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FADE IN: LONDON – STREET – NIGHT.

EXT - CU: SIMON, a tall athletically shaven headed man in his late twenties is seen running for his life, through the Fulham streets.

He wears a pink T-shirt that bares an inscription on the front, NOT BLACK. NOT WHITE. JUST HUMAN. 

INT – APARTMENT - FLASHBACK:

A luxury furnished apartment. A middle aged lifeless man lies across a dead woman spread across a brown leather sofa, whilst a body of another man lies dead upon the floor in the foetal position.

EXT: SIMON climbs the steps to a police station as an OLD MAN opens the doors upon leaving. 
SIMON bursts through the heavy wooden glass panelled doors.

INT: POLICE STATION.

Inside he stops and checks himself for a moment as he scans the empty waiting area. 

CU: He spots a CCTV camera in the top right corner.

CU: As his head begins to spin, the room quickly becomes just a blur for a moment.
INT - APARTMENT: FLASHBACK.
A middle aged lifeless man lies across a dead woman spread across a brown leather sofa, whilst a body of another man lies dead upon the floor in the foetal position.

As SIMON regains focus once again, he calmly walks up to the high counter and continually presses his thumb on the brass Attention Buzzer, until an overweight acerbic female desk SERGEANT arrives from a door behind the counter.

Sergeant

Alright! Alright! What seems to be the trouble with you then?

SIMON, breathing heavily and sweating profusely stands for a moment transfixed on the desk SERGEANT.

SERGEANT (CONT’d)

Well come on then! What’s going on? Do you want to tell us something, or you going to stand there like you’ve just seen a ghost?

SIMON

I need help. I need to speak to someone. My friends are all dead. They’re all fucking dead, the lot of them.

SERGEANT

Oi! Now watch your language, sunshine! Now who’s dead? What have you done? Have you-

SIMON

-Not me! I haven’t done anything! I went to buy some food...when I returned... they were all fucking dead! Just lying there, all of them! Fucking dead, man!

sergeant

I warned you about the use of language in this police station! OK. Stay there! Don’t you move!

The SERGEANT presses a buzzer from under the counter and the entrance doors lock shut, as another policeman enters from the rear. 
This time the policeman is huge and dressed in uniform. 
He opens a door to his right with a large key and then takes SIMON by the arm and leads him into the room without a struggle.

policeman

Wait in there. There’ll be someone to talk to you in a minute.

SIMON stands inside the room as the key turns in the lock behind him.
He spots a wooden table situated in the centre of the room, and three uncomfortable looking chairs are placed around the table, as a naked light bulb hangs above. 
He notices there are no pictures on the dirty grey painted walls, and no window to be seen. 
He finally sits down on the single chair with his elbows on the table. 
He holds his face for a second in despair, and then taps his fingers nervously on the table.

INT – APARTMENT - FLASHBACK: 
A middle aged lifeless man lies across a dead woman spread across a brown leather sofa, whilst a body of another man lies dead upon the floor in the foetal position.

SIMON begins to bang his head on the table to clear his thoughts, as he looks up a key is heard in the lock and the door slowly opens. 
Muffled voices of a man and a woman are heard behind the door. 
SIMON quickly rises from his seat in anticipation as the two middle aged detectives of mixed genders enter clutching folders. 
Detective CROFT is a slim and attractive pale faced red head. 
She wears a smart navy suit, pink blouse and long red shiny knee length boots. 
DI WARREN motions for SIMON to sit down. 
He is not so tall, but stout and rigid, and his tie meticulously knotted over his unbendable white collared shirt. 
They smile gently towards SIMON as they approach the table.

Di warren

Sit down.

(Pause)

di detective (cont’d)

Right, I am detective inspector Warren of CID, and this is my associate, detective Croft.

Croft

Hello.

SIMON sits; the two DETECTIVES likewise. 
They place their folders on top of the table, whilst reticent for a second or two as they observe the nervous witness who continues to bite his nails down to the cuticles. 

DI wARREN

So?

DI WARREN begins to sift through the file on the table as he masticates his gums.

Croft

Sorry to keep you waiting.

simon

Is that my file?

di warren

(Looks up)

Yeah, what of it?

simon

I never knew I had a file; how come?

DI WARREN

Everyone has a file. I would have thought someone of your great knowledge would have known that.

simon

But I haven’t told you my name, yet.

di warren

That’s because we haven’t asked you for your name, yet.

Croft

Simon, isn’t it?

Simon

Whoopie do!

(Pause)

simon (cont’d)

Look, I’ve never been in trouble with the law. In fact this is the first time I’ve ever been inside an interview room... in my life. So how come I have file, for fuck sake?

Croft

Calm down please, Simon. There’s no need to get paranoid.

Simon

I am fucking calm.

di warren

Simon Bonds, lead singer with Incandescence. It’s hardly a secret, is it, Simon? I mean... you’re part of an established rock band. A best selling album, and two Brit Awards. Not bad; not bad at all is it?

SIMON suddenly realises his celebrity status and holds his head in his hands.

Simon

Shit! No of course not. Sorry.

Croft

That’s alright. Now what is the problem? What are you doing here?

di warren

I do seem to remember seeing you with long scraggy hair. Shave it off, did you?

Simon

No. And where’s the tape recorder? I want a tape recorder. Why didn’t you bring a fucking tape recorder?

Croft

Simon, we only bring tape recorders for interrogation purposes.

Simon

Yeah... and witnesses.

di Warren

Well, we haven’t exactly established what is going on just yet, have we?

Simon

Well... well I’m here to report the murder of my pals.

di warren

A murder, hah?

