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PREVIOUSLY ON MARVEL’S AGENTS OF SHIELD

Resurrected from his death at the hands of Norse Trickster

God Loki, PHIL COULSON leads a ragtag crew of Agents of the

Strategic Homeland Intervention, Enforcement and Logistics

Division (SHIELD). They are tasked with the duty of

thwarting evil and protecting the innocent after SHIELD

itself has fallen, leaving the task to them alone.

Consisting of Coulson’s second-in-command, MELINDA MAY,

hacker/Inhuman DAISY JOHNSON, the science and engineering

team, JEMMA SIMMONS and LEO FITZ, mechanic ALPHONSO

MACKENZIE, and Inhuman speedster ELENA "YoYo" RODRIGUEZ, the

team has conquered adversity both terrestrial and beyond.

After the fall of SHIELD, the nefarious HYDRA forces

reemerged. Seeking world domination, the leaders of Hydra

sought to wield an army super-soliders, with strength

equivalent to that of Captain America.

Hydra’s search was answered by the rise of Inhumans; an

evolutionary step in humanity, granting those born with

ancient strands of dormant Inuman DNA with potentially great

power. As more Inhumans emerged, social unrest grew to

oppose them. Hate groups, most notably "THE WATCHDOGS,"

declared war on the new, powerful race. The Agents of SHIELD

did their best in thwarting their adversaries’ attempts, but

they were forced to do so in the shadows. It wasn’t until

months later that this new SHIELD organization returned into

the public eye; In doing so, they declared their mission to

protect the innocent, human and Inhuman alike, and greatly

expanded their list of enemies.

Before long, this small SHIELD’s jursidiction expanded

beyond earth itself. The team discovered a monlith with the

ability to transport individuals throughout space. Jemma

found herself teleported onto a mysterious and dangerous

planet in the far reaches of the cosmos. Upon her return,

the team faced enemies ranging from space marauders to

wayward earthly spirits. They also found unlikely allies,

including the devil’s flaming-skulled bounty hunter, the

GHOST RIDER. With their short time with the Rider concluded,

SHIELD’s attention returned to the living.

Amid Hydra’s apparent fall, numerous competitors have risen

to replace the organization. ADVANCED IDEA MECHANICS (AIM)

has become the premiere provider for high-tech and

experimental weapons for militia organizations throughout

the world. The Agents of SHIELD, only strengthened by their

past toils, continue the fight against these forces in their

undying duty to act as a bastion of hope and humanity’s

shield. With their eyes set on the future, however, the

Agents of SHIELD may have made themselves vulnerable to

enemies of their past.
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Teaser

EXT. SHIELD DATA BASE - NIGHT

Spots of low-angled lights illuminate an otherwise dark

courtyard outside of an urban-based SHIELD data facility.

Two GUARDS (30s) huddle around a tablet upon which they are

viewing a news report:

NEWS ANCHOR (V.O.)

Late last night, the Captain

America Smithsonian exhibit was

robbed of vintage footage of the

Star-Spangled Avenger. Strangely,

no artifacts or relics in the

sprawling exhibition were stolen

with the tapes. The footage’s value

is priced around...

GUARD 1

Can you believe this?

GUARD 2

Insane. I’ll tell you what, though:

My daughter’s birthday is coming up

soon and she’s nuts about Cap. I

may have to keep an eye on eBay for

the next few days...

GUARD 1

Think you can afford those tapes on

Level 1 clearance?

GUARD 2

Probably not even on Level 7.

Alright, man, I gotta get back to

my route.

Guard 2 walks away as Guard 1 leans back on a wall.

GUARD 1

Happy bidding!

Behind Guard 2, Guard 1 is pulled around a corner letting

out a muffled yelp.

Guard 2 continues walking as a hooded figure, TASKMASTER,

armed to the teeth with a carbon fiber sword strapped to his

back, a karambit knife on his lower left side and a silenced

pistol in his hand, emerges from the shadows.
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Without breaking stride, Taskmaster shoots Guard 2 in the

back of the head and ascends a ladder to the roof.

INT. UPPER FLOOR - CONTINUOUS

Two GUARDS walk by. Taskmaster stabs them. They’re down.

Behind Taskmaster storm two MERCS. One hands Taskmaster a

compound bow with four explosive arrows.

Taskmaster fires two into a door frame on the lower level,

swarming with GUARDS. BOOM. He fires two more at another.

The trio approach a door at the end of the hallway and SLAM

an X-shaped device to it. The tips of the X stretch to each

corner with metal cords leading back to the center.

