'd better push off, Carlos.

They shake hands. CARLOS walks away. DONOVAN glares at WILLIS.

DONOVAN

I told you to stay by the car.

WILLIS

(holding up the phone)

It's Robbie.

DONOVAN grabs the phone and walks to the water's edge, listening. WILLIS watches him anxiously, knowing that it's bad news.

Int. DONOVAN'S BEDROOM - DAY

VICKY is packing a suitcase, tears running down her face. SHARKEY puts his hands on her shoulders.

SHARKEY

It'll be okay.

VICKY shakes him off.

VICKY

How the hell's it going to be okay?

SHARKEY

Vicky...

VICKY

Leave me alone! This is all your fault!

SHARKEY

That's not fair.

VICKY

Fair? Den's not going to care what's fair!

SHARKEY

Maybe Robbie won't say anything.

VICKY sneers at him with contempt.

SHARKEY

We can say he's confused.

VICKY

Grow up, will you. He saw us in bed. Where the hell's the confusion?

VICKY picks up the suitcase and hurls it against the wall.

VICKY

You shouldn't have come around. I always said never here. Your place or hotels, that's what we agreed. But you had to do it in Den's bed, didn't you?

SHARKEY

(quietly)

It takes two, Vicky.

VICKY raises her hand to slap him. SHARKEY doesn't try to defend himself. He just looks at her. VICKY collapses in tears.  SHARKEY holds her.

SHARKEY

I'm sorry, love.

VICKY

He'll kill us.

SHARKEY

No he won't.

VICKY

You know what he's like, Stuart.

SHARKEY

We want to be together. He was going to have to know some time.

VICKY

But not like this... not with Robbie... What are we going to do?

VICKY starts crying again. Big sobs. SHARKEY hugs her but his face goes hard.

Ext. Children's playground - DAY

ROBBIE is sitting on a swing, tears running down his face. He's holding his mobile phone.

A car pulls up. Driving is MARK GARDNER. LAURA GARDNER (DONOVAN's sister) is in the passenger seat.

LAURA walks up to ROBBIE.

Laura

Robbie?

ROBBIE looks up at her with tears in his eyes.

Int. Donovan's mercedes - DAY

DONOVAN is being driven across Anguilla by WILLIS. DONOVAN looks furious. WILLIS looks worried.

DONOVAN's mobile phone rings. He answers it.

DONOVAN

Yeah?

(a beat)

Hiya Sis. You got him?

(a beat)

How is he?

Int. Laura's hallway - DAY

LAURA is standing in the hallway. ROBBIE is sitting on a sofa in the sitting room, watching LAURA's two young children, JULIE and JUNE, playing Sony Playstation.

LAURA

He's fine, Den. Considering.

INTERCUT BETWEEN DONOVAN IN THE MERCEDES AND LAURA IN HER HALLWAY.

DONOVAN

Thanks for this. I owe you one.

LAURA

He's my nephew, Den. What are you going to do?

DONOVAN

I'm going to fucking kill them is what I'm going to do.

LAURA

About Robbie, I meant.

DONOVAN

I'm coming back. Soon as I can. 

DONOVAN cuts the connection. He sits looking out of the car window. A frown slowly crosses his face.

DONOVAN

Shit.

WILLIS looks across anxiously at DONOVAN.

DONOVAN

Shit, shit, shit.

WILLIS

What's up?

Ahead of them is a five star hotel resort. DONOVAN points at it. WILLIS heads towards the hotel, looking worried.

Int. Five star hotel - DAY

DONOVAN walks quickly across the reception, his face ice cold.

Int. Business centre, five star hotel - DAY

DONOVAN walks into the business centre. A RECEPTIONIST looks up.

DONOVAN

I need to use the internet.

Receptionist

Certainly, Sir. What's your room number?

DONOVAN flips her a US$100 bill.

DONOVAN

One hundred.

DONOVAN walks over to a computer terminal and logs on.

He logs on to a bank website and taps in his password. On screen are details of his bank account. All that remains is a few thousand dollars. Ten million dollars has just been transferred out of the account.

DONOVAN

Shit.

DONOVAN logs onto another bank's website. Enters another password. Another massive withdrawal. Fifteen million dollars has gone.

DONOVAN

You bitch!

The RECEPTIONIST looks over at DONOVAN anxiously.

DONOVAN has written a list of numbers on a notepad. The total is sixty million dollars. The money missing from his bank accounts. He underlines the figure. $60 million.

Int. DoNOVAN'S MERCEDES - DAY

WILLIS is sitting in the driving seat. There's a knock on the window. WILLIS winds the window down.

WILLIS

You okay, Den?

DONOVAN holds out his hand.

DONOVAN

Mobile.

WILLIS hands him the mobile phone through the window.

Int. cid office - DAY

A phone rings. A hand reaches for it. The hand belongs to CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT RICHARD 'DICKO' UNDERWOOD but we don't know that yet. He's just a forty-something man in a suit in a busy office.

Dicko

Yeah?

Ext. Swimming pool, five star hotel - DAY

DONOVAN is walking around the edge of the pool, talking into his mobile.

DONOVAN

Call me back from a landline in ten minutes. The villa. Okay?

Int. Cid OFFICE - DAY

DICKO frowns.

DiCKO

I'm not your bloody manservant.

Ext. SWIMMING POOL, FIVE STAR HOTEL - DAY

DONOVAN is walking around the pool.

DONOVAN

Just do as you're told.

Int. CID OFFICE - DAY

DICKO hangs up. The camera pulls back to reveal that he's in an office full of police, uniformed and plain clothes.

He stands up and reaches for his coat.

Int. DONOVAN'S MERCEDES - DAY

WILLIS is driving. DONOVAN is removing the SIM card from the mobile. He snaps the SIM card in half and tosses the pieces out of the window.

He takes a new SIM card from the glove compartment and puts it into the mobile.

WILLIS

What's going on, Den?

DONOVAN gives WILLIS a long, hard look. He's not going to say.

Int. Laura's kitchen - DAY

MARK is at the head of the table, ROBBIE, JULIE and JUNE are sitting with him as LAURA puts down plates of food.

JULIE and JUNE tuck in, but ROBBIE just sits there.

LAURA

Come on Robbie. It's your favourite.

ROBBIE starts to cry.

LAURA looks helplessly at MARK.

Ext. London street - DAY

DICKO looks around to check that he's not being followed, then he walks into a London phone box and dials.

Int. Donovan's villa - DAY

DONOVAN is packing a small suitcase. His phone rings. He picks it up.

DONOVAN

About bloody time.

INTERCUT BETWEEN DONOVAN IN HIS VILLA AND DICKO IN THE PHONE BOX.

DONOVAN

Look, I've got a problem. I'm gonna have to come back to London.

DICKO

What sort of problem?

DONOVAN

I'm the one with the questions, Dicko. Just shut up and listen, will you. I need to know what my position is in the UK.

DICKO

Bloody precarious.

DONOVAN

I'm still Tango One?

DICKO

Not so long as you're out of the country. But you set foot back in the UK and you go straight back to the top of most wanted.

DONOVAN

Shit. You sure?

DICKO

I haven't raised your name with Customs if that's what you mean. You want me to put out feelers?

DONOVAN

Yeah. Today, okay? And there's something else.

DICKO

There usually is.

DONOVAN

I want Vicky and Stuart Sharkey red-flagged. If they leave the country, I want to know.

DICKO

You don't ask much, do you?

DONOVAN

That's what I pay you for, Dicko.

DONOVAN slams down the phone.  He opens a wall safe and takes out three passports and a brick-sized bundle of US dollar bills. He flicks through the passports - Donovan's pictures but different names. A US passport, a British passport, and an Irish one.

Ext. dONOVAN'S VILLA - DAY

DONOVAN walks out of the villa holding his suitcase.

WILLIS is there with the Mercedes ready to go.

Int. DONOVAN'S MERCEDES - DAY

DONOVAN climbs into the car. WILLIS drives off.

WILLIS

Where to, boss?

DONOVAN

The Russians. Then the airport.

Int. sharkey's sitting room - evENING

VICKY is dialling a number on her mobile. She looks anxious, distressed. Out of her mind with worry.

Int. LAURA'S KITCHEN - evening

LAURA is loading the dishwasher. The phone rings. She hurries to the sitting room but MARK has already answered the phone.

He holds the receiver out to her and mouths 'Vicky'. LAURA mouths 'shit' and takes the receiver.

Laura

Yes?

INTERCUT BETWEEN LAURA IN HER SITTING ROOM AND VICKY ON A MOBILE IN SHARKEY'S SITTING ROOM.

VICKY

Laura?

LAURA

What do you want?

VICKY

Is Robbie there?

LAURA

I can't talk to you, Vicky.

VICKY

Is he?

MARK is trying to listen but LAURA twists away from him. She's flustered and doesn't want him listening.

VICKY

I just want to talk to him.

LAURA

He's asleep.

VICKY

I'm his mother, for God's sake.

LAURA

You should have thought of that before you screwed Sharkey in Den's bed.

MARK flinches at that.

VICKY

It was a mistake.

LAURA

You can say that again. Where are you?

VICKY

I can't tell you.

VICKY cuts her connection abruptly as she hears SHARKEY walking down the hall. He's carrying two suitcases. He looks worried.

VICKY slips the phone into her bag without him noticing.

SHARKEY

Okay?

VICKY nods, but it's clear that she's far from okay.

SHARKEY

We'll take your car. We'll dump it at one of the other terminals.

Ext. Luxury hotel, anguilla - DAY

The Mercedes pulls up in front of the hotel. DONOVAN gets out.

Ext. Pool, luxury hotel - DAY

DONOVAN walks along the poolside. He finds two Russians, sprawled on sun-loungers, a bottle of expensive champagne close by.

The bigger of the two Russians, GREGOV (fifties, scarred, crew cut) leaps up and gives DONOVAN a bone-crushing hug.

The younger Russian (skinny, tattooed) is PETER.

Gregov

Come on, Den, the champagne is getting warm.

PETER pours some into a glass and offers it to DONOVAN, but DONOVAN shakes his head.

DONOVAN

No can do, guys. I've got to back to London. Just for a few days.

GREGOV and PETER exchange a worried look. This wasn't planned.

GREGOV

Is there something wrong?

DONOVAN

Not with our deal, Gregov.

GREGOV

You are sure? We can go elsewhere.

DONOVAN

Don't go all soppy on me, Gregov. I said we'll do business and we'll do business. This is personal.

Peter

You need help, Den? We have connections in London.

DONOVAN

Nah, it's okay. I'm on top of it. You guys stay here as long as you want - the tab's on me.

PETER

We're off to Turkey at the weekend. Earthquake relief. Forty thousand dollars. Good money, huh?

DONOVAN

The Russian Army's loss, yeah?

GREGOV

Yeah, their loss, our gain. Fuck communism, yeah?

The two RUSSIANS laugh.

DONOVAN

If I need you, I get you at the office in Belgrade yeah?

GREGOV

The sooner the better.

Int. Interrogation room, dutch detention centre - DAY

MARTY CLARE is sitting at a table, waiting. A DUTCH GUARD is watching him impassively.

In the corridor outside, footsteps. A man with a limp.

The door opens and GREGG HATHAWAY walks in, limping on his left leg and holding his walking stick.

CLARE leans back in his chair, and closes his eyes.

Hathaway

I could come back...if it's a bad time.

CLARE opens his eyes and looks at HATHAWAY with contempt.

HATHAWAY

Though frankly, the way your life is turning to shit, I think today is about as good as your life is going to get for the foreseeable future.

Clare

And you would be?

HATHAWAY

(mimicking CLARE's Irish accent)

I would be the bearer of bad news, Marty. A harbinger of doom.

CLARE

Would it be asking too much for you to show me some identification?

HATHAWAY

(still with Irish accent)

Indeed it would, Marty.

HATHAWAY turns to the DUTCH GUARD, and speaks to him in Dutch.

HATHAWAY

(to GUARD, in Dutch)

I need to speak with him alone.

The DUTCH GUARD nods and leaves. HATHAWAY loses the fake Irish accent.

CLARE

Who are you? What do you want?

HATHAWAY

I'm your last chance, Marty. I'm giving you the opportunity to dig yourself out of the pile of shit you've got yourself into.

CLARE looks disgusted. He waves his hand around the cell.

CLARE

This? This is a holiday camp. Room of my own, five-star gym, a library, cable TV. I was thinking of booking a couple of weeks next year. Might even bring the wife and kids. They'd love it.

HatHAWAY

Four tons of cannabin resin. That's a lot.

CLARE

A, I'm as innocent as a new-born babe. B. I never went near the stuff. C, my lawyers are shit hot. D, I've got more than enough money to pay off anyone who needs paying off.  Worst possible scenario, I stay here for a year or two, work out, eat well. Lose a few pounds. 

HATHAWAY just smiles at CLARE.

CLARE stands up.

CLARE

So if you're thinking about playing some sort of mind game with me, forget it. I'm a big boy, I can take care of myself.

HATHAWAY

(quietly)

The Americans want you, Marty.

CLARE

Bullshit.

HATHAWAY

So far as they're concerned, you're a class 1 DEA violator.

CLARE

Bollocks.

HATHAWAY

One of the containers was on its way to the States. New Jersey. You'll get life plus. And they'll seize every asset you've got.

CLARE sits down.

CLARE

The Dutch'll never extradite me.

HATHAWAY

Not to the States. But they'll send you back to the UK. And you know about the special relationship, right?

CLARE

I'm Irish.

HATHAWAY

Northern Irish. Not quite the same.

(a beat)

And you're probably thinking that all your assets are safely tucked away. Big mistake.

CLARE frowns? What?

HATHAWAY

Big mistake, putting everything in your wife's name.

HATHAWAY reaches into his pocket and pulls out a handful of photographs. CLARE in bed with the BLONDE and BRUNETTE. The police photographs.

HATHAWAY

You're wife's none too happy with you Marty.

CLARE slumps in his chair. Defeated.

CLARE

What do you want?

HATHAWAY

A chat.

CLARE

What about?

HATHAWAY

Den Donovan.

Ext. Heathrow airport - DAY

DONOVAN walks out of the airport, carrying his suitcase and a holdall. He's wearing a baseball cap and dark glasses.

He climbs into a black cab.

Ext. london bank - day

The black cab pulls up in front of the bank.

Int. London taxi outside bank - DAY

DONOVAN gets out, leaving his suitcase but taking his holdall with him. He's taken off his baseball cap and glasses.

DONOVAN

I'll be five minutes.

Int. London bank - DAY

DONOVAN walks into the safe deposit box area. He's holding an American passport and his holdall. There's a MANAGER on duty.

BANK MANAGER

Mr Williams, good to see you again.

DONOVAN

(with an American accent)

Good to be back.

BANK MANAGER

Here for a while?

DONOVAN

Flying visit.

The BANK MANAGER holds out his hand.

BANK MANAGER

Just a formality of course, Mr Williams.

DONOVAN

Wouldn't have it any other way.

DONOVAN hands over his US passport in the name of WILLIAMS. The BANK MANAGER checks the passport, nods, and hands it back.

Int. Bank vault - DAY

The BANK MANAGER takes DONOVAN over to the safe deposit boxes and uses his master key. DONOVAN uses his own key. The BANK MANAGER carries the box over to a secluded area.

BANK MANAGER

Right. I'll leave you to it.

DONOVAN waits until he's alone, and checks that the CCTV camera in the vault can't see what he's doing. He opens his box. Inside there are several brick-sized blocks of fifty pound notes.  Several gold Rolex watches. A handgun. Two more passports. Blocks of $100 bills.  Euro notes. And two burgundy bank passbooks. The passbooks are Austrian Sparbuch accounts - as good as cash to the bearer. DONOVAN flicks through them. One is for a million dollars. The other for half a million. He smiles. He's not broke yet.

He puts the passbooks into the box, then takes out the money and puts it into his holdall. He keeps the US passport but puts the two others he brought with him into the box.

He reaches for the gun, but then decides against it.

Ext. london hotel - DAY

The black cab pulls up in front of a modest London hotel. Nothing special.

Int. Hotel room - DAY

A PORTER shows DONOVAN into a basic, fairly shabby room.

DONOVAN

(American accent)

Perfect.

He tips the bellboy with a twenty dollar bill.

DONOVAN

I don't have any British pounds yet.

Bellboy

This is just fine, Sir.

The BELLBOY closes the door. DONOVAN's smile vanishes and he shakes his head in disgust at the state of the room.

Ext. DoNOVAN'S VILLA (pool) - DAY

BARRY WILLIS is stretched out on a sun-lounger, an ice-cold beer close at hand. There's a mobile phone next to the beer. His eyes are closed but he opens them as a shadow falls across his face.

CARLOS RODRIGUEZ is there with three COLOMBIAN HEAVIES.

WILLIS

He's not here.

Two of the COLOMBIAN HEAVIES drag WILLIS to his feet. A THIRD COLOMBIAN HEAVY hits WILLIS. Hard.

CARLOS

Where is he?

WILLIS

What the hell's your problem?

The THIRD COLOMBIAN HEAVY slaps WILLIS, twice.

WILLIS

He's gone to London.

CARLOS

Why?

WILLIS

He didn't say.

Two more slaps. Hard ones.

WILLIS

He didn't say! I'm not his sodding keeper. If you've got a problem with Den, you'll have to talk to him.

The THIRD COLOMBIAN HEAVY hits WILLIS in the stomach. He coughs and blood splatters over CARLOS's cream suit. CARLOS wipes the blood off with a handkerchief and looks disdainfully at WILLIS.

WILLIS

I'm sorry.

CARLOS

Why is he in London?

WILLIS

It's personal.

The THIRD COLOMBIAN HEAVY pulls a large umbrella out of its concrete base. He takes a chain from his pocket and starts to attach it to the concrete base.  WILLIS watches, horrified.

CARLOS

Don't look at him. Look at me.

WILLIS does as he's told.

WILLIS

He said it was personal. That's all he said.

CARLOS

What about my money?

WILLIS

What do you mean?

CARLOS

The ten million dollars that Donovan was supposed to pay into my account this morning. Where is it?

WILLIS

I don't know. You'll have to talk to Den.

CARLOS

But Den isn't here. Is he?

The THIRD COLOMBIAN HEAVY attaches the chain around WILLIS's waist with a small padlock. The HEAVY hands the padlock to CARLOS.

WILLIS

Don't do this, Carlos. Please.

CARLOS tosses the key into the far end of the pool. The shallow end. WILLIS is at the deep end.

CARLOS

How do you get in touch with him?

WILLIS

I don't. He calls me.

CARLOS

What about his house? In the UK?

WILLIS

He never calls from there. The cops have him bugged.

CARLOS

But you have the number?

WILLIS

I'm not supposed to use it.

The THIRD COLOMBIAN HEAVY starts to push the concrete base towards the pool.

WILLIS

I'll call him!

CARLOS

The number's in the cell phone?

WILLIS

Yes!  God, yes!

CARLOS

So I don't need you then, do I?

The THIRD COLOMBIAN HEAVY pushes the concrete base into the pool. WILLIS is dragged in, screaming.

CARLOS and the THREE COLOMBIAN HEAVIES watch as WILLIS drowns. CARLOS looks at his watch.

CARLOS

(in Spanish)

What do you think? Ninety seconds?

Colombian heavy

(in Spanish)

Nah. He didn't catch his breath when he went in.

CARLOS

(in Spanish)

A hundred dollars says he lasts ninety seconds.

The COLOMBIAN HEAVY nods. He'll take that bet.

Ext. london shopping street - DAY

DONOVAN, wearing his baseball cap and sunglasses, is window shopping. Checking reflections to make sure he's not being followed.

Int. Electrical shop - DAY

DONOVAN walks in. Two INDIAN SALESMEN look up. DONOVAN points at a pay-as-you-go mobile phone in a box. Then another. And another.

At the check-out, he pays cash for half a dozen of the mobiles.

DONOVAN

Got any Sim cards?

The INDIAN SALESMAN bends down and reappears with a dozen or so SIM cards.

DONOVAN

I'll have them all.

Int. hOTEL ROOM - DAY

DONOVAN has all six mobile phones charging.

He picks up one of them and dials a number.

Int. CID OFFICE - DAY

DICKO is bollicking a junior CID OFFICER.

DICKO

When I say go around and see someone, I don't mean use the bloody phone. I mean knock on the toe-rag's door. Okay?

Cid officer

Sorry Sir.

UNDERWOOD's phone rings.

DICKO

Well bugger off then.

As the CID OFFICER leaves, UNDERWOOD picks up the phone.

DICKO

Yeah?

(a beat)

Bloody hell, Den. Can't you ever call me at home?

(a beat, looking at his wristwatch)

Okay, okay. I'll be there.

DICKO hangs up, looking annoyed.

Ext. Police station - DAY

DICKO leaves, looking even more annoyed.

Int. airport - DAY

VICKY and SHARKEY check in, showing their passports. VICKY looks upset.

SHARKEY

(whispering)

Pull yourself together, Vicky.

VICKY

I need to use the bathroom.

SHARKEY

Okay. Okay.

VICKY heads towards the toilets. On the way she sees a bank of payphones. She hesitates, then heads for the phones.

She picks up one, and looks through her pockets for change. She finds a £1 coin and slots it in. She taps out a number.

Then she waits impatiently.

VICKY

Come on, come on.

There's a figure behind her. It's SHARKEY.

SHARKEY

Vicky?

VICKY hangs up guiltily.

ShARKEY

What are you doing?

VICKY

Nothing. I...I was...

SHARKEY shakes his head. He knows what she was doing.

VICKY

He's my son, Stuart.

SHARKEY

He's Den's son, too. If you tell Robbie where you are, he'll tell Den. And then we're dead.

VICKY

I wasn't going to tell him where we were going.

SHARKEY

We agreed. No calls. Not until we're safe.

SHARKEY grabs her shoulders.

SHARKEY

This is for your own good, Vicky.

VICKY

And yours.

Ext. London street - DAY

A pay phone is ringing. DICKO hurries into the phone box and grabs it.

Int. Phone box - DAY

DICKO looks annoyed.

DICKO

Yeah?

DONOVAN

(over the phone)

Cheer up you sullen bastard.

DICKO

This isn't funny, Den. Where are you?

DONOVAN

(over the phone)

Peek-a-boo.

DICKO turns around. DONOVAN is standing outside the phone box, holding a mobile to his ear. Grinning.

Int. Pub - DAY

DONOVAN and DICKO sit in a quiet corner of a pub with drinks in front of them.

DICKO

You shouldn't be here, Den.

DONOVAN

Tell me something I don't know.

DICKO

What's going on?

DONOVAN hesitates, then leans forward.

DONOVAN

Vicky's been screwing around with Sharkey.

DICKO

Are you sure?

DONOVAN

Robbie walked in on them. And before they did a runner they cleared out my bank accounts.

DICKO

Shit...

DONOVAN

Sixty million dollars.

DICKO's eyebrows head skyward.

DONOVAN

I'm just going to pick up Robbie, get a few thing sorted, then it's back to Anguilla.

DiCKO

You think you'll get custody?

DONOVAN

For God's sake, Dicko, I'm his dad and his mum was caught stark bollock naked doing the dirty with my accountant. No judge in the land is gonna give him to a woman like that.

(a beat)

What's my situation?

DICKO

Everyone thinks you're still out in the sun. As soon as they know you're here, you're back to Tango One status.

DONOVAN

Terrific.

DICKO

That's the good news.

DONOVAN

And the bad?

DICKO

Marty Clare.

DONOVAN frowns. What does DICKO mean?

DICKO

He's in Noordsingel Detention Centre in Rotterdam, preparing to sing like the proverbial.

DoNOVAN

No way. Not Marty.

DICKO

His lawyer's dotting the t's and crossing the i's as we speak.

DONOVAN

What have they got on him? He can do Dutch porridge standing on his head.

DICKO

The Yanks want him. One of the consignments was marked for New Jersey and that's all the DEA need.

DONOVAN sits back, stunned.

DONOVAN

Shit.

DICKO

What are you going to do?

DONOVAN

Best you don't know, Dicko. What about Sharkey and my soon-to-be ex-wife?

DICKO

I'm on the case.

Int. laura's sitting room - night

LAURA is watching TV. The front door opens. It's her husband, MARK. He puts his briefcase on a table, drops down onto a sofa and puts his feet up on the coffee table.

Mark

If the kids ever express any interest in entering the advertising industry, take them out and shoot them.

LAURA

Unlikely. Julie wants to be a pilot and June wants to be a hooker.

MARK

What?

LAURA

She watched Pretty Woman for the one-hundredth time. She thinks hookers get to lie in bubble baths and go shopping a lot.

MARK

She's probably right.

LAURA

Drink?

MARK

Oh yes.

LAURA gets up and goes out of the room. MARK sighs. Through the french windows he can look out over his garden.

MARK

How was Robbie? Did he go to school?

MARK stops as he sees movement in the garden. A figure. A man. MARK stands up. There's no one there. Did he imagine it? He moves closer to the french window. Nothing. He relaxes a little. LAURA comes into the room with a beer.

MARk

Cheers, love.

MARK's just about to take the beer when a figure appears at the french window. MARK is startled. He grabs at a brass vase and swings it like a club.

MARK

Stay back, Laura.

The figure peers in through the window. It's DONOVAN, in his baseball cap.

LAURA

It's Den!

MARK

(feeling stupid)

Yes darling, I can see that now.

LAURA opens the french window. DONOVAN walks in and hugs her. The he takes the beer off her.

DONOVAN

Thanks, Sis.

He takes a swig of beer and then nods at the vase in MARK's hand.

DONOVAN

Nice welcome.

MARK puts the vase down.

MARk

Most people use the front door. In fact, our real friends usually phone first.

DONOVAN

(to LAURA)

Still a moaning bugger, then?

LAURA

Like a broken record.

DONOVAN

I did warn you before you got married.

LAURA

Yes, you did.

MARK

(pretending to be annoyed)

I'm still here, you know.

LAURA laughs at MARK and hugs him.

DONOVAN

Sorry. I didn't want to come up the front path, just in case.

MARK

In case what?

DONOVAN

Just in case.

(to LAURA)

How is he?

LAURA

He's fine, Den. Asleep.

DONOVAN

Can I see him?

LAURA

Course you can.

Int. Spare bedroom, laura's house - eVENING

LAURA opens the door.  DONOVAN Looks in.  ROBBIE is curled up in bed, asleep.

DONOVAN kneels down by the side of the bed and smooths his son's hair.

LAURA smiles down at them both - she knows how much DONOVAN loves his son.

LAURA

She phoned, just the once. He was in bed.

DONOVAN

She's not to have anything to do with him, Laura. Not ever.

ROBBIE moves in his sleep. DONOVAN leans over and kisses him on the cheek.

Int. LauRA'S SITTING ROOM - eVENING

MARK has his own beer now.  DONOVAN picks his up off the table.

MARk

Is he okay?

DONOVAN

I didn't want to wake him.

LAURA

What are you going to do, Den?

DONOVAN

I'm taking him back to Anguilla with me.

LAURA

Den - the last thing he needs now is to be ripped out of his home environment  He needs stability.

DONOVAN

I don't think catching his mum in bed with Sharkey counts as stability. Besides, the UK's a bit hot for me.

LAURA

He can stay here.

LAURA looks across as MARK and he nods.

LAURA

Julie and June love him. So do we.

DONOVAN

I know you do, Sis. But I'm his father.

LAURA

That didn't stop you gallivanting off to the Caribbean for months at a time.

DONOVAN

I had no choice.

LAURA

You had every choice.

DONOVAN

Sis...

LAURA

I'm just saying. You chose your life, Den. Good or bad, I'm not judging you, but nobody forced you to do what you do.

DONOVAN

This isn't the right time for this.

LAURA

There's never a right time.