Simon

Yes! What is this?

(Pause)

simon (cont’d)

(gesticulates)

Look, my best friends have been fucking murdered... in my apartment! And all you can do is sit there smirking at me like I’m some fucking weirdo making it all up!

Croft

What apartment, Simon? Where do you actually live?

simon

Boiling point, for fuck sake.

di warren

Hm...very posh. Must cost you a small fortune to live over at Chelsea Harbour, with all those expensive boats for company?

Croft

What number do you live at, Simon?

SIMON

Forty seven, it’s on the sixth floor.

di warren

Right, so let me get this right. Your pals have been murdered in your apartment at number forty seven Boiling Point, right?

simon

Yes! For fuck sake man. What is fucking wrong with you?

di warren

So why didn’t you just call the 999...? I mean, it would have saved you a lot of time and trouble legging it all the way here, wouldn’t it?

Simon

Are you calling me a frigging liar, detective? Because I can take you there and show you myself, if you don’t fucking believe me!

Croft

Simon, my colleague never said that he didn’t believe what you are telling us. But it is a bit strange, don’t you think?

Simon

OK, look... I left my mobile phone in the apartment, that’s why I never rang 9, 9, frigging 9.

di warren

So we should presume that you never went back into the apartment? Otherwise you would have picked up your phone, wouldn’t you?

Simon

I freaked, man! I couldn’t retrieve it! I never wanted to go back in there. I was scared, man! I just ran off. I ran all the way here. I came straight here!

SIMON holds his head in despair as the two DETECTIVES look at each other perplexed.

di warren

I see.

CROFT

So tell us the names of your dead friends, and how you believe they died, Simon.

Simon

Stefan. Stefan is...was my lover... and our drummer. He’d only been living here a couple months. He was from the States, and a fucking brilliant percussionist.

di warren

And what about the others?

Simon

Alex, and Mary? They were our PR and management buddies. They’d come to crash with us for the weekend. They’re from Edinburgh.

Di warren

So how come they’re dead, and you’re not?

Simon

Because I went to the supermarket to buy some grub, that’s fucking why.

Croft

And when you returned, they were all dead. Is that what you’re telling us, Simon?

Simon

Yeah. Yeah.

di warren

And what did you do with the food that I presume you purchased from the supermarket?

Simon

I dropped them and ran all the way here. LOOK AT ME...I’m fucking soaking wet, man. 

cROFT

OK. Just calm down, Simon. I just want you to cast your mind back and think very carefully about what you think you saw, when you returned from the supermarket. How did they die?

Simon

They were all... they were all just lying there. No blood or anything. 

INT – APARTMENT - FLASHBACK:
Three dead bodies. A man lies across a woman upon a brown leather sofa, and a body of a man lies upon the floor in a foetal position.

Croft

Go on, Simon.

Simon

We were having such a laugh. It was a kind of celebration really. We had finished our tour and wanted to chill, you know. Stefan and I had practically just started renting the apartment, and we wanted to celebrate that fact, as well.

(Pause)

croft

 Yes, yes, go on.

Simon

Well...when I returned from the shop I thought they were messing about, you know, a practical joke, having a bit of fun. But then I could see Stefan’s eyes... as I looked closely at him. I dropped everything and ran out the door. I never wanted to touch anything, you know. I asked the concierge on the way out if any strangers had entered or left the building,

DI WARREN

And what did he say?

simon

He said jokingly, “only me,” and laughed. So I asked him again, much more seriously this time, you know, if anyone had left the building, then he replied, no. So that’s when I came straight here.

Croft

Simon, you told us earlier that you never entered the apartment, remember?

Simon

Did I?

SIMON rubs his head then pathetically looks up at the two DETECTIVES

SIMON (CONT’D)

 I’m so confused, man!

di warren

OK. Let’s go. Let’s get over there and see what’s going on, shall we? 

They rise quickly from the table and head towards the door.

INT: A CAR – NIGHT.

SIMON sits in a trance like state at the back of the moving unmarked police car as detective CROFT sits next to DI WARREN, who sits behind the wheel.

EXT: In the distance a luxury apartment block is seen. 
It is spherical in shape and reveals the name, BOILING POINT, written in large red neon letters. 
INT – APARTMENT FLASHBACK:

The apartment has a rounded floor plate that rotates at 180 degrees every hour, and the windows are large and sealed. 
The open plan apartment has all mod cons. 
There is a bedroom door situated next to another door that leads to the bathroom, and on the other side of the room is the entrance door. 
SIMON BONDS enters the apartment carrying with him a brown leather shoulder bag. 
Following him through is STEFAN. 
STEFAN casually taps on his knees from time to time, and has a permanent grin to match his square chin and wavy brown hair which he flicks occasionally. 
He is much heftier in build than SIMON and sports a short black leather jacket that has a large inscription written on the back, reading INCANDESCENCE. 
He also wears white denims and red combats. 
The short stocky grey haired ESTATE AGENT puts out his hand as he approaches the couple upon entry.

eSTATE Agent

Oh, hi. You must be Mr Bonds. Come through, I’ve been expecting you.

Simon 

(Chuckles)

Ha! very funny. Hi, nice to meet you.

The ESTATE AGENT briefly looks down at his electronic notepad.

eSATE Agent

I’ve got written down here, Simon Bonds, is that correct?

Simon

Yes, that‘s right. And this is my partner, Stefan.

SIMON moves forward and smiles.

They shake hands in a formal manner, but SIMON quickly pulls back his hand. 

SIMON (cont’d)

Ouch! Shit! Christ, man! What you got in that wrist of yours, iron ore?