One merc arms the device. Guard FOOTSTEPS. The other merc

aims, but Taskmaster shoves his weapon down.

The guards swarm through both doors, the arrows blink red.

BOOM!

Taskmaster unsheathes his sword. The X-device retracts and

tears the door off its hinges. He rolls into the room.

INT. CONTROL ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Taskmaster cuts through GUARDS, predicting their movements.

He sheathes his weapons and approaches a computer stationed

in front of a series of security monitors.

On one of the monitors, two GUARDS run to a door on the

room’s right. Taskmaster stares into the screen and aims at

the doorway.

Taskmaster, eyes still on the screen, slightly adjusts his

aim and fires two shots at the door, killing both Guards.

Taskmaster holsters his pistol and types on the keyboard. On

the screen appears security footage of DAISY JOHNSON in

action as QUAKE. The two mercs enter.

MERC 1

Sir?

TASKMASTER

What they need is here.

Taskmaster turns to his partners.

(CONTINUED)
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TASKMASTER

Pick the place clean.

END OF TEASER

ACT 1

INT. SHIELD DATA BANK - DAY

Bodies of the slain guards lie among discarded equipment as

SHIELD AGENTS walk around collecting samples.

LEO FITZ analyzes bullet holes with his tablet.

FITZ

I’m just gonna put it out there:

Cybernetically-enhanced ninjas.

ALPHONSO "MACK" MACKENZIE stands up from examining a

laceration on one corpse’s neck.

MACK

Is that a guess or a hope?

FITZ

Well, I certainly wouldn’t hope for

such a thing that could kill this

many people...however fascinating

as that may be.

PHIL COULSON approaches them.

COULSON

I don’t know about that, but one

thing that is pretty fascinating is

how whoever did this came in and

pulled out like a ghost. And less

of a "Casper the Friendly" variety

and more like the "we built on top

of their burial site" type.

MACK

You see, you joke like that now.

Mack hands Fitz a bullet casing. Fitz holds it in front of

his tablet.

COULSON

I’ll order geo analysis to check

for Indigenous remains once we get

back to base, but in the meantime

we should scrounge together a lead.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 5.

FITZ

I’m just going to put five dollars

down on Cyber Ninjas now.

MACK

If I find a throwing star, you’ll

be the first person to know.

COULSON

Speaking of weapons, this all seems

pretty unorthodox, doesn’t it?

Mack runs his hand over a cut in a wall.

MACK

This is an awful lot of slicing and

dicing. I think I need to get a

patent for shotgun axe.

FITZ

The swords do support my theory--

MACK

Or wet dream...

FITZ

But these ballistics match your

typical black market assault rifle

favorites.

COULSON

So nothing along the likes of our

friends at AIM?

Coulson kneels down and examines a bullet casing.

FITZ

No, nothing even remotely that

advanced or experimental.

MACK

Well it certainly looks like they

didn’t need it, if it even was a

"they."

COULSON

Plus with the apparent fireworks

show that went off on these

doorways, this was clearly a

meticulously planned operation.

Whoever pulled this off must have

had access to blueprints, security

layouts--

(CONTINUED)
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MACK

Did we ever publish that "How to

Infiltrate a SHIELD Base for

Dummies" book?

FITZ

Either way, I guess we can’t know

for sure given that they wiped all

the security footage.

Fitz looks up to a nearby security camera.

COULSON

And not just wiped, confiscated.

They took a stockpile of security

footage from a data vault but left

all of this behind.

FITZ

Could be to throw us off their

tracks, cover whatever else they

did take.

MACK

Yeah, it could take days to sift

through what they didn’t steal to

find what’s missing.

COULSON

True, but this could help us speed

up the process.

Coulson holds up a USB drive.

FITZ

Did you have that this whole time?

COULSON

...yes.

FITZ

What, were you waiting for a

dramatic reveal?

COULSON

I was waiting to play off of the

words "flash" or "drive" and

neither of you said either yet.

MACK

You’re right, this is our fault.

Coulson examines the USB in his hand.

(CONTINUED)
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COULSON

This was either left behind or

forgotten about in the control

room.

MACK

So we just go back to base and

stick this suspicious USB into our

highly-secretive government agency

computers?

COULSON

That’s ridiculous...but also

exactly what we are going to do.

FITZ

Should we wait for our resident

hacking expert?

COULSON

No. She’ll probably have her hands

full for a bit.

EXT. SHADY ALLEY - NIGHT

MEN (40s) in business suits linger in a dark alleyway, with

only harsh spots of light shining down onto the reflective

wet pavement.

