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REDEMPTION POINT EPISODE 1: REBIRTH

FADE IN:

EXT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE - DUSK

The sky is tinged with purple, as twilight creeps over the
edge of the city. The distant sound of traffic and sirens mix
with the low hum of machinery from an unseen industrial area.
The warehouse looms on the outskirts, a forgotten relic, its
windows cracked, its metal doors rusted.

CUT TO:

INT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

Inside, the darkness is broken by faint shafts of light
seeping through the grime-covered windows. The air is thick
with dust, and debris litters the floor. JACK "HAWK" HAWKINS
crouches in the shadows, a man broken and battered by the
passage of time. His once muscular frame now gaunt, his eyes
hollow. He rummages through the trash, each movement
methodical yet desperate.

HAWK
(muttering, barely
audible)
Come on.. something.. anything.

His hand grasps a dented can of food. With a quick flick of
his wrist, he cracks it open, the metallic smell mixing with
the stale air. He eats, not for pleasure, but survival.

EXT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE - CONTINUOUS

From the opposite side of the street, SARAH watches. Her
silhouette sharp under the fading sunlight. Late 20s, her
presence is both graceful and dangerous. A sleek leather
jacket hugs her form, and her piercing green eyes never leave
Hawk. She mutters to herself, voice steady, calculated.

SARAH
(under her breath)
That’s him.. Jack Hawkins.

She crosses the street with purpose, boots crunching against

the gravel. As she nears the warehouse, her body language
tightens, prepared for whatever comes next.
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INT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Hawk, now leaning against the wall, savours his final bite.
His head jerks up when the door creaks open. Sarah steps
inside, her presence commanding the room. Their eyes lock.
For a second, Hawk freezes, his muscles tensing.

HAWK
(voice hoarse, defensive)
Who the hell are you?

SARAH
(calculating, yet firm)
Jack Hawkins. Army Ranger. Thought
dead... or maybe wishing you were.

She steps closer, her eyes scanning him, assessing the broken
man before her.

HAWK
(suspicious)
What do you want?

SARAH
(stern, pulling out a
folder from inside her
jacket)

Not what I want. What you need.
(she pauses, watching his
reaction)

Answers.. about what happened. About

why it happened.

Hawk's expression changes, his scepticism shifting to guarded
curiosity. He doesn’'t trust her, but he can’t ignore the fire
ignited by those words.

HAWK
(grimly)
I stopped looking for answers a
long time ago.

SARAH
(leaning in, voice softer
but intense)
Then start again.

For a moment, the silence is thick. Hawk stares at the folder
in her hand, fighting the urge to grab it. His past is a
wound he never wanted to reopen, but the temptation is there,
lurking behind his weary eyes.

Here’'s a revised version of the flashback and following
scenes.
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3.

I've added more depth to the flashback, ramped up the tension
between Hawk and Sarah, and fleshed out the presence of The
Ghost to heighten suspense:

CUT TO:

EXT. WARZONE - DAY - FLASHBACK - 5 YEARS AGO

The heat radiates off the desert landscape as HAWK and his
Army Ranger unit move in formation, dust kicking up with
every step. Their faces are hardened, prepared for anything.
Among them is CAPTAIN JENKINS, a stern but trusted leader.
The sound of distant gunfire is punctuated by radio chatter.

CAPTAIN JENKINS
(low voice, tense)
Hawk, we have a situation. Package
is compromised. Extraction’s
critical.

HAWK
(nods, determined)
Roger that, sir.

They push forward, weapons raised. The tension is palpable as
they approach a dilapidated building in the distance.
Suddenly, gunfire erupts from all sides. An ambush. Chaos
ensues. The team fights back valiantly, but they're
outnumbered. Hawk’s world spins as he's tackled to the ground
by enemy forces. His vision blurs as they drag him away, his
comrades’ desperate shouts fading into the distance.

CUT TO:

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM - NIGHT

Hawk is shackled to a chair, bruised and bloodied. A shadowy
figure looms over him, speaking in broken English, trying to
break him. The words are muffled, but the intention is
clear—-brainwashing, erasing his identity, controlling his
mind.

CUT TO:

INT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE - PRESENT
Hawk's eyes snap open. His breathing is ragged, haunted by

the memories. His expression darkens, anger bubbling beneath
the surface. He stares hard at Sarah.
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HAWK
(voice rough, anger
rising)
What do you know about my past?