SIMON holds his hand in agony.

SIMON (CONT’d)

Jesus Christ!

STEFAN cleverly realises the AGENT’S strength and grins, knowingly.

INT: A FOYER, WITH TWO LIFTS NEXT TO EACH OTHER.

SIMON and the two DETECTIVES stand waiting for one of the lifts to arrive as the African Caribbean CONCIERGE sits at a desk behind them.

Moments later the empty lift arrives, and as they step inside, the door quickly closes behind them.

CU: The floor numbers lighting up as they pass each floor followed by SIMON’S worried look.

INT – APARTMENT - FLASHBACK: 

Three dead bodies. A man lies across a woman upon a brown leather sofa, and a body of a man lies upon the floor in the foetal position.

VO: Ding sound as the lift reaches the sixth floor.

SIMON and the two DETECTIVES quickly exit the lift and turn left towards the apartment.

SIMON (CONT’d)

I can’t believe this is happening man. I only went to the frigging shop. I wasn’t gone no longer than ten minutes.

They reach the door. SIMON pulls out a key, unlocks the door and pushes it open, but the room is empty and cleansed of all evidence and activity of life. 
The DETECTIVES stare at one another, disbelievingly.

Simon (cont’d)

But...but they were here! I swear! They were fucking here, man! Alex and Mary were...just there...

(Points)

simon (cont’d)

...on the sofa. And Stefan was lying down over there...

(Points)

simon(cont’d)

...on the floor. Shit! I’m not fucking lying man! I swear!

di warren

Simon, I’m going to ask you a question, so don’t take offence, okay?

Simon

Yeah, okay.

di warren

Are you on drugs?

Simon

No, I’m not! Look what are you suggesting, that I’m fucking stoned?

DI WARREN

So what the fuck is going on then?

simon

I don’t fucking know!

croft

OK. Let’s have a look round this gaff.

The two DETECTIVES cautiously enter the apartment as SIMON stands by the door in disbelief.

di warren

So, apart from the location, what else makes this apartment so special, Mr Bonds?

simon

The rotating floor-plate; you’re moving. And it’s all solar powered with ultra violets lights for tanning and vitamin C intake.

croft

I thought we were moving. Ever so slow isn’t it?

simon 

Yeah.

DI WARREN goes to the window, and looks for a way to open it.

DI WARREN

Are these windows sealed units?

simon

Yeah, they are.

DI WARREN goes to CROFT and whispers in her ear.

di warren

Do you own one of those boats, down there in the harbour, Mr Bonds?

CROFT goes to the window and looks down.

simon

No! What the fuck is this, man?

SIMON steps back from the doorway and peers down the hallway, but it is void of activity or life. 

Moments later.

SIMON turns back to watch the DETECTIVE’S inside the apartment, only to witness the floor-plate spinning wildly and the ultra violet light incandescent. 
The two DETECTIVE’S stand static; DI WARREN caught masticating his gums, whilst CROFT has pen to pad. SIMON stands watching in horror and a gasp for a whole minute, as the light fades and the floor-plate ceases to spin out of control.

SIMON

What is going on! What’s happening!

The two DETECTIVE’S suddenly begin to move about the apartment oblivious to their wild experience.

di warren

So-

simon

-No, listen to me detective! Some crazy thing just happened to you both, right here! Just now you were both spinning on my floor; on the floor-plate. You were spinning out of control. You were fused to the floor, and this light almost blinded my sight watching you spinning faster and faster, around and round. It was crazy man; fucking crazy! Oh my God, what is going on here, detective?

SIMON sinks to his knees as the two DETECTIVES look at one another unsure of SIMON’S accusations.

cROFt

Right. I’m going to check with some of the other residents, see if they’ve seen or heard anything suspicious.

di warren

OK. Don’t be too long. I’ll check round the apartment.

CROFT exits the apartment as DI WARREN enters the bedroom. 
SIMON sits on the floor outside the room when the ultra violet light re-appears and the floor-plate begins spinning faster and faster once again.

simon

DETECTIVE! DETECTIVE! DETECTIVE! OH SHIT!

SIMON rises as CROFT quickly returns and stands by the door watchful as the floor-plate spins out of control with the DETECTIVE fused inside the bedroom.

cROFT

Oh – my – God. What is this?

CROFT takes out her phone and begins dialling.

cROFT (cont’D)

This is detective Croft... I need a unit at Boiling Point, immediately...! Hurry...!

(Pause)

cROFT (cont’D)

You stay here! Don’t you move, okay!

simon

I’m not fucking going anywhere, man!

CU: CROFT exits via the stairwell. 
At that moment DI WARREN exits the bedroom oblivious and bedraggled and stumbles forward as he heads towards the entrance door. 
SIMON moves back watchful and horror struck as the DETECTIVE stumbles passed him and then crashes to the ground in a heap. 
SIMON moves in for a closer look at the exhausted DETECTIVE.

simon

Detective? Are you okay?

SIMON, panic stricken quickly makes for the spiral stairwell.

CU. SIMON jumping the steps five and six at a time, his face contorted and fear personified, until he reaches the foyer where the CONCIERGE is sat behind his desk reading a porn magazine.

The CONCIERGE hides his magazine and quickly rises as SIMON runs to the entrance doors, but they are locked shut.

simon (cont’d)

Open the fucking doors!

The CONCIERGE presses a button and steel shutters are activated as several police cars pull up outside the building with their blue lights flashing. 
SIMON bangs his fists on the doors but he is too late, the shutters have almost completely closed off any chance of escape.

SIMON (CONT’d)

I said open these fucking doors, you arsehole! Let me out! Let me out you fucking arsehole! Help me! Help me!