From the shadows emerge four WATCHDOGS (30s), dressed in

camo and trademark masks, all armed with assault rifles.

SUITED MAN 1

Gentlemen! So glad you could make

it.

WATCHDOG 1

Sorry for not RSVPing. Do you have

it?

SUITED MAN 1

It and more!

Suited Man 1 snaps his fingers and one of his colleagues

holding a suitcase approaches.

The Watchdogs tense up as he does, drawing their weapons.

Suited Man 1 raises an arm as he takes the briefcase.

(CONTINUED)
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SUITED MAN 1

Feast your eyes, gentle...dogs.

Suited Man 1 opens the briefcase to reveal an

experimental-looking weapon.

Watchdog 1 tilts his head, true to his dog form.

SUITED MAN 1

This here is some bona fide

Advanced Idea Mechanics ingenuity.

If you have a problem, just point

this at it and watch it disappear

before your very eyes.

WATCHDOG 1

You didn’t promise us a magic

trick. Does it work?

SUITED MAN 1

Well, you get what you pay for, as

it were. So, as long as you have

the established amount...

WATCHDOG 1

About that...

Watchdogs aim at the suited men, also raising their weapons.

WATCHDOG 1

We found a coupon for the five

finger discount.

Suited Man 1 stares back at Watch Dog 1, mouth agape.

DAISY (O.S.)

Honor among thieves.

Every armed man turns their weapon on the approaching voice.

DAISY JOHNSON, suited for combat, enters the light.

DAISY

Evidently harder to find than you

slackers. Really? The "Beware of

Dog" sticker on the van? Whose idea

was that?

One Watchdog droops his head.

WATCHDOG 1

Now might be a good time to test

that weapon, doc.

(CONTINUED)
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DAISY

What, on little old me? I’m just

the distraction.

MELINDA MAY leaps out of the shadows and hits one of the

Watchdogs with a flying kick. Daisy then pushes back a few

of them with her power.

The two take on the armed men before only one remains.

Daisy pushes him through the air with a powerful blast from

her hand, sending him directly in May’s direction for a

swift kick to the face.

DAISY

Y’know, for a company called "AIM"

you’d figure they would be better

at it.

SIMMONS (O.S.)

Cough.

DAISY

Oh, come on. That was good.

INT. CONTROL VAN - NIGHT

JEMMA SIMMONS sits behind a small desk in the bed of a van

covered almost entirely in wires and equipment.

SIMMONS

If you’re going to be a

full-fledged super hero, you need

to work on your quipping.

EXT. SHADY ALLEY - NIGHT

DAISY

What? My quipping is fine.

She turns to May.

DAISY

Right?

MAY

Better than mine, I’ll give you

that.

(CONTINUED)
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DAISY

I’m going take that as a

compliment.

SIMMONS (O.S.)

We can discuss your comedic

adequacy once you get back here

with the case.

DAISY

Someone sounds done with our new

wheels.

SIMMONS (O.S.)

Let’s just say every complaint I’ve

had about our quinjets has been

thoroughly put into perspective.

What do we have?

Daisy and May recover the suitcase and open it.

DAISY

This thing looks like Decepticon

hairdryer.

MAY

What the hell is that?

DAISY

It blows hot air out so your hair

dries faster--

MAY

Listen--

SIMMONS (O.S.)

I’m going to bump you up to a B- in

the quip department today for that

one.

DAISY

That’s more like it...wait a

minute.

Daisy notices a folded piece of paper hanging out of one

suited man’s jacket.

SIMMONS (O.S.)

What is it?

Daisy retrieves it.

(CONTINUED)
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DAISY

Piece of paper one of these suits

has. It says "Solomon" with

tomorrow’s date and a time.

MAY

I may not be a detective, but it

looks like these boys had another

busy day planned for tomorrow.

DAISY

Well, I guess we know what that

means.

SIMMONS (O.S.)

That we aren’t done with this

cramped little box with wheels?

DAISY

Well...you’re not wrong, but we

have a date.

SIMMONS (O.S.)

Oh! I’m not sure Fitz would be okay

with that.

Beat.

SIMMONS (O.S.)

That was a joke.

DAISY

Ah! Can’t...can’t always tell with

you.

MAY

Let’s call that two B minuses.

Daisy quickly shuts the briefcase with a--

CUT TO:

INT. TASKMASTER’S OFFICE - NIGHT

A needle gently comes down on a record, guided by

Taskmaster’s still-gloved fingers.

Static. Mozart’s Adagio in B minor begins to play.

