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My Questions.

1. Can you follow what’s happening, without having an extensive amount of backstory given?
2. Is it exciting/ does it create curiosity
3. Any Other Feedback



































ACT I

. 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 - NARRATION
   		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 - NARRATION
    		And basic freedoms.

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

                ZAC - NARRATION
   		That is. If you're human. Which not all of us 
		have the privilege of being.
                
           

. Int. apartment. DAY

Sickly beige walls, peeling paint and plaster, sparce for furniture, no personality.

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

ZAC (25) enters, scratches the computer chip located 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. He has a large, tattooed A on the back of his right hand.

                ZAC - NARRATION
    		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 – NARRATION

    		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: DUBAN SKIES BY BASTILLE:

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 large park, uniform trees, perfect flowerbeds. It is large, and busy. 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, he 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, releasing 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.

Attacker turns, the young man is running away. The crowd begin to stir again, expecting another fight. Attacker lunges for ZAC: he dodges the hit 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. Zacs Apartment. Evening

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


. Int. Zacs 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 laying 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 dark figure is still watching him, from an Alley entrance between the cinema and building next door - grungy cafÃ© with no customers.

                ZAC.
   		 I must be insane.

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




























ACT II

. Int. Apartment. Morning

Flashes of a nightmare: MELODY 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.
MELODY (28) 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 water 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. Framed certificate - MELODY REED, for completing her Overworld Operative Training, top of her class.


. Ext. Park. Morning

Modern park, neat paths amongst flowerbeds, stone benches in uniform patterns. Nestled between three large company buildings, and an indie coffee shop, 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 and 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

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, he leans against the ally 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, not 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 - Melody 
Reed, an overworld officer, daughter of 
the Ovitech CEO Lars Arnhart and top of 
your class for 8 straight years - want 
to betray your own people so that you can 
aid our cause.

                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
Anom's give themself 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.