SIMON runs threateningly towards the CONCIERGE and smacks him in the mouth as the two fall about entangled.

A ding sound is heard and the lift doors open, and two shaven headed men appear. They are very smartly dressed in long brown wax coats, their belts tied round the waist.

Appearing from behind the two men is the ESTATE AGENT. 
He walks slowly towards SIMON who is now cowering behind the CONCIERGE’S desk as the concierge lays unconscious on the floor.

estate agent

Come on, Simon. Don’t be scared.

 SIMON fearful begins to back into the corner.

estate agent (cont’d)

You have been a very silly boy, Mr Bonds.

(Pause)

estate agent (cont’d)

Come on. Come with us Mr Bonds and you will be fine, just fine.

The ESTATE AGENT drags SIMON back towards the lift by the scruff with incredible strength, as the tallest of the men whacks SIMON over the head with his hand.

CU: SIMON lies unconscious in the lift with the three MEN surrounding him.

CU: VO- Ding sound as the lift rises to the fourteenth floor.

EXT: Police cars sit with their blue lights flashing as officers try to enter the building but to their frustration it is closed off from entry.

INT: The large room on the top floor of the building is filled with large microwave ovens and trolley beds, with shelves situated lower walls, which upon lie the skulls of humans, and there are two large containers filled with limbs, rib cages and even more skulls. 
The blinds are closed and there is very little light as the floor-plate very slowly rotates.

CU: SIMON lies unconscious on a trolley bed, strapped at the head, the mid-rift, and ankles.

Some time later.

CU: SIMON opens his eyes and looks up at the ceiling. 
He feels himself rotating as he manages with some trouble to turn his head to his left side.
He spots the heads of his dead friends; STEFAN, his thick brown hair and big blue eyes still wide open, and ALEX, his long shaped head and designer stubble covering his pointed little chin, and bespectacled MARY looking just as he remembers her.
Then he notices the DETECTIVE WARREN lying on a trolley bed like himself, but he is not strapped, but unclothed and ready for whatever eventuality befalls him.

(Beat)

Muffled Voices, and then SIMON hears a key in the lock and the ESTATE AGENT enters the room with another HUMANOID. SIMON pretends to be unconscious and closes his eyes.

estate agent (cont’d)

Start with the detective, he is still very hot.

The ESTATE AGENT exits as the HUMANOID begins to pull the trolley with the naked DETECTIVE towards the open door.

CU: SIMON rotating on the trolley bed hyper ventilating.

SIMON

MY GOD! HELP ME! SOMEBODY PLEASE HELP ME!

INT: AN APARTMENT ON A LOWER FLOOR.

The ESTATE AGENT sits round a large table with four shaven headed HUMANOIDS dressed the same in long brown wax coats.

ESTATE AGENT

Men, we have a problem. Inside this building there is a female on the loose. She is a detective, and I want her found immediately. The CONCIERGE informs me that she is not on any of our stairwells, which can only mean one thing; she must be hiding in one of the apartments. I want all ultra violet lights working until we find her, and all floor-plates rotating at three hundred and sixty degrees every fifteen minutes. Is that understood, men?

The HUMANOIDS around the table nod in agreement.

Estate agent (cont’d)

As regards to the police congregating outside the building, I have contacted our friends at the ministry, and I can inform you that the dogs have now left us to finish our business in peace.

(Pause)

Estate agent (cont’d)

Oh, and as regards to that little episode with one of our constructions in Denmark last year; I can confirm that The Ministry of Housing have made some encouraging progress, and a clear verdict of psychogenesis in their Justice courts has been greatly appreciated by our colleagues over there; which means men, that the accusations of poisoning within our heating systems has been greatly denied any credence. 

(Pause)

Estate agent (cont’d)

Now let us go and find our little red rat, before our next couple arrive, shall we men?

INT: SIMON struggles to free himself, but without luck as the door quietly opens. 

CU: SIMON lies powerless to act as he continues to rotate as the ultra violet light stifles.

Moments later the detective CROFT appears. 
She immediately begins untying the straps from SIMON’S trolley bed.

CROFT

Simon. Come on, quickly, get up. We have to get you out of here.

SIMON rises from the bed exhausted and bedraggled as CROFT helps him out of the spinning incandescent apartment. 
They head towards another apartment at the end of the corridor whilst dodging past the CCTV camera situated high above.

Once inside the apartment, they sit in a darkened corner of the room as the detective inspector WARREN lies upon a trolley bed unconscious.

Simon

Where are we?

Croft

I’m not sure , but I saw them bring the detective inspector here a little while ago. 

Simon

The floor, it’s not moving.

Croft

No. And it seems there are no UV’S, either.

Simon

It’s so cold in here.

Croft

Yes, it must be the cooling room, by the look of things.

Simon

Cooling room?

Croft

Yes. I’ll explain later. I want to know more about this building. Tell me who lives here? Because I rang on at least half a dozen door bells and no one answered.

Simon

I don’t really know to be honest; I’ve only been living here six weeks or so, but I’ve seen a few high profile figures.

CROFT

Who, Simon? I must know who?

simon

Well, I’ve seen, Lord Eccleston a couple of times, and Lady Ester.

(Pause)

simon (cont’d)

But I know that some of the worlds leading figures stay here when they’re over here on business.

croft

How do you know that, Simon?

Simon

The Estate Agent told me and Stefan on the day we move in.

Croft

He told you this?

simon

Yeah.

Croft

What did he say, exactly?