DONOVAN looks at his watch.

DONOVAN

I've got to go.

LAURA

Den...I'm sorry...

DONOVAN

No, it's not that. Really, I've got to see a man about a dog. Make sure Robbie goes to school, yeah? You being his godmother and all. Don't tell him I'm back, I wanna surprise him.

DONOVAN gives her a kiss and winks at MARK.

DONOVAN

I'll phone first, next time.

MARk

Be careful, Den.

MARK and LAURA watch as DONOVAN disappears into the shadows.

MARK

Who was that masked man?

LAURA smiles but she's worried.

LAURA

I hope he doesn't do anything stupid.

MARK

I think it's too late for that, love.

Ext. Hampstead heath - night

Two GAY GUYS walk along a path, arm in arm. DONOVAN is coming the other way, wearing his baseball cap.

One of the GAY GUYS gives DONOVAN a smile. DONOVAN smiles, but it's sarcastic. The other GAY GUY gets jealous and pouts.

The GAY GUYS argue as DONOVAN walks on.

Ext. HampSTEAD HEATH - Night (later)

DONOVAN walks towards a tall, good-looking guy in his late twenties. JUAN ROJAS. The Spaniard.

The two men hug.

Rojas

Good to see you, Dennis.

DONOVAN

Don't get all emotional on me, Juan. I know you're billing me for your time.

ROJAS

You still have your sense of humour, Dennis. I admire that.

DONOVAN looks at ROJAS with suspicion.

DONOVAN

What have you heard?

The two men start to walk across the heath.

ROJAS

That Marty Clare is in Noordsingel Detention Centre. And that the DEA want to put him in a cell with Noriega.

DONOVAN

Bloody hell, Juan. I'm impressed.

ROJAS

It's a small world, my friend. So is it Marty you want taking care of?

DONOVAN nods.

DONOVAN

If he spills his guts, I'm done for. He knows most of what I've been up to over the last five years.

ROJAS

Consider it done.

DONOVAN

There's something else. My wife. And Stuart Sharkey. They've ripped me off, I want them found.

DONOVAN hands ROJAS an envelope.

DONOVAN

Passport details, credit cards, phone numbers. They know you'll be looking for them and they've a head start.

ROJAS

I understand.

DONOVAN

When you find them, I need to talk to them. You can finish up after I'm gone.

ROJAS

Okay. My usual terms?

DONOVAN

No discount for a bulk order?

ROJAS

Ah, there's that admirable sense of humour again.

(a beat)

You are sure about your wife?

DONOVAN

I'm sure.

ROJAS

The police will suspect.

DONOVAN

Screw the police.

ROJAS shrugs.

ROJAS

Very well, you are the customer and the customer is always right.

DONOVAN

Thank you.

ROJAS

Even when he is wrong.

DONOVAN grins. The two men shake hands, then ROJAS gives him a big hug.

Ext. Donovan's house (rear) - night

DONOVAN moves through the back garden. The house is in darkness.

Int. DONOVAN'S KITCHEN  - nIGHT

DONOVAN opens the back door. There's a beeping noise. The alarm. He walks quickly to the alarm control box and deactivates the alarm.

Then he walks to the fridge and takes out a bottled beer. He drinks from the bottle as he walks through the house.

Int. Donovan's sitting room - night

DONOVAN walks around the room, looking at several paintings on the wall. Old paintings in ornate frames. He stands in front of one and smiles. He takes a drink from his bottle. Now he's grinning. The painting is worth a small fortune.

Int. Donovan's bedroom - night

DONOVAN walks into the bedroom, still with his beer.

He stands for a while looking down at the bed. Then pulls off the quilt. He looks down at the sheet. The sheet on which his wife screwed SHARKEY.

DONOVAN

Bitch.

There's a large painting on one wall. It's a Buttersworth, an American sailing scene. DONOVAN pulls it to the side. There's a safe behind the painting.

DONOVAN clicks through the combination. Then pulls open the safe door. The safe is empty.

DONOVAN

Shit. Shit. Shit.

Ext. DONOVAN'S HOUSE (REAR) - nIGHT

DONOVAN slips out of the house.

Over the back wall.

Ext. Alley at the back of donovan's house - nIGHT

DONOVAN slips along the alley, checking that there's no one around.

Ext. Road near donovan's house - night

DONOVAN walks along the pavement. He walks past a large car. There's a  big man in the front seat, his head down. As DONOVAN walks by, he sees that the man's studying a map book. He relaxes.

Ahead of him two HEAVY MEN IN LONG COATS get out of another car. DONOVAN tenses.

He turns around. The other BIG MAN is there already. He got out of the car without DONOVAN hearing him. The BIG MAN is COLOMBIAN. As are the two other HEAVIES. They are the guys who killed WILLIS.

DONOVAN tries to get by the BIG MAN but he shoves him back. The two COLOMBIAN HEAVIES grab DONOVAN.

One has a stun gun. He presses the prongs to DONOVAN's neck and DONOVAN goes into spasm.

The two COLOMBIAN HEAVIES carry DONOVAN to the car and dump him in the boot. They slam the boot door on DONOVAN.

Fade out:

                                         Fade In:

Int. Garage - night

DONOVAN slowly opens his eyes. The room is swirling slowly around. And it's upside down. DONOVAN moans and blinks.

He's upside down. Everything comes into focus. His feet are chained to a rafter overhead and he is slowly turning around.

He sees cars. Tools. Welding cylinders. Workbenches. And three pairs of legs. Men in suits and long coats. DONOVAN carries on swinging around.

The next time the men come into view, DONOVAN sees their faces. It's CARLOS RODRIGUEZ and the THREE COLOMBIAN HEAVIES.

CARLOS

Ola, hombre. Que pasa?

DONOVAN

This isn't funny.

CARLOS

Where's my money?

DONOVAN

It's temporary unavailable.

CARLOS

My ten million dollars is temporary unavailable?

DONOVAN

It's a long story.

CARLOS

You're not going anywhere.

DONOVAN considers that. Then starts to talk.

DONOVAN

I've been ripped off by my accountant.

One of the COLOMBIAN HEAVIES unscrews the cap off a can of petrol. DONOVAN realises what's going to happen.

DONOVAN

I don't have it, Carlos. I swear to God.  His names's Sharkey. He emptied my bank accounts and did a runner.

The COLOMBIAN HEAVY slops petrol over DONOVAN.

DONOVAN

There's no need for this, Carlos.

CARLOS has a cigarette lighter in his hand.

CARLOS

How's it going to look if I let you steal my money, Den?

DONOVAN

Killing me doesn't get your money back.

CARLOS

It doesn't. But it's a lesson to others.

DONOVAN

For God's sake, Carlos. I've got some money, I can pay you some of it!

CARLOS

How much?

DONOVAN

I don't know.

CARLOS clicks the lighter.

CARLOS

Wrong answer.

DONOVAN

Wait! Let me think!  Let me bloody think!

DONOVAN thinks. And sweats.

DONOVAN

I've got two Sparbuch accounts. That's a million and a half dollars.

CARLOS

What's a Sparbuch?

DONOVAN

It's a bank account. With a passbook and a codeword. They're as good as cash. Like bearer bonds.

CARLOS

Not enough, Den.

CARLOS clicks the lighter again.

DONOVAN

No!  I've got paintings.

CARLOS

So?

DONOVAN

I can sell them. Three million, easy.

CARLOS

That's still less than half of what you owe me.

DONOVAN

Carlos, the gear hasn't even arrived yet. I'm not ripping you off.

CARLOS

You let your accountant have access to your money?

DONOVAN

He had help.

CARLOS frowns.

DONOVAN

My bitch of a wife.

CARLOS

And where is she now?

DONOVAN

Where do you think she is? She's on the run, that's where she is.

CARLOS starts to laugh. He holds the lighter towards DONOVAN. DONOVAN struggles. CARLOS laughs some more. Then he nods at his COLOMBIAN HEAVIES.

CARLOS

Get him down.

Int. Garage - LATER

DONOVAN is sitting on a chair, wiping his face with a cloth. CARLOS and the THREE COLOMBIAN HEAVIES stand over him.

CARLOS

You have people looking for them?

DONOVAN

Rojas.

CARLOS

The Spaniard is good. Expensive, but good. Does he know that your money's gone?

DONOVAN

I was hoping that I'd have the money back by the time I have to pay him.

CARLOS chuckles. He takes out a gold cigarette case and puts a cigarette to his lips. Then he goes to light it with his lighter.

DONOVAN

I'm still inflammable here.

CARLOS

You worry too much.

CARLOS lights his cigarette, but walks away a few steps.

CARLOS

What happens when the consignment arrives?

DONOVAN

What can I say? I haven't got the first ten mill, let alone the second.

CARLOS

The men buying the cocaine from you, they have paid you half already?

DONOVAN

Yes.

CARLOS

Fifteen million?

DONOVAN

Eighteen.

CARLOS looks impressed. More than he expected.

CARLOS

I presume they are not aware of your financial situation?

DONOVAN

God willing.

CARLOS chuckles again.

CARLOS

Amigo, you are in so much shit. If I don't kill you, they will. And if they kill you, I lose everything.

DONOVAN

Once the gear arrives, they'll pay another eighteen mill. The eighteen plus the passbooks plus the paintings is more than twenty mill. You get the money, they get the gear. Everyone wins.

CARLOS

But why do I need you in the equation, Den?

DONOVAN

It's my deal.

CARLOS

It was your deal. It lapsed when you didn't pay.

(a beat)

I will deal with your buyers direct.

DONOVAN stands up, angry. The three COLOMBIAN HEAVIES draw guns. CARLOS just smiles. He knows he's won.

DoNOVAN

You can't do this to me.

CARLOS

Den, old friend, I can do whatever I want. Now sit down and make yourself comfortable. Tomorrow we will visit your bank. And for your sake, you had better be telling the truth.

Int. BanK VAULT - daY

DONOVAN opens the safety deposit box. CARLOS sees the gold Rolex watches. He picks up one and puts it on, then admires it.

DONOVAN nods. CARLOS can have it. CARLOS beams. He reaches for the passports and looks at DONOVAN's photograph in them. He nods. Impressed.

He reaches for the gun, but DONOVAN stops him.

DONOVAN

Careful.

DONOVAN nods at the CCTV camera covering the vault. CARLOS nods. Best not to wave the gun around.

DONOVAN hands CARLOS the two Sparbuch passbooks. And a piece of paper.

DONOVAN

(off the paper)

The passwords.

CARLOS

How do I get the money?

DONOVAN

If you want the cash, you have to go to Prague. They don't do wire transfers.

CARLOS's face darkens.

DoNOVAN

But you don't have to. You use them as cash. Anyone in Europe will take them at face value. Hell, Carlos, once I've got my money back, I'll buy them of you.

CARLOS

We shall see.

CARLOS picks up the second Rolex and pockets it.

CARLOS

Show me the paintings.

Ext. DONOVAN'S HOUSE - DAY

DONOVAN and CARLOS enter the house through the front door.

Int. DONOVAN'S KITCHEN - DAY

DONOVAN switches off the burglar alarm system. CARLOS walks through into the sitting room.

Int. DONOVAN's sITTING ROOM - DAY

CARLOS is looking at one of the paintings.

CARLOS

How much is this worth, amigo?

DONOVAN

Didn't realise you were an art lover, Carlos.

CARLOS gives DONOVAN a very cold smile.

DONOVAN

About a quarter of a mill.

CARLOS

Dollars?

DONOVAN

Pounds.

CARLOS nods, impressed.

CARLOS

You are a collector?

DONOVAN

I dabble.

CARLOS

But your wife, she left them behind?

DONOVAN

She can tell the difference between Gucci and Versace at a hundred feet, but art...

DONOVAN shrugs.

CARLOS goes to look at another painting.

CARLOS

How long will it take to sell them?

DONOVAN

A few days.

CARLOS

I will give you forty-eight hours.

DONOVAN

Okay.

CARLOS

You understand my position, Den?

DONOVAN

Sure. If the boot were on the other foot, I'd be the one after your blood, Carlos.

CARLOS looks at DONOVAN, and then starts to laugh at the thought of DONOVAN trying to kill him.

CARLOS

The buyers? I need their names.

Ext. Canal towpath - dAY

Two big men are walking down the towpath. Gold jewelry, leather jackets.

DONOVAN (V.O.)

Bob MacDonald and Ricky Jordan.

DONOVAN walks towards them.

Macdonald

Den!

They hug.

DONOVAN

How's it going, Bob?

JORDAN and DONOVAN hug.

JORDAN

Didn't know they'd let you back in the country.

DONOVAN

Yeah, well things change, Ricky.

Ext. Pub overlooking canal - dAY

DONOVAN, JORDAN and MACDONALD are drinking champagne and looking out over the canal.

MACDONALD

I'd rather be dealing with you, Den. Better the devil you know and all that shit.

DONOVAN

It's not an either or. Carlos wants to deal direct.

MACDONALD

And you're walking away? Fuck that for a game of soldiers. I know you. I don't know him.

JORDAN

I don't trust the Colombians. Caveat emptor, right?

DONOVAN

Just go and see him. He's at the Intercontinental.

JORDAN

(sarcastic)

Oh yeah, we'll be safe as houses then. No one gets shot in a five-star hotel, do they?

DONOVAN

Take a Prozac, will you, Ricky. Carlos wants to deal.

JORDAN

We have a deal. With you. And we've paid half in advance. Eighteen million dollars.

MACDONALD

Is this 'cos Marty Clare is banged up in Holland?

DONOVAN

Absolutely not.

MACDONALD

Because we hear he's talking.

DONOVAN

Clare can't hurt me.

JoRDAN

Maybe we should just have our money back, Den. I'm getting a bad feeling about this.

DONOVAN looks pained but doesn't say anything. Realisation dawns on JORDAN's face.

JoRDAN

This Carlos has our money?

DONOVAN

Sort of.

MACDONALD

Sort of? What sort of answer's that, sort of?

DONOVAN

When the consignment arrives, you pay him the other eighteen mill direct.

Int. Villa in the south of france - day

VICKY is looking at the photograph in ROBBIE's passport. It's what DONOVAN was looking for in the safe.

SHARKEY

Vicky?

VICKY wipes a tear from her face. SHARKEY sees that she's holding the passport. He's carrying a small paper bag.

SHARKEY

It's going to be okay. I promise.

VICKY shakes her head.

VICKY

You can't promise something like that.

SHARKEY

Once he's calmed down, we'll talk to him.

VICKY

We took his money.

SHARKEY

We borrowed his money. As a bargaining chip. This way, he has to talk to us.

VICKY notices the bag.

VICKY

What's that?

SHARKEY

Just to be on the safe side.

He opens the bag. Hair dye and scissors.

VICKY

(fearfully)

Oh no...Stuart....

SHARKEY smiles, tries to make a joke.

SHARKEY

Come on...you know it's not true about blondes having more fun.

Int. Bedroom, villa in the south of france - day

SHARKEY is lying on the bed, watching TV. VICKY comes in wearing just a towel. Now her hair is dark and short.

SHARKEY

It looks great.

VICKY

I hate it.

SHARKEY

It's like you're a different woman.

VICKY

It's horrible.

SHARKEY

Come here...

SHARKEY pulls her down on to the bed and makes love to her.

Ext. SCHOOL - DAY

ROBBIE is leaving school with his friends. His tie is loose around his neck. His mobile rings and he scrambles in his bag to get to his phone.

DONOVAN

(over the phone)

Do they let you wear your tie like that?  You look like you've been dragged through a hedge.

ROBBIE

Doesn't matter, school's finished. Where are you? You said you were coming back.

DONOVAN steps out from behind a parked van. ROBBIE sees him.

ROBBIE

Dad!

ROBBIE runs up to DONOVAN. DONOVAN picks him up and hugs him.

ROBBIE

When did you get back?

DONOVAN

Just got in. You hungry?

ROBBIE

Why do you smell of petrol?

Int. fast food restaurant - DAY

ROBBIE is munching on a burger. DONOVAN looks at him, proudly.

DONOVAN

Still eat like a horse, then?

ROBBIE

Food was crap at lunchtime.

DONOVAN

Language...

ROBBIE

Well it was. You wouldn't feed it to a dog.

He takes another bite of his burger.

ROBBIE

What are you going to do, dad?

DONOVAN

Don't eat with your mouth full.

ROBBIE gulps down his food.

ROBBIE

What are you going to do about mum?

DONOVAN shrugs.

ROBBIE

Are you going to kill her?

DONOVAN's jaw drops.

DONOVAN

What?

ROBBIE

That's what husbands do, isn't it? When their wives are unfaithful.

DONOVAN

I think they normally just divorce them.

ROBBIE

If it was me, I'd kill her.

DONOVAN

(warningly)

Robbie...

ROBBIE

You didn't see them, dad. You didn't see what they were doing.

ROBBIE puts down the burger.

ROBBIE

It was horrible. I told him, I said you'd kill him. He looked scared.

DONOVAN smiles at that.

DONOVAN

Finish your burger.

ROBBIE

I'm not hungry.

Int. Shopping mall - DAY

DONOVAN walks through the shopping mall.  DONOVAN points at a passport photograph booth.

ROBBIE goes inside and puts in the coins. Flash, flash, flash, flash.

ROBBIE gets out and stands with DONOVAN to wait for the pictures to arrive.

ROBBIE

What do we need them for?

DONOVAN

A passport.

ROBBIE

I already have a passport.

DONOVAN

Your mum took it.

ROBBIE

Why?

DONOVAN

Because she doesn't want me taking you out of the country.

ROBBIE

But you don't, do you? We're staying here, right?

DONOVAN

Robbie...

ROBBIE

I'm not going to Anguilla.

DONOVAN

We'll talk about it later.

ROBBIE

Why do I need a passport if we're going to talk about it later? You've already made up your mind, haven't you?

DONOVAN

I said we'd talk about it.

ROBBIE

You always do this. You say we'll talk about it but you've already decided. You're not going to listen to me.

DONOVAN

For Christ's sake, I'm just getting you a passport. And what's so bad about Anguilla?

ROBBIE

My friends are here.

DONOVAN

You can make new friends.

ROBBIE

I've got exams.

DONOVAN

You're nine years old.

ROBBIE

I've still got exams. I'm on the football team.

DONOVAN

You can play football in Anguilla.

ROBBIE

On the beach...that's not football, that's pissing around.

DONOVAN

Will you watch your language!

The photographs are spat out. Four head and shoulder shots of ROBBIE. In one he's poking his tongue out, in another he's made himself cross-eyed, in another he has his fingers in his nose, the fourth is a shot of the back of his head.

DONOVAN glares at the photographs, then slowly smiles. Then he laughs and ruffles ROBBIE's hair.

DONOVAN

What the hell am I going to do with you?

Ext. Laura's house - eVENING

DONOVAN is standing by a black cab, talking to ROBBIE.

ROBBIE

But why can't I stay with you?

DONOVAN

I've got things to do.

ROBBIE

But I can stay at the house.

DONOVAN

I'm not staying at the house. I'll see you for breakfast,okay?

ROBBIE

Why aren't you staying at the house?

DONOVAN

Because, that's why.  I need you to stay with Auntie Laura, just for a day or so.

ROBBIE

Then what?

DONOVAN

What do you mean?

ROBBIE

Then do we move back into the house?

DONOVAN

Maybe.

ROBBIE

You don't mean maybe. You've already decided.

DONOVAN

Robbie!

ROBBIE

You're as bad as she is. Neither of you want me.

DONOVAN

For God's sake, Robbie...

ROBBIE

I'm not going to Anguilla with you!

DONOVAN

Robbie...

ROBBIE turns and runs towards LAURA's house. DONOVAN starts to go after him, but then stops. He knows there's nothing he can say.

He gets back in the black cab.

Int. Detention centre gym - DAY

MARTY CLARE is working out. Sit-ups.

At the far side of the gym, a BIG PRISONER is watching CLARE exercise. The BIG PRISONER looks up at the CCTV cameras that cover the gym, working out where the blind spots are.

CLARE goes to lie on a bench and lifts weights.

The BIG PRISONER goes to sit on an exercise bike. He pedals slowly as he watches CLARE.

CLARE stands up and wipes his face with a towel. As he heads towards the showers, the BIG PRISONER moves. As he heads towards CLARE, he pulls out a metal spike.

The BIG PRISONER lunges at CLARE. CLARE senses the attack and twists around. The spike injures CLARE's side, but it's not fatal.

CLARE tries to push the BIG PRISONER away but he slashes with the spike, cutting CLARE's arm.

CLARE falls to the floor. The BIG PRISONER moves after him but then realises that the area where CLARE is lying is covered by a CCTV camera. The BIG PRISONER turns and runs.

CLARE glares up at the CCTV camera.

CLARE

You bastards! Get down here!

Int. Detention centre hospital - DAY

CLARE is in bed, his chest and arm bandaged. HATHAWAY is there. There's a UNIFORMED GUARD at the door.

CLARE

Bloody cloggies couldn't organise a screw in a brothel.

HATHAWAY

Superficial, the doc says.

CLARE

Superficial my arse. He came this close to sticking it in my heart.

HATHAWAY

Luck of the Irish.

CLARE

Don't piss me around, we both know what's going on. Donovan did this.

HATHAWAY

Maybe it was a warning.

CLARE

He was trying to kill me!

HATHAWAY

They won't get near you again.

CLARE

Get me in a safe house or I'm saying nothing and I'll take my chances with the Yanks.

Ext. Hyde park - dAY

DONOVAN is walking in Hyde Park. He sees CARLOS and walks over to him. CARLOS is frosty.

In the distance, MACDONALD and JORDAN.

CARLOS

I said I wanted to meet Macdonald and Jordan. Not you. Too many cooks.

DONOVAN

They wanted to be sure you weren't going to shoot them.

CARLOS laughs.

CARLOS

(laughing)

The people you do business with, Den. Do they think that if I wanted them dead, you'd be able to protect them?

DONOVAN nods at three COLOMBIAN HEAVIES standing in the shade of a tree.

DONOVAN

Its not as if you're alone, is it, Carlos?

CARLOS

They're to take care of me, Den. London is a dangerous city.

CARLOS waves at MACDONALD and JORDAN to come over. As they walk towards CARLOS, CARLOS turns to DONOVAN. CARLOS isn't smiling any more.

CARLOS

You can go now, Den. And if I don't get my money soon you're going to find out exactly how dangerous London is.

Int. DONOVAN'S SITTING ROOM

DONOVAN is walking through his sitting room with a portly art dealer and old friend, MARTY GOLDMAN. With GOLDMAN is JAMIE FULLERTON. FULLERTON is flashily dressed. They are looking at the paintings on the walls.

Goldman

The market isn't what it was when you bought them, Den.

DONOVAN

Don't tell me I'll lose money on them. Solid gold, you told me.

GOLDMAN

They've held their value, it's finding the right buyer at short notice.

Fullerton

What's the rush, then?

DONOVAN gives FULLERTON a hard look. GOLDMAN sees this and acts quickly.

GOLDMAN

Jamie, why don't you take an inventory upstairs?

FULLERTON heads upstairs.

DONOVAN

(to GOLDMAN)

I don't like strangers in my house, Marty.

GOLDMAN

Jamie's okay. He's got buyers in the City, clients with money to burn.

DONOVAN

He looks a bit flash.

GOLDMAN

Flash brings in the punters. You want to sell these quick, Jamie can help.

There are three Van Dyck sketches on the wall.

GOLDMAN

I'd be happy to take the Van Dyck sketches of you.

DONOVAN

I'm not giving them away.

GOLDMAN

What do you think's fair?

DONOVAN

You should know. I brought them off you.

GOLDMAN

How much did you pay again?

DONOVAN grins. GOLDMAN knows exactly how much DONOVAN paid.

GOLDMAN

I'll give you a hundred and fifty.

DONOVAN

Two hundred.

GOLDMAN

You're a hard man, Den. Two hundred grand it is.

DONOVAN

Cash.

GOLDMAN

Of course.

DONOVAN

You're sure about this Fullerton guy? I mean, the paintings are kosher but I don't want no money trail. I don't have time to do any laundry. 

GOLDMAN

He's never let me down, Den.

Int. Donovan's bedroom - dAY

FULLERTON is looking at a framed sketch He looks at the artist's name and raises an eyebrow. Rembrandt.

There's a framed shipping scene on one wall.

FULLERTON stands in front of a large mirror and stares at his reflection.

Then the picture changes as we flash back one year.

Int. Chelsea flat - dAY

FULLERTON is in a Chelsea flat, standing in front of a mirror staring at his reflection. He's wearing only boxer shorts. As he looks at his reflection he holds a police uniform up against himself. He grins at his reflection.

He tosses the uniform on the bed and picks up a traditional police helmet. He puts it on his head and looks at his reflection, then throws a sarcastic salute, Dixon Of Dock Green style.

FULLERTON

Evening all.

He does a few bodybuilding poses, still wearing the helmet.

The doorbell rings.

Int. Hallway, chelsea flat - dAY

FULLERTON, wearing a dressing gown, answers the door.

There's a DRIVER standing there. A tough-looking man, a former soldier maybe, in blazer, slacks and tie.

DRIVER

James Fullerton?

FULLERTON

Yes?

DRIVER

There's been a change of venue.

FULLERTON

And you are?

DRIVER

The man who is supposed to take you to the new venue.

FULLERTON

Look, I'm supposed to be at Hendon at eight thirty. The police college.

DRIVER

I know what Hendon is, Sir. You're to come with me instead.

FULLERTON

Do you have a letter or something?

DRIVER

No. No letter.

FULLERTON frowns, them nods.

FULLERTON

Okay, give me a minute.

FULLERTON starts to close the door.

DRIVER

The uniform won't be necessary, sir.

FULLERTON

What?

DRIVER

The uniform. It won't be necessary.

FULLERTON

What do I wear then?

DRIVER

Frankly, sir, I couldn't give a shit.

Int. Car driven along street - dAY

FULLERTON, dressed in a suit and tie, sits in the back of the car, looking worried.

Ext. Office block - dAY

The car drives into an underground car park under a featureless office block.

Int. car driving through underground car park - day

FULLERTON looks worried. The car park is deserted.

At the far end is a lift. The car stops close by the lift.

DRIVER

You're to go up to the sixth floor.

FULLERTON

What the hell is going on?

The DRIVER doesn't answer.

Int. Underground car park - daY

FULLERTON presses the lift button. The door opens. FULLERTON gets into the lift. The door closes.

Int. Sixth floor, office building - day

The lift door opens and FULLERTON walks out into a deserted corridor. He walks towards a set of double doors and pushes them open. There's a huge floor, completely deserted. FULLERTON frowns. What the hell is going on?

GOLDMAN (V.O.)

Jamie!

Int. DONOVAN'S BEDROOM - dAY

FULLERTON snaps out of his reverie.

GOLDMAN comes into the bedroom, followed by DONOVAN.

FULLERTON

I was just checking the pictures here. Nice.

DONOVAN

Nice. The money they cost, I expect better than nice.

FULLERTON

The Rembrandt sketch is pure gold. I'll have no problem shifting it. I'm amazed you leave it on the wall like that.

DONOVAN

Most housebreakers wouldn't know a Rembrandt if it bit them on the arse. Besides, I'm known in the manor. Only a moron would steal from me.

He smiled ruefully at the thought that his wife has indeed ripped him off, big-time.

FULLERTON nods at the shipping scene.

FULLERTON

I know a couple of City types who'll buy the Buttersworth.

DONOVAN

I'm impressed. He's not well known.

FULLERTON

I did a thesis on nineteenth-century American painters, and I always liked maritime artists. Look at the colours. Superb. And you use it to hide a safe. You should be ashamed of yourself.

DONOVAN

How the hell do you know that?