SARAH

(calmly, revealing a

photo)
I know you were captured by a rogue
faction posing as a government
agency. They didn’t just capture
you, Hawk. They broke you. Tried to
reprogram you.

Hawk’s fists clench, his face tightens with rage, but there’s
a flicker of fear behind his eyes.

HAWK
(snapping)

Who the hell are you? How do you
know all this?

SARAH
(serious, stepping closer)
I'm someone who can help. There’s a
conspiracy—bigger than you realize.
They're still out there, and I have
the proof that can clear your name.

Hawk hesitates, his instincts pulling him in two
directions—trust or flight. Before he can respond, the
tension in the room thickens. Unbeknownst to them, across the
street, a shadowy figure stands in the distance. THE GHOST, a
cold, ruthless assassin with piercing eyes, watches them
intently. His lips curl into a menacing smile.

THE GHOST
(to himself, sinister)
Hawk'’s back.. and he’s brought
company.

CUT TO:

INT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Sarah’s expression shifts, as if sensing something is off.
Her hand moves instinctively to the gun holstered at her
side.

SARAH
(urgently)
We need to move. We’'re being
watched.
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Hawk's eyes dart to the shadows beyond the warehouse
entrance. He knows she’s right. His instincts kick in.

HAWK
(grimly)
I know a place.

CUT TO:

EXT. CITY STREET - NIGHT

Hawk and Sarah move swiftly through the dimly 1lit streets,
blending into the darkness. The city's neon signs flicker,
casting ominous shadows as they weave through back alleys.
Behind them, The Ghost follows silently, his presence like a
predator stalking prey. His movements are methodical, never
rushing, and always patient.

CUT TO:

INT. SAFE HOUSE - MIDNIGHT

The safe house is small, barely furnished, with peeling
wallpaper and a musty scent. Hawk leads Sarah in, securing
the door behind them. There’'s a palpable tension in the air.
He nods toward a shabby couch.

HAWK
(gruffly)
This is it. Where I’1ll be for now.

Sarah glances around, unimpressed but not surprised.
SARAH
(firmly)
I'm staying too.
Hawk raises an eyebrow but says nothing. He knows it’s
pointless to argue. There'’s something about her—resolute,
just as broken as he is, but driven.

CUT TO:

INT. SAFE HOUSE - LATER

The table is cluttered with files, photos, and documents.
Sarah spreads out the evidence she’s gathered. A tangled web
of corruption and conspiracy unfolds before them, but many
pieces are still missing.
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SARAH
(pointing to a document)
We need to dig deeper. There’'s a
pattern here, but we’re missing the
connection. Whoever’s behind this—
(she glances at Hawk)
—they're powerful.

HAWK
(nods, voice steady)
I'll find them. They thought they
buried me, but they were wrong.

Sarah watches him, impressed by his resolve, but there’s a
flicker of vulnerability behind her eyes. She hesitates for a
moment before speaking, her voice softening.

SARAH
(seriously)
Hawk, I'm not just helping you out
of some sense of duty. This is
personal.

HAWK
(eyes narrowing)
"What are you talking about?"

SARAH
(painfully, hesitating)
My sister.. she died. A mission gone
wrong. I think it’s connected to
this. To them.

Hawk’s expression shifts from hardened to empathetic. He
doesn’t respond immediately, but he feels the weight of her
words.

HAWK
(quietly)
I'm sorry.

Sarah looks down, her jaw clenched, determined to stay
strong.

SARAH
(softly)
Don’'t be. We’'re going to make them

pay.

SARAH (CONT'D)
(determined, voice shaking
slightly)

(MORE)
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SARAH (CONT'D)
I need to know what happened to
her. Who's responsible for my
sister’s death.

Hawk meets her gaze, nodding silently. They share an unspoken
understanding, both haunted by the past.

CUT TO:

EXT. CITY STREET - NIGHT

The Ghost stands in the shadow of a nearby building, his
sharp eyes fixed on the safe house across the street. A
flickering streetlight illuminates his cold expression. He
raises his phone, speaking in a low, controlled voice.

THE GHOST
(into phone)
I have a visual on Hawk. He's not
alone. There’s a woman with him.

VOICE ON PHONE
(calm, authoritative)
Stay on them. Don’t engage yet.

The Ghost lowers his phone, watching the apartment with the
patience of a predator.