Simon

He just said that we’d never look back, because this block of apartments is popular with the most powerful figures on earth.

croft

He said that?

simon

Yeah. Me and Stef laughed. We thought he was just spinning, you know how it is, selling techniques and all that stuff.

SIMON suddenly notices the trolley bed with the DETECTIVE lying naked upon it.

SIMON

Oh my GOD! Is that the DI over there?

Croft

Shush. Keep your voice down.

Simon

We haven’t got a fucking chance have we, detective? We’re the walking fucking dead.  Look at him, he’s fucked, man.

Croft

I don’t know? I don’t know.

SIMON

The police were outside when they shut off the doors, you know.

croft

I know. Look Simon, something very dark is going on. I hate conspiracy theories, but this is beyond even the sanest of the sane.

simon

You can say that again. They are fucking eating people, man. They’ve been cooking us in our fucking apartments. No wonder all my hair suddenly fell out. And Stefan was losing his hair too. And look I’m covered in red blotches.

SIMON shows his arms and legs to the DETECTIVE.

croft

UV rays. 

Simon

I’ve been renting a microwave oven for fuck sake, man. I was going to see my doctor about it. I thought I had developed some kind of cancer or something.

CrofT

I think you’re incredibly lucky to be alive.

Simon

Shit, man.

(Pause)

simon (cont’d)

I saw their heads; they’re all dead. I saw their fucking faces, man. Their bodies...they must have been eaten.

croft

You are very lucky, Simon.

simon

What the fuck are we supposed to do, detective?

croft

I’m trying to think.

simon

We can’t just let them devour us, can we?

CROFT

Yes, I know that, but we have to get the detective inspector out of here.

Simon

Where to, then?

CROFT 

I told you, I’m thinking.

Simon

Don’t you have a gun or anything?

CROFT

No.

Simon

Why not, for fuck sake?

CROFT

Simon, this is the UK, not America. We only carry firearms where it is necessary.

simon

You mean you came here without weapons?

CROFT

Not exactly, Simon.

Simon

Oh? What then?

CROFT

I have this.

CROFT takes out a small canister from her belt.

simon

What is that, man?

cROFt

Pepper spray.

simon

Pepper fucking spray? What are we supposed to do with that, spray it over the detective, so he’s more tasty when they decide to eat him?

cROFt

Don’t be so facetious, Simon. It is a very good tool actually, and could well save our lives; so stop complaining, and man up for Christ sake.

(Pause)

Simon

What else have you got?

CROFT

That’s all, I’m afraid. But there are firearms in the boot of the car, if one of us can get to them.

Suddenly the door opens, and a HUMANOID dressed in a long brown wax coat enters and goes to the trolley bed, where the DETECTIVE lies naked. 
He lifts the DETECTIVE over his shoulder with amazing strength. 
CROFT rises from the ground, and from behind taps him on the shoulder, and as he turns, she bravely sprays the pepper spray into his red eyes.
The blinded HUMANOID falls to the ground with the unconscious DI WARREN on top of him. 
As the HUMANOID holds his face SIMON smashes him over the head several times with an iron bar he manages to find in the room. 

(Beat)

DI WARREN awakes to find SIMON and the DETECTIVE standing over him. 
He rises to his feet shaken and disorientated.

simon

My God, you’re still alive. I was sure you were fucking dead, man.

croft

Detective inspector, are you okay?

di warren

Do I look okay to you, detective? And where are my clothes? I need my clothes, I’m freezing cold.

Simon

Here, you have mine. I’ll take his.

SIMON quickly undresses and hands his clothes to the DI as CROFT undresses the HUMANOID and hands his clothes to SIMON.

cROFt

Here, put these on.

simon

Thanks.

CROFT

My God, you look just like a Humanoid. You could be our only way out of here, Simon.

di warren

I feel weird. Where have I been? What happened?

croft

You really don’t want to know, detective inspector.

Di warren

I think I do, detective. When a man wakes up without his clothes, I think he has a right to know what’s happened to him.

SIMON pulls out a keypad and a mobile phone from the coat pocket belonging to the HUMANOID.

Simon

What’s this?

Croft

Simon, under no circumstances answer that phone, if it rings, okay?

Simon

Yeah, yeah. Cool.

CROFT

Give us that keypad, we may need it.

SIMON hands keypad to CROFT.

di warren

Right, let’s get him up. Do you think you’ll be able to carry him over your shoulder, Simon?

SIMON and the two DETECTIVES begin lifting the HUMANOID.

Simon

You bet, man.

 CrofT

My God, he’s so light for a big guy.

di warren

Good.

sIMON

But what am I supposed to do with him?

SIMON stands with the Humanoid over his shoulder.

di warren

Put him in the boot of the car, if you can manage it.

simon

What car? Where?

Di warren

The one we arrived in, for Gods sake.

Croft

Now get out there, and try to get yourself to the underground car park first. From there, you will see the car.

Simon

What car is it? I never noticed.

DI WARREN

It’s a white Ford. Christ! It’s unlocked. Release the boot catch and bring the firearms. They’re in a box. Just open the box, take out the revolvers and bring them here.

croft

And do not act suspiciously. And when, and if you are spoken to, just keep your posture upright. Do not answer. And if they become aware of who you really are, just run for your life.

di warren

Now go, hurry. We don’t have much time before they realise I am not on tomorrow mornings breakfast menu.

SIMON

Right. Right then. Wish me luck.

croft

Good luck, Simon. Go.

di warren

Yeah, good luck. 

SIMON peers round the door, looks up and down the corridor, and then quietly exits.

Croft

What are we going to do if he doesn’t return?

Di warren

Your pepper spray, and this, I’m afraid, detective

The DI picks up the iron bar.