FULLERTON points to small indentations on the wall at the side of the frame. Then he swings the frame out and shows where it bangs against the wall.

FULLERTON

See, it marks the wall here.

DONOVAN

You've got a thief's eye, Jamie.

(to GOLDMAN)

I'd watch him if I were you, Maury.

Everybody laughs.

Ext. Detention centre car park - DAY

MARTY CLARE is hustled into a car. There's a PLAINCLOTHES DUTCH COP in the back with CLARE, another in the front passenger seat, and a DRIVER.

HATHAWAY is standing with the GOVERNOR of the detention centre, signing CLARE's release papers.

There are two POLICE MOTORCYCLISTS in front of the car, and two more behind it. A convoy.

HATHAWAY gets into the back with CLARE.

Int. Car in detention centre car park - DAY

HATHAWAY grins at CLARE.

CLARE

This hotel, it's got Sky Sports, yeah?

HATHAWAY

Everything you asked for, Marty.

The gates rattle open and the car drives out of the detention centre car park.

Ext. Dutch road - DAY

The car drives along the road.

Int. Car on dutch road - DAY

CLARE and HATHAWAY are talking.

ClARE

So why the sudden interest in Donovan?

HATHAWAY

Nothing sudden about it. Donovan's been Tango One for donkeys.

CLARE

Not since he left the UK. He's been in the Caribbean for the last two years, right?

HATHAWAY

He's back in London.

CLARE

Bollocks he is.

HATHAWAY

Okay, Marty, you know best. Which is why you're facing life plus plus in a Federal prison.

CLARE

Donovan's not stupid enough to go back to England.

There's a white van in front of the car. The van slows and so does the car.

HATHAWAY frowns, wondering what's going on.

The PLAINCLOTHES COP in the front seat also looks nervous.

Plainclothes cop

(to DRIVER, in DUTCH)

Go around him.

HATHAWAY

(to CLARE)

Well he's back now. And with your help, Marty, he's going down for a long time.

The van stops. So does the car.

HATHAWAY

(to DRIVER, in DUTCH)

What's happening?

Driver

Traffic lights.

HATHAWAY relaxes. He looks to the side. One of the POLICE MOTORCYCLISTS is there. He gives a thumbs up to HATHAWAY. HATHAWAY smiles.

Ext. Dutch street - DAY

The white van has stopped at a set of traffic lights on red. The car has stopped behind the van.

The lights turn to green. The van doesn't move.

Int. Car on dutch street - DAY

The DRIVER curses in Dutch.

PlAINCLOTHES COP

(in Dutch)

Come on, come on.

The DRIVER bangs on his horn.

The back window explodes in a shower of glass. Blood splatters across HATHAWAY. CLARE slumps forward.

The white van pulls away.

HATHAWAY

Shit!

A second bullet hits CLARE.

Ext. DuTCH STREET - DAY

The white van drives away. HATHAWAY gets out of the car and looks around. The two PLAINCLOTHES COPS pile out with guns raised.

Ext. POV from top of office building - same time

ROJAS watches as the COPS and HATHAWAY look around. ROJAS is holding a rifle with a telescopic sight.

He backs away and bends down, then starts to dissemble the rifle.

Ext. DuTCH STREET - DAY

One of the PLAINCLOTHES COPS is on the radio, talking in Dutch, calling for back-up.

HATHAWAY and the other COP are looking around, trying to see where the shots came from.

HATHAWAY

Shit, shit, shit!

There are too many vantage points, too many places where the shots could have come from.

HATHAWAY slams the top of the car with his walking stick in frustration.

Int. LAURA'S KITCHEN - DAY

LAURA is putting breakfasts down in front of ROBBIE, JULIE and JUNE.

JULIE and JUNE are hungry but ROBBIE has no appetite.

LAURA

Come on Robbie...

ROBBIE

I'm not hungry.

The doorbell rings. LAURA goes to answer it.

Julie

Don't worry, Robbie.

June

You can live with us.

ROBBIE

I don't want to live with you.

LAURA returns - with DONOVAN.

ROBBIE

Dad!

DONOVAN

Hiya, kid. Thought I'd take you to school.

LAURA

Do you need feeding, Den?

DONOVAN's mobile phone rings.

He shakes his head at LAURA - no breakfast - and answers the phone.  It's ROJAS.

ROJAS

Dennis. Can you talk?

DONOVAN

Sure, Juan. Just hang on.

(to LAURA)

Sorry, Sis, I've got to take this.

DONOVAN heads out through the kitchen door into the garden.

Ext. LaURA'S BACK GARDEN - DAY

DONOVAN walks into the garden.

DONOVAN

Okay, Juan, what's happening?

INTERCUT BETWEEN DONOVAN IN LAURA'S BACK GARDEN AND JUAN ROJAS STANDING ON A BRIDGE OVER A DUTCH CANAL.

ROJAS

Your problem in Holland is no longer a problem.

DONOVAN

That's good to hear, Juan.

ROBBIE is looking through the kitchen window at DONOVAN.  He waves at DONOVAN.  DONOVAN waves back.

ROJAS

About the other thing, Dennis. You haven't changed your mind?

DONOVAN

Absolutely not. Full steam ahead, yeah. As soon as you find them, let me know.

ROBBIE grins at DONOVAN, happy that he's back.  DONOVAN grins at his son, even though he's just set a hired killer on the trail of ROBBIE's mother.

Int. Passport office - dAY

DONOVAN sits in the passport office, reading a paper.

The digital read-out above the counter changes. It's DONOVAN's turn.

He walks up to the counter. Behind the glass screen is an INDIAN CLERK.

DONOVAN slides a passport application in ROBBIE's name into the metal scoop beneath the armoured glass, along with two passport photographs of the boy.

DoNOVAN

I need a replacement passport for my son.

Indian clerk

What happened to the original?

DONOVAN

He lost it.

INDIAN CLERK

Did you report the loss?

DONOVAN

That's what I'm doing now.

INDIAN CLERK

Was it stolen?

DONOVAN

I don't know.

INDIAN CLERK

Because if it was stolen, you have to report the loss to the police.

DONOVAN

I'm pretty sure it wasn't stolen.

INDIAN CLERK

We have to be sure.

DONOVAN

I'm sure it's missing.

INDIAN CLERK

If it's missing you'll have to supply your son's birth certificate. And have the photographs signed by his doctor. Or your minister.

The INDIAN CLERK pushes the form and photographs back to DONOVAN.

DONOVAN glares at the CLERK, but leaves without saying anything.

Ext. Victoria embankment - dAY

HATHAWAY limps down the embankment, opposite the Millennium Eye. Sitting on a bench is RAYMOND MACKIE, the HM Customs and Excise Head of Drugs Operations. HODO. He's a big man. Huge.

HATHAWAY sits down next to him.

HODO

You do love the cloak and dagger, don't you?

HATHAWAY

Den Donovan is back.

HODO

I seriously doubt that.

HATHAWAY

He's in London. And he's got money problems.

HODO

Donovan's worth millions.

HATHAWAY

He's selling off his art collection as we speak.

HODO

Is Six looking at him?

HATHAWAY

Thought I might leave it to the Church.

HODO looks thoughtful as HATHAWAY limps away.

Int. DONOVAN'S BEDROOM - night

DONOVAN is lying on his bed, looking up at the ceiling.

There are three mobiles on the bedside table. One rings and DONOVAN answers it.

DONOVAN

Jamie. How's it going?

FULLERTON (V.O.)

Good news, Den.

DONOVAN

I could do with some.

Int. FULLERTON'S FLAT - dAY

FULLERTON lives in a huge loft-style apartment with spectacular views over the Thames. There are works of art propped up all over the flat.

FULLERTON

The Citibank guy creamed himself over the Buttersworth. I got him to go to seven hundred and fifty grand. He practically forced the bankers draft on me.

INTERCUT BETWEEN FULLERTON IN HIS FLAT AND DONOVAN IN HIS BEDROOM.

DONOVAN

Brilliant.

FULLERTON

It gets better. Guess what I got for the Rembrandt?

DONOVAN

I'm not in the mood to play games. How much?

FULLERTON

Eight hundred grand.

DONOVAN

Dollars?

DONOVAN gets off the bed. He walks around the room, excited.

FULLERTON

Pounds, Den. Pounds. The guys a bit shady but his money's good.

DONOVAN

You're sure?

FULLERTON

Sure I'm sure. He'll get the draft to me tomorrow. I'm close to selling some of the others, too. I'm seeing a guy this evening who's looking to invest in art and doesn't care over much what he buys so long as it'll go up in price.

DONOVAN

An art-lover, huh?

DONOVAN looks out of his window. There's a BT van parked down the road with two guys in it. Surveillance? He's not sure.

FULLERTON

Don't knock it. It's investors who keep the market rising. If we had to depend on people who actually liked art, you'd still be able to pick up a Picasso for five grand. Shall I bring the drafts around tomorrow?

DONOVAN is still frowning at the car. Is he being watched?

DONOVAN

Can you do me a favour, Jamie?

FULLERTON

Sure.

DONOVAN

There's a guy called Carlos Rodriguez staying at the Intercontinental. Can you get the drafts to him, A.S.A.P.

Int. FuLLERTON'S FLAT - eVENING

FULLERTON

No problem.

FULLERTON cuts the connection and stares out across the Thames.

Ext. Intercontiental hotel - dAY

FULLERTON walks into the hotel carrying a briefcase.

Int. suite, intercontinental hotel - dAY

FULLERTON walks across the suite to CARLOS RODRIGUEZ.

CARLOS

So you are Donovan's money man?

They shake hands. Three COLOMBIAN HEAVIES are hanging around, along with a PRETTY HOOKER.

FULLERTON

He apologises for not coming in person.

FULLERTON swings the briefcase onto a table and opens it. He takes out half a dozen bank drafts.

CARLOS examines the bank drafts and smiles.

CARLOS

At least this time he has kept his word.

FULLERTON

Was there a problem before?

CARLOS flashes FULLERTON a suspicious look. FULLERTON talks quickly.

FULLERTON

I know Den's very keen that everything went smoothly, he was insistent that you get those today.

CARLOS

How long have you worked for him?

FULLERTON

I'm not really an employee, as such. I'm an art dealer. He needed some paintings placing and I was able to help him.

CARLOS

So you know about art?

FULLERTON

Some.

CARLOS

You should come and see me some time in Bogota. I have some paintings. I would value your opinion.

FULLERTON

Do you have a card?

CARLOS laughs at FULLERTON's naivete.

CARLOS

A card?

He calls over to his HEAVIES in Spanish.

CARLOS

(in Spanish)

The lad wants to know if I have a business card.

The HEAVIES laugh.

CARLOS

(to FULLERTON)

Just ask anyone in Bogota. They'll tell you where to find me.

Int. Corridor outside suite, intercontinental hotel - dAY

FULLERTON leaves the suite. He wipes his forehead. He's sweating.

HATHAWAY (V.O.)

Carlos Rodriguez? He's a big fish.

Ext. London eye - dAY

FULLERTON and HATHAWAY are alone in a capsule on the London Eye.

HATHAWAY

He's Colombian Government and judiciary connected, high up on the DEA's most wanted list. Has been for a decade or more.

FULLERTON

All I was doing was giving him some bankers drafts.

HATHAWAY

Donovan's doing business with him. You've got to find out what they're up to.

The camera goes close up on FULLERTON's face. He looks worried.

The camera pulls back, still on FULLERTON but now he's back in the deserted office building.

Int. Sixth floor, office building - day

The lift door is closing as FULLERTON walks towards a set of double doors and pushes them open. There's a huge floor, completely deserted. FULLERTON frowns. What the hell is going on?

Then he sees a table with two chairs. He walks towards it.

HaTHAWAY (O.S.)

Sit down, Jamie.

FULLERTON sees HATHAWAY, looking out over the London skyline. He sits. HATHAWAY walks over and sits down opposite FULLERTON.

HATHAWAY

So, why did you want to join the Met?

FULLERTON looks confused.

FULLERTON

It's the career I've always wanted. A chance to do something for the community. To make a difference.

HATHAWAY has a knowing grin on his face. FULLERTON is uncomfortable but tries to hide it.

FULLERTON

Plus I don't want to be tied to an office. I want to be out and about, dealing with people.

HATHAWAY

Interesting choice of words. Dealing.

FULLERTON looks confused.

HATHAWAY

Did you think we wouldn't find out about your drug use?

FULLERTON

What?

HATHAWAY

Are you denying that you're a regular user of cocaine?

FULLERTON

Emphatically.

HATHAWAY

And that you smoke cannabis?

FULLERTON

Absolutely.

HATHAWAY

And you deny that you were caught dealing cannabis at university?

FULLERTON looks very uncomfortable.

HATHAWAY

Caught with three ounces of cannabis resin in the toilets at an end of term concert?

FULLERTON

If that had been the case, I'd have been sent down.

HATHAWAY

Unless your tutor also happened to be a customer. That might also explain how you managed to graduate with a first.

FULLERTON

I got my degree on merit.

(a beat)

So I'm not joining the Met, am I?

HATHAWAY

Actually, you are, Jamie. But you won't be pounding a beat with the rest of the woodentops.

The camera goes close in on FULLERTON's worried face. Then it pulls back. FULLERTON is back in the London Eye capsule.

Int. LonDON EYE - dAY

HATHAWAY

Are you okay?

FULLERTON

Fine. It's not what I thought police work would be, that's all. 

HATHAWAY

Not having second thoughts?

FULLERTON

He seems a nice guy, that's all.

HATHAWAY

Den Donovan. He's a grade A bastard.

HATHAWAY taps his bad leg with his stick.

HATHAWAY

He put a bullet in my leg. If he finds out what you're doing, he'll do the same to you. Or worse.

FULLERTON looks worried.

Int. Black cab driving along road - dAY

DONOVAN is in the back of the cab. One of his mobile phone rings. He pulls three mobile phones from his jacket and finds the one that's ringing.

He takes the call.

DONOVAN

How's it going, Dicko?

Ext. PoliCE STATION car park - dAY

'DICKO' UNDERWOOD is on his mobile in the car park. UNIFORMED OFFICERS walk by but they are not close enough to overhear.

DICKO

They're on to you, Den.

INTERCUT BETWEEN DICKO IN THE POLICE STATION CAR PARK AND DONOVAN IN THE BLACK CAB.

DONOVAN

Whose 'they'?

DICKO

Dugs. National Crime Squad. Customs. Uncle Tom Cobbly and all. Congratulations, you're Tango One again.

DONOVAN

There's no need for you to sound so bloody pleased about it.

DICKO

What are you going to do?

DONOVAN

I'm getting a passport for Robbie then I'm out of here.

DICKO

Has your missus been in touch?

DONOVAN

No. Any joy finding them?

DICKO

I'm on the case.

DONOVAN

Any idea who fingered me?

DICKO

The spooks. MI6. Anyone on your case?

DONOVAN

There's been a BT van hanging around. Could be surveillance.

DICKO

Yeah, well be careful. It's all hands to the pumps.

DONOVAN

I'm clean though? Nothing current?

DICKO

Not with you-know-who out of the picture. You don't mess about, do you?

DONOVAN

He knew what he was getting into. No use crying over spilt milk.

DONOVAN cuts the connection.

Ext. LAURA'S HOUSE - dAY

The black cab pulls up outside Laura's house.

DONOVAN pays the DRIVER and heads towards the house.

Int. lAURA'S HALLWAY - dAY

ROBBIE rushes to open the door.

He lets DONOVAN in.

ROBBIE

Dad!

DONOVAN ruffles his hair.

DONOVAN

Have you been good?

ROBBIE

I'm always good. Where were you last night?

DONOVAN

Out. Business.

ROBBIE

Can we go home?

DONOVAN

Soon.

LAURA appears from the kitchen.

LAURA

Have you eaten, Den?

DONOVAN

Starving, Sis.

Int. LAURA'S KITCHEN - dAY

LAURA's daughters, JENNY and JULIE are sitting at the kitchen table with pasta and salad in front of them.

DONOVAN sits down and pours himself some wine as LAURA gets his food.

DONOVAN

Mark not back?

LAURA

Working late.

ROBBIE sits down.

DONOVAN

(to ROBBIE)

So how was your day, kid?

ROBBIE

Boring. Are we going home tonight?

DONOVAN

Not tonight, kid.

ROBBIE

Why not?

DONOVAN

Because I've got things to do, that's why.

ROBBIE

What sort of things?

DONOVAN

Things. Things I've got to get sorted.

ROBBIE

That's not fair.

DONOVAN

Who said life was fair?

ROBBIE

You always say that.

DONOVAN

Because it's true.

ROBBIE

(petulantly)

I want to go home.

DONOVAN

That's a nice thing to say in front of your Auntie Laura.

LAURA

It's okay. I know what he means.

DONOVAN

(to LAURA)

I know exactly what he means. He's going to have to learn to do what he's told. He doesn't know how lucky he is.

ROBBIE

You always say that, too.

DONOVAN

Yeah, well according to you I spend my whole life repeating myself, but that doesn't mean that what I say isn't right. Your Auntie Laura and me never had a house like this when we were kids. Never had food like you get. And our stepdad used to kick the shit out of us if we answered back to him. Am I right, Laura?

LAURA looks away, embarrassed. Yeah, he's right, but it's not something she wants to think about.

ROBBIE

I just want to be in my own house, that's all.

DONOVAN is fighting to stay calm.

DONOVAN

I know you do. But it's difficult just now. Can't you stay here for a few days? Please.

ROBBIE

And then we can go home?

DONOVAN

We'll see.

(a beat)

Eat.

ROBBIE

I'm not hungry.

DONOVAN

You're not leaving the table until it's eaten.

LAURA

He doesn't have to, Den. Not if he's not hungry.

DONOVAN

(to ROBBIE)

Eat it.

ROBBIE

I'm not hungry.

DONOVAN waves his fork in ROBBIE's face.

DONOVAN

(shouting)

I don't give a fuck if you're hungry or not, you're going to do as you're told!

LAURA

Den!

DONOVAN looks at the fork in his hand. JENNY and JULIE are staring at him in horror. DONOVAN realises what he's doing. He smiles at the girls.

DONOVAN

I'm sorry. Bet you've heard worse from your dad, haven't you?

The two girls solemnly shake their heads. No.

ROBBIE, in tears, rushes from the table.

DONOVAN gets up to go after him, but LAURA holds him back.

LAURA

Leave him be.

DONOVAN

He's got to learn to do as he's told.

LAURA

You've got to calm down, Den. He's nine years old and you're treating him as if he works for you.

DONOVAN

I'm under pressure here, Laura. I need to get out of the country and Robbie's going to have to come with me.

LAURA

He can stay here, with us.

DONOVAN

He's my son. He needs his father.

LAURA

Then it's time you started acting like one.

The two girls are staring wide-eyed at DONOVAN.

He flashes them a rueful smile.

Ext. LaURA'S HOUSE - nIGHT

DONOVAN is leaving. LAURA pecks him on the cheek.

LAURA

You be careful. And go easy on Robbie.

DONOVAN

Tell him I'll see him tomorrow. We'll go and have ice cream or something.

LAURA

This isn't about ice cream. It's about being a father.

DONOVAN

I am his father.

LAURA

That's right. And being a father means facing up to your responsibilities.

DONOVAN

I don't remember our father being especially responsible.

LAURA looks at DONOVAN knowingly.

DONOVAN

Christ, I'm turning into him, aren't I?

LAURA hugs him.

LAURA

No, you're not him. You're not going to run away.

Ext. Pavement outside laura's house - nIGHT

DONOVAN walks down the road, away from the house.

He stops and looks up at the bedroom window. He sees ROBBIE watching and he gives him a small wave. ROBBIE waves back.

DONOVAN smiles and walks away.

A MOTORCYCLIST walks towards DONOVAN, wearing black leathers and a full-face helmet.

MOTORCYCLIST

Dennis Donovan?

As DONOVAN looks at him, the MOTORCYCLIST reaches inside his jacket. DONOVAN reacts quickly. He grabs the man's arm and twists it, then flips him to the ground.

DONOVAN drops down on top of the man and raises his fist to smash it into his face.

DONOVAN

Who are you?

The MOTORCYCLIST is in shock.

MOTORCYCLIST

I...I...I...

DONOVAN

Who sent you?

MOTORCYCLIST

You wife...

DONOVAN

Bitch! How much is she paying you?

DONOVAN thinks it's a hit.

MOTORCYCLIST

Our standard fee.  One hundred and twenty plus expenses.

DONOVAN is confused. A hundred and twenty quid for a hit?

DONOVAN

What?

LAURA comes rushing out of the house.

MOTORCYCLIST

I'm a solicitor's clerk. I serve writs in the evening.

LAURA rushes up.

LAURA

What's going on, Den?

DONOVAN

(to the MOTORCYCLIST)

You've got a writ for me?

The MOTORCYCLIST nods and then reaches into his jacket. His hand reappears with a writ.

LAURA

Den?

DONOVAN helps the MOTORCYCLIST to his feet.

DONOVAN

It's a misunderstanding, that's all.

DONOVAN pulls out his wallet and hands the MOTORCYCLIST two fifty pound notes.

The MOTORCYCLIST hurries away as DONOVAN opens the writ.

DONOVAN

It's Vicky. She's set her lawyer on me. I can't take Robbie out of the country. I'll kill her!

LAURA

Den, calm down!

DONOVAN

Who does the bitch think she is? She fucks around behind my back and then she sets the law on me! She's dead. Dead meat!

DONOVAN storms off.

Int. Car overlooking laura's house - nIGHT

HATHAWAY is watching the house and taking photographs with a long lens.

He watches DONOVAN walk away as the MOTORCYCLIST gets on his motorbike and roars off.

HATHAWAY takes the camera away from his face and smiles. It's all going to plan.

Int. Solicitor's office - day

A high-flying young solicitor, LAURENCE PATTERSON, is pacing around his hi-tech office talking on a headset as his SECRETARY shows in DONOVAN.

PATTERSON waves 'hello' as DONOVAN sits down.

Patterson

I'll be there at eleven, cross my heart. Just don't say anything.

(beat)

I'll take care of it, Micky.

PATTERSON takes of his headset and shakes DONOVAN's hand.

PATTERSON

Sorry, Den. Got a client just pulled on a robbery charge. He's screaming blue murder.

DONOVAN sits down.

DONOVAN

Business is good, yeah?

PATTERSON sits down behind his huge hi-tech desk. He picks up the writ (Donovan has faxed it to him).

PATTERSON

Busy, busy, busy. No rest for the wicked.

He holds up the writ.

PATTERSON

Seems pretty straightforward.

DONOVAN

But you can overturn it, right? I want to take Robbie back to the Caribbean with me.

PATTERSON

Cards on the table, Den, it's not really my field. This domestic stuff is a specialised area. We'd be better passing this on to one of my colleagues.

DONOVAN

I'd rather you handled it, Laurence.

PATTERSON

We can do it that way, but all I'd be doing is talking to her and then telling you what she said.

DONOVAN

She?

PATTERSON

Julia Zhang. She's Chinese.

DONOVAN

She's dead safe?

PATTERSON

Inscrutable, mate. Anything you tell her is privileged, Den. Like talking to a priest. I'll get her down, yeah?

DONOVAN nods. He stands up and walks around the office as PATTERSON makes a call.

PATTERSON

(into phone)

Den Donovan's here now, Julia,

(a beat)

Great, thanks.

DONOVAN is looking at a painting. Modern art. He peers at the artist's signature.

PATTERSON hangs up.

DONOVAN

How much did you pay for this?

PATTERSON

Buggered if I know. Purchasing buys them by the yard.

DONOVAN

But you chose it, right?

PATTERSON

Nah, my secretary does it. They get rotated every few months.

DONOVAN

Yeah, it'd look better facing the other way.

PATTERSON laughs. There's a knock on the door and JULIA ZHANG arrives, a middle-aged Chinese woman. Austere and no smile.

PATTERSON

This is Den, Julia.

ZHANG and DONOVAN shake hands.

Zhang

Laurence has told me about your case, Mr Donovan.

She sits down and PATTERSON and DONOVAN follow her example.

ZHANG

In the writ your wife says that you intend to take your son to Anguilla, is that the case?

DONOVAN

I have a house there.

ZHANG

But the matrimonial home is in London?

DONOVAN

You can call it that. But it didn't stop her screwing my accountant there.

PATTERSON laughs sharply but ZHANG doesn't react to DONOVAN's joke.

ZHANG

But London is your primary residence?

PATTERSON

Den, it might be best to enlighten Julia as to the nature of your problems in the UK. 

DONOVAN looks uncomfortable.

PATTERSON

It stays in this office.

DONOVAN turns to ZHANG.

DONOVAN

A couple of years back, HM Customs and Excise made me Tango One. Top of their most wanted list. Everywhere I went, I was followed. My phones were tapped, my friends were put under surveillance. It made it impossible for me to operate.

ZHANG

Operate?

DONOVAN

To do what I do. To put deals together. So I left the country. In the Caribbean the authorities are more...flexible.

ZHANG scribbles on her notepad.

DONOVAN

We can get this overturned, right?

ZHANG

We can fight it, of course. If nothing else, forbidding your son to travel with you is a breach of his human rights. But I have to say this writ is probably the just the first shot. I would expect your wife to very shortly move to get custody of your son.

DONOVAN

No way!

ZHANG

If I were advising your wife, I would have told her to rush through this injunction, but then to apply for sole custody on the basis that you are an unsuitable parental figure.

DONOVAN stands up and paces around.

DONOVAN

Bollocks! This is bollocks.

PATTERSON

Don't shoot the messenger, Den.

ZHANG

Your wife is going to do all she can to show that you are not a suitable parent, Mr Donovan. It's up to you to prove her wrong.

DONOVAN sits down again.

PATTERSON

What about Den's other activities? Is she likely to bring them up?

ZHANG

I doubt that her counsel would recommend that. If she were to highlight any criminal activities, then that would be evidence that she was aware of them and if she could be shown to have profited from them then she could be seen as an accomplice. I think it much more likely that she will focus on parental concerns. Your lack of a regular job, your frequent absences from the family home, personal traits.

DONOVAN

Personal traits?

ZHANG

Abuse, physical, verbal or psychological. Whether you'd shown an interest in raising Robbie prior to the separation. For instance, did you attend parent-teacher meetings? Take Robbie to he doctor? The dentist? School sports days?

DONOVAN looks uncomfortable.

ZHANG

You have to show that you are a responsible parent. Move back in to the marital home, make sure Robbie goes to school. Then we can attack your wife's suitability on the basis of her infidelity.

DONOVAN

Okay.

PATTERSON

Sorry to talk filthy lucre but we'll be needing a retainer, Den.

DONOVAN pulls out a thick wad of notes and tosses it to PATTERSON. PATTERSON grins.

Int. outer office, robbie's school - dAY

DONOVAN sits in the outer office. A DOUR SECRETARY works on a word processor.

All around the office are photographs of school classes. A whole history of the school.

The DOUR SECRETARY looks up from her work. DONOVAN smiles but she doesn't smile back. She looks back at her word processor.

An intercom buzzes. The DOUR SECRETARY picks up a phone.

She puts down the receiver and looks at DONOVAN again.

Dour secretary

You can go in.

DONOVAN goes over to a door, knocks and goes in.

Int. Headmistress's office - day

The headmistress is sitting behind a desk. Tall, thin, bookish, pearls. Miss Stephenson.

Miss stephenson

Mr Donovan, I'm so glad to meet you at last.

They shake hands and sit down.

MiSS STEPHENSON

Robbie's aunt has been our point of contact over the last few days, I gather.

DONOVAN

My sister. Laura.

MISS STEPHENSON

She telephoned to say that Robbie was unwell.

DONOVAN

That's right.

MISS STEPHENSON

Why didn't Mrs. Donovan phone us? Or you?

