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-Renegades-
Pitch Document

RENEGADES follows ZAC, who is part of a second class, sub-species of humanity to crop up on the early 22nd century (Anomalies), as he discovers an underground resistance fighting against the government that means to oppress him; ‘Overworld’. He meets and falls in love with the leader of this army, is interrogated and chased by government secret police, finds a family among a group of other Anomalies, learns to accept his oddities and difference as a positive thing and discovers what sets his species apart from humanity.
The series will also follows MELODY REED, an Overworld officer and daughter of a high-up government official, who is tasked with infiltrating this resistance, but instead finds herself questioning the morality the world as she knows it, and becoming closer with those she was taught to hate. Over the course of the season, each episode being 40 minutes, their stories become interlinked, with DEX (the resistance leader) at the centre. 
ZAC knows his life isn’t perfect. He knows the world shouldn’t be set up against him, but he is too afraid to fight back, knowing that Anomalies have gone ‘missing’ for less. After he defends a young Anom boy being attacked in a park, ZAC gets on the radar of both Overworld and the Resistance. He is brought into the fold by DEX, who neglects to mention that he is the leader of this resistance, and who, at first, wants only to introduce ZAC to some of the underground safe places for Anoms – A Bar called reverie become their get-together place, and ZAC grows increasingly fond of DEX with each time they meet. This develops into ZAC being brought to the main base of operations (St.Pancras Station, 50 years after a chemical bomb was set off, a place off Overworld’s radar, and housing thousands of Anomalies) after the club is raided and his life is at risk. 
This runs simultaneously with the revelation of MELODY’S story: she is the daughter of an Overworld CEO (Lars Arnhart) and an officer, tasked with bringing down the rebellion from the inside. She gains his trust slowly, integrating herself into his crew: RIPPER, a pseudo-sibling to Dex, who acts as the brawn for their operation, leaning on brute force, their machete, and their rage to get them through life: SOO- YEON, the weapons expert, who’s wit is as sharp as her aim: MICKY, a technical genius, SOO-YEONS partner, and often the mediator for the group at large, he has a kind demeanour but is fiercely protective: KAY, who’s innovation surpasses anything seen in a century, she can build anything, and is equally good at safe-cracking and thievery: NYM, the group’s medic, she’s quiet and calm, often providing the support both physically and mentally, for the others. At first, they are all distrusting of MELODY, especially RIPPER, who’s life motto is ‘guilty until proven innocent’, but she finds a way to earn even Their respect.
This breaks apart when the club is raided, and MELODY is assumed to be the mole that sold them out, bringing both of the stories into the same present moment. From here, ZAC learns more about what it means to be an Anomaly, learning that the difference in their DNA gives Anoms ‘gifts’ such as DEX’S to manipulate small segments of time, RIPPER’S to give animation to drawn or tattooed pictures (making them able to use their own chain tattoo as a weapon). He trains his own ability, that of absorbing information through touch, from a living or mechanic source, such as seeing a person’s memories, or learning a language by skimming a foreign dictionary. MELODY arrives at the base, with information on the true mole and on a ‘kill-code’ operation within Overworld, that would put an end to all Anomalies. 
Following the journey of DEX’S crew, with ZAC as it’s newest member, and MELODY as an un-trusted agent being constantly watched and assessed for her usefulness, the rest of the show would track their steps to shutting down this operation and saving their kind from extinction. It is, at its heart, a future-fantasy, with themes of Romance, with ZAC and DEX falling for each other as they grow closer. It will stand apart from others of its kind, by having a refreshing new look at diversity and inclusion on screen in this genre. RIPPER and SOO-YEON as trans characters (non-binary and a trans woman, respectively) will be authentic portrayals, focusing on their development and their role in the ‘crew’ rather than their identity. The focus on ZAC and DEX’S relationship as any romance, rather than a specifically queer one, is something overlooked in television. 
