Croft

Why don’t we just go with him?

di warren

No.

Croft

But, why not, detective inspector? It may be our only chance.

Di warren

Cameras. We’ll be spotted in seconds. Don’t be daft, detective.

Croft

So we just wait then?

di warren

Yes, we wait.

INT: THE FOYER.

The CONCIERGE sits behind his desk sporting a bruised eye as he closely watches the monitors in front of him. 
He spots SIMON carrying the HUMANOID over his shoulder as they descend in the lift, but he pays it no attention.

The shutters are raised and everything appears quite normal as the ESTATE AGENT stands by the entrance doors, watchful.

Estate agent

I am expecting a Mr and Mrs Ezekiel within the next thirty minutes. When they arrive, I will be on the sixth floor, room forty seven; just send them straight up.

(Pause)

ESTATE AGENT (cont’d)

If anyone tries to leave this building, you call me, post haste, right?

Concierge

Yes sir, will do.

Estate agent

Oh, and by the way, take these keys and move that incongruous white vehicle away from the front of the building.

The ESTATE AGENT throws the keys to the CONCIERGE. 

cONCIERGE

Yes, sir.

Estate agent

I know she is here somewhere, I can smell her perfume. But she will need more than serendipity if she thinks she can avoid me, believe it!
EXT: UNDERGROUND CAR PARK.

SIMON exits from the lift and stealthily begins to make his way to the white Ford parked just outside the main entrance to the building, when he spots the CONCIERGE walking towards the car.

SIMON lies the body down on the floor and goes to the car as the CONCIERGE begins turning the engine. 

MOMENTS LATER.

SIMON opens the driver’s door and repeatedly punches the CONCIERGE until he is unconscious. 
He then pulls the boot release catch as a COUPLE head towards the building arm in arm. 
She is wearing a head scarf and he is wearing a cap. 
SIMON lets them pass with a returned smile and then fills his pockets with the guns and ammunition.

Moments later.

SIMON drags the HUMANOID to the car and endeavours to put him into the boot as the phone in his pocket begins to ring. 
He takes out the phone, looks at it briefly and then throws it inside the boot with the HUMANOID. 
He then locks the boot with the key.

INT: SIMON enters the vehicle and upon forcing the CONCIERGE over to the passenger seat, he drives the car into the underground car park.

Moments later.

SIMON sits staring thoughtfully at the CONCIERGE for a moment, then takes out the gun and attaches a silencer as he wakes the CONCIERGE by continuously shaking him.

Moments later the CONCIERGE comes round and is shocked to see the gun pointing at his face.

SIMON

Hello. Nice to see you again, Mr Concierge, George.

CONCIERGE

What do you want? I’m on your side, man.

Simon

No, you’re not on my side: You’re with them.

concierge

What do you mean?

simon

You’re working for the Humanoids.

CONCIERGE

You’re crazy, man! You’re crazy!

simon

And you’re dead I’m afraid, unless you tell me everything I want to know, right?

Concierge

OK, cool.

simon

Why did you close the shutters on me?

concierge

They said you had murdered your friends. They said I was not to let you out of the building.

Simon

Who said?

Concierge

The owners of the building.

simon

You mean the Estate Agent?

Concierge

Yes. He is the owner.

Simon

And you believed him, even though I returned with two detectives?

concierge

The owner said they were contract killers that you had hired to murder him.

simon

And you believed that, even though you know damn well I’m famous?

CONCIERGE

Yeah, well drugs and all that. I thought maybe something had gone wrong, you know how it happens when people are high on drugs; people die.

simon

You’re lying to me.

concierge

I swear, man! I am not lying to you.

Simon

Give me one good reason why I shouldn’t kill you right now?

Concierge

Because I’m on your side, Simon; I’m with you, man.

SIMON switches the internal light inside the vehicle and quickly notices that the CONCIERGE has (CU) bright red eyes. 
SIMON pulls the trigger.

CU: blood splatter over window.

SIMON

Liar liar.

EXT: SIMON exits the vehicle and opens the boot, then shoots the HUMANOID, closing and locking the boot behind him.

INT: FOYER.

Mr and Mrs EZEKIEL, an attractive affluent couple in their late twenties stand waiting for assistance when SIMON boldly enters the building through the main entrance.

Moments later.

The COUPLE rise and acknowledge SIMON.

Mr ezekIel

Oh, hi, we are Mr and Mrs Ezekiel. We are here to view the apartment. We called this morning to confirm.

Simon

It’s gone I’m afraid. Get lost.

Mr EzekIel

(Aghast)

Excuse me? It couldn’t have. We only spoke to the Estate Agent this morning.

Simon

I know. There has been an oversight. It’s been taken. We are very sorry to have wasted your time. Now get lost.

Mrs ezekIel

I beg your pardon? This is an outrage! Tell him darling! How dare you speak to us in that manner!

Simon

Look, get the fuck out of here, before I do something I might regret!

SIMON goes to the CONCIERGES desk.

Mr EzekIel

What? How dare you speak to us like this, you egregious Slap-head shit!

SIMON pulls out the gun and points it at the couple as they back away with hands raised.

Simon

OK. So you want to view an apartment? Come with me then.

The COUPLE try to exit the building but SIMON quickly locks the doors by pressing the button.

Mr EZEKIEL (vo)

You haven’t heard the last of this!

SIMON observes the CONCIERGES notes from behind his desk.

SIMON

Forty seven.

(Pause)

SIMON (CONT’D)

Right, let’s go.

Mrs ezekIel

Please don’t hurt us, will you?

SIMON boldly forces the COUPLE into the lift, and presses the fourteenth floor. 