DONOVAN

I've been overseas.

MISS STEPHENSON

And your wife?

DONOVAN

She's left the matrimonial home. I'll be taking care of Robbie from now on.

MISS STEPHENSON

You and Mrs. Donovan are separating?

DONOVAN

Robbie caught her in bed with my accountant.

The headmistress looks uncomfortable and DONOVAN takes pleasure in that.

DONOVAN

Now she's gone AWOL and I'm in sole charge. I'm here to make sure you understand the position and make sure that my soon to be ex-wife doesn't go near him.

MiSS STEPHENSON

I'm not sure I follow you.

DONOVAN

My wife might try to snatch Robbie. I want her barred from the premises.

MISS STEPHENSON

Mr Donovan, I know your wife. She was a regular attender at Parent Teacher Association meetings. She donated money to our arts club appeal.

DONOVAN

My money.

MISS STEPHENSON

Unless a court order forbids your wife access (...to your son..)

DONOVAN jabs his finger at the headmistress.

DONOVAN

If she goes anywhere near my son, I'll hold you responsible. Personally responsible.

MISS STEPHENSON

Are you threatening me, Mr Donovan?

DONOVAN stands up, still jabbing his finger at the headmistress.

DONOVAN

You know my wife and maybe you don't know me, but believe me, if anything happens to Robbie you'll get to know me. Do you follow that?

DONOVAN stares at her. It's a hard look. A long, hard luck. The headmistress nods. She can see that DONOVAN is serious. DONOVAN smiles.

DONOVAN

Let's not get off on the wrong foot. Robbie's a great kid. You've done a first class job with him and I do appreciate that. If it's donations you want, I'd be happy to help out. I can even come to PTA meetings.

He tosses a card onto her desk.

DONOVAN

But if my wife comes anywhere near this school, you call me on this number.

Slowly the headmistress picks up the card.

DONOVAN

Thank you.

Int. HOTEL ROOM - dAY

DONOVAN packs his things. He's checking out.

He has six mobile phones lined up on a cupboard. He puts them in his bag.

Int. Reception, hotel - day

A FEMALE RECEPTIONIST is counting the cash that DONOVAN has given her. 

Female receptionist

Going anywhere nice, Mr Donovan?

DONOVAN

Not really.

Ext. DONOVAN'S HOUSE - dAY

DONOVAN gets out of a black cab and looks up at his house.

DONOVAN

Home sweet home.

Int. DONOVAN'S BEDROOM - night

DONOVAN is pulling VICKY's clothes out of a wardrobe and putting them in black garbage bags.

Int. dONOVAN'S BEDROOM - nIGHT

DONOVAN gathers VICKY's make-up and cosmetics and puts them in a black bag.

The doorbell rings.

Int. DONOVAN'S HALLWAY - nIGHT

DONOVAN opens the door. FULLERTON is there, holding a briefcase.

FULLERTON

I come bearing gifts.

Int. DONOVAN'S KITCHEN - nIGHT

FULLERTON swings the briefcase onto the kitchen table and clicks the locks. He grins and opens the briefcase. It's full of cash.

FULLERTON

A cool three hundred and fifty grand. And that's on top of the money I gave the Colombian.

DONOVAN picks up a wad of notes and flicks through them.

FuLLERTON

Am I good or am I good?

DONOVAN

It's clean?

FULLERTON

Do me a favour. You could put that on a church plate with a clean conscience.

DONOVAN tosses the money back into the case.

DONOVAN

You're a star, Jamie. Thanks.

DONOVAN gets a bottle of champagne out of the fridge and opens it.

FULLERTON sees a stack of black bags in the corner.

FULLERTON

What's the story?

DONOVAN

My wife's stuff.

DONOVAN pours champagne. They clink glasses.

FULLERTON

To crime.

DONOVAN frowns at FULLERTON, wondering why he said that.

They drink.

FULLERTON

Do you want a line? To celebrate?

DONOVAN

You brought coke into my house?

FULLERTON

Just a few grams. Personal use.

DONOVAN

I'm Tango bloody One, Jamie. They even smell drugs near me and I go down for ever.

FULLERTON

Sorry, Den.

DONOVAN shakes his head, annoyed.

DONOVAN

Don't ever carry gear when you're near me.

FULLERTON

Understood.

FULLERTON flashes a Boy Scout salute.

FULLERTON

Dib, dib, dib.

DONOVAN

(grinning)

You were never a scout.

FULLERTON

I was too. Do you wanna go out and celebrate?

DONOVAN

Go where?

FULLERTON

Place I know. Wine, women, song.

DONOVAN

But no drugs?

FULLERTON flashes another Boy Scout salute.

FULLERTON

Dib, dib, dib.

Ext. DONOVAN'S HOUSE - nIGHT

They walk towards FULLERTON's Porsche.

DONOVAN

You're too flash, Jamie.

FULLERTON

You can never be too flash.

DONOVAN

It's what the Aussies call the tall poppy syndrome. You stick out from the crowd and you get noticed.

FULLERTON

Nothing wrong with sticking out from the crowd.

DONOVAN shakes his head but doesn't argue.

Ext. car park, LaplanD CLUB - nIGHT

The Porsche pulls up in front of a lapdancing club.

Ext. LapLAND CLUB - nIGHT

FULLERTON shakes hands with a BURLY DOORMAN.

FuLLERTON

How's it going, Martin? This is my good friend, Den.

Burly doorman

Welcome back, Mr Donovan.

DONOVAN

Good to see you, Martin. How's the missus?

BURLY DOORMAN

Fine thanks for asking. I'll tell you were asking after her. Good to see you back.

DONOVAN hugs the BURLY DOORMAN, they pat each other on the back.

Int. LapLAND CLUB - nIGHT

FULLERTON and DONOVAN walk into the club. Girls dancing around silver poles. Pretty girls drinking with customers.

FULLERTON

You didn't tell me you'd been here before.

DONOVAN grins at a pretty girl. KRIS.

KRIS

Hello Den. Long time no see.

DONOVAN

You still here Kris?

KrIS

Been waiting for you to come back.

DONOVAN makes a gun with his hand and mimes shooting her. She laughs.

DONOVAN

(to FULLERTON)

You never asked.

Int. Lapland club - later

DONOVAN and FULLERTON sit in a booth. Two LAPDANCERS are giving them private dances.

FULLERTON gives DONOVAN a grin.

FuLLERTON

Where did we go wrong, Den?

The two men laugh.

Across the club, DONOVAN sees MACDONALD and JORDAN.

They see DONOVAN and head over.

FULLERTON

You know them?

DONOVAN

Old friends.

The LAPDANCERS move away and MACDONALD and JORDAN join FULLERTON in the booth.

JoRDAN

How's it going, Den?

DONOVAN

How do you think it's going? This is Jamie.

(off JORDAN)

This is Ricky.

(off MACDONALD)

And this is Bob. Trust them as far as you can throw them.

JORDAN and MACDONALD shake hands with FULLERTON.

DONOVAN waves at a WAITRESS to bring over more champagne.

JORDAN

Celebrating?

DONOVAN

Drowning my sorrows.

DONOVAN

How did it go with Carlos?

JORDAN

Sweet. We can work with him.

DONOVAN

Yeah, well count your fingers afterwards.

MAcDONALD

Was the beetle idea yours?

FULLERTON

Beetles?

MACDONALD

Volkswagens from Mexico. Brilliant.

DONOVAN flashes MACDONALD a warning look.

JORDAN gets up and heads for the toilet. FULLERTON follows him.

The WAITRESS brings a new bottle of champagne.

DONOVAN

(off FULLERTON)

Careful what you say around him, Bob.

MACDONALD

I thought he was your mate.

DONOVAN

He's selling paintings for me, that's all.

Int. toilets, lapland club - nIGHT

JORDAN is taking a leak.

FULLERTON is forming lines of coke on a shelf. He snorts a line.

JORDAN turns away from the toilet and sees the coke.

FULLERTON

Help yourself.

JORDAN snorts. So does FULLERTON.

JORDAN

Wow.

FULLERTON

So the VWs, what's the story?

JORDAN

A mountain of Bolivian marching powder.

JORDAN snorts another line.

JORDAN

I hope it's as good as this.

The toilet door opens. It's DONOVAN. He sees the two men snorting coke.

DONOVAN

Shit.

DONOVAN closes the door.

Int. Hallway, lapland club - dAY

DONOVAN walks away from the toilet.  KRIS is there, talking on a mobile.

KRIS

(into phone)

Don't cry.

(a beat)

Louise? Is he still there?

(a beat)

Do you want me to call the police?

(a beat)

Okay. I'll be right there. Keep the door locked.

KRIS cuts the connection.

DONOVAN

Problem?

KRIS

A friend. A client has just beaten her up.

DONOVAN

Where is she?

KRIS

Home. I've got to go, Den.

DONOVAN

I'll come with you.

KRIS

You can't leave with me.

KRIS has second thoughts.

KRIS

Tell you what, see you around the back in five minutes.

DONOVAN

Okay.

Int. LapLAND CLUB - dAY

DONOVAN goes back to MACDONALD. He drains his champagne glass.

DONOVAN

I'm off.

MACDONALD

You on a promise?

DONOVAN

I've got to get my house sorted. My boy's moving back in.

FULLERTON and JORDAN come behind DONOVAN.

FuLLERTON

You okay, Den?

DONOVAN

I'm got to go. These guys will look after you.

DONOVAN slaps FULLERTON on the back then heads for the way out.

Ext. Lapland club - nIGHT

DONOVAN hurries out of the club.

Ext. street - night

DONOVAN hurries around a corner. KRIS is there in a sports car. DONOVAN gets in.

Int. Sports car - nIGHT

KRIS looks around.

Kris

Did anyone see you?

DONOVAN

Don't worry.

KRIS

You don't know what they're like in there.

KRIS roars off in the sports car. She is a terrible driver.

KRIS

If he's hurt her, I'll kill him.

She makes a turn and narrowly misses hitting a car.

DONOVAN

Take it easy, it's not gonna help her if you get pulled over.

KRIS continues to take risks. She roars past a truck. DONOVAN fastens his seat belt.

Int. stairway outside LOUISE's flat - nIGHT

KRIS hurries up the stairs, followed by DONOVAN.

KRIS knocks on the door. It opens, on a chain. There's a tearful girl on the other side of the door. LOUISE.

KRIS

Come on Louise, let us in.

LOUISE opens the door.

Int. Hallway, louise's flat - nIGHT

KRIS hugs a tearful LOUISE as DONOVAN watches.

KRIS

I'll kill the bastard.

Int. Sitting room, louise's flat - nIGHT

KRIS is sitting next to LOUISE, comforting her.

LOUISE lights a cigarette with trembling hands.

DONOVAN comes in with a tray of three coffee mugs.

LOUISE

I'm sorry.

KRIS

You've nothing to be sorry about.

DONOVAN

So what happened?

KRIS

He forced himself in here, that's what happened. Tried to kill her.

LOUISE

It was my fault. I thought if I could talk to him... You know.. He wouldn't have it. Said I had to be his girlfriend. Said if he couldn't have me, no one else would.

DONOVAN

Did he hit you?

LOUISE

Slapped me.

She forces a smile.

LOUISE

Then I kneed him in the nuts and locked myself in the bathroom with my mobile. Told him I was phoning the cops.

DONOVAN looks uncomfortable.

DONOVAN

You didn't, did you?

LOUISE shakes her head.

LOUISE

No point. You call three nines and you get an answer machine. I called Kris.

KrIS

You did the right thing.

KRIS hugs LOUISE.

DONOVAN

What's his name, this guy?

LOUISE

Parker. Nick Parker. He seemed an okay punter when I met him. Good tipper.

DONOVAN

Did you give him your address?

LOUISE

No, he must have followed me.

KrIS

Creep.

LOUISE

He wrote letters. Loads of letters.

She points to a stack of letters on a table. DONOVAN picks them up and flicks through them.

LOUISE

What if he comes back?

DONOVAN

I'll sort it for you.

DONOVAN finishes his coffee.

DONOVAN

(to LOUISE)

Can you give me a lift?

LOUISE

Where are you going?

DONOVAN holds up the letters.

DONOVAN

Return to sender.

Ext. road outside Louise's flat - nIGHT

DONOVAN and KRIS get into the sports car.

Int. LoUISE'S flat - nIGHT

Through a window, LOUISE watches the sports car drive away.

She lights another cigarette. Then she picks up her mobile phone and looks at it.

She takes a long drag on her cigarette again, then looks at her reflection in a mirror as she blows smoke.

The camera goes in close on her reflection. Then the camera pulls back.

Now LOUISE is sitting in a cramped bedsit. 

Int. Louise's bedsit - dAY

Still smoking. She stands up and stares at her bed. Lying across the bed is a police constable's uniform.

LOUISE stares at the uniform.

LOUISE

A bloody cop. Who would've believed it?

The doorbell rings and LOUISE jumps.

LOUISE opens the door.

There's a DRIVER standing there. A tough-looking man, a former soldier maybe, in blazer, slacks and tie. The same man who picked up FULLERTON.

DRIVER

Christina Louise Leigh?

LOUISE

Yes?

DRIVER

There's been a change of venue.

Int. Car driven along street - dAY

LOUISE, looking worried, sits in the back of the car.

She goes to light a cigarette.

DRIVER

Sorry, miss. It's a non-smoking car.

Int. Sixth floor, office building - day

The lift door is closing as LOUISE walks towards a set of double doors and pushes them open. There's a huge floor, completely deserted. LOUISE frowns. Then she sees a table with two chairs. She walks towards it.

HaTHAWAY (O.S.)

Sit down, Louise.

LOUISE sees HATHAWAY, looking out over the London skyline. She sits. HATHAWAY walks over and sits down opposite LOUISE.

He stares at her for a long time. She lights a cigarette with fumbling hands.

HATHAWAY

Did you think we wouldn't find out, Tina?

LoUISE

My name's Louise. No one calls me Tina.

HATHAWAY

You were Tina when you were charged with prostitution.

LOUISE

I wasn't charged. I was cautioned.

HATHAWAY

Did you really think they'd let a former prostitute join the Met?

LOUISE

I was fifteen.

HATHAWAY

Which doesn't make it any better, does it?

LOUISE looks around the deserted office.

LOUISE

What's this about?

HATHAWAY

I'm going to make you an offer you won't want to refuse.

LOUISE

I give you a blow job and you let me in, is that it?

HATHAWAY shakes his head.

HATHAWAY

That's not what this is about, Louise.

LOUISE looks at him. Takes another pull on her cigarette.

LOUISE

Do you know what it's like to have to fend for yourself when you're a kid? To have to leave home when you're fourteen because your stepfather spends all his time trying to get into your nickers and your mum's too drunk to stop him. Do you know what it's like to arrive in London with nowhere to stay and a couple of quid in your pocket? I don't think so.

HATHAWAY just looks at her.

LOUISE

Don't think I haven't met your sort before because I have. Squeaky clean on the outside but what you really want is a blow job from an underage girl in the front seat of your car because your wife hasn't had her mouth near your dick since England won the World Cup.

HATHAWAY smiles.

HATHAWAY

I'm sensing a lot of hostility, Louise. And it's not warranted. I'm offering you an opportunity here.

LOUISE

I wanted to join the Met.

HATHAWAY

You can. Sort of.

LOUISE

Sort of?

HATHAWAY

We're looking for someone to join an undercover unit. Someone who has been tainted by police training. Someone with a background that will stand up to scrutiny.

LOUISE

Like a former prostitute?

HATHAWAY

Exactly.

LOUISE nods slowly. HATHAWAY places a photograph on the table and pushes it towards her.

She looks at it. It's a photograph of DEN DONOVAN.

The camera goes in close on LOUISE's face. When the camera pulls back, she's back in her flat, staring at her reflection.

Int. LouISE'S FLAT - nIGHT

She takes a long pull on her cigarette as she stares at the phone. Then she dials a number.

She puts the phone to her ear.

LOUISE

(into phone)

I've met him.

(a beat)

Tonight. He came here.

(a beat)

Of course.

LOUISE cuts the connection and puts the phone down.

Ext. Nick parker's house - nIGHT

The sports car pulls up.

Int. Sports car outside nick parker's house - nIGHT

DONOVAN and KRIS watch the house.

KRIS

What are you going to do, Den?

DONOVAN

Watch and learn.

DONOVAN climbs out of the car.

Int. NicK PARKER'S HOUSE - nIGHT

NICK PARKER, a forty-something businessmen, is drinking wine and watching TV. His doorbell rings.

PARKER opens the door. A human whirlwind bursts in. DONOVAN.

DONOVAN grabs PARKER and slams him against the wall.

DONOVAN

What's your name?

Parker

Nicholas Parker.

DONOVAN

What's my name?

PARKER

I don't know.

DONOVAN

That's right. So when I've beaten you to a pulp, you won't know who's done it, will you?

DONOVAN pushes PARKER to the ground and kicks him in the ribs.

DONOVAN

You know Louise? From Lapland?

ParKER

Are you her boyfriend?

DONOVAN kicks PARKER.

DONOVAN

No, I'm not her boyfriend.

DONOVAN kicks him again.

DONOVAN

She doesn't want a boyfriend.

ParKER

I love her.

DONOVAN drops down on top of PARKER. He hits him, hard.

DONOVAN

No, you don't love her. You're fixated on her. You're a lonely bastard and you want some excitement in your life. But she's not the one, mate. You go near her again and I'll kill you. Do you understand?

PARKER nods.

DONOVAN

I can't hear you.

ParKER

Yes.

DONOVAN

Yes what?

PARKER

I understand.

DONOVAN gets up and kicks him again.

Int. spORTS CAR OUTSIDE NICK PARKER'S HOUSE - night

KRIS watches as DONOVAN walks out of the house and gets into the car.

DONOVAN grins at her.

DONOVAN

Sorted.

DONOVAN licks his knuckles.

KrIS

Are you okay?

DONOVAN

I'm fine. Any chance of a lift home?

Ext. DONOVAN'S HOUSE - nIGHT

The sports car pulls up outside DONOVAN's house.

Int. Sports car outside Donovan's house - night

KRIS looks at the house.

KRIS

Nice.

DONOVAN

Yeah. You wanna buy it?

KRIS

You live there alone?

DONOVAN

Not really.

KRIS

That sounds a bit vague.

DONOVAN

I'm sort of in a transition phase. My wife just left me.

KRIS looks at her watch.

KRIS

I'd better be getting back to Louise. I said I'd stay the night with her.

KRIS kisses him on the cheek.

KRIS

Thanks.

DONOVAN

Pleasure. I don't often get the chance to play the white knight.

Ext. DoNOVAN'S HOUSE - nIGHT

DONOVAN walks towards the house. He looks across at the BT van. It's still there.

Int. Donovan's sITTING ROOM - nIGHT

DONOVAN has a bottle of beer. He drinks from it and drops down onto a sofa.

Int. Fullerton's porsche driving down the road - nIGHT

FULLERTON grins as he drives down the road. He rubs his nose. Too much cocaine.

Ext. FuLLERTON'S FLAT - nIGHT

FULLERTON drives into an underground apartment block. The block is by the Thames, a warehouse conversion.

Int. fullerton's flat, Underground car park - nIGHT

FULLERTON parks the Porsche and gets out.

HATHAWAY is there, in the shadows. FULLERTON jumps as he sees him.

FULLERTON

Bloody hell.

HATHAWAY

Jumpy.

FULLERTON

You were with Donovan?

FULLERTON nods and rubs his nose.

HATHAWAY

You're coked out of your skull.

FULLERTON

It's part of my cover.

HATHAWAY

Of course it is.

FULLERTON

They're bringing in Coke from Mexico.

HATHAWAY

Who are?

FULLERTON

Ricky Jordan and Bob Macdonald. They've done a deal with Carlos Rodriguez. Several hundred kilos coming on a freighter from Mexico. Volkswagen Beetles.

HATHAWAY nods, thinking hard.

HATHAWAY

Donovan's deal, right?

FULLERTON

He set it up, but Jordan and Macdonald are dealing direct with Rodriguez. Donovan's been cut out of the deal.

HATHAWAY

Good work, Jamie. 

FULLERTON grins, sniffs, and rubs his nose again.

Ext. DONOVAN'S HOUSE - dAY

A POSTMAN puts mail through the letterbox and walks away.

Int. DONOVAN'S HALLWAY - dAY

DONOVAN picks up the mail. All bills.

Ext. DonOVAN'S HOUSE - dAY

DONOVAN is clearing out the Range Rover, getting rid of all VICKY's stuff. Gloves, cassettes, make-up. Anything personal that she'd left in the car.

Int. RANGE ROVER DRIVING DOWN ROAD - dAY

DONOVAN is driving and talking on the hands-free mobile phone.

DONOVAN

Laura, hi. Look, Robbie's going to have to go to school.

LAURA

(over phone)

Today?

DONOVAN checks his rear view mirror. Is he being followed?

DONOVAN

My lawyer says I've got to be a model father, or Vicky could get custody.

LAURA

No problem, Den. I'll take care of it.

DONOVAN

Thanks, Sis. I'll pick him up after school.

DONOVAN looks behind him and indicates right as he comes up to a traffic light. The light turns red and DONOVAN swings the car to the left.

He grins. Any tail will have been lost.

Ext. mayfair street - dAY

DONOVAN walks along a road of expensive shops. In between two of the shops is a door with an intercom. Above the door, a small brass plate. 'ALEX FOX LTD'.

DONOVAN presses the intercom button.

DONOVAN

Den Donovan for Alex Fox.

The door buzzes and DONOVAN pushes it open.

Int. Alex FOX's outer office - dAY

A GORGEOUS SECRETARY is sitting at a computer.

Gorgeous secretary

Go straight in Den, he's expecting you.

DoNOVAN

Thanks, love.

Int. Alex FOX'S OFFICE - dAY

ALEX FOX is leaning out of his window with headphones on, pointing a state-of-the-art directional microphone. He's youngish and nerdish.

He turns to look at DONOVAN and takes off headphones.

FOX

See this, Den, you can hear a sparrow fart two miles away. Coffee?

DONOVAN

I'm fine, Alex.

DONOVAN sits down.

DONOVAN

I'm back in the UK for a few weeks and I'm going to be under the microscope. I need a full house and car sweep.

FOX

Do you want me to do it?

DONOVAN

I need you to do the initial sweep, but I'll need some gear to do it myself.

FOX

No sweat. What about your phones?

DONOVAN

I'm using pay-as-you-go mobiles.

FOX

You'll still need your land lines cleared. These new infinity bugs, you don't need to be actually on the phone.

DONOVAN

You're the expert.

FOX

And I'd recommend an acoustic noise generator just in case your walls have ears.

DONOVAN

Sounds good.

DONOVAN takes a thick wad of £50 notes from his jacket pocket and hands them to FOX.

FOX

That'll do nicely.

Ext. solicitor's office - dAY

Solicitor DAVID HOYLE walks out of his office. He's a big man run to fat and he doesn't look happy.

Ext. Street - dAY

HOYLE paces up and down outside a phone box. There's a YOUNG MOTHER with her CHILD using the phone. HOYLE points at her watch, wanting her to hurry up.

She finishes the call and leaves. HOYLE brushes past her and taps out a number.

Int. vILLA IN THE SOUTH OF FRANCE - dAY

The phone rings. SHARKEY answers. It's a mobile and SHARKEY walks out onto the balcony as he talks.

SHARKEY

David, thanks for calling.

Int. PhONE BOX - dAY

HOYLE is talking on the phone.

Hoyle

Is this call box business totally necessary, Stuart?

INTERCUT BETWEEN HOYLE IN THE PHONE BOX AND SHARKEY ON THE BALCONY LOOKING OUT OVER THE SEA.

SHARKEY

Donovan will be looking for me. And your firm's name is on the write. I wouldn't put it past him to have tapped your phones.

HOYLE

We've heard from his lawyers. He wants sole custody. And he's trying to get the injunction lifted. There'll be a hearing within the next two weeks. You do realise that she'll have to appear in person?

SHARKEY

That's definite?

HOYLE

I'm afraid so. I'll get the papers drawn up.

SHARKEY

Thanks David.

As SHARKEY cuts the connection, VICKY walks out on to the balcony.

VICKY

Who was that?

SHARKEY

The lawyer.

VICKY

Everything's okay?

SHARKEY

Everything's fine. Den can't take Robbie out of the country. He does that and he goes straight to prison.

VICKY pours herself a drink.

SHARKEY

Go easy on the booze, love.

VICKY gives him a dirty look. SHARKEY realises he's said the wrong thing.

SHARKEY

Okay, okay.

Int. Supermarket - dAY

DONOVAN is pushing a trolley down the supermarket. He stops at a freezer compartment and tosses a dozen TV dinners into the trolley.

Into the trolley go breakfast cereals. Bread. Tea. Soft drinks. The basics. Plus booze. 

Int. checkout, supermarket - dAY

DONOVAN pays his bill with two £50 notes.

Ext. Crime scene - dAY

DICKO UNDERWOOD is looking down at a murdered woman. Blood everywhere. SOCO OFFICERS are moving around gathering evidence.

DICKO's mobile phone rings.

DICKO

Yeah?

Int. RaNGE ROVER DRIVING DOWN ROAD - dAY

DONOVAN is talking on his hands free as he drives. The back of the Range Rover is loaded up with supermarket shopping.

DONOVAN

How are they hanging, Dicko?

DICKO

I'm busy here.

DONOVAN

I need some info. Have you got a pen?

Ext. CrIME SCENE - dAY

DICKO walks away from the crime scene, holding the phone to his ear.

DICKO

You can't keep using the Police National Computer as your own personal database.

(a beat)

Yeah, well checks leave traces.

Int. RaNGE ROVER DRIVING DOWN ROAD - dAY

DONOVAN is driving and talking.

DONOVAN

Jamie Fullerton. Dodgy art dealer. I need to know if he's known. Drives a Porsche. Have you got that pen out, I'll give you the reg.

Ext. scHOOL - dAY

DONOVAN's Range Rover is one of many cars lined up outside the school, waiting to pick up the kids.

ROBBIE runs out with two of his friends.

DONOVAN waves to him.

ROBBIE

Hey, Dad!

Pleased to see his father, ROBBIE runs to the Range Rover and climbs in.

Int. RanGE ROVER OUTSIDE SCHOOL - dAY

DONOVAN ruffles his son's hair.

ROBBIE

I didn't think you'd come.

DONOVAN

I said I would, didn't I?

The car in front isn't moving. DONOVAN bangs on the horn.

DONOVAN

Come on you silly bitch!

ROBBIE is mortified.

ROBBIE

Dad! That's Mrs Cooper. Andrew's mum.

DONOVAN

Well Andrew's mum should learn to drive before she goes out on the road.

He bangs on the horn again. ROBBIE tries to make himself invisible.

DONOVAN grins.

DONOVAN

Shall I ram her?

ROBBIE

Dad! Please...

Int. RANGE ROVER DRIVING DOWN ROAD - dAY

DONOVAN is driving.

DONOVAN

What do you want to eat tonight? Roast beef? Lamb? Chicken?

ROBBIE

You're cooking?

DONOVAN

TV dinners.

ROBBIE

Dad...

DONOVAN

What?

ROBBIE

They're full of chemicals.

DONOVAN

Never did me any harm.

A car pulls in front of DONOVAN and he bangs on his horn.

DONOVAN

Moron!

ROBBIE gives DONOVAN a knowing look.

DONOVAN

What?

ROBBIE just shakes his head in disgust.

Int. DONOVAN'S KITCHEN - dAY

DONOVAN and ROBBIE are finishing off microwaved TV dinners.

DONOVAN

Saves on washing up, too.

ROBBIE

I'm glad you're home, Dad.

DONOVAN ruffles ROBBIE's hair.

DONOVAN

You know you can always rely on me, right?