-Renegades-
Character Outline

Born into a world that doesn’t want him, part of the 11% to be born each year with mutated DNA, ZAC (His chosen name) understood very early on that life wouldn’t be easy for him. As with all anoms, he was labelled with the tattooed A on his right hand to make it easy for the world to recognise him, and the computer chip in his neck to make it easy for the government to track him. As with most of his kind (Anomalies) he never knew his family and was raised in a state-funded orphanage with others in a similar position, given a sort-code as a name (NL21 115 24119129). Despite this, ZAC struggled to form friendships in his early years, with a mix of undiagnosed autism, and a hopeful outlook that all his imbittered acquaintances seemed to hate, he spent most of his childhood reading and alone, leaving little time for refining his social skills.
ZAC is, at is his very core, unfalteringly kind: he is lovable for his naivety, his unerring ability to be kind in the face of such cruelty. Despite being hated for who he is, ZAC has developed a strong sense of self, finding comfort in being true in a world based on lies. He is occasionally funny, though not intentionally, rather through his observations and speech patterns: those who do not understand him very well think he has a dry sense of humour. He is gentle with his opinions, putting the feelings of others before his own honesty, before his own feelings often. 
Having done nothing but read for most of his youth, ZAC has developed a very extensive vocabulary, preferring not to use the modern slang, and often using words that most people require a dictionary to understand. He has a habit of quoting authors and poets, assuming it won’t be recognised: on the rare occasions someone picks up on his references, he is thrilled and often launches into discussion about their work. 
Despite ZAC’s size (6’1), he is very slim, and unassuming. He has never thought much about what he should look like, or what the world would like him to look like but does wish he were stronger. ZAC’s wish to protect others and treat them with kindness has led him into many fights, none of which he has won and most of which he has run from. He wants to be brave but thinks he does not have what it takes to be anything other than ordinary and scared. 
More than anything, ZAC wants to be loved. He wants to find a place and a person, maybe more than one. He often watches the people going to the Cinema across the street from his house and finds himself jealous: he wishes he had a sibling to have shared his childhood with, a friend to talk to and lean on. He is, at heart, a romantic, wanting to find someone, or some people to share his life with. He doesn’t know who he is attracted to, and confuses the difference between platonic and romantic; he has never been close enough with anyone to feel much of either. He will discover, upon meeting DEX, RIPPER and MELODY, that he is Asexual, Biromantic, and learn what it is like to feel both brotherly and romantic love. 
ZAC’s biggest flaw is, ironically, his goodness. He is too quick to trust, wanting to give anyone the benefit of the doubt, and hope that under everything they can be good. This trust is often thrown back at him, and when this happens, he assumes it was his fault, and that he is too flawed to be trusted in return. He has not learnt to guard himself and gives all of himself to each attempt at a relationship (of any kind) only to be rejected or hurt. 
In his early life, he didn’t have much time, or money, to spare on hobbies, but he will grow a love for music and gardening, finding it calming and comforting to know he can nurture something and keep it safe, when he often can’t protect the other important things in his life. He also develops a stronger sense of his own identity, expressing himself in his style in a way he had never explored before, and realising he enjoys playing with the idea of his femininity, often not entirely associating with the typical male experience. 
His motivations throughout the journey he takes, changes, but one consistent need for him, is to find this belonging. For someone or some people to love him, and for him to find love in return. This will develop into a want for the world around him to change; at the beginning, he accepts his place in the world, despite knowing it is wrong, because he is afraid he can do nothing to change it. With the arrival of DEX, MELODY and RIPPER in his life, he learns to be hopeful for a better world, and in turn his motivation becomes to bring this future about.
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Episode One

By Emery Futer




































. Ext. London. Day

It is 2315. The city is destroyed, everything north of the Thames in a state of disarray with small suburbs sitting in amongst the rubble. What remains south of the river is modernised, a clinical high-tech style. Hover-cars fly between skyscrapers.

                ZAC – V.O 
   		My home. New London. The pinnacle of modern 
		ingenuity, art-

A hover-car backfires on the street. A graffiti artist sprays a red line through a billboard that reads 'Overworld Cares'

                ZAC – V.O 
    		And freedom.

A gunshot rings out and the Graffiti artist collapses, three black-clad officers stand around the body, one nudges the body with his foot.

                ZAC – V.O 
   		That is. If you're human. Which not all of 
us have the privilege of being.
                
           

. Int. ZAC’S Apartment. DAY

Sickly beige walls, peeling paint and plaster, sparce furniture, one large window, no personality.

                ZAC – V.O 
		If you happen to be in the 11% of babies 
born each year with mutated DNA, like me, 
then these liberties don't much apply to 
you. We are Anomalies.

ZAC (25) enters, scratches the computer chip under his ear and sits on the only chair in the flat, picking up the fridge manual from the table and opening to the 'cooling element' page. We see a large, tattooed A on the back of his right hand.

                ZAC – V.O 
    		That's me, trying to work out how to fix my 
		fridge - the fourth thing to break this month 
		- because there's only one mechanic in the city
		who takes Anom customers, and he charges triple
		for the risk.