CU: SIMON forces the couple inside the room, where the two DETECTIVES are waiting patiently for his return.

Simon

It’s only me.

di warren

Where the hell have you been? We’ve been worried stiff.

croft

We’ve been waiting ages for you. We thought you had been found out.

di warren

And who are these people? Why have you brought them here?

SIMON

Look, everybody calm down and I will explain everything.

di warren

And it better be good.

simon

I found these two in the foyer. They are waiting to view my apartment.

Mrs EZEKIEL

Who are you people? What do you want with us?

croft

I am a detective, and this is my colleague detective inspector Warren. We are not here to hurt you; rather to save you from certain death.

Mrs EzekIel

Oh my word.

di warren

Yes, so just do as we ask, and we might all save the day.

Mr ezekIel

So how can we help?

Simon

You are here to view my apartment, right?

mr ezekIel

Yes.

Simon

Right, so the way I see it, is that the detective’s can be you two, if you change clothes.

Croft

Simon, you’re a genius.

DI WARREN

Hang on, hang on a minute. Does the Estate Agent know what I look like?

Croft

Not really. He has only seen us on the distorted monitors. So if we change clothes, we can pull it off.

di warren

We are sorry about this.

Mrs ezekIel

Well, for Queen and country.

di warren

Simon, did you get the guns?

Simon

Of course, how do you think...

Mr ezekIel

...Yes. He nearly killed us both with it.

DI WARREN

OK, hand over the guns, Simon.

Simon

Here.

SIMON hands the guns to the DETECTIVE as the COUPLE begin taking off their expensive clothes.

di warren

(Smells gun barrel)

This has been fired, it’s still hot.

 simon 

Oh yeah. I had trouble in the car park.

di warren

Explain!

Simon

The Concierge, he was in the car when arrived there.

di warren

So you thought, I know what I’ll do, I’ll just shoot him!

croft

Keep your voice down, detective inspector. They’ll hear us.

DI WARREN

You are in serious trouble, if you’ve killed anyone.

CROFT and the COUPLE are now standing in their underwear.

croft

Come on, get your clothes off. We are waiting for you, detective inspector.

di warren

Oh, right then.

The DI begins to take of the clothes he is wearing and hands them to the squirming MR EZEKIEL.

SIMON

Oh, just one word of advice.

di warren

What’s that?

Simon

Don’t shake hands with him, or you’ll regret it afterwards. He nearly broke my hand.

CROFT

Right, let’s go. Wish us luck, guys.

The DI hands a gun to the DETECTIVE as they leave the room.

SIMON 

Good luck. And try not to be too long. 

mR EZEkIEL

So I suppose we just have to wait here, do we?

simon

Yes.

Mrs ezekIel

I think you owe us an apology, don’t you?

Simon

What for?

Mr EZEKIEL

What for!

Mrs ezekIel

For the way you were so rude to us downstairs.

Simon

Cool. Okay, sorry.

Mr EzekIel

Good. We accept your apology.  

INT: THE APARTMENT 47.

CU: The door number written in gold letters.

The two DETECTIVES dressed as the EZEKIEL’S, press the door buzzer and anticipate as the ESTATE AGENT opens the door wide and falsely smiles. 

ESTATE AGENT

Oh, hi. Come in.

DI WARREN

Thanks.

The ESTATE AGENT puts out his hand to shake, but the DETECTIVES decline to the dismay of the ESTATE AGENT.

Estate Agent

You must be Mr and Mrs Ezekiel. I’ve been expecting you.

Croft

That’s right.

   The ESTATE AGENT briefly looks down at his notepad. 

ESTATE Agent

Well, this is it. Take a look round, whilst I make some important notes. I will be with you shortly.

The DETECTIVES peruse the apartment with cynical interest as the ESTATE AGENT looks down at the harbour making notes.

(Beat)

INT - HALLWAY: 
Two HUMANOIDS are searching room by room on the fourteenth floor, and are only a couple of doors from finding SIMON and the COUPLE.

(Beat)

INT: THE APARTMENT

The ESTATE AGENT turns to the DETECTIVES, knowingly.

estate agent (cont’d)

Well, what'd you think of it?

CROFT 

It’s incredible. 

The DI goes to the window and looks down.

di warren

What an incredible view. Does it come with a boat?

estate Agent

Ha! Very good, Mr Ezekiel, I'm afraid it doesn't, no. But the thought of owning one those beasts is probably better than the reality, I should imagine.

croft

Why?

estate Agent

Why what, Mrs Ezekiel?

croft

Why is the thought better then?

Estate agent

Oh, maintenance; just maintenance, that’s all.

(Pause)

estate Agent (cont’d)

So, would I be right in my assumption that you both like this apartment very much?

di warren

Maybe? Maybe?

estate agent

Well let me show you round, before you make any final decisions, you may regret later.

Croft

Regret? Why should we regret anything?

di warren

No, sure. Good idea. We’d simply love you to show us exactly what this apartment offers.

estate agent

Good. Good.

di warren

So how fast are we actually spinning on this floor-plate?

estate Agent

Yes. One hundred and eighty degrees every hour in fact; you’d hardly notice it really. But it is a good concept. And we like it. We like it very much.

 di warren

Like the Post Office Tower used to have: The revolving restaurant at the top. Do you remember that?

estate Agent

Yes, I do seem to remember something of that. It had an, A La Carte menu and ubiquitous views across the London skyline, I seem to remember.

DI WARREN

That’s right.

(Pause)

estate Agent

Shall we get on?

di warren

And how does this solar powered heating system work, then?

estate Agent

I’m glad you’ve asked me that. 