ROBBIE

Sure.

DONOVAN

You okay for pocket money?

ROBBIE

I could always use more.

DONOVAN pulls out a wad of notes and gives ROBBIE a £50 note.

ROBBIE

You can't give me fifty quid!

DONOVAN

How much did your mum give you?

ROBBIE

A tenner. Five pounds twice a week. Monday and Friday.

DONOVAN

Time you had a raise. It's twenty from now on, okay?

DONOVAN takes back the £50 and looks through his wad of notes. No £20 notes. HE hands ROBBIE the £50 note.

DONOVAN

That's the smallest I've got.

(a beat)

Do you want to go and see a movie?

ROBBIE

It's a school night. And I've got homework.

DONOVAN

Homework? They give homework to nine-year-olds?

ROBBIE

I've had homework since I started school, Dad.

DONOVAN

I never got homework, all the time I was at school.

ROBBIE

You're rich, though.

DONOVAN

Rich? Who says I'm rich?

ROBBIE

Look at our house. Your watch. You're rich and you know we are.

DONOVAN

Not as rich as Bill Gates.

ROBBIE

I didn't say mega rich. I didn't even say rich rich. But you're rich.

DONOVAN

So what's your point?

ROBBIE

That you don't have to go to school to make money.

DONOVAN

That's true enough.

ROBBIE

So what's the point?

DONOVAN

Of school? To get a good education.

ROBBIE

So?

DONOVAN

So that you can get a good job.

ROBBIE

Yeah, that's what mum always used to say. Said she didn't want me to turn out like you.

DONOVAN

Nice.

ROBBIE

I want to be just like you, Dad.

DONOVAN smiles at his son but he looks worried as he considers what ROBBIE has said. Does he really want ROBBIE to grow up like him?

Ext. SoLICITOR'S OFFICE - niGHT

ROJAS and his assistant, CLAUDIO, are both dressed in black. They break into DAVID HOYLE's office. CLAUDIO picks the lock.

Int. SoLICITOR'S OFFICE - nIGHT

CLAUDIO goes through filing cabinets as ROJAS goes through the computer system.

ROJAS

Nothing. He's not written anything down.

Claudio

What now?

ROJAS

We'll have a little chat with Mr Hoyle.

Int. DONOVAN'S kitchen - dAY

DONOVAN is making coffee. The doorbell rings.

Int. DONOVAN'S HALLWAY - dAY

DONOVAN opens the door. It's ALEX FOX. Parked in the driveway is a stylish van. No company names on the side. FOX is low profile.

FOX

The early worm.

DONOVAN

Come on in.

Int. dONOVAN'S KITCHEN - dAY

FOX swings a briefcase onto the table and takes out a hi-tech bug detector.

FOX

I'll start sweeping upstairs, yeah?

DONOVAN

Coffee?

FOX

Have you got caffeine-free?

DONOVAN

(sarcastic)

Err..no.

FOX

Camomile tea?

DONOVAN flashes him a sarcastic grin.

FOX

Glass of water will be fine.

DONOVAN chuckles as FOX heads upstairs.

Int. Robbie's bedroom - dAY

DONOVAN opens the door. ROBBIE is asleep.

DONOVAN

Rise and shine!

ROBBIE looks at DONOVAN sleepily.

ROBBIE

Huh?

DONOVAN

Time to wake up!

Int. donoVAN'S sITTING ROOM - dAY

DONOVAN is putting mobile phones in chargers. FOX walks in.

FOX

Upstairs is done. Everything's fine.

FOX runs his detector around the walls.

FOX

So how long are you back?

DONOVAN

Not sure.

One of the mobiles rings. DONOVAN picks up the phone.

DONOVAN

Yeah?

Ext. phone box - dAY

DICKO UNDERWOOD is on the phone.

DICKO

It's me. That name you wanted checking out. He's an art dealer, known to us. Thought to be receiving, but nothing proven. Couple of drugs busts but personal use only so he was only cautioned.

Int. Donovan's sITTING ROOM - dAY

DONOVAN is on the mobile.

DONOVAN

No chance that he's one of yours?

INTERCUT BETWEEN DONOVAN IN HIS SITTING ROOM AND DICKO IN THE PHONE BOX.

DICKO

He's not a registered informer and they're all registered these days. No registration, no case, you know that.

DONOVAN

Thanks Dicko. The cheque's in the post.

DICKO

Yeah, yeah, yeah.

DONOVAN cuts the connection.

FOX

Let me show you how to use this. I'll leave it with you.

FOX shows the bug detector to DONOVAN.

ROBBIE walks in wearing his school uniform.

DONOVAN

There's cereal in the kitchen.

ROBBIE

I don't eat breakfast. Are you taking me to school?

DONOVAN

I'm busy here.

ROBBIE

(annoyed)

Typical.

DONOVAN

I'll call you a minicab.

ROBBIE

I'm not going to school in a grotty minicab.

DONOVAN

So walk.

ROBBIE

Mum always drove me to school.

DONOVAN

Yeah, well she had fuck all else to do except spend my money and screw my accountant.

There's a look of horror on ROBBIE's face. FOX looks surprised too, but gets on with checking for bugs.

DONOVAN puts a hand on ROBBIE's shoulder and bends down to look him in the eye.

DONOVAN

Look, I know a firm, they do Mercs. You can go to school in a Merc, okay?

ROBBIE twists out of his grip and runs out of the room.

DONOVAN

Shit.

The front door slams.

DONOVAN

You got kids, Alex?

FOX

I haven't been blessed yet.

DONOVAN

Probably best.

Ext. River thames - dAY

HATHAWAY is walking along the river with HODO.

HATHAWAY

The drugs are in VW beetles, made in Mexico.

HODO

And who's behind the consignment?

HATHAWAY

Carlos Rodriguez.

HODO nods thoughtfully. He knows of RODRIGUEZ.

HODO

So this is from the DEA?

HATHAWAY

The Yanks know nothing about it.

HODO

And at this end?

HATHAWAY

That doesn't matter.

HODO

Den Donovan?

HATHAWAY

What makes you say that?

HODO

A hunch.

(a beat)

Everyone knows you've had a thing for Donovan, ever since...

HODO nods at HATHAWAY's injured leg.

HATHAWAY

(off the leg)

Water under the bridge. Hand on heart, we don't know who's taking delivery.

HODO

So we let the drugs run.

HATHAWAY

Absolutely not. If we do that we expose my people. As soon as it gets into international waters, I want the ship boarded.

HODO

And if I let it run?

HATHAWAY

Then I'll talk to the cops. They'll be just as happy to take the credit.

HODO looks annoyed, but he nods.

HODO

Okay. We'll take it.

HATHAWAY

I thought you would.

HATHAWAY limps away. HODO watches him go.

Int. Donovan's sITTING ROOM - dAY

FOX is showing DONOVAN how to attach a hookswitch bypass detector to the phone line. A black box that shows if the line has been tapped.

FOX

Green light means its safe to talk. Red light means they're listening in.

DONOVAN

I've been using pay as you go mobiles and throwing the sim cards away.

FOX

That's fine so long as they don't have the number. But if they do, they can download all the info on the phone, long distance. Text messages, numbers, the works.

DONOVAN

You don't have to teach me to suck eggs, Alex.

The land line phone rings. The light is green. DONOVAN picks up the phone.

DONOVAN

Yeah?

Ext. Robbie's school - dAY

ROBBIE is standing in the playground.

ROBBIE

Dad? I forgot my soccer gear. It's in the bag in the kitchen.

Int. donovan's sITTING ROOM - dAY

DONOVAN is on the phone as FOX checks another line.

DONOVAN

(into phone)

No sweat, I'll bring at lunchtime. Hey, look, sorry about this morning..

The phone has gone dead.

DONOVAN

Robbie? Robbie? Shit.

DONOVAN hangs up.

Ext. DoNOVAN'S HOUSE - day

FOX is getting back into his van.

DONOVAN waves him off. He's holding a bag containing ROBBIE's soccer gear.

DONOVAN

Thanks, Alex.

FOX

Be lucky!

As FOX drives off, a flash car pulls up. LOUISE is driving.

DONOVAN watches as she gets out of the car.

LOUISE

I hope you don't mind me just popping round. Kris gave me your address.

DONOVAN

Everything okay?

LOUISE

Everything's fine. I just wanted to say thanks. Buy you a coffee, maybe.

DONOVAN

I'm just on my way out.

LOUISE

(off the bag)

To the gym?

DONOVAN

Nah, it's my boy's sports gear. Tell you what, you can drive me to his school and then we can grab a coffee.

LoUISE

Deal.

Ext. RobBIE'S SCHOOL - dAY

ROBBIE is pacing up and down outside the school.

LOUISE's car pulls up and ROBBIE sees DONOVAN in the passenger seat.

ROBBIE goes over to the open window.

ROBBIE

Who's she?

DONOVAN

Mind your manners.

DONOVAN passes the sports bag through the window.

DONOVAN

Is she your girlfriend?

LoUISE

I'm Louise. Hiya.

ROBBIE

Whose car is it?

LOUISE

It's mine.

DONOVAN

Score lots of goals, yeah?

ROBBIE

I'm a defender, dad. Who is she?

DONOVAN

Louise is a friend, okay? So be nice. I'll pick you up after school.

ROBBIE

Where are you going?

DONOVAN

(joking)

Who wants to know?

ROBBIE

(seriously)

I'm your son.

DONOVAN

That's right. And I'm your father.

ROBBIE

Only genetically.

ROBBIE walks back to school.

DONOVAN calls after him.

DONOVAN

Robbie!

ROBBIE doesn't react.

DONOVAN

ROBBIE!

ROBBIE carries on walking away.

DONOVAN goes to open the car door but LOUISE puts a hand on DONOVAN's shoulder.

LOUISE

Leave it, Den.

DONOVAN looks like he might argue, but then the fight goes out of him. She's right.

LOUISE drives off.

Int. Coffee shop - dAY

DONOVAN and LOUISE sit with frothy coffees in front of them.

LOUISE

Kris told me what you did. Thanks.

DONOVAN

It was nothing.

LOUISE

It was one hell of a thing. You took a risk, doing what you did.

DONOVAN

Nah. He was out of condition. Typical middle-class wanker.

LOUISE

I didn't mean that. I meant the.. Repercussions.

DONOVAN

Repercussions?

LOUISE

I just wanted to say thanks. That's all.

She clinks her coffee cup against his.

DONOVAN

No need. So how long have you been dancing?

LOUISE pulls a face.

LOUISE

A year or so.

DONOVAN

Not the career you intended.

LOUISE

I wanted to be a teacher.

DONOVAN

What happened?

LOUISE

I don't know. Life doesn't work out like you plan, does it?

DONOVAN

Tell me about it. My soon to be ex wife turned my life on its head.

LOUISE

You're getting divorced?

DONOVAN

Hopefully something more permanent.

LOUISE looks shocked. DONOVAN puts his hand on hers.

DONOVAN

Joke.

LOUISE looks down at his hand on hers. DONOVAN slowly takes it away.

She smiles at him. Enough to keep his interest.

Int. LouiSE'S HALLWAY - dAY

LOUISE lets herself into her flat.

Int. LouiSE'S SITTING ROOM - dAY

She walks into her sitting room. She jumps when she sees HATHAWAY sitting on her sofa.

LoUISE

God, I hate it when you do that!

HATHAWAY

Are you in?

LOUISE nods.

LOUISE

Yeah. I'm in.

HATHAWAY

Good girl.

Int. Donovan's bedroom - dAY

DONOVAN is asleep. The doorbell rings downstairs. DONOVAN wakes up. He has a CCTV monitor by the bed. He can see JORDAN and MACDONALD at the front door.

He looks at his bedside clock. It's 7am.

He grabs a robe and goes downstairs.

Int. DONOVAN'S HALLWAY - dAY

DONOVAN opens the front door.

DONOVAN

What the hell's going on?

JORDAN and MACDONALD burst in.

JORDAN has a gun in his hand and he thrusts it under DONOVAN's chin.

JORDAN

You bastard!

MACDONALD slams the door.

JORDAN

You're dead, Donovan!

ROBBIE appears at the top of the stairs.

ROBBIE

Dad!

DONOVAN

Go back to bed, Robbie!

ROBBIE

What's happening?

DONOVAN

Just do as you're told!

JORDAN jams the gun harder into DONOVAN's chin.

ROBBIE stares down in horror.

Fade to black:

END OF EPISODE ONE

                                                Fade in:
EPISODE TWO

Int. DONOVAN'S HALLWAY - dAY

JORDAN has a gun pressed against DONOVAN's throat. MACDONALD is glaring up at ROBBIE, who is looking down at them, his mouth open in horror.

DONOVAN

Robbie, go back to your room. Now!

ROBBIE goes as he is told. DONOVAN glares at JORDAN.

DONOVAN

You bring a gun into my house? How stupid are you?

JoRDAN

You got cut out of the deal so you screwed it up for us.

DONOVAN

What are you going to do? Pop me and then walk out. You wouldn't get fifty feet.

JORDAN

What are you talking about?

DONOVAN

I'm Tango One you moron. They're watching me. Every move I make. They'll be outside now. You pull that trigger and you'll go down for life. 

MAcDONALD

No one stopped us coming in.

DONOVAN

Yeah, well they wouldn't, would they?

(to JORDAN)

Pull the trigger and see what happens.

JORDAN looks across at MACDONALD. They're not so sure of themselves now.

DONOVAN

While you're deciding what to do, why don't we have a coffee.

JORDAN

What?

DONOVAN

There's booze if you want something stronger.

JORDAN

We didn't come here for coffee.

DONOVAN

Well, like I said, the sky's going to fall in if you fire that thing in here, so why don't we have a coffee and then you can shoot me somewhere else.

MACDONALD

Are you taking the piss?

DONOVAN

I'm just trying to be civilised. If it makes you feel any better, Ricky can keep the gun pointing at me.

MACDONALD nods at JORDAN. JORDAN takes the gun away from DONOVAN's neck.

JORDAN

No tricks, yeah.

DONOVAN

I'm not a bloody conjurer.

Int. DONOVAN'S KITCHEN - dAY

DONOVAN makes coffee. JORDAN keeps the gun on DONOVAN as MACDONALD watches.

MACDONALD

They got the coke.

DONOVAN

Who did?

MACDONALD

Customs. Boarded the freighter as soon as it entered international waters.

DONOVAN

Nothing to do with me, mate.

JORDAN

Someone grassed us up.

DONOVAN

And you think I did it to get back at Carlos. Dog in the manger?

MACDONALD

Dog in the manger, wind in the willows, chicken in the basket, call it what you like but you're the obvious candidate.

DONOVAN

There's a million things can go wrong in a deal, you know that. And why didn't they let it run?

MACDONALD

What do you mean?

DONOVAN

Why are you two standing here and not banged up?

MACDONALD

Maybe they didn't want to risk losing the gear.

DONOVAN

Bollocks. They'd pull in saturation surveillance, they'd tag the gear, the works. You've got to ask why they didn't.

MACDONALD

Maybe they already have us in the frame. Maybe you gave them our names.

DONOVAN

In which case why are you here and not in the cop shop drinking tea out of a paper cup?

MACDONALD and JORDAN exchange a look. They're starting to believe him.

DONOVAN

There you go then.

DONOVAN heads for the door.

JORDAN points the gun at him. DONOVAN looks at him in disgust.

DONOVAN

I'm going to talk to my son.

Int. RoBBIE'S BEDROOM - dAY

ROBBIE is sitting on his bed, dressed.

ROBBIE

What's happening, dad?

DONOVAN

It's okay. They're friends of mine.

ROBBIE

He had a gun, dad.

DONOVAN

It wasn't real. It was a joke. Look, you don't have to go to school today.

ROBBIE

Why not?

DONOVAN

Just do as you're told, okay.

ROBBIE

You said I had to go to school.

DONOVAN

Yeah, well things have changed.

ROBBIE opens his mouth to argue but DONOVAN holds up his hand to silence him.

DONOVAN

Don't give me any grief, Robbie. I've got a lot on my plate at the moment.

DONOVAN looks out of he bedroom window. There's a BT van parked down the road and two BT ENGINEERS are carrying out maintenance. DONOVAN frowns at them. Could be surveillance.

Int. Donovan's sITTING ROOM - dAY

MACDONALD and JORDAN look up as DONOVAN walks up. JORDAN opens his mouth to speak but DONOVAN silences him with a wave of the hand.

DONOVAN picks up the bug detector that FOX left and runs it over JORDAN and MACDONALD.

MACDONALD

You think we're wired?

DONOVAN

Did you see the BT van outside?

MACDONALD

Cops?

DONOVAN

Or Customs.

JORDAN

(off the bug detector)

Satisfied?

There's a black box on the sideboard. DONOVAN switches it on. White noise.

JORDAN

What's that?

DONOVAN

White noise. Blocks laser mikes.

(grinning)

Just because I'm paranoid doesn't mean they're not out to get me.

MACDONALD

This isn't funny. We're down millions here.

DONOVAN

You budget for losing one in four consignments. You did that, right?

JORDAN

Sort of.

DONOVAN

What do you mean, sort of?

JORDAN

Not all the money was ours. We got three mill off a Yardie gang in Harlesden.

DONOVAN

(sarcastic)

Smart move.

JORDAN

Yeah, well it's the first time we've done business with them and they're gonna think we've ripped them off.

MACDONALD

We've lost a shedload, Den.

DONOVAN

Nothing compared to what I've lost.

MACDONALD frowns, not understanding.

DONOVAN

My accountant. Sharkey. He's ripped me off for sixty million dollars. A big chunk of that was on its way to Rodriguez.

JORDAN

So you never gave him our money.

JORDAN looks hopefully at MACDONALD, thinking that maybe they could get their money off DONOVAN.

DONOVAN

I haven't got a penny, Ricky.

JORDAN

There's this house.

DONOVAN

Everything in the UK is in trust for Robbie so the cops can't touch it.

JORDAN

This is a bloody nightmare.

DONOVAN

Tell me about it.

(a beat)

I might have a way out though.

MACDONALD

Yeah?

DONOVAN

A deal I was putting together in Anguilla. A couple of Russians I know can get Afghan heroin.

MACDONALD

How much?

DONOVAN

As much as I want. I was going to offer it to the Turks. I'll let you have it for ten grand a key.

MACDONALD

Yeah, but delivery where? It's no good to us in Amsterdam.

DONOVAN

Direct to the UK.

JORDAN

Afghan heroin into the UK at ten grand a key? Who do you think you are, David Copperfield?

DONOVAN

It's not magic. I can bypass the middlemen, that's all. I'll do a deal with your Yardie mates, too. Keep them sweet.

JORDAN looks across at MACDONALD. MACDONALD nods.

Ext. DONOVAN'S HOUSE - dAY

JORDAN and MACDONALD get into an expensive spots car and roar off.

The two BT ENGINEERS watch them go.

Int. RoBBIE'S BEDROOM - dAY

DONOVAN looks down from the window and watches one of the BT ENGINEERS talk into a transceiver.

DONOVAN

Morons.

ROBBIE is sitting on the bed.

ROBBIE

What's going on, Dad?

DONOVAN sits down next to him.

DONOVAN

I've got a few problems I have to deal with, that's all.

ROBBIE

You're going away?

DONOVAN

No. But you have to move out of here for a while.

ROBBIE

This is my home.

DONOVAN

I've upset some people over a business deal. They might do something silly. Better you aren't around.

ROBBIE looks upset.

DONOVAN

Couple of days and it'll be sorted.

ROBBIE

So I have to stay with Auntie Laura again?

DONOVAN looks pained.

DONOVAN

Maybe.

ROBBIE looks worried.

Int. dungeon - dAY

A MISTRESS in black leather and spiked heels is swishing a whip.

MistreSS

You've been a naughty, naughty boy.

DAVE HOYLE is tied to an x-shaped cross. Naked.

MISTRESS

Haven't you?

HOYLE

Yes mistress.

MISTRESS

Good boy.

The MISTRESS puts a leather hood over HOYLE's face. There are spaces for his eyes and mouth. There's a zip over the mouth and the MISTRESS slowly closes the zip.

HOYLE is panting with expectation.

MISTRESS

And you know what happens to naughty boys, don't you? They get punished.

The MISTRESS walks to a door and opens it. There are two men there, ROJAS and CLAUDIO.

ROJAS hands her a fistful of money.

The MISTRESS hurries off as ROJAS and CLAUDIO walk into the dungeon and close the door.

ROJAS

You've been a naughty, naughty boy, Mr Hoyle.

He picks up a whip hanging on the wall.

HOYLE starts to struggle.

Ext. terrace, villa in the south of France - dAY

SHARKEY is looking out over the sea, drinking champagne.

VICKY is sunbathing.

A mobile phone rings. SHARKEY answers.

SHARKEY

Hello David.

HOYLE (V.O.)

Stuart, I've got forms for Vicky to sign.

SHARKEY

Can't you sign them for her? You've got power of attorney while we're out of the country.

HOYLE (V.O.)

No can do. Sorry.

SHARKEY

What about faxed copies?

VICKY mouths 'Who is it?' at SHARKEY.

SHARKEY mouths back 'The lawyer.'

HOYLE (V.O.)

Has to be originals. Sorry. Give me an address where I can send them to.

SHARKEY looks pained.

Int. DunGEON - dAY

ROJAS has the phone up to HOYLE's face. Then he takes the phone and puts it to his own ear and smiles as SHARKEY tells him the address.

Then SHARKEY holds the phone back to HOYLE's mouth.

He mouths 'Tell him that's okay.'

HOYLE

(into phone)

That's fine, Stuart, thanks.

ROJAS cuts the connection.

ROJAS

See, that wasn't so hard, was it?

ROJAS zips up the mouth hole of HOYLE's mask.

CLAUDIO has picked up a large dildo and is frowning at it.

HOYLE starts to struggle but the mask muffles his shouts.

Int. Art museum - day

DONOVAN and ROBBIE walk through the gallery. TOURISTS ware wandering around.

ROBBIE

I don't want to stay with her.

DONOVAN

You don't have a choice.

ROBBIE

Why?

DONOVAN sits ROBBIE down on a bench to talk to him.

DONOVAN

Some bad men are trying to hurt me.

ROBBIE

Who?

DONOVAN

Just bad men. But they know where we live and they might know about Auntie Laura.

ROBBIE

This isn't fair.

DONOVAN

It's just for a few days.

DONOVAN sees LOUISE at the far side of the gallery. He waves.

DONOVAN

Wait here.

ROBBIE looks close to tears. DONOVAN ruffles ROBBIE's hair.

DONOVAN goes over to LOUISE and kisses her on the cheek.

DONOVAN

Thanks for coming.

LOUISE

Not a problem, Den.

(off ROBBIE)

Is he okay?

DONOVAN

He's angry at me. But he'll get over it.

LOUISE

What's the problem?

DONOVAN

I can't take him home. I need somewhere for him to stay.

Realisation dawns on LOUISE's face.

LOUISE

Oh Den...come on... You know what I do...

DONOVAN

I'll pay you...

LOUISE

It's not about money.

DONOVAN

You'd be doing me one hell of a favour.

LOUISE thinks about and nods.

DONOVAN

Thanks.

DONOVAN puts his arm and around LOUISE and walks over to ROBBIE.

ROBBIE realises what's going on.

ROBBIE

No way.

DONOVAN

Just for a day or two.

ROBBIE

I hate you.

INT. COURIER VAN - daY

ROJAS is in the van, checking the action of a large handgun. Close by he has a roll of tape and a piece of rope.

CLAUDIO is standing outside the van, wearing the uniform of the courier company and is holding a clipboard and a large envelope.

ROJAS

You tell him you've got the wrong package and the right one's in the van. Ask him to come with you and let him get to the van first.

CLAUDIO nods.

Ext. luxury hotel, south of France - dAY

CLAUDIO walks into the hotel.

Int. CouRIER VAN - dAY

ROJAS looks out of the van at the hotel and waits.

Ext. LuXURY HOTEL, SOUTH OF FRANCE - dAY

CLAUDIO walks out of the hotel with a man in a large hat. The man looks like SHARKEY, (but it isn't!)

CLAUDIO and the MAN walk towards the van.

Int. CouRIER VAN - dAY

ROJAS hides until the MAN approaches the van. Then he produces his gun.

ROJAS's face falls as he realises that the MAN isn't SHARKEY.

ROJAS glares at CLAUDIO.

ROJAS

It isn't him.

Int. LoUISE'S SITTING ROOM - dAY

DONOVAN walks in, holding ROBBIE's suitcase.

LOUISE is standing in the middle of the room, with ROBBIE. ROBBIE isn't happy.

LOUISE

(off a door)

The spare room is there.

ROBBIE

It's horrible.

DONOVAN

Hey! Be nice.

ROBBIE

I don't want to be nice.

DONOVAN points a warning finger at ROBBIE.

DONOVAN

I'm warning you.

ROBBIE storms off to the spare room.

ROBBIE

(shouting)

I hate you!

DONOVAN

Yeah, well I'm going off you, too.

(to LOUISE)

Kids.

LOUISE

He's got a point, you know.

DONOVAN

It's an emergency.

LOUISE

What's going on, Den?

DONOVAN

I'm in the middle of something. Until it's sorted, I want Robbie somewhere safe.

LOUISE

Is it a deal, is that it?

DONOVAN

You won't be involved. I swear. I'm just the middle man.

Int. LouISE'S KITCHEN - dAY

LOUISE goes into the kitchen and makes coffee. DONOVAN follows her.

DONOVAN

All I'm doing is putting a few people together. Moving some money around and arranging a shipment.

LoUISE

A drugs deal?

DONOVAN

Importing a commodity.

LOUISE

A rose by any other?

DONOVAN

Louise, if it wasn't me it'd be someone else.

Int. Deserted factory - dAY

ROJAS and CLAUDIO are standing next to the MAN they took from the hotel. The MAN is tied up.

A mobile phone rings. CLAUDIO and ROJAS exchange looks and then they realise that the phone belongs to the TIED-UP MAN.

CLAUDIO extracts the phone and hands it to ROJAS.

ROJAS takes the call. He smiles as he realises who it is.

ROJAS

Mr Sharkey, how nice to hear from you.

Ext. TeRRACE, VILLA IN THE SOUTH OF FRANCE - dAY

SHARKEY is on the terrace, a glass of champagne in one hand, a mobile phone in the other.

SHARKEY

Tell Donovan he's wasting his time. You'll never find us.

ROJAS (V.O.)

We shall see.

SHARKEY

You're wasting your time.

ROJAS (V.O.)

I'm being well paid for my time.

SHARKEY

He doesn't have any money. Did he tell you that?

ROJAS (V.O.)

He told me you stole from him.

SHARKEY

Whatever. The man you have there, he doesn't know anything.

ROJAS (V.O.)

I gathered that.

SHARKEY

I just wanted you to know, there's no point in hurting him.

ROJAS (V.O.)

Goodbye, Mr Sharkey.

SHARKEY takes the phone away from his ear.

He smiles to himself as he takes a sip of champagne.

VICKY walks out onto the terrace wearing large sunglasses and big floppy hat. She's carrying a large designer bag, about to go shopping.

VICKY

I look ridiculous.

SHARKEY

You like fine.

VICKY

No one's going to be looking for us here.

SHARKEY

Better safe than sorry. To be honest, I'd rather you stayed here.

VICKY

I'm getting cabin fever, I have to get out. I'm only going shopping.

SHARKEY

I'll come with you.

Int. DeSERTED FACTORY - dAY

The TIED-UP MAN smiles at ROJAS.

ROJAS smiles at the TIED-UP MAN.

ROJAS

Well then...

ROJAS takes out a gun and shoots the TIED-UP MAN in the chest, twice.