ZAC sighs, and faceplants the table.

                ZAC – V.O 

    		And that's me realising I'm going to have to 
		go and buy a replacement part from the only 
		hardware store that will take my money.

ZAC stands, to leave, grabbing his coat and keys on the way out. Door slams.

            TITLE: RENEGADES:


. Ext. London. Day

            MUSIC: DURBAN SKIES BY BASTILLE:

We follow ZAC walking, head down, long strides. Strangers stare, a few mumble. When he reaches a crossing, someone waiting to cross pushes past him, knocking him into the road. They don't apologise.
He reaches a large, busy park with uniform trees, perfect flowerbeds. A crowd is forming by the small lake ahead. Zac approaches.

            SONG FADES OUT, SOUNDS OF YELLING FADE IN:


. Ext. Lakeside. Day

Zac skirts the outside of the group; he is tall enough to see over most of their heads. A young man (20) lays on the ground, bloody, bruised face, with a much larger attacker kneeling over him. He punches the young man again, the victim throws his hands up to protect himself and we see the black A tattoo on his hand. The crowd cheers.
Zac starts forward, into the crowd, pushing toward the front. He much smaller than the attacker.

                ZAC.
        	(Scared)
    		Get off him.

The attacker stops, looking over his shoulder at ZAC.

                ATTACKER.
        	(Hostile)
    		What did you say?

                ZAC.
    		Only a coward fights those who don't stand 
a chance against him.

Attacker stands, releases his grip on the young man's shirt, and squares up to Zac.

                ATTACKER.
        	(Sneering)
   		And you think that's you, Anom?

                ZAC.
    		Quite the contrary. I just needed you 
distracted.

The attacker turns; the young man is running away. The crowd begins to stir again, expecting another fight. Attacker lunges for ZAC: he dodges the punch and runs back the way he came through the park.

On the outskirts on the crowd, DEX (24) stands apart from the rest. He watches in silence, face set. Curious. His gaze follows Zac leaving. As he turns his head we see his neck-chip.


. Int. ZAC’S Apartment. Evening

Zac, panting, arrives home. Shuts and locks the door behind him, he leans on it to catch his breath. He walks to the window facing the street below. We see a cinema opposite, billboard advertises a cliche romance. In the spotlight of a streetlamp, a figure watches him.
He pulls the curtains shut fast. Nervous. A digital clock on bedside reads '04/02/2315 18:00'


. Int. ZAC’S Apartment. Day

Digital clock now reads '11/02/2315 12:28'
The curtains are shut, room dim. The table now has a fridge manual, and scattered parts lying across it. ZAC looks at them from his bed. His phone buzzes, screen lights up with a message from 'Craig' that reads 'I didn't take a risk hiring one of your kind just to have you flake out on me'. Zac turns the phone over.

                ZAC.
    		Suppose I should start looking for new 
employment.

ZAC's phone buzzes again but he doesn't read the message. He stands and walks to the window, pulling the curtain aside enough to look down at the street. The figure is still watching him, from an alley entrance between the cinema and building next door – a dingy cafe with no customers.

                ZAC.
   		 I must be insane.

Zac picks up his coat and keys and heads for the door.


.Int. Laboratory- Nightmare.

Flashes of the nightmare: MELODY (28) is breathing through a tube, floating in a pale-greenish liquid. Glimpses of a laboratory environment, white clinical surfaces. She struggles and fights to break the glass, kicking out: it cracks – cut to black.

. Int. MEL’S Bedroom. Morning

MELODY opens her eyes, rolls onto her back and sighs. She is tired of the nightmares. Follow MEL as she goes to the bathroom, takes two pills with a glass of water which is sitting by the sink.

            MUSIC:SLUMP (ENGLISH VERSION) BY STRAY KIDS:

She gets dressed, heads out of the apartment. We see glimpses of the flat; shades of blue, tidy, houseplants and decorations but no photos anywhere. A framed certificate - MELODY REED, for completing her Overworld Operative Training, top of her class.


. Ext. Park. Morning

Modern park, nestled between three large company buildings, and an indie coffee shop, it has neat paths amongst flowerbeds, stone benches in uniform patterns. There are other joggers, businessmen eating lunch.

            MUSIC: CHORUS STARTS:

MEL jogs through park, head down, determined. Music grows louder, she speeds up past the 'OviTech' building. Ahead on the path there is a man trying to wave her down with an arm full of files and papers. She groans and takes a left through winding path, avoiding him.
The man, ANDERSON (21) jogs after her, out of breath. She stops and rolls her eyes. Takes out earphones, music comes to abrupt stop.