INT: THE COOLING ROOM.

SIMON and the couple are sat upon the trolley bed when the door bursts open and two HUMANOIDS stand staring at them. 
Within a second they are being dragged by the HUMANOIDS out of the room screaming.

INT: APARTMENT 47.

The ESTATE AGENT is showing the DETECTIVES the kitchen area.

ESTATE Agent (CONT’D)

So this is the kitchen.

(Turns on tap) 

You see, when having solar powered hot water, Mrs Ezekiel, it allows you and us to help the environment, whilst keeping the cost down. And It gives you 24/7 hot water, and a better flow rate, so thus reduces carbon emissions by up to one ton a year. Great, isn’t it? 

Croft

Yes. 

The ESTATE AGENT’S phone rings.

ESTATE AGENT

Yes...Right...bring them here... I’m in 47.

The ESTATE AGENT ends the call and immediately looks up at the two DETECTIVES with his red eyes glaring and his contorted facial expression adverse.

estaTe agent

It seems we have imposters in the building, Mr and Mrs Ezekiel.

The two DETECTIVES pull out their firearms and point them quickly at the ESTATE AGENT.

Di warren

GET DOWN! ON YOUR KNEES! NOW!

ESTATE AGENT

Ha ha ha ha ha. You cannot hurt me, you fool’s! Now put your toys away and conform or die: Your decision.

CROFT

Over my dead body!

The DETECTIVES unleash a volley of arms fire, but the ESTATE AGENT catches the bullets with incredible ease and agility.

ESTATE AGENT

The little red rat has shown herself at last. Ha ha ha ha ha ha ha!

The entrance doors open and the HUMANOIDS enter dragging their unconscious captives to the middle of the room as the two DETECTIVES stand aghast. 

ESTATE AGENT

Ah! Finally, we have them all at our mercy, men. Well done.

Croft

So what are you going to do with us then?

estate agent

Have a guess?

DI WARREN

You’ll never get away with this, never in million years.

ESTATE AGENT

Oh, we’ve been getting away with it for the last two years: So that’s a start.

(Pause)

estate agent (cont’d)

Where have you been detective?

The ESTATE AGENT is set to leave the room, whilst he roars with laughter with the HUMANOIDS ready to follow, when detective CROFT sprays them in the eyes wildly with the pepper spray she has hidden in her pocket.
The HUMANOIDS and the ESTATE AGENT fall to the ground screaming, aggressively rubbing their eyes until they faces become smudged in a thick red liquid and then distortion as their faces begin to fall apart.

Moments later the floor-plate begins to rotate faster as an ultra violet light appears brighter.

di warren

Quick! Get them out!

The DETECTIVES hurried, drag the EZEKIEL’S and SIMON out of the door.

They call the lift and when it arrives they drag the unconscious bodies inside and descend to the foyer.

THE FOYER.

Croft

Here are the keys to the car. Go, and drive it to the front entrance, quickly.

di warren

OK. Stay there.

DI WARREN notices the doors are locked and searches for the control button behind the CONCIERGE’S desk as detective CROFT tries desperately to wake SIMON.

CROFT

(Shaking him)

Simon, wake up. Wake up, Simon. Come on, wake up.

di warren

I’ve found it.

DI WARREN presses the button and the doors are unlocked. He quickly exits as detective CROFT continuously shakes SIMON’S body.

Croft

Simon. For God’s sake, wake up man! Wake up!

CROFT is suddenly hit over the head and killed by a HUMANOID and falls on top of SIMON’S body.

Moments later a car screeching and the DI hurriedly enters the foyer only to be whacked over the head from behind by the HUMANOID. 

Moments later SIMON opens his eyes and spots the only surviving HUMANOID dragging the bodies one by one into the lift. 
He pretends to be unconscious as the HUMANOID drags him into the lift.

CU: INSIDE THE LIFT.

As the lift ascends through the floor SIMON spots the pepper spray hanging from the detective CROFT’S coat pocket. 
He reaches for it and sprays it at the HUMANOID who falls down screaming and rubbing his face until a thick red liquid covers his face whole and then the dismantlement of the face begins.

Moments later the lift door opens and SIMON exits when he is approached by a very smart elderly man wearing gold rimmed spectacles and carrying a leather briefcase. 
At that moment the other lift door opens and two uniformed officers appear. 
SIMON stands still as he is approached by the officers and the bespectacled man who now holds a long syringe.

SIMON

What is this, man?

bESPECTACLED MAN

There is nothing to be afraid of.

The bespectacled man pricks him with the syringe and he falls to floor with his head spinning wildly, and the sentence repeating itself inside his head.

There is nothing to be afraid of.

There is nothing to be afraid of. 

There is nothing to be afraid of.

There is nothing to be afraid of.
INT: THE APARTMENT 47.

SIMON lies in bed twisting and turning in his sleep. 
STEFAN lies comfortably asleep next to him. 
Suddenly SIMON opens his eyes and stares up at the blurry ceiling for a moment. 
He checks the clock by the side of the bed, and the time reads 5.AM. He rubs his eyes and gains his vision, then he rises up and enters the living area where ALEX and MARY are fast asleep huddled together on the sofa. 
He smiles to himself and goes to the kitchen sink and turns on the tap, filling a glass with water. He drinks the water and heads back to the bedroom, when the floor-plate begins to rotate and an ultra violet light suddenly appears, incandescent. 
SIMON is static and screams, but his voice cannot be heard as he spins out of control.

estate agent (vo)

(Continuously)

Ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha! Ha ha ha ha ha ha ha hah!
fade out.
The end.