Int. black cab driving through harlesden - nIGHT

DONOVAN is sitting in the back, looking thoughtful.

Cab driver

You sure about this, mate?

DONOVAN

Huh?

CAB DRIVER

Bloody Indian country this. You sure you've got the right address?

DONOVAN

It's okay.

Ext. Rough street - nIGHT

The Harlesden street is home to drug dealers and crack houses.

There's the pounding beat of garage music from a house with two YARDIE HEAVIES guarding the door.

A BMW with THREE MEN in it prowls by, looking menacing. DONOVAN doesn't notice but they are the THREE COLOMBIAN HEAVIES who were with CARLOS RODRIGUEZ.

DONOVAN gets out and hands the CAB DRIVER a twenty pound note.

DONOVAN

Keep the change.

CAB DRIVER

Good luck, mate.

The cab leaves.

Ext. Harlesden house - nIGHT

DONOVAN walks up to the two YARDIE HEAVIES. A group of BLACK YOUTHS glares at DONOVAN as they walk by. This isn't friendly territory.

DONOVAN

I'm here to see PM.

Yardie heavy

He expecting you all right. First floor. Door with 'Fuck Off' on it.

DONOVAN grins at the joke and heads inside.

Int. HarlESDEN HOUSE, ground floor - nIGHT

The house is packed. Drinking, drugs, dancing, loud music. Everyone except DONOVAN is black and there aren't too many smiling faces.

DONOVAN is unperturbed and he heads for the stairs. A BLACK COUPLE are kissing passionately, virtually having sex, and DONOVAN has to squeeze by them.

Int. Harlesden house, first floor - nIGHT

The bedrooms are packed with more drinkers. Lots of drink and drugs and couples making out.

DONOVAN threads through the crowds. One door is closed. On it is a sign. 'Fuck Off'.  There's a HUGE YARDIE HEAVY standing guard. 

The HUGE YARDIE HEAVY takes out a portable metal detector. It beeps on DONOVAN's jacket pocket.

DONOVAN takes out two mobile phones and shows them to the HUGE YARDIE HEAVY.

The HUGE YARDIE HEAVY runs the metal detector down the rest of DONOVAN's jacket. More beeps. DONOVAN takes out two more phones.

The HUGE YARDIE HEAVY doesn't show any emotion as he runs the metal detector along the rest of DONOVAN's body.

DONOVAN

(off the sign)

That would be irony, would it?

Huge yardie heavy

That would be what it be. PM waiting on you.

The HUGE YARDIE HEAVY opens the door and DONOVAN goes in.

Int. Pm's hq - nIGHT

It's a big room - leather sofas, big screen TV, stereo system, CCTV cameras monitoring the street outside. Hi tech furniture.

Behind a desk, PM. A small, thin, Yardie. Behind him, his advisor. BUNNY. Six foot tall, well built, good looking.

There are four other YARDIE HEAVIES lounging around the room. Two of them are carrying guns.

One of the HEAVIES is running banknotes through a counter.

Pm

You Donovan?

DONOVAN

How many white faces have you had in tonight?

PM picks up a powerful automatic carbine. An Ingram.

PM

Where's my fucking money, man?

DONOVAN

You know that thing pulls to the right and up?

PM

Don't go worrying about who I'm going to shoot and who I'm not going to shoot. Where's my fucking money?

DONOVAN

Your money went towards a coke shipment from Mexico. That coke is now sitting in one of the Queen's warehouses.

PM

You saying I go talk to the queen?

DONOVAN

I'm saying it's gone. No use crying over spilt milk.

PM

When things go wrong, there's someone at fault.

DONOVAN

I can cut you in on another deal. Heroin at ten thousand a key.

BUNNY steps forward.

BUNNY

Source?

DONOVAN

Afghanistan. Pure.

BUNNY

Delivered where?

DONOVAN

UK. South of England.

BUNNY

Specifically?

DONOVAN

And you are?

BUNNY

The man asking you why we should throw good money after bad.

PM

He's Bunny. My right arm.

DONOVAN

The one you use to wank?

PM aims his gun at DONOVAN. DONOVAN, grinning, raises his hands.

DONOVAN

Joke.

PM

You can joke yourself into the ground.

DONOVAN

(to BUNNY)

An airfield.

BUNNY

How much?

DONOVAN

As much as you can take.

BUNNY looks at PM. PM nods.

BUNNY

We'll go eight a key.

DONOVAN

I said ten.

BUNNY

We're down three mill.

DONOVAN

Nine. But I, cutting my throat.

BUNNY

Eight five. We can take two hundred keys.

DONOVAN

It's a deal, then.

PM

One thing. This gets fucked up, so do you.

DONOVAN

It won't, don't worry.

PM grins and toys with the gun.

PM

I'm not worried.

BUNNY

You got a car outside?

DONOVAN

Used a cab.

BUNNY

I'll walk you down, fix you up with a ride.

Int. harLESDEN HOUSE, GROUND FLOOR - nIGHT

DONOVAN walks down the stairs with BUNNY.

DONOVAN

Likes waving that gun around, doesn't he?

BUNNY

The safety was on.

DONOVAN

Yeah, I saw that.

Ext. HarLESDEN HOUSE - nIGHT

DONOVAN walks along the street with BUNNY.

BUNNY

The gear's coming from where?

DONOVAN

Turkey.

BUNNY

And you're flying it direct?

DONOVAN nods.

BuNNY

That's a long flight.

DONOVAN

I've a big plane. PM can move two hundred keys?

BUNNY

He's not small time.

The BMW is back. Prowling. Rear windows open.

BUNNY

DONOVAN

He's got distribution in place? Because this deal is ready to go.

BUNNY

Distribution and money. 

DONOVAN

It's got to be electronic transfer. SWIFT. No cash in suitcases on this.

BUNNY

Not a problem.

The COLOMBIAN HEAVIES open fire from the back of the BMW. Bullets whizz all around BUNNY and DONOVAN.

The YARDIE HEAVIES outside PM's club pull out guns and start shooting at the BMW.

Bullets hits BUNNY in the chest.

BUNNY grabs DONOVAN and gets him down behind a car. Bullets thwack into the car. Windows smash.

DONOVAN

Stay down!

The BMW roars off. Car alarms are ringing out all down the street.

DONOVAN looks at BUNNY.

DONOVAN

Shit.

BUNNY

I'm okay.

DONOVAN

You're not okay. How the hell can you be okay?

BUNNY

I've been shot before.

BUNNY taps his chest.

BuNNY

Kevlar vest.

BUNNY sits up and DONOVAN helps him to his feet.

Two YARDIE HEAVIES rush up.

YARDIE HEAVY

Five O are on their way.

BUNNY

(to DONOVAN)

We'd better go.

Ext. Alley - nIGHT

DONOVAN and BUNNY hurry down the alley.

DONOVAN

I owe you.

BUNNY

Forget it.

Ext. minicab office - nIGHT

BUNNY hurries into the minicab office followed by DONOVAN.

Int. Minicab office - nIGHT

There are two BLACK HEAVIES lounging on a sofa and a BLACK CONTROLLER on the radio.

First black heavy

Hey Bunny.

BUNNY

I need to lie low in the office.

FIRST BLACK HEAVY

Me casa, zu casa.

BUNNY

(off DONOVAN)

He's with me.

BUNNY and DONOVAN head for the back office.

Int. LoUISE'S SITTING ROOM - nIGHT

LOUISE is playing patience, a half drunk bottle of wine close by. She's smoking.

ROBBIE comes in, wearing his pyjamas.

ROBBIE

I can't sleep.

LOUISE

Do you want a drink? Cocoa or something?

ROBBIE

(off the cigarette)

Smoking's bad for you.

LOUISE smiles and stubs out her cigarette.

LOUISE

I'm trying to give up. Is cocoa okay?

ROBBIE nods. LOUISE goes over to the kitchenette and warms milk.

ROBBIE

(off the card game)

That's patience.

LOUISE

That's right.

ROBBIE

You can play it on your computer. It comes with Windows.

LOUISE

I know. I like to feel the cards.

ROBBIE

How did you meet my dad?

LOUISE

He helped me when I needed help.

ROBBIE

Did you know him when my mum was around?

LOUISE

Why, are you worried that I took him away from your mum?

ROBBIE

No. She was the one having the affair.

LOUISE

I only met your dad a couple of days ago.

She crosses her heart.

LoUISE

Cross my heart.

She smiles at ROBBIE.

LOUISE

You know he loves you more than anything. That's why he brought you here.

DONOVAN

Did he tell you why?

LOUISE

He just said you needed to be somewhere safe.

ROBBIE

He never says anything about what he does. It's always a big secret.

LOUISE

You're lucky to have a dad.

ROBBIE

It's not luck. It's biology.

LOUISE

I mean to have a father who's around. My died when I was a kid.

ROBBIE

So your mum took care of you?

LOUISE

Sort of. For a while. Then she married again.

LOUISE shudders at the memory.

LoUISE

That's why I left home.

ROBBIE

Your stepfather didn't like you?

LOUISE

Oh he liked me all right. He liked me too much. Couldn't keep his bloody hands off me.

ROBBIE looks embarrassed.

LOUISE

Sorry. Bad memories. Do you want to play cards?

ROBBIE

Pontoon?

LOUISE

Okay.

ROBBIE

(hopefully)

For money?

LOUISE

Am I being hustled here?

Int. rear office, minicab office - nIGHT

BUNNY and DONOVAN are drinking beers.

BUNNY

Things should quieten down soon.

DONOVAN

This place is yours?

BUNNY

PM's.

DONOVAN

You wash cash through it?

BUNNY

(grinning)

Maybe. But it makes money, too. Don't see many black cabs around here at night.

DONOVAN

Why do they call him PM?

BUNNY

His real name's Blair.

DONOVAN

And Bunny?

BUNNY

That would be my sexual prowess.

DONOVAN laughs and raises his beer bottle in salute.

DONOVAN

So you're his advisor, yeah? The brains of the outfit?

BUNNY shrugs.

DONOVAN

Never thought of setting up on your own?

BUNNY

I do okay. Unless you're going to make me an offer.

DONOVAN

Like a shot. Don't know anyone else who'd take a bullet for me.

BUNNY

I fell on top of you.

DONOVAN

Seriously, if was in this for the long haul I would make you an offer, but after this Turkish deal, I'm out of the game.

BUNNY

For good?

DONOVAN

I've a boy needs taking care of. My son.

BUNNY

So you gonna walk away?

DONOVAN

That's the plan.

BUNNY

I hope you get what you want.

They clink bottles.

Ext. DONOVAN'S HOUSE - nIGHT

A flash car pulls up in front of the house. BUNNY's driving.

Int. Bunny's car - night

BUNNY nods at the house.

BUNNY

Is your boy in?

DONOVAN

Nah, he's staying with a friend. Don't want to go barging in this time of night.

DONOVAN punches BUNNY lightly on the shoulder.

DONOVAN

I owe you one.

BuNNY

All part of the service.

DONOVAN gets out and heads for the house.

BUNNY watches him go and then drives off.

Int. DONOVAN'S KITCHEN - nIGHT

DONOVAN gets a beer from the fridge.

Int. DoNOVAN'S BEDROOM - nIGHT

DONOVAN looks at the spaces where the paintings were. He looks annoyed.

He switches off the lights and looks out of the window. The BT van is there.

DONOVAN

Shit.

Ext. Car park - nIGHT

BUNNY drives through the car park.

He parks next to a car. HATHAWAY is driving.

HATHAWAY

He's putting together a deal?

BUNNY

Afghan heroin. Eight thousand kilos.

HATHAWAY grins. Bingo.

HATHAWAY drives away.

The camera goes close up on BUNNY's face. When the camera pulls back, BUNNY is sitting at the breakfast table of his flat, eating cereal as he reads an Open University course book. There are stacks of text books around him.

Int. bunny's flat - dAY

BUNNY is studying his Open University and eating cereal.

Hanging on the back of the door is a police uniform.

His doorbell rings.

Int. Hallway, BUNNY's Flat - dAY

BUNNY answers the door.

There's a DRIVER standing there. A tough-looking man, a former soldier maybe, in blazer, slacks and tie.

DRIVER

Clifford Warren?

Bunny

Yes?

DRIVER

There's been a change of venue.

BUNNY

What do you mean?

DRIVER

You're not going to Hendon.

Int. Car driven along street - dAY

BUNNY sits in the back of the car, looking worried.

Ext. Office block - dAY

The car drives into an underground car park under a featureless office block.

Int. Sixth floor, office building - day

The lift door opens and BUNNY walks out into a deserted corridor. He walks towards a set of double doors and pushes them open. There's a huge floor, completely deserted. BUNNY frowns. What the hell is going on?

Then he sees a table with two chairs. He walks towards it.

HaTHAWAY (O.S.)

Sit down, Bunny.

BUNNY sees HATHAWAY, looking out over the London skyline. He sits. BUNNY walks over and sits down opposite FULLERTON.

HATHAWAY

Didn't see Bunny on your application form. Just Clifford Warren.

BUNNY

It's a nickname. Bunny Warren. Since school.

HATHAWAY

Don't see the fact that you're gay on your application either.

BUNNY

Sexual preference isn't an issue these days.

HATHAWAY

Agreed. But it won't make life easy for you. Bad enough being black. But black and gay?

BUNNY

This was all covered during my interviews.

HATHAWAY

As was your criminal record.

BUNNY

TDA when I was fifteen. Driving without insurance. Criminal damage.

BUNNY shrugs.

BUNNY

Kid's stuff.

HaTHAWAY

But you're not a kid any more.

BUNNY

True.

HATHAWAY

Suppose you hadn't seen the light. Suppose you'd carried on with your criminal activities. Do you think you'd have made a good criminal?

BUNNY

Probably.

HATHAWAY

Because?

BUNNY

Because I'm better educated than the average villain. I've a knowledge of criminal law and police procedure.

HATHAWAY

And you've connections?

BUNNY

Growing up where I did, yeah, I know people.

HATHAWAY

You scored in the top five per cent of the aptitude tests. The question is now, how can we best use your talents? 

BUNNY

What do you mean?

HATHAWAY

You'd be wasted pounding a beat, Bunny.

HATHAWAY gives BUNNY a long, hard look.

HATHAWAY

I want you to become an undercover agent. A deep undercover agent.

BUNNY

But what about Hendon?

HATHAWAY

I don't want you trained, Bunny. I want you to be real. 

BUNNY frowns, not understanding.

HATHAWAY

We spend years training men to be rank and file police officers. Then we expect them to be able to work undercover. It doesn't work. Doesn't matter how good they are, they're always coppers pretending to be criminals. I want you to become a criminal. To cross the line.

BUNNY

To be a grass?

HATHAWAY

To be a police officer but with a perfect cover. All I'm asking you to do is to build on your criminal background. And to report back to me.

BUNNY

For how long?

HATHAWAY

You'll spend your whole career under cover.

BUNNY nods slowly.

BUNNY

Okay.

HATHAWAY slides an envelope across the table.

HATHAWAY

Any criminal activity is fair game, but I want you to keep an eye out for this guy. 

BUNNY takes a photograph out of the envelope. DEN DONOVAN.

HATHAWAY

He is your prime target. Any information on him I want as a matter of priority.

The camera goes close in on BUNNY's face. The camera pulls back and once again BUNNY is in his car in the car park.

Int. Car pARK - nIGHT

BUNNY drives off.

Int. DONOVAN'S BEDROOM - dAY

DONOVAN is asleep. There are four mobile phones by the bed and one of them rings. DONOVAN answers it.

DonOVAN

Yeah?

VICKY (V.O.)

Den? Is that you?

DONOVAN sits up.

DONOVAN

What the hell do you want?

VICKY (V.O.)

I called Robbie's phone.

DONOVAN takes the phone away from his ear and looks at it. Yeah, it's ROBBIE's.

DONOVAN puts the phone back to his ear.

DONOVAN

So?

Ext. TerrACE, VILLA IN THE SOUTH OF FRANCE - dAY

VICKY is standing looking over the sea.

VICKY

I want to speak to him.

DONOVAN (V.O.)

He's not here.

VICKY

Where is he?

DONOVAN (V.O.)

That's none of your business.

VICKY starts to cry.

VICKY

Den, I'm so sorry.

INTERCUT BETWEEN VICKY ON THE TERRACE AND DONOVAN IN HIS BEDROOM.

DONOVAN

Not sorry enough. Not yet.

VICKY

Please don't be like that.

DONOVAN

After what you did? I think I've earned the right to be any way I want.

VICKY

You left me alone too long.

DONOVAN

I was making a living. I was paying for your bloody house, your car, your holidays. You never had to work a day in your life.

VICKY

So you own me, is that it? You paid for the clothes on my back so I have to be the quiet little wifey sitting at home?

DONOVAN

Screw you.

Int. DONOVAN'S BEDROOM - dAY

DONOVAN cuts the connection.

He sits looking at the phone.

He flicks through the menu.

He goes to the MESSAGES section and finds the one that ROBBIE received. The one that said 'I'M BACK. COME HOME NOW! DAD.'

He calls up the details and frowns as he looks at the number.

Then he looks at the last number called, the number that VICKY called him from.  It's the same number. A UK mobile.

DONOVAN

(to himself)

You bastard, Sharkey. You wanted him to catch you.

Ext. TeRRACE, VILLA IN THE SOUTH OF FRANCE - dAY

VICKY is staring out over the sea, tears running down her face.

SHARKEY comes up behind her. He tries to put his arms around her but she shakes him off.

VICKY

Don't touch me!

SHARKEY sees the mobile phone on the table.

He picks it up and looks at the LAST NUMBER DIALLED screen.

SHARKEY

You stupid cow.

VICKY turns and sees him looking at the phone.

VICKY

He's my son.

SHARKEY

I told you, no calls.

VICKY

I just wanted to see if he was okay.

SHARKEY

And is he?

VICKY looks at SHARKEY, wondering if she can tell him that she spoke to DONOVAN. She decides against it.

VICKY

He's fine.

SHARKEY

You've got to be careful. Den knows people who can track mobiles.

VICKY

I want Robbie out here, with us.

SHARKEY

He will be. My lawyer is talking to his lawyer.

VICKY

Den hates lawyers.

SHARKEY

He's got to negotiate. He doesn't have a choice.

VICKY

He does have a choice. He can have us killed.

VICKY storms away, back into the villa. SHARKEY glares after her.

Int. doNOVAN'S KITCHEN - dAY

DONOVAN has lined his mobile phones up on the kitchen table. He makes coffee. He opens the fridge. There's a milk carton there but it's empty.

DONOVAN

Shit.

Int. dONOVAN'S HALLWAY - dAY

DONOVAN walks into the hallway drinking his coffee. There's a large envelope in front of the letterbox.

DONOVAN picks it up, frowning. There's no address and no stamp. Someone has just slipped it through the letter box.

Int. DoNOVAN'S KITCHEN - dAY

DONOVAN sits down at the kitchen table. He opens the envelope.

Inside are several surveillance photographs of SHARKEY and VICKY at their villa in the south of France. Sunbathing. Kissing. Drinking champagne. There's also a sheet of paper with an address in the south of France. 

DONOVAN examines the envelope. No clues there.

DONOVAN picks up one of the mobiles and makes a call.

ROJAS

I think I've got an address for Sharkey.

Int. lobby, intercontinental hotel - dAY

CARLOS walks through the lobby with his THREE COLOMBIAN HEAVIES. They're laughing.

DONOVAN appears in front of them.

CARLOS glares at him. One of the COLOMBIAN HEAVIES reaches inside his jacket.

DONOVAN

What are you going to do, Carlos? Shoot me? We're not in Harlesden now.

CARLOS looks around. The lobby is busy.

CARLOS

What do you want, Den?

DONOVAN

I want you to stop shooting at me, is what I want.

CARLOS

You have stolen my money.

DONOVAN

It wasn't me.

CARLOS shrugs. He doesn't care.

DONOVAN

I'll get your money for you.

CARLOS

How can I believe you?

DONOVAN

Give me twenty four hours. I know where Sharkey is.

CARLOS smiles.

DONOVAN

And your lovely wife?

DONOVAN nods. CARLOS grins.

CARLOS

Twenty four hours. Then it's open season.

Ext. The thames - dAY

FULLERTON is jogging. In the distance he sees DONOVAN, sitting on a bench.

FULLERTON stops at the bench and does some limbering exercises.

FULLERTON

This a social call, Den?

DONOVAN

These investors you know. The ones with more money than sense.

FULLERTON

Yeah?

DONOVAN

Do they wanna do some business?

FULLERTON

Maybe.

DONOVAN

I'm bringing some gear in. I need cash up front.

FULLERTON nods thoughtfully.

FULLERTON

Yeah. I might know some people.

Ext. Cafe in nice - dAY

SHARKEY sits at an outdoor cafe. He is handing the menu back to the WAITER and talking to him in fluent French.

SHARKEY

An omelette and a bottle of the ninety-six, please.

Waiter

Oui Monsieur.

As the WAITER leaves SHARKEY opens a copy of Le Monde and starts to read.

ROJAS is sitting at the next table.

ROJAS

Checking the currency rates?

SHARKEY lowers his paper and looks at ROJAS.  ROJAS is smiling amiably.

SHARKEY

(in French)

I'm sorry, I don't speak English.

ROJAS

(in French)

The pound. Is it better to hold the pound now, do you think, or the dollar?

SHARKEY

(in French)

I'm sorry, I have no interest in the currency markets.

SHARKEY raises the paper again, but ROJAS moves tables to sit next to him. ROJAS puts a hand on SHARKEY's paper.

ROJAS

(in English)

Are you sure about that, Mr Sharkey. I would have thought that with sixty million stolen dollars you'd be very interested.

SHARKEY looks around. Standing close by are two FRENCH HEAVIES wearing sunglasses. Behind them is CLAUDIO.

ROJAS

Yes, they are with me.

 SHARKEY puts down his paper.

SHARKEY

(in English)

Who are you?

ROJAS

Please don't make a scene, Mr Sharkey.

ROJAS shows SHARKEY what is in his hand. A stun gun.

ROJAS

There are two ways we can handle this, Mr Sharkey. I can press this against your neck and give you twenty thousand volts. You go down, I announce that I am a doctor and my friends offer to transport you to hospital in their very roomy Mercedes Benz.

SHARKEY

And the alternative?

ROJAS

I pay your bill and we smile and walk to the car together.

SHARKEY looks at ROJAS, long and hard.

SHARKEY

Whatever Donovan's paying you, I'll give you ten times as much.

ROJAS

Please do not embarrass yourself, Mr Sharkey. We are all professionals here.

SHARKEY stares at ROJAS, then smiles tightly, knowing that he's lost. He waves at a WAITER.

SHARKEY

L'addition, s'il vous plait.

Int. Hotel bathroom - dAY

VICKY is in the shower. She hears a noise and switches off the water. She listens. Nothing.

VICKY

Stuart?

No reply.

She gets out of the shower and wraps herself in a towel. She opens the bathroom door and looks out. Nothing.

VICKY

Stuart?

No reply. She goes back into the bathroom, leaving he door open.  She looks at herself in the mirror. It's all steamed up.

She wipes the mirror. There's someone behind her. It's CLAUDIO. He covers her mouth with a cloth and holds her tight until she fades into unconsciousness.

Ext. DonoVAN'S HOUSE - dAY

DONOVAN gets into the Range Rover.

Int. RANGE ROVER DRIVING DOWN ROAD - dAY

DONOVAN keeps checking his mirror.

There's a car following him.

He spots a parking space.

Ext. Road - dAY

DONOVAN parks the car and hurries towards a Tube Station.

He goes in.

Int. Tube platform - dAY

A rain pulls in. People get off. DONOVAN waits until the doors are about to close before jumping on.

DONOVAN grins, knowing that he isn't being tailed.

Ext. Turkish restaurant - dAY

DONOVAN walks through a Turkish area of North London.

He walks into the restaurant.

The camera stays outside as DONOVAN goes over to a table of TURKS. The TURKS stand up and embrace DONOVAN, one by one.

Int. Louise's kitchen - dAY

LOUISE puts a lasagna onto the kitchen table. DONOVAN is pouring red wine. ROBBIE is watching as he pours.

ROBBIE

Can I have wine?

DONOVAN

No you can't.

ROBBIE

Mum lets me have wine.

DONOVAN

No she bloody doesn't.

DONOVAN takes ROBBIE's mobile out of his pocket.

DONOVAN

I had this by mistake.

ROBBIE

I thought I'd lost it!

ROBBIE takes the phone eagerly.

LOUISE

Robbie, there's salad in the fridge. Can you get it for me?

As LOUISE puts pasta on plates, ROBBIE gets the salad.

LOUISE

He's a good kid, Den.

DONOVAN

He's still not getting wine.

One of DONOVAN's mobiles rings. He takes the call.

DONOVAN

(into phone)

Hang on Juan, let me get some privacy.

(to LOUISE)

I've got to take this.

DONOVAN hurries out.

Int. Warehouse - day

ROJAS is pacing up and down the warehouse. There's a computer there with a mobile phone so that the computer can access the internet.

ROJAS

Your money is back in your bank, Den. Minus five million that Sharkey has already spent, and my commission of course.

Ext. louise's garden - dAY

DONOVAN is in the garden on his mobile.

DONOVAN

That's great news, Juan. Bloody brilliant. What state is he in?

Int. WareHOUSE - dAY

ROJAS walks to where SHARKEY is tied to a chair. He's missing several toes and fingers and had been beaten badly.

CLAUDIO is standing over SHARKEY. There are bloody bolt-cutters and a machete on a side table. SHARKEY is almost unconscious.

ROJAS

Not good. He didn't want to talk. What do you want me to do with him?

Ext. loUISE'S GARDEN - dAY

DONOVAN looks up at the window to LOUISE's flat. She's standing at the kitchen window, looking down at him. She looks worried. He waves at her. She forces a smile.

DONOVAN

Get rid of him. What about Vicky?

Int. Warehouse - dAY

ROJAS nods at CLAUDIO.

ROJAS

She is here. She didn't see what we did but she must have heard his screams.

CLAUDIO pulls a polythene back over SHARKEY's head. SHARKEY struggles as he dies. ROJAS watches coldly, still talking to DONOVAN.

ROJAS

You have to decide about your wife, amigo.

(a beat)

No, we didn't hurt her.

(a beat)

Okay.

ROJAS walks to an office at the side of the warehouse and opens the door. VICKY is there, handcuffed to a radiator. ROJAS gives her the phone and she takes it with her free hand. She has been crying.

ROJAS

Your husband wants to talk to you.

VICKY puts the phone to her ear.

VICKY

Den? Is that you, Den?

INTERCUT BETWEEN VICKY CHAINED TO THE RADIATOR AND DONOVAN IN THE GARDEN OF LOUISE'S FLAT. 

VICKY

I'm sorry, Den. I'm so sorry.

DONOVAN

I'm sure you are.

VICKY

I didn't know how much he'd taken, Den, I swear on Robbie's life. He told me he was just taking some of it, so that you'd have to talk to us.

DONOVAN

He cleaned me out. Took every penny I had. And a big chunk of it didn't belong to me. It was promised to some very heavy Colombian guys.

VICKY is crying.

VICKY

I'm sorry, Den.

DONOVAN

Yeah. You keep saying.

(a beat)

Sharkey wanted me dead, you know that? He knew I owed money to the Colombians and he knew what they'd do if they didn't get paid.

VICKY sobs.

DONOVAN

He wanted Robbie to find you in bed with him.

VICKY

No...

DONOVAN

He sent him a text message. Pretended it was from me. He wanted to be caught. He wanted you on the run with him. He used you, Vicky. From day one.

VICKY

What are you going to do, Den?

VICKY starts crying. DONOVAN listens to her cry and his heart starts to soften.

DONOVAN

Don't cry.