                MELODY.
        		(Frustrated)
    		Must you?

                ANDERSON.
    		You've not been answering your phone

                MELODY.
       		(Dryly)
    		Oh, I wonder why.

                ANDERSON.
   		I know you don't like me Miss Reed, but 
it's my job to get you where you need to 
be. And you've missed the last / four reports.

                MELODY.
    		/That's because I have nothing to report.

                ANDERSON.
    		Put yourself in my position Miss Reed...

                MELODY.
        		(Bored)
   		I'll call my father. There. I'll tell him 
in person.

ANDERSON is worried, he hugs his papers closer to his chest.

                MELODY.
    		Dear god man, take a coffee break, you're 
far too high-strung.

                ANDERSON.
        		 (Nervous)
    		Have you met him Miss?

                MELODY.
    		What?

                ANDERSON.
    		The leader? 285? I heard he's giant, slinks
like a wild cat through the streets / and

                MELODY.
    		/Do stop listening to the gossip channel. 
He's nothing like that. He's.... ordinary


. Ext. Street. Night

CAPTION ACROSS THE CENTRE OF SCREEN, BOLD LETTERS, THE CITY AT NIGHT IN THE BACKGROUND: A MONTH AGO

MELODY lounges against the brick, smoking. She is under neon lighting, a sign that reads 'Reverie'. A repeating thump comes through the wall; it is a nightclub.
She freezes, we pan down to see a knife at her side. DEX stands behind her, holding the knife. He has a dark expression, she is calm.

                DEX.
   	 	Convince me not to kill you, Officer.

                MELODY.
   	 	How'd you know?

                DEX.
   		The arrogance. The suit. The badge.

                MELODY.
    		My mistake.

                DEX.
    		You're looking for me? Why? The rest of 
your kind tends to shoot first ask 
questions later.

                MELODY.
    		I'm unarmed. And curious.

The knife moves and she turns, seeing DEX for the first time. He still looks tense. MELODY drops her cigarette and crushes it under her boot, DEX leans against the alley wall and spins his knife between his fingers, watching her.

                DEX.
    		So what's a black-shirt like you doing
down here? It's a bit far from OviTech 
isn't it?

                MELODY.
    		I'd say it's more Navy than black 
Actually

DEX gives her a dry, un-amused look, and turns to leave.

                MELODY.
    		Do you have a place for a double agent? 
I know you're running some sort of 
operation.

                DEX.
   		We haven't escaped Overworld Radar then?

                MELODY.
    		We both know that'd be impossible. Eyes 
everywhere and such. (She gestures to a 
security camera across the street) But 
I can keep those eyes looking / elsewhere

                DEX.
/ And I should believe that you want to 
betray your own people so that you can 
aid our cause. You? Melody Reed, an 
overworld officer, daughter of 
the Ovitech CEO Lars Arnhart in fact.
Top of your class for 8 straight years, 
And now you want to give that up? 

                MELODY.
    		You've done your research then...I have 
too - DX 81 285 18042292, born and trained 
in Nottingham under Aayush Khatri. You were
on Overworld's payroll / yourself.

                DEX.
   		/ It was an indenture, not employment. And 
all you're proving is that you've got access
to my files, not that I should trust you.

                MELODY.
    		Thing is, I'm not asking you to trust me. 
I'm telling you I can be useful.

They both turn to the security camera, and it swivels away from them, aiming down the street instead. DEX is impressed. He taps the knife against his fingers, pondering, then nods and addresses her curtly.

                DEX.
    		If you're really that interested, come here
again, alone, in 4 days. Bring me proof 
you're willing to work against them.

A beat. MELODY whistles, daunted by the task.

                MELODY.
    		Can I at least get your name? I know most
Anoms give themselves one, and using your 
number feels like an insult.

                DEX.
    		You can call me Dex. If you're up to the 
task, I'll see you soon.
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Episode ___

By Emery Futer




(Scene Snippet takes place after the ‘St. Pancras Base’ has been introduced: the train station is in a state of disarray, not in use anymore, so the Anomaly resistance uses it as their ‘home’. Dex, having been sent to find an informant in Australia, is presumed dead after his plane is shot down.)
