INT. SAFE HOUSE - NIGHT

Back inside, Hawk and Sarah are still pouring over the
scattered documents, the weight of the conspiracy heavy on
their shoulders.

SARAH
(urgently)
We need to uncover the truth.
Whoever’s pulling the strings,
they’ve covered their tracks well.

Hawk sifts through the files, his jaw tight.

HAWK
(determined)
I'll handle it. I’1ll find out who'’s
behind this.

SARAH
(softly, with a hint of a
smile)
You're starting to care, Hawk.
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HAWK
(smirk creeping in)
Don’'t get any ideas. I'm just in it
for the thrill.

SARAH raises an eyebrow but stays silent. There’s a hint of
something unspoken between them—a growing bond built from
shared danger.

CUT TO:

INT. CAPTAIN JENKINS' OFFICE - MORNING

CAPTAIN JENKINS sits behind a cluttered desk, the tension
thick as a MYSTERIOUS FIGURE looms over him. Jenkins is
visibly uncomfortable, sweat beading at his temple.

CAPTAIN JENKINS
(trying to stay calm)
I don’'t know what you'’re talking
about.

The mysterious figure, cloaked in shadows, leans closer, his
voice dripping with menace.

MYSTERIOUS FIGURE
(low, threatening)
Don’'t play dumb, Captain. We know
everything—about Hawk, about the
mission. You can’t bury this.

Jenkins’ hand trembles slightly as he grips the edge of the
desk.

CAPTAIN JENKINS
(nervously)
What do you want?

MYSTERIOUS FIGURE
(smirking)
We want Hawk. And we’ll stop at
nothing to get him.

The words linger ominously as Jenkins' face pales, knowing
he’s in too deep.

CUT TO:
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EXT. CITY STREET - DAY

Hawk and Sarah walk briskly down a busy street, the city’s
hustle and bustle masking the tension between them. Sarah
glances over her shoulder, her instincts kicking in.

SARAH
(lowering her voice)
Hawk, we’re being followed.

HAWK
(tense, scanning the area)
Where?

Sarah nods toward the reflection in a store window. The Ghost
moves smoothly through the crowd, always staying just far
enough back to avoid detection.

SARAH
(pointing subtly)
That guy. He’'s been on us for
blocks.

Hawk’s eyes narrow as he locks onto The Ghost’s figure. His
blood runs cold-he knows exactly who it is.

HAWK
(under his breath)
Damn.. It’s The Ghost.

Sarah’s eyes widen as Hawk subtly pulls her toward a nearby
alley.

SARAH
(whispering)
What do we do?

HAWK
(calm but intense)
We make him think he’s still got
the upper hand. But we’re not
letting him corner us.

The two disappear into the alley, Hawk leading the way, his
every sense heightened. Behind them, The Ghost adjusts his
pace, a cruel smile forming. The hunt has begun.

Here’'s a revision of the alleyway face-off scene with more
tension, and added layers to the fight between Hawk and The
Ghost. It also sharpens the dialogue, raises the stakes with
Captain Jenkins and General Patel, and heightens the ambush
sequence for a more immersive experience.

CUT TO:
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10.

EXT. ALLEYWAY - DAY

Hawk and The Ghost stand opposite each other in a narrow,
dimly 1lit alleyway. The walls are covered in graffiti, and
the sound of distant city traffic is the only background
noise.

THE GHOST
(smirking, voice low)
Hawk... it’s been too long.

Hawk narrows his eyes, slowly drawing his gun, his stance
solid and unwavering.

HAWK
(coolly)
You'’ve been a hard man to track
down.
THE GHOST

(chuckling darkly,

stepping forward)
And you still think you can bring
me in?

The Ghost's eyes glint with a dangerous confidence as he
pulls out his own blade, gleaming in the faint light.

THE GHOST (CONT'D)
(smirking)
You’ll never take me alive, old
friend.

Without warning, the two men lunge at each other. Hawk’s
military precision meets The Ghost’s deadly finesse in a
brutal, close-quarters fight. Hawk uses his combat skills,
blocking The Ghost’s strikes, each move calculated and
fierce. The fight is swift, brutal-punches land, weapons are
drawn and discarded, and the sound of fists meeting flesh
fills the alley.

HAWK
(grimacing, voice
strained)
You always did talk too much.

Hawk manages to land a devastating punch to The Ghost'’s
midsection, sending him stumbling back.

TO BE CONTINUE...
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