VICKY

I do love you, Den. And I love Robbie.

DONOVAN

Vicky, stop. Please.

VICKY carries on crying.

DONOVAN

Nothing's going to happen to you.

VICKY

Thank you, Den. I'll never let you down again, I promise.

DONOVAN

You're not going to get the chance. You're not to come near me again. Not within twenty miles. I'm not going to stop you coming back to England because that's where your family are, but you don't come near me. Or Robbie.

VICKY

Den...please...

DONOVAN

I mean it.

VICKY

But Robbie's my son.

DONOVAN

The time for thinking that was when you let him catch you in bed with Sharkey.

VICKY

This isn't fair!

DONOVAN

Don't go there, you're well behind in the fairness stakes. But I will let you see Robbie. On his birthday. On your birthday. Christmas. I'll even throw in Mother's Day. And when he's twelve he can decide how much time he spends with you. Do you understand?

VICKY

(crying)

Yes. Okay. If that's the way it has to be.

DONOVAN

One other thing. You drop the injunction. Fire your lawyer. Go back on that and the Spaniard will come looking for you again.

VICKY

Okay. Okay.

VICKY drops the phone and collapses against the radiator.

Int. LoUISE'S KITCHEN - dAY

DONOVAN walks back into the kitchen. ROBBIE and LOUISE are eating.

ROBBIE

Is something wrong, Dad?

DONOVAN

Nah, everything's hunky dory. But I'm going to have to go out for a while.

(to LOUISE)

Can I borrow your car?

LOUISE gets her keys off a side table and gives them to DONOVAN.

LoUISE

Can I help?

DONOVAN

I've just got to do something, that's all.

LOUISE

Be careful, yeah?

DONOVAN

It's nothing. Honest.

LOUISE kisses DONOVAN on the cheek. DONOVAN winks at ROBBIE over her shoulder.

DONOVAN

Look after her, okay?

ROBBIE

Are you coming home tonight?

DONOVAN

(laughing)

I bloody hope so.

Int. fullerton's flat - dAY

FULLERTON is on his treadmill, running hard. His doorbell rings.

Int. Hallway, fullerton's flat - dAY

FULLERTON opens the door. It's DONOVAN. DONOVAN walks into the flat and FULLERTON follows him.

DONOVAN

Thanks for this, Jamie.

FULLERTON

I thought you had a computer at your place.

Int. FulLERTON'S FLAT - dAY

DONOVAN walks over to FULLERTON's state-of-the-art computer set-up.

DONOVAN

I'm under surveillance. Plus they've got gear these days that can read what's on a screen from outside the house.

FULLERTON

Bollocks.

DONOVAN starts typing.

DONOVAN

I kid you not. It's based on the technology the TV detector vans use. Customs have had it for donkeys.

He carries on typing. Then he calls up his bank statement. A swiss bank account. It shows that $55 million has just been deposited into the account.

DONOVAN

Yes!

FuLLERTON

Good news?

DONOVAN

To the tune of fifty five million bucks. If you've any champagne left, now would be a good time to crack open a bottle.

As FULLERTON goes to the kitchen, DONOVAN transfers ten million dollars to CARLOS RODRIGUEZ's account. Then he makes a call on his mobile. As he talks, FULLERTON returns with a bottle of good champagne and two glasses.

DONOVAN

(into phone)

Carlos? Your ten mill is in your account. We're quits.

FULLERTON opens the bottle and pours. DONOVAN listens to what RODRIGUEZ is saying.

DONOVAN

(into phone)

Yeah, I know. If the positions had been reversed, I'd have poured petrol over you.

DONOVAN laughs. FULLERTON gives DONOVAN a glass and the two men clink glasses.

DONOVAN

(into phone)

Yeah, Carlos. Catch you later.

DONOVAN cuts the connection.

DONOVAN

(to FULLERTON)

Cheers, mate.

FULLERTON

To crime!

DONOVAN

Yeah. To crime!

They drink.

DONOVAN

So how much have you got so far?

FULLERTON

Five mill, definite. Three from dealers. Two from guys in the City who'll want the gear selling on.

DONOVAN

That's not a problem. The cash is in your account, yeah?

FULLERTON

Offshore. It's well clean.

DONOVAN

We're home and dry, then. Over budget. O'Brien in Dublin is in for six million. Macdonald and Jordan have put in five. PM is in for just under two.

FULLERTON

How much gear are your guys bringing in?

DONOVAN taps his nose.

DONOVAN

For me to know, Jamie...

FULLERTON

Christ, if you don't trust me by now!

DONOVAN

It's a lot.

FULLERTON drains his glass and puts it down.

FULLERTON

Bastard.

He's not happy. DONOVAN grins.

DONOVAN

Okay, don't sulk. My guys are bringing in eight thousand kilos. The money we've brought in accounts for two thousand. That leaves us with six thousand kilos of Grade 4 Afghan heroin...

FULLERTON

...street value, six hundred million pounds. Bloody hell!

DONOVAN

Whoa, hoss. It's not as simple as that. Street price means standing on the street selling twenty quid wraps. I'll have to sell it wholesale, and even if I get top whack that's twenty grand a kilo.

FULLERTON

That's still a hundred and twenty million quid, Den.

DONOVAN

I won't get top whack, though. I'm bringing in too much. I'm gonna have to sell it to someone with a distribution network and that means the Turks. The Turks buy their heroin out in Pakistan and ship it overland. By the time it gets to the UK it costs them eight grand a kilo so they're not going to pay more than that. Best I could do was six grand a key.

FULLERTON

Thirty six million quid. Not bad for a day's work.

DONOVAN raises his glass to FULLERTON.

DONOVAN

A big chunk of that is coming your way, Jamie. I couldn't have done it without you.

FULLERTON looks surprised.

FULLERTON

Are you serious?

DONOVAN

Oh, yes.

Ext. Balcony, fullerton's flat - night

DONOVAN and FULLERTON are on the balcony, drinking champagne and watching the Thames flow by.

FULLERTON

Your guys, you've used them before?

DONOVAN shakes his head.

DONOVAN

Nah, this is their first run. They're good guys, though. Russians. They used to fly transporters in Afghanistan for the Army. The Army stopped paying them when the Soviet Union fell apart so they just took their plane. Reregistered it and set up their own air freight company, subcontracting out to charities and relief agencies. They're out in Turkey at the moment, flying stuff out to earthquake survivors. 

FULLERTON

And Turkey is where they turn Afghan opium into heroin.

DONOVAN

Got it in one, Jamie.

The two men clink champagne glasses.

Ext. car park, FULLERTON'S FLAT - nIGHT

A metal gate rattles up and DONOVAN drives out in LOUISE's Audi.

He roars off down the road.

The camera finds another car. And inside, HATHAWAY, watching DONOVAN drive off.

HATHAWAY smiles.

Int. LoUISE'S SITTING ROOM - nIGHT

DONOVAN walks into the room and smiles as he sees that LOUISE is asleep on the sofa. There's a half-finished game of patience on the coffee table plus the empty bottle of wine.

He leans down and brushes hair from her eyes. She wakes up sleepily.

LoUISE

I was waiting up for you.

DONOVAN

I can see that. How's Robbie?

LOUISE

Fast asleep. He went to bed at ten but made me promise to get you to go in and say goodnight when you get back. What time is it?

DONOVAN

Late. Go on, you go off to bed and I'll make up the sofa.

LOUISE gets up but stumbles against DONOVAN. DONOVAN holds her and his hands slip around her waist. She looks up at him, her mouth only inches from him. She kisses him, tentatively at first and then with passion.

DONOVAN responds, but then she a change of heart and pushes him away, gasping for breath.

DONOVAN

I'm sorry.

LAURA

It's okay.

DONOVAN

No, that was stupid.

LOUISE looks hurt.

DONOVAN

After what you went through with that guy, the last thing you want is some man mauling you. 

LOUISE

You're not just some man, Den.

She kisses him on the cheek. A peck. Then finds his lips. She slips her hand around his neck and kisses him harder. Then she breaks away again but still holds him.

LOUISE

Robbie's next door. This isn't the time or the place, not with everything's that happening. Do you understand?

DONOVAN

Sure.

(grinning)

He's already caught one parent in the act.

LOUISE

You know what I mean, though?

DONOVAN

I know exactly what you mean. Now off to bed, I'm knackered.

LOUISE

Everything's okay?

DONOVAN

Everything's just fine. Couldn't be better.

Int. Louise's bedroom - dAY

It's morning and LOUISE is awake, staring up at the ceiling. Her mobile phone rings.

Int. LouISE'S SITTING ROOM - dAY

LOUISE, now dressed, heads out. DONOVAN is on the sofa.

DONOVAN

What's up?

LOUISE

We need milk. And bread. I won't be long.

Int. Coffee shop - day

LOUISE sits at a table with a cup of black coffee in front of her. She lights a cigarette with a trembling hand.

She looks up. HATHAWAY is standing there, a cruel smile on his face.

HATHAWAY

You look like shit.

Ext. Turkish airstrip - dAY

A huge Russian transport plane sits on a runway.  Pallets loaded with wrapped heroin are being loaded on to the plane by TOUGH MEN WITH GUNS. There are five pallets in all. There's a lot of heroin. Eight thousand kilos.

GREGOV, the Russian pilot, and PETER are hurrying the men on.

GREGOV

Come on, come on! We've got a deadline here.

GREGOV and PETER walk into the plane. It's huge, big enough for a tank.

GREGOV and PETER exchange confident looks.

PETER

(in Russian)

What are you going to do with your share, Gregov?

GREGOV

(in Russian)

I don't know, but one thing's for sure, I'm going to get laid a lot.

PETER

(in Russian)

You get laid a lot already.

GREGOV

(in Russian)

Yeah, but at least I won't have to screw the ugly ones any more.

Int. LouISE'S HALLWAY - dAY

LOUISE arrives home, carrying a bag of shopping.

There's a mirror in the hall and she stands there looking at herself, not liking what she sees.

DONOVAN

Got everything you wanted?

LOUISE jumps. She hadn't seen DONOVAN watching her. She forces a smile. She holds up her carrier bag.

LOUISE

Do you still want to go out?

ROBBIE runs into the hall.

ROBBIE

Dad says we can go play video games.

LOUISE

Did he now?

Ext. Bridge over thames - dAY

HODO and HATHAWAY are walking over the bridge. HODO is carrying a large envelope.

HODO

I need to know what he's up to.

HATHAWAY

I presume you've got people on his case.

HODO

He's wise to us. Always has been. Sits tight as good and gold, then gives us the slip and goes AWOL when he wants to.

HATHAWAY

So increase your manpower.

HODO

A, we've got budget issues, B, it's not a question of numbers. We had two teams of six on him yesterday and he gave them the slip. Went down the underground.

HATHAWAY

So tap into the Underground's CCTV system.

HODO

We're Customs, not MI6. And even Six wouldn't get a warrant for that.  What's he planning?

HATHAWAY

I don't know. Yet.

HODO takes half a dozen surveillance photographs from the envelope. He gives the first two to HATHAWAY. They stop as HATHAWAY looks at the photographs.

The two photographs show DONOVAN walking into the Turkish Restaurant.

HODO

He's talking to the Turks.

HATHAWAY

You followed him there?

HODO

We have a watching brief on the Turks. Donovan walked into it.

HATHAWAY

I'll look into it.

HODO

The Turks import drugs. So does Donovan. They're competitors. What would they have to talk about?

HATHAWAY shrugs.

HODO hands over another two photographs. They show LOUISE outside DONOVAN's house.

HoDO

He's been seeing this girl. Have you come across her?

HATHAWAY shakes his head.

HODO

Louise Leigh. She's a lapdancer.

HATHAWAY

Pretty girl. You think she's in on whatever he's planning?

HODO

Could just be sexual.

HODO hands over the last two photographs. FULLERTON leaving DONOVAN's house.

HODO

James Fullerton. Art dealer. Possible handler of stolen goods.

HATHAWAY

Him I've heard of.

HODO

In what connection?

HATHAWAY

Stolen art.

HODO

Not drugs?

HATHAWAY shakes his head. He hands back the photographs.

HODO

He's up to something. Something big.

Int. Amusement arcade - dAY

ROBBIE is playing on a video game, shooting zombies with glee. DONOVAN and LOUISE are watching.

DONOVAN

You never wanted kids?

LOUISE

I'm only twenty four, Den.

DONOVAN

Girls are getting pregnant at fifteen these days.

LOUISE

Not me.

(a beat)

I didn't have the best of families.

DONOVAN

Sometimes we learn from the mistakes our parents make.

LOUISE

Yeah, and sometimes we repeat them. I'm not sure if it's worth the risk.

DONOVAN

Speaking of repeating mistakes, I wouldn't mind kissing you again. Sometime.

LOUISE

We'll see.

DONOVAN

I'm serious.

LOUISE

So am I.

LOUISE looks uncomfortable.

DONOVAN

What?

LOUISE

I just wish we'd met under different circumstances, that's all. That I wasn't a dancer.

DONOVAN

We met. That's all that matters.

They hold hands as they watch ROBBIE play.

Int. LoUISE'S SITTING ROOM - dAY

LOUISE, DONOVAN and ROBBIE arrive home. LOUISE's land line phone is ringing. She answers it and her face goes pale.

LOUISE

It's for you.

DONOVAN

No one knows I'm here.

DONOVAN takes the phone.

Ext. canal basin, little venice - dAY

DONOVAN walks along the basin. There are a dozen or so narrow boats moored there. Another put-putts down the canal.

HATHAWAY is standing on a bridge over the canal. He has a laptop computer in a bag.

DONOVAN joins him.

HATHAWAY

Lovely day for it.

DONOVAN

What do you want?

HATHAWAY

I want to be rich, happy, to be with someone who loves me. Children would be nice. Pretty much what every man wants.

DONOVAN

You're a very funny man, Hathaway.

HATHAWAY

I want to talk.

DONOVAN

Try the Samaritans.

DONOVAN walks away. HATHAWAY calls after him.

HATHAWAY

Tonight's the night, isn't it Den? Tonight's the night the gear arrives. Eight thousand kilos.

DONOVAN stops dead in his tracks.

Ext. path around canaL basin - dAY

DONOVAN and HATHAWAY are walking slowly along the path. HATHAWAY is limping.

HATHAWAY

You didn't think twice about putting a bullet in my leg, did you.

DONOVAN

I thought about killing you.

HATHAWAY

Have you any idea how that bullet changed my life?

DONOVAN shrugs.

HATHAWAY

Three months in hospital and then it's an interview with some guy from human resources telling me that there's no place for me in Customs and Excise. Thank you for ten years of loyal service now fuck off and die.

DONOVAN

You got a pension, right? Disability?

HATHAWAY

Not enough to keep my wife in the style she wanted. She went off to pastures new.

DONOVAN

Women, huh? What can you do with them?

HATHAWAY

Speaking of which, what are you going to do with the lovely Vicky now that you've nailed Sharkey.

DONOVAN frowns. How did he know that he'd found SHARKEY?

HATHAWAY

Who do you think told you where they were?

HATHAWAY lets that sink in.

HATHAWAY

I know everything, Den. I know about the heroin. I know about Macdonald and Jordan. I know about the airfield. I know about the Turks.

DONOVAN

What do you want?

HATHAWAY grins and keeps DONOVAN in suspense for a while.

HATHAWAY

I want your money. All of it.

Ext. TURKISH AIRSTRIP - day

The heroin has all been loaded onto the transport plane. GREGOV shakes hands with the leader of the men who organised the loading.

Ext. TurkISH AIRSTRIP - dAY

The huge transport plane rumbles down the runway and takes off.

Ext. outdoor cafe, CanAL BASIN, LITTLE VENICE - dAY

DONOVAN and HATHAWAY walk towards the cafe.

HATHAWAY

I want your money, Den. All of it. If you don't give it to me, you'll go to prison for pretty much the rest of your life.

DONOVAN

You've got nothing.

HATHAWAY

I've got everything.

HATHAWAY looks at his watch.

HATHAWAY

I figure the plane's in the air already. You can't stop this if you wanted to. Once it lands in the UK, I have you on conspiracy. Whether or not you take delivery.

DONOVAN

Bollocks.

HATHAWAY

I've got people undercover.

DONOVAN looks shocked at that. They've reached the cafe. HATHAWAY waves at a table.

HATHAWAY

Looks like you need a seat, Den.

DONOVAN sits down. HATHAWAY sits next to him.

A WAITRESS walks over.

HATHAWAY

Two coffees. One black.

The WAITRESS walks away. HATHAWAY grins at DONOVAN.

HATHAWAY

Still take it black, don't you?

DONOVAN

You are so full of shit.

HATHAWAY

Three undercover agents. Any one of whom can put you away for twenty years once that plane touches down.

DONOVAN

It's Jordan, isn't it? You've got something on him and he's turned.

HATHAWAY shakes his head.

DONOVAN

This is a wind-up.

HATHAWAY

I've got proof.

DONOVAN

Yeah. Right.

HATHAWAY

You're going to have to start the ball rolling, Donovan. That plane is getting closer.

DONOVAN

What sort of proof?

HATHAWAY

Irrefutable. Trust me.

DONOVAN snorts at the thought of trusting HATHAWAY.

HATHAWAY swings his computer bag onto the table.

DONOVAN

This is bollocks.

HATHAWAY

I know everything, Donovan. Three thousand kilos of Grade 4 Afghan heroin. Guinness Book of Records time. I know when and where it's going to land. If I didn't have agents up close and personal, how would I know that?

DONOVAN stares long and hard at HATHAWAY and then nods slowly.

DONOVAN

How much?

HATHAWAY grins.

HATHAWAY

All of it. Every penny you have. You took sixty mill from Sharkey.

DONOVAN

I owed ten.

HATHAWAY

To Rodriguez. I know.

DONOVAN

Plus there was the money Sharkey spent. And the recovery costs.

HATHAWAY

How much is left?

DONOVAN

Forty-five million.

HATHAWAY

That'll do nicely. You give me that, I give you the names, and you go ahead with the Turkish deal.

HATHAWAY looks at his wristwatch.

HATHAWAY

The clock's ticking.

Int. cargo holD, Transport plane - dAY

PETER is in the hold, checking the heroin. There are two LOADERS there, wearing overalls, sitting strapped to the fuselage. One is reading a Russian book, the other is playing on a Gameboy.

PETER heads for the cockpit.

Int. Cockpit, transport plane - dAY

GREGOV is smoking as he casually flies the huge plane. He grins at PETER.

GREGOV

Aerosmith?

PETER nods enthusiastically.  GREGOV flicks a switch and pounding rock music fills the cockpit.

The two men rock to the beat as the huge plane flies towards the UK.

Ext. outdoor cafe, canal basin, little venice - dAY

HATHAWAY has opened his laptop and used his mobile phone to get an internet connection. He turns the laptop towards DONOVAN.

HATHAWAY

Five mill gets you the first name.

DONOVAN glares at HATHAWAY, then transfers five million pounds to HATHAWAY's Swiss bank account.

HATHAWAY checks that the money has gone through, then takes a large envelope out of a pocket in his laptop case. HATHAWAY hands the envelope to DONOVAN.

HATHAWAY

Cheap at half the price.

DONOVAN opens the envelope. Inside is an application to join the Metropolitan Police, complete with photograph. Clifford Warren.  Bunny.

DONOVAN's eyes harden.

HATHAWAY

Like I said, irrefutable. You want the next one, it's going to cost you ten mill.

DONOVAN hesitates.

HATHAWAY

You need all three, Donovan. Any one of them can put you away.

DONOVAN grabs for the laptop and transfers ten million pounds into HATHAWAY's account.

HATHAWAY checks the transfer and grins. He hands DONOVAN a second envelope.

DONOVAN opens it. Another Metropolitan Police application form and a photograph. James Robert Fullerton.

DONOVAN

No way.

HATHAWAY

I'm afraid so.

DONOVAN

I've seen him take drugs. He handles stolen gear.

HATHAWAY

Deep cover. Deep, deep cover.

DONOVAN

He's been in my house.

HATHAWAY

I know. He's the one who told us about the cocaine in the Beetles. Funnily enough, I didn't hear a peep from him about the Turkish flight. He's either playing his cards very close or he's turned.

DONOVAN

Bastard.

HATHAWAY

And last but not least... Twenty-five million.

DONOVAN

How do I know there aren't just two?

HATHAWAY

Have I lied to you yet, Donovan? I don't need to bluff. I'm holding all the aces.

DONOVAN transfers the money. HATHAWAY checks the transfer and hands DONOVAN the third envelope. HATHAWAY talks as he packs up his computer. DONOVAN holds the envelope, not wanting to open it.

HATHAWAY

I can't say it's been a pleasure doing business with you, Donovan, but it sure as hell as been profitable.

DONOVAN

I hope you get cancer.

HATHAWAY

That's no way to talk to the man who's kept you out of prison. Besides, you still have the heroin.

DONOVAN

How do I know you won't blow the deal?

HATHAWAY

Why should I? I've got what I wanted. Forty-five million dollars.

HATHAWAY stands up and limps away.

DONOVAN stands up and walks over to the edge of the canal basin, holding the envelope. He slowly opens it. Inside is an application to join the Metropolitan Police in the name of Christina Louise Leigh. And a photograph. The girl in the picture has long blonde hair but it is still obviously LOUISE.

DONOVAN stares at the photograph in disbelief.

DONOVAN

Louise?

Ext. caNAL BASIN, LITTLE VENICE - dAY

DONOVAN walks around the basin, holding the envelope. He looks dazed. He didn't expect LOUISE to be one of those betraying him.

He heads towards a line of narrow boats moored at the side of the basin.

Ext. Canal boat - dAY

DONOVAN climbs onto a boat and goes inside.

Int. Canal boat - dAY

ALEX FOX is sitting in front of a stack of surveillance equipment, including a bank of TV monitors showing various views of the canal basin and the outdoor cafe, and several digital tape recorders.

FOX grins at DONOVAN.

FOX

Forty five mill? I'm working too cheap.

DONOVAN drops the envelope on a table and opens his jacket and shirt. He's wired for sound.

DONOVAN

You got it all?

FOX

Every word. Sound and vision. I'll get it edited and boost the sound where necessary.

DONOVAN take off his wire and drops it on the table.

DONOVAN

Tomorrow morning, first thing.

FOX

Are you okay, Den?

DONOVAN

I will be, by tomorrow.

FOX

(off the envelope)

Bad news?

DONOVAN

I've had better.

FOX

He didn't take all your money, did he?

DONOVAN

Most of it. But don't worry, I've enough put by to settle your account.

FOX

(grinning)

The thought didn't even cross my mind.

Int. hodo's office, custom house - dAY

HODO - HM Customs and Excise's Head of Drugs Operations - is sitting at his desk. He's a big man. Huge.

Sitting opposite him is HATHAWAY.

Hodo

And you're handing this to me on a plate because...?

HATHAWAY

Because if it's seen as a Five operation, it'll blow my people. If Customs go in, it'll muddy the waters.

HODO nods thoughtfully.

HATHAWAY

Look, you wanted to know what Donovan's up to. I've found out. If you don't want the credit...

HODO

Okay, okay.

Int. coCKPIT, TRANSPORT PLANE - nIGHT

Rock music is blaring around the cockpit. PETER takes a swig from a bottle of vodka. He offers it to GREGOV but GREGOV shakes his head.

GREGOV

(in Russian)

I'll check everything's okay.

He gets out of his seat and opens the door to the cargo hold.

The two LOADERS are checking the straps that bind the packages of the heroin to the pallets.

GREGOV

(shouting in Russian)

Everything okay?

The LOADERS nod enthusiastically.

GREGOV

(in Russian)

Not long now.

Int. Corridor, custom house - dAY

HODO waddles down the corridor, a triumphant smile on his face.

He pushes open double doors that lead to a large briefing room.

Int. Briefing room, custom house - dAY

There's a huge table in the centre of the briefing room. Dozens of Customs Officers sit around it, waiting expectantly.

As HODO moves to the head of the table, a couple of LATECOMERS rush in to take their places. It's a full house.

HoDO

A planeload of Afghanistan heroin is currently being airlifted from Turkey, en route to the UK. Eight thousand kilos.

There are looks of amazement around the table.

HODO

That's right, ladies and gentlemen. Eight thousand kilos. London street value in the region of eight hundred million pounds.

HODO looks at his watch.

HODO

It should be landing at Calderwell Airfield in Sussex in about four hours. Calderwell is an abandoned RAF field so we'll have a clear run at it. We're going to use SAS back-up rather than armed police, and I want as many of our senior people there as possible. I want this to be seen as a Customs operation. Drugs has and always will be a Customs priority and this is our chance to show what we can do.

A hand goes up. A question.

HODO

If I can read your mind, the answer to your question is Den Donovan. Tango One.

Ext. airfield - nIGHT

DONOVAN is standing next to FULLERTON. Both are dressed warmly. Some distance away, BUNNY and PM.

FULLERTON is listening for the sound of the approaching plane.

FULLERTON

Is that it?

DONOVAN

Take it easy, Jamie. It'll be here when it's here.

BUNNY and PM have their heads together, whispering. Behind them are half a dozen vans and drivers. KIM FLETCHER and CHARLIE WILSON are with the drivers.

FULLERTON

(off PM and BUNNY)

What do you think they're planning?

DONOVAN

They can't pull any surprises. Jordan swept everybody down.

A BIG RUSSIAN walks up to them.

Big russian

Plane is coming. I light fires.

DONOVAN

Great. Thanks.

The BIG RUSSIAN walks towards the runway.

FuLLERTON

Who is he?

DONOVAN

One of Gregov's boys.

FULLERTON

What about the Turks, where are they?

DONOVAN

We'll meet up with them later.

The BIG RUSSIAN stops and sets fire to an oil barrel. There are a dozen or so lined up along the runway. He waves at a SECOND RUSSIAN who starts lighting other barrels.

FULLERTON

Not like the Turks to be so trusting.

DONOVAN

Bit of a racist statement, Jamie.

FULLERTON

You know what I mean. Consignment this size, you'd think they'd want to be here.

DONOVAN

It's all in hand, don't worry.

DONOVAN slaps FULLERTON on the back.

DONOVAN

Come on, cheer up. You're in the big time, now. That's what you wanted, isn't it?

FULLERTON

Sure.

FULLERTON looks worried. Nervous. But DONOVAN just grins at him.

JORDAN and MACDONALD walk over, dressed in thick coats and woolly hats.

JORDAN

Are we on?

DONOVAN

Looks like it.

FULLERTON

Which way is east?

DONOVAN points.

DONOVAN

Over there. I think I see it.

They all look to where DONOVAN is pointing. In the distance, the sound of engines.

FULLERTON

God, my heart's pounding. Like I've run 10k.

DONOVAN

Adrenaline. Nothing like it.

DONOVAN's mobile beeps. A text message. He looks at the screen of his mobile.

It reads:  'DEN - IT'S A TRAP. LOUISE'.

FULLERTON

What?

DONOVAN puts the mobile away.

DONOVAN

Nothing.

(a beat)

It's nothing.

DONOVAN waves over at BUNNY and PM.

DONOVAN

Here we go. This is us.

The plane heads in to land.

Ext. Runway - night

The huge transport plane lands between the blazing barrels.

Ext. AirfieLD - nIGHT

FULLERTON grins at DONOVAN.

FULLERTON

Can you imagine if it crashed and burned? The whole of the south of England would be on a heroin buzz for weeks.

DONOVAN

(whispering)

Come on, baby. Come to daddy.

The plane taxis towards where DONOVAN and his men are.

JORDAN is hugging MACDONALD.

FULLERTON pats DONOVAN on the back.

FULLERTON

We did it, we bloody well did it!

FULLERTON punches the air.

DONOVAN

(thoughtfully)

Yeah. We did, didn't we?