.Ext. St. Pancras Base. Day

It is grey, drizzling with rain, making the scene hazy. St. Pancras station stands in the background, we follow ZAC as he walks the gravel path away from the building, curving through a vegetable garden and past a small wooden shed where a young girl stands guard with a shotgun. She nods to him in recognition, he gives her a fake smile.
ZAC wipes rain from his face with his hoodie sleave. A bus shelter, roof half shattered, comes into view. Ripper sits on the bench underneath, back to ZAC as he approaches.

                RIPPER.
        	(Harshly)
   		Zac. Do you want something?

ZAC tugs at his sleeves nervously, his eyes are red from crying. He steps closer and RIPPER stiffens.

                ZAC.
   		I need to talk to someone who understands.

RIPPER turns to look over their shoulder, their eyes are red too. They look tired.

                RIPPER.
    		And you think that's me?

                ZAC.
   		I know it is. No-one here loves - loved – 
him as much as you.

                RIPPER.
    		There might be one.

Their face softens, they gesture for ZAC to sit next to them, and he does so, pushes his glasses up his nose and sniffling.

                ZAC.
    		When did you work it out?

                RIPPER.
   		You kidding?

A Beat. ZAC is confused.

                RIPPER. (CONT'D)
    		You really are socially oblivious... Usually
friends don't look at each other the way you 
looked at him. You were smitten from day one. 
It's why I hated you.

                ZAC.
    		Oh. You loved him as well?

                RIPPER.
    		Not in the same way as you. I wasn't jealous.
I was scared. Dex's last... fling... didn't 
go so well. And it's always been my job to 
protect him. I just didn't want you to break 
his heart.

They laugh dryly and tuck their long ginger hair behind one ear, looking away from ZAC.

                RIPPER. (CONT'D)
    		Not that it matters now. I couldn't protect 
him when he needed it.

ZAC reaches his hand toward RIPPER but withdraws it at the last second. He is unsure how to behave. RIPPER wipes aggressively at their tear-stained face.

                ZAC.
    		I know we didn't start on the right footing,
but I have grown to understand you quite 
well in the past months. Dex spoke fondly 
of you.

RIPPER looks doubtful.

                ZAC. (CONT'D)
    		I know you were the first to show him 
kindness, and that he claimed to owe you 
his life. I know he loved you like a 
sibling, that he trusted you explicitly, 
and strived to make you proud. And more 
than anything, I know how safe you made 
him feel. You did everything within your 
power to protect him. What happened –

ZAC chokes up. RIPPER puts their hand on his back and he breathes.

                ZAC. (CONT'D)
    		What happened to him, and the others, was
out of our control. It is not your fault. 
Grieve him, but do not blame yourself. He 
wouldn't want that.

RIPPER stands suddenly, offering their hand to ZAC. He is confused but takes their hand and stands, walking alongside them. RIPPER leads them further away from the base, towards a distant line of trees surrounding the plot.

                RIPPER.
    		He loved you too. And for what it's worth...
I think you would have been good for him.

The rain is easing up. They walk together in silence as the light moves around them and the sun begins to go down, casting them in gold.


.Ext. Woods. Evening

RIPPER and ZAC reach the fence beyond the trees, they stop. ZAC puts his hand on the wire-fence.

                ZAC.
    		This place is starting to feel more like
a prison than a home.

                RIPPER.
    		He was what anchored you here, it makes 
sense that with him gone you feel unmoored.
But we still need you here. Melody needs you.

ZAC looks at RIPPER, surprised, and turns his back to the fence. The base is no longer in sight, only the trees.

                ZAC.
    		I thought you hated her.

                RIPPER.
    		I hate where she came from. I hate that she
lived most of her life hunting our kind. 
But it doesn't matter what I feel. Dex 
thought she was worth trusting, so I'll grow
to like her if it's the last thing I do.

                ZAC.
    		She holds you in a very high regard, Ripper.
We all / do.

                RIPPER.
(Agitated)
    		/Don’t. I know where this is going.

                ZAC.
    		Someone has to lead in his place... I think 
It should be you.

RIPPER turns and begins to walk away. ZAC chases after them, struggling to keep up. He reaches out to them, they catch his wrist in a tight grip and he winces.

                RIPPER.
   		I said don't.

                ZAC.
    		Ripper, you're hurting me.

                RIPPER.
        	(Viciously)
    		Don't you dare. Don't ask me to fill the 
gap he left. As if he's replaceable. As if
I'd be good enough - or anyone / would be.

                ZAC.
    		/ No-one could fill that gap. Believe me.

ZAC tugs his hand out of their grasp and rubs his sore wrist. He is firmer than he has ever been.

                ZAC. (CONT'D)
    		You're not the only one left behind.
                
   