PM and BUNNY walk over.

DONOVAN

Okay guys?

PM

Will be once I see the gear.

DONOVAN

You okay, Bunny? Don't see you smiling.

BUNNY

Like the man said, all I see is a plane.

The plane stops and the engine shuts down.

DONOVAN

Right, let's get the vans over there. We don't have all night.

Two helicopters swoop over the airfield. 

Lights go on all around them. Searchlights. Gun-targetting lights.

There are armed men coming in from all around the perimeter.

There's bedlam.  JORDAN and MACDONALD and the RUSSIANS make a run for it.

Dogs bark. Customs dogs. A dog brings down MACDONALD.

There are men with guns. Men in dark overalls and ski masks. The SAS.

FLETCHER and WILSON fight with CUSTOMS OFFICERS but are overpowered.

One of the helicopters touches down and more SAS guys pile out.

FULLERTON

It's the SAS.

DONOVAN

Just stay calm, Jamie.

Several of the vans make a run for it but they are brought up short by CUSTOMS OFFICERS in Range Rovers.

PM is about to run for it but BUNNY holds him back.

BUNNY

Don't bother, bro. These are heavy people. Don't give them no reason to get heavier.

CUSTOMS OFFICERS in black jackets with 'Customs' on the back are everywhere. One has a video camera and is recording everything.

One of the SAS TROOPERS fires a burst of gunfire over the transport plane. In the cockpit of the transport plane, GREGOV raises his hands.

Several other SAS TROOPERS point their guns up at the cockpit.

CUSTOMS OFFICERS rush up to DONOVAN and FULLERTON and start patting them down. The VIDEO CAMERA covers them.

DONOVAN

I'm not armed. None of us are.

AN SAS TROOPER is covering DONOVAN with his carbine.

Sas Trooper

Pity.

DONOVAN

Yeah, well I wonder how tough you'd be without all that Robocop gear.

HODO waddles over to DONOVAN, surrounded by a posse of CUSTOMS OFFICERS. HODO is grinning triumphantly.

Behind him, the rear ramp of the transport plane is coming down.

HODO

Dennis Donovan you've no idea what a pleasure it is to meet you. Raymond Mackie, Head of Drugs Operations, Custom and Excise.

DONOVAN

I know who you are.

HODO

Up until today you were Tango One, but as of this evening you're no longer a target. You're a prisoner.

DONOVAN

Yeah, well people in glass houses shouldn't count chickens.

HODO doesn't get that. But then he sees that the rear of the transport plane is fully open.

HODO

Come on, I can't wait to see what eight thousand kilos of heroin looks like.

HODO waddles off towards the plane. A YOUNG CUSTOMS OFFICER grabs DONOVAN's arm and tries to push him towards the plane.

DONOVAN

Okay,okay. Be nice, yeah?

Ext. Transport plane - nIGHT

SAS TROOPERS are covering the rear of the plane as HODO waddles up the ramp into the cargo hold. Followed by DONOVAN and a posse of CUSTOMS OFFICERS.

HODO frowns. The cargo hold is empty.

The two LOADERS are sitting strapped to the fuselage. One of them grins at HODO.

First loader

We want to claim political asylum. Okay?

HODO's jaw drops.

The SECOND LOADER punches the FIRST LOADER on the arm.

Second loader

My friend has big mouth. Make big joke.

HODO

What the hell is going on?

A CUSTOMS OFFICER with a DRUGS DOG comes up the ramp. The DOG looks excited but there are clearly no drugs in the plane.

The cockpit door opens and the SAS TROOPERS cover GREGOV with their guns as he walks into the cargo area.

He's holding a carrier bag and he holds it above his head, showing that he is not a threat.

He slowly takes out two cartons of cigarettes.

GREGOV

I was going to declare them, honestly I was.

GREGOV winks at DONOVAN.

GREGOV

Hiya Den. How are they hanging?

Int. observation room - nIGHT

HODO and a SENIOR UNIFORMED POLICEMAN are looking through a two-way mirror. On the other side of the mirror, DONOVAN is being questioned by two DETECTIVES. Next to DONOVAN is a well-dressed LAWYER. 

Senior uniformed policeman

He got lawyered up straight away. They all did.

HODO

This is a bloody nightmare.

SENIOR UNIFORMED POLICEMAN

There were no drugs on the plane. We're going to have to let them go.

HODO

The drugs were there. The dogs were going crazy.

SENIOR UNIFORMED POLICEMAN

So what did they do with them?

HODO looks furious. He doesn't know.

Int. LoUISE'S SITTING ROOM - early morning

ROBBIE walks into the room, rubbing his eyes sleepily.

LOUISE is on the sofa, wrapped up in a bathrobe.

ROBBIE

Why aren't you in bed?

LOUISE sits up.

LOUISE

I was waiting for your dad.

She reaches for a cigarette. But then has second thoughts.

ROBBIE

He always stays out late. Sometimes all night. It used to drive Mum crazy.

LOUISE

What about you? Didn't you worry?

ROBBIE

He always comes back eventually.

LOUISE

Suppose he didn't? Suppose he went out and didn't come back. What would you do?

ROBBIE

What do you mean?

LOUISE

Where would you go?

ROBBIE

Could I stay with you?

That almost makes LOUISE cry.

ROBBIE

What's wrong?

LOUISE

Nothing.

LOUISE picks up her mobile and looks at it.

ROBBIE

He always has his phone switched off. Don't worry.

They hear a key in the front door.

ROBBIE

See!

They hear the front door open and footsteps in the hallway. 

LOUISE looks at the door, amazed. Then DONOVAN steps into the doorway.

LOUISE

Den!

DONOVAN

You were expecting someone else?

DONOVAN has a cold smile on his face. LOUISE is confused. Nervous. But then she smiles with relief, happy that he's back.

DONOVAN ruffles ROBBIE's hair.

DONOVAN

Get ready for school.

ROBBIE

But you said I didn't have to go.

DONOVAN

I've changed my mind. Go. And don't give me any of that crap about it not being fair.

ROBBIE

I know. Life's not fair.

DONOVAN

You've got it. Now go.

ROBBIE goes to get changed.

LOUISE rushes to DONOVAN and hugs him.

LOUISE

Den, I was so worried about you.

DONOVAN

I'm a big boy, I can take care of myself.

LOUISE

What happened last night?

DONOVAN

Get your glad rags on, girl. We've got some celebrating to do.

LOUISE

What?

DONOVAN

We did it, Louise. Wasn't as smooth as I'd hoped but we did it.

DONOVAN gives her a hug.

DONOVAN

Come on, we'll drop Robbie off at school, then there's some people I want you to meet.

LOUISE

Den... I want to explain (..about the text message...)

DONOVAN presses a finger to her lips.

DONOVAN

Shhh. We can talk later.

LOUISE looks worried.

Ext. sCHOOL - dAY

DONOVAN pulls up in front of the school in his Range Rover. LOUISE is in the front seat, ROBBIE in the back in his school uniform.

Int. Range rover outside school - dAY

ROBBIE opens the door to get out.

DONOVAN

I'll pick you up this afternoon.

ROBBIE

I'll believe that when I see that.

DONOVAN

Hey!

Ext. SCHOOL - dAY

DONOVAN points a finger at ROBBIE through the open window of the Range Rover.

DONOVAN

I could have you killed, you know.

LOUISE

Den!

ROBBIE just looks disdainfully at DONOVAN. DONOVAN grins. He was only joking.

Int. RaNGE ROVER OUTSIDE SCHOOL - dAY

ROBBIE waves and walks away.

LOUISE is still looking at DONOVAN, disgusted.

DONOVAN

I was joking.

(a beat)

But I do know people.

LOUISE

I bet you do.

DONOVAN

Come on, we've got some celebrating to do.

LOUISE

It's half past eight in the morning.

DONOVAN

Don't be a party-pooper.

Ext. SCHOOL - dAY

The RANGE ROVER pulls away from the school.

Followed by an undercover Customs car.

Int. Customs car driving after the range rover - dAY

Two PLAINCLOTHES CUSSIES. One has a transceiver.

Plainclothes cussie

Charlie Six Five, we have eyeball on Tango One.

Voice over radio

Roger that Charlie Six Five. Give him plenty of room.

The PLAINCLOTHES CUSSIE grins at his companion.

PLAINCLOTHES CUSSIE

Yeah, enough room to hang himself.

Int. Range rover driving down road - dAY

LOUISE is still looking nervous. DONOVAN beams at her.

DONOVAN

Okay?

LOUISE

Where are we going, Den?

DONOVAN

Not far now.

Ext. Canal - dAY

The RANGE ROVER pulls up near the canal.

Int. Range rover near canal - dAY

DONOVAN opens the door.

DONOVAN

Come on.

LOUISE

Here?

DONOVAN

Nah, this is where we lose our tail.

LOUISE looks around.

LOUISE

I don't see anyone.

DONOVAN

Yeah, well you wouldn't, not if they're good. Come on, home stretch.

Ext. Canal - dAY

DONOVAN hurries LOUISE along the canal towpath towards a pedestrian bridge.

Int. customs car - daY

The two PLAINCLOTHES CUSSIES are watching DONOVAN and LOUISE hurry down the towpath.

PLAINCLOTHES CUSSIE

(into transceiver)

Tango One is on foot. Repeat, Tango One is out of his vehicle and on foot.

VOICE OVER RADIO

Follow them, Charlie Six Five. Softly, softly, yeah.

The two PLAINCLOTHES CUSSIES get out of the car.

Ext. Bridge over canal - dAY

DONOVAN hurries LOUISE over the bridge.

LOUISE

This is crazy, Den. Where are we going?

Ext. towpath - dAY

The two PLAINCLOTHES CUSSIES see DONOVAN and LOUISE going over the pedestrian bridge.

PlAINCLOTHES CUSSIE

Shit!

(into transceiver)

Charlie Six Five, Tango One is crossing the canal on foot.

The two PLAINCLOTHES CUSSIES start to run towards the bridge.

Ext. BrIDGE OVER CANAL - dAY

The two PLAINCLOTHES CUSSIES reach the bridge.

In the distance they see DONOVAN and LOUISE climbing into the back of a car.

The car drives off.

PLAINCLOTHES CUSSIE

Bastard!

(into transceiver)

Charlie Six Five, we've lost him. Repeat, we have lost Tango One.

VOICE OVER RADIO

What do you mean 'we', Charlie Six Five?

The two PLAINCLOTHES CUSSIES share a pained look.

Int. Car driving along road - dAY

KIM FLETCHER is driving.

LOUISE is in the back next to DONOVAN, looking around.

LOUISE

What's going on?

DONOVAN

Don't want any gatecrashers.

DONOVAN pats FLETCHER on the shoulder.

DONOVAN

Nice one, Kim. Did you get the other thing?

Still driving at speed, FLETCHER leans over and opens the glove compartment. He takes out a videocassette and hands it to DONOVAN. 

LOUISE

What's that?

DONOVAN

The entertainment.

DONOVAN grins.

Int. GYM - dAY

DONOVAN, FLETCHER and LOUISE walk into the deserted gym.

FLETCHER stands by the door as LOUISE walks with DONOVAN to the centre of the gym. She frowns as she sees the three chairs there.

The door slams shut. LOUISE realises that something is wrong.

LOUISE

Den?

LOUISE looks around but there's nowhere to run.

DONOVAN picks up a baseball bat and grins as he swings it back and forth. This is where we came in, right at the start.

Int. fullerton's sitting room - nIGHT

FULLERTON is watching a football match on a big screen TV and drinking beer from a bottle. The doorbell rings. He ignores it and keeps on watching TV. The doorbell rings again, more insistently this time.

Int. fullerton's hallway - nIGHT

FULLERTON opens the door. FLETCHER and JORDAN are there. 

Fullerton

What the hell do you want?

Jordan

You.

JORDAN has a stungun. He presses it against FULLERTON's neck and he slumps to the ground.

Int. Gym - nIGHT

DONOVAN takes a swing at the punchbag with the baseball bat. THUMP!

LOUISE's eyes are wide with fear. At the side of the gym, a TV set with a video recorder.

Int. bunny's sitting room - nIGHT

BUNNY WARREN is relaxing on his sofa, listening to classical music and nursing a glass of wine. His doorbell rings.

Int. Bunny's hallway - nIGHT

BUNNY opens his front door, still holding his wine glass. WILSON and MACDONALD are there.

Bunny

They let you out too, hey guys?

Macdonald

Yeah. And we've found out who the grass is.

BUNNY

Yeah? Who?

Macdonald

You, you scumbag.

BUNNY turns to run but WILSON and MACDONALD pull out handguns.

They push their way into the hallway. MACDONALD closes the door as WILSON pushes BUNNY against the wall, the gun under his chin.

WILSON

Den wants a word.

Int. Gym - nIGHT

DONOVAN paces around the gym swinging the baseball bat. LOUISE is scared witless.

DONOVAN runs and swings the baseball bat. THUD! He hits the punchbag with the bat.

There's a banging on the door to the gym. Then it opens.

It's FLETCHER and JORDAN. They are carrying FULLERTON, bound and gagged.

They manhandle him over to where LOUISE is sitting. There are two empty chairs close by. The two men push FULLERTON on to one of the chairs.

DONOVAN glares at FULLERTON, then swings the bat at the punchbag again. THUMP!

DONOVAN

Where's Warren?

WILSON and MACDONALD appear at the door.

WILSON

He's in the car boss. We'll need help to move him.

DONOVAN

(to FLETCHER)

Kim...

Fletcher

Will do, boss.

FLETCHER follows WILSON and MACDONALD out.

JORDAN puts FULLERTON on one of the chairs. FULLERTON glares defiantly at DONOVAN while LOUISE looks fearfully across at FULLERTON.

DONOVAN walks over to FULLERTON and glares at him as he swings the baseball bat.

DONOVAN

Funny thing about the Americans, isn't it Jamie? The way they take our girls games and make them their own.

(off the bat)

Perfectly good girls game, rounders. And they turn it into baseball. Netball becomes basketball. They won't even leave football alone. They're trying to make the nets bigger so that they can score more goals.

DONOVAN shakes his head.

DONOVAN

I hate people interfering where they're not wanted, you know?

DONOVAN rips the gagging tape from FULLERTON's mouth.

DONOVAN

What's the matter, Jamie? Cat got your tongue?

FULLERTON just glares at DONOVAN.

DONOVAN pace up and down. He tosses the baseball bat away and takes out three sheets of paper from his jacket pocket. The Metropolitan Police application forms that HATHAWAY gave him.

He tosses one down on LOUISE.

DONOVAN

Christina Louise Leigh.

He tosses a form on FULLERTON.

DONOVAN

James Robert Fullerton.

He tosses the last form at BUNNY.

DONOVAN

Clifford Warren.

The three look down at the forms and realise that DONOVAN knows everything. LOUISE is terrified, FULLERTON is defiant and BUNNY is thinking, hard.

DONOVAN

The three bloody musketeers.

DONOVAN stands in front of them, and then slowly claps.

DONOVAN

I want to applaud the three of you. You fooled me. You absolutely fooled me. I wouldn't have made any of you as a narc, but then you're like no other narcs, are you? You're not in an undercover unit with the Met or NCIS, and your handler is a spook.

DONOVAN smiles at the confused looks on their faces.

DONOVAN

Didn't you know Greg Hathaway was a spook? MI6.

LOUISE

No, that's not right., He (said he was...)

DONOVAN points a finger at her and she dries up.

DONOVAN

I guess the reason I didn't spot you was because you're none of you playing a part. You are what you are. Down to using your real names. I mean, what undercover cops use their real names, right?

DONOVAN's men are nodding in agreement.

DONOVAN

See, undercover cops and cussies adopt a persona. They put on act. But you, Jamie, you really are a drug-taking womaniser who deals in stolen art. Bunny, you're running with the guys you grew up with. Louise, you really did grow up on the wrong side of the tracks. And I think if we'd gone a bit further down the line you'd have slept with me. Is that above and beyond, or what?

LOUISE

Den...

DONOVAN points a finger at LOUISE to shut her up, then he walks over to the TV and video recorder.

DONOVAN

You were all playing yourselves, that's why I was fooled. But you were being used. Whatever noble cause you thought you were serving, Hathaway had his own agenda.

DONOVAN switches the video on. It's a tape of the edited surveillance of HATHAWAY and DONOVAN at the canal basin. It shows HATHAWAY giving the files to DONOVAN, and DONOVAN transferring the money to HATHAWAY's account.

The tape comes to an end.

DONOVAN

Any questions?

BUNNY, LOUISE and FULLERTON are shocked.

DONOVAN

Just in case anyone didn't quite follow what was going on there, Gregg Hathaway stung me for forty-five million dollars. In return, I got you. He sold you out.

JORDAN

You gave him forty five million?

DONOVAN

What choice did I have? It could have been the Russians. Or the Turks. I had to know who was setting me up.

JORDAN

You said you were broke.

DONOVAN

I got my money back. Long story.

JORDAN

And then you gave it to an MI6 agent? That was our money, Den.

DONOVAN

It was the money my accountant stole from me. Your money was in the coke that got seized at sea. And that was down to Hathaway.

(off the three prisoners)

And these three.

FULLERTON

What happened to the heroin on the plane?

DONOVAN

It's exactly where it's supposed to be. Three thousand kilos is in Germany with our Turkish friends. Five hundred kilos is being driven up to Scotland as we speak. PM's got his, the Turks have theirs.

BUNNY

But the plane was empty.

DONOVAN

The Russians, their job is to get supplies into out-of-the-way places.

Int. TrANSPORT PLANE - nIGHT

GREGOV gets out of his seat and goes to the cargo bay.

DONOVAN (V.O.)

How do you think they do that, Bunny? You can't just land a fifty-metre plane on the side of a hill.

Int. GYM - nIGHT

FULLERTON, LOUISE and BUNNY are looking at DONOVAN.

FULLERTON realises what happened.

FULLERTON

Parachutes. They dropped the gear.

Int. CarGO HOLD, TRANSPORT PLANE - nIGHT

The rear of the plane is open. The LOADERS push one of the pallets out of the plane. It is connected to a static line connected to a parachute system. 

DONOVAN (V.O.)

Precision-guided offset aerial parachute delivery is what they call it. They can drop almost two thousand kilos from thirty thousand feet and land it to within three hundred feet of their target.

Ext. TRANSPORT PLANE in the air - nIGHT

The parachute opens and the pallet floats downwards as the plane flies away.

DONOVAN

The parachute has an airborne guidance unit and it homes in on a transmitter on the ground.

Ext. German countryside - nIGHT

Half a dozen MEN are standing looking up at the night sky. One of them is holding a transmitter.

DONOVAN (V.O.)

They dropped two chutes over Germany and three about fifty miles east of the airfield.

One of the GERMANS points up at the sky.

German

(in German)

There they are! I see them.

Int. GYM - nIGHT

FULLERTON, LOUISE and BUNNY are listening to DONOVAN.

FULLERTON

You bastard. You set us up. That business at the airfield, you knew the plane was coming in empty.

DONOVAN

I wanted to see what Hathaway would do. The deal was that he gave me you and let me bring the gear in. Looks like he wanted to have his cake and eat it.

JORDAN

Are we going to do it, Den? Are we going to off them?

DONOVAN

I'm thinking about it, Ricky.

FULLERTON

You can't kill us. We're cops.

DONOVAN

That's the thing, Jamie. Are you? Are you really cops? Or are you grasses?

FULLERTON

We work for the Met.

BUNNY

That's right. We're cops. We get a salary. We even get overtime.

DONOVAN

There's no trace of you on the police computer. I think Hathaway was running you himself. Probably off an MI6 slush fund.

BUNNY, FULLERTON and LOUISE exchange worried looks.

DONOVAN

He takes my money, disappears to somewhere hot and sunny with a brand spanking new identity and leaves you three swinging in the wind.

MACDONALD

Who is this Hathaway?

DONOVAN

He's a spook now. But he used to be Customs.

Ext. Spanish marina - day

HATHAWAY is shaking hands with DONOVAN. Three MOROCCANS are with them, They've just introduced HATHAWAY to MOROCCANS.

DONOVAN (V.O.)

I met him in Spain, four years ago. I was doing a deal with some Moroccans.  Cannabis from North Africa. They were using yachts and Hathaway had been put forward as a skipper.

Ext. Outdoor restaurant, spain - dAY

HATHAWAY, DONOVAN and the three MOROCCANS are sitting at a table, drinking and laughing.

DONOVAN (V.O.)

He was good. He looked the part and he knew a lot of the people I knew back in London. And the Moroccans said they'd used him before.

Int. Nightclub, spain - nIGHT

The MOROCCANS are snorting cocaine in the club. One of them hands a rolled-up note to HATHAWAY. 

As DONOVAN watches, HATHAWAY sniffs a line of coke.

DONOVAN (V.O.)

He was good. He was bloody good. Walked the walk and talked the talk.

Int. Lapdancing club, spain - nIGHT

HATHAWAY and two of the MOROCCANS are drinking and watching girls dance around poles.

DONOVAN is deep in conversation with one of the MOROCCANS.

DONOVAN (V.O.)

But he screwed up, big time. Let slip he knew something he shouldn't have known. One of the Moroccans picked up on it.

DONOVAN and the MOROCCAN look over at HATHAWAY.

HATHAWAY doesn't know he's being watched and is laughing with the other two MOROCCANS.

Ext. LaPDANCING CLUB, SPAIN - NIGHT

HATHAWAY, DONOVAN and the three MOROCCANS leave the lapdancing club, laughing and joking.

They go over to a large MERCEDES.

DONOVAN (V.O.)

The Moroccans wanted to kill him there and then.

Int. Mercedes outside lapdancing club - nIGHT

They get into the Mercedes, still laughing.

HATHAWAY has ended up in the middle of the back seat, DONOVAN is in the front passenger seat.

DONOVAN (V.O.)

I think he twigged that he'd been sussed but there was nothing he could do.

The MOROCCANS aren't smiling anywhere. HATHAWAY keeps talking but he has sensed that something is wrong.

Ext. Hillside, spain - nIGHT

The Mercedes comes to a halt and the MOROCCANS haul HATHAWAY out. Now the MOROCCANS have guns. 

DONOVAN is talking to the MOROCCANS.

DONOVAN (v.O.)

I tried to cool them down. At least now that he knew that he was undercover, we could cover ourselves. If we killed him, they'd never stop looking for us.

The MOROCCANS force HATHAWAY to the ground and stand over him, pointing their guns at him.

DONOVAN is appealing for them not to shoot HATHAWAY. He gets between the MOROCCANS and HATHAWAY.

The MOROCCAN won't be dissuaded. So DONOVAN grabs one of the guns and points it at HATHAWAY.

DONOVAN (V.O.)

The only way I could stop them killing him was to shoot him myself.

DONOVAN shoots HATHAWAY in the leg. Then turns and starts appealing to the MOROCCANS.

DONOVAN (V.O.)

Told them that shooting him in the leg was enough. That he's never walk properly again. That he'd be taken off the case.

The MOROCCANS nod and walk back to the Mercedes.

DONOVAN (V.O.)

It worked. But Hathaway didn't look on the bright side.

HATHAWAY is on the ground in agony, glaring at DONOVAN.

DONOVAN walks away. HATHAWAY screams after him.

DONOVAN (V.O.)

Said he'd see me in hell.

Int. Gym - nIGHT

Everyone is transfixed by DONOVAN's story.

JORDAN

Let's just do them, Den.

DONOVAN

Killing them doesn't do anything for us.

JORDAN

It'd make me feel better.

DONOVAN

You don't kill someone just to make yourself feel better, Ricky. You do it because it serves a purpose.

(to FULLERTON)

Jamie here didn't grass up the Turkish deal. Why not?

FULLERTON

I don't know.

DONOVAN

Yes you do. You wanted the deal to work.

FULLERTON

Maybe.

DONOVAN

For the money?

FULLERTON

Not just the money. I don't know what it was.

DONOVAN

I do. You wanted to see if you could do it. You played the game and you won. We won. We made them look stupid and we made millions. How did that feel?

FULLERTON

Yeah, it felt good. When that plane landed it was like, wow, better than a coke rush.

DONOVAN

You're a natural, Jamie.

DONOVAN walks to stand in front of BUNNY.

DONOVAN

But you, Bunny, I don't understand why you'd want to line up with a shit like Hathaway.

BUNNY

It wasn't him. It was what he was doing.

DONOVAN

Ripping me off?

BUNNY

He said he was fighting drugs. He was going to put you away. That's what he said.

DONOVAN

Yeah, well he lied. He wanted my money. End of story.

BUNNY

I didn't know that.

DONOVAN

I don't force people to buy drugs, Bunny. Didn't being with PM teach you that? In the whole history of drug-taking, no one ever had to put a gun to an addict's head.

Bunny

You're a drugs baron, Den. You trade in human misery.

DONOVAN

If you want to stop drugs, become a social worker. Become a teacher. But don't think that stopping me is going to stop drugs. There's a hundred waiting to take my place.

DONOVAN grins.

DONOVAN

Anyway, I'm out of the drugs business. For good.

JORDAN

Say what?

DONOVAN

That was my last score. I've enough, so I'm walking away. Quitting while I'm ahead.

MACDONALD

Are you serious?

DONOVAN

I've got all the money I'll ever need. Even with what Hathaway took. It's all offshore. I'll get it well-laundered and put it into something legit. And I'm going to be spending more time with my boy.

LOUISE

What happens to us, Den?

DONOVAN

That's a good question.

LOUISE

I am sorry.

DONOVAN

I've been hearing that a lot lately.

LOUISE

There's nothing I can say, is there?

DONOVAN

I saw the look on your face this morning. When I opened the door. You thought I'd been pulled and when you saw I hadn't, you were pleased.

LOUISE nods but looks down, ashamed to look at him.

DONOVAN

And you sent me the text message.

JORDAN

What text message?

DONOVAN

It doesn't matter.

LOUISE

I didn't think you'd got it.

DONOVAN

I got it.

LOUISE

I didn't want you to go to prison. I didn't want Robbie to be without a dad. I didn't want...

She tails off, crying.

DONOVAN strokes her hair.

DONOVAN

He used you, Louise.

LOUISE

I know. I know that now.

DONOVAN

Get yourself sorted out. You shouldn't let anyone use you like that.

LOUISE

I will.

DONOVAN

Then give me a call.

LOUISE looks up, surprised.

LOUISE

What?

DONOVAN

Phone me. Robbie'd like to see you.

LOUISE smiles gratefully.

LOUISE

Are you serious?

DONOVAN nods.

JORDAN

That's it? We're just going to let them go?

DONOVAN

They're finished. What can they do?

JORDAN

We can bloody do them, that's what we can do.

MACDONALD

Ricky, if you don't shut up, I'll shoot you myself.

JORDAN

I'm just saying...

MACDONALD

Don't say. It's Den's call. We got our gear. The deal's done.

(to DONOVAN)

Good on you, Den.  What's the plan?

DONOVAN

I'm going home, mate. I've got some soccer kit needs washing. And beds to make. Shopping to do.

DONOVAN grins.

DONOVAN

A woman's work is never done, hey, lads?

MACDONALD

And what about Hathaway? Are you going to go after him?

DONOVAN

No. But I know a man who will.

Int. Cockfighting arena, Philippines - dAY

Two cocks with metal spurs on their feet are fighting to the death.

SPECTATORS, all male, are shouting and placing bets.

The CAMERA finds HATHAWAY, handing a fistful of money to a PHILIPPINA BOOKMAKER.

The shouting reaches a crescendo as the birds fight.

Watching HATHAWAY from a distance is ROJAS.

One of the birds dies. HATHAWAY cheers and punches the air. His bird is the victor.

ROJAS smiles as he watches HATHAWAY.

The bird dies in the sawdust.

Fade tO BLACK.