The room is well-lit, brightening the old fashioned

aristocratic design, seemingly unrefined for decades with

peeling walls and dilapidated colors.

(CONTINUED)
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Taskmaster remains still for a moment, then robotically

steps away, takes hold of his sword and sits in front of

setup of nine monitors in a worn armchair.

All at once, every monitor ignites, each projecting their

own footage of known heroes and Olympic athletes.

Taskmaster’s eyes move meticulously from screen to screen

through the holes in his skull-shaped mask while sharpening

his blade.

CUT TO BLACK.

END OF ACT 1

ACT 2

INT. PLAYGROUND HANGAR - DAY

Sunlight breaks through the opening hangar roof as the

Zephyr One descends down onto the base’s runway.

With the wheels down, the mammoth vehicle’s back ramp lowers

and Coulson, Fitz and Mack make their exit.

Waiting for them near the lower base’s entrance stands ELENA

"YO-YO" RODRIGUEZ.

YO-YO

So. Cybernetic Ninjas?

FITZ

How did you...

MACK

I told her on the ride back.

YO-YO

Just had to go and ruin my fun.

COULSON

I thought you’d have your fill of

fun keeping track on AIM while we

were away.

YO-YO

Oh, boatloads.

COULSON

Any changes?
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INT. PLAYGROUND BASE - CONTINUOUS

The team walks down the tight corridors of the inner base.

AGENTS walk around and past them, coming in and out of

various rooms.

YO-YO

Not much has changed. The

bucketheads have kept up to routine

with imports and exports coming in

and out of the factory. All typical

engineering tech, nothing we could

even label "suspicious" enough for

us to go in.

MACK

We should keep watching them,

though. Can’t shake the feeling

that our buddies here are connected

to the base attack.

COULSON

You’re right, we have to be ready.

Things always seem to go south in

a...

Coulson looks at Yo-Yo who just stares blankly at him.

FITZ

Please just say "flash."

YO-YO

...flash?

COULSON

Right. Speaking of--

MACK

Oh my god.

COULSON

We found this flash drive at the

base, either on purpose or because

of the attackers’ sloppiness. Given

the state of the place, I find the

latter to be very unlikely, so we

should be prepared to counter

anything dangerous this thing may

be sporting.

(CONTINUED)
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FITZ

Given everything this base has gone

through and recovered from, I think

we’ll be fine.

MACK

You say that now.

COULSON

C’mon, what’s the worst that can

happen?

Beat.

COULSON

Yeah, yeah I know exactly what the

worst that can happen is.

INT. PLAYGROUND LAB - CONTINUOUS

Coulson, Fitz, Mack and Yo-Yo huddle around a computer.

Phil inserts the USB into a port.

COULSON

I hope it’s formatted for Mac.

FITZ

That would be embarrassing.

Security footage of a landscape pops up on the screen; a

mountainous range, green and sunny.

MACK

How nice of them, they left us a

screen saver.

COULSON

Yeah, all it’s missing is some zen

music and a cheesy voice--

The screen displays footage of a wall covered graffiti

reading "Santa Muerte" with a depiction of a grim reaper.

Coulson, frozen in place, stares deeply into the screen.

FITZ

Coulson? Coulson?!

MAY (O.S.)

Coulson!
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EXT. SANTA MUERTE CLIFFSIDE - DAY

Coulson, visibly younger and wearing a suit, turns.

May, also suited, stands higher on the road behind him.

MAY

Sight-seeing?

Coulson turns to the same wall displayed on the computer.

COULSON

You know me, always taking in my

surroundings. Are they ready?

MAY

Fresh cadets right out of the

academy, wide-eyed and trying to

change the world? Of course not.

COULSON

I don’t know, this batch seems

special. Besides, this is a simple

bag and tag. Our gun-toting friends

in the complex down there have

something they shouldn’t so we just

have to go take it. Simple.

MAY

You and I both know the simplest

missions tend to be the ones that

bring the most trouble.

COULSON

True. But what’s the worst that can

happen?

INT. CONTROL VAN - NIGHT

Daisy, Simmons and May sit in the cramped van.

Simmons and May reassemble their I.C.E.R. stun pistols as

Daisy reconfigures her gauntlets.

SIMMONS

Would you like me to actually

answer that in-depth?

DAISY

No, no, I know exactly what could

happen. I’m just saying, we can

probably risk it.

(CONTINUED)
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MAY

You want to track the buyer back to

their dens. It would certainly add

some excitement to our excursion

out here.

May cocks her assembled I.C.E.R. and presents it to Simmons.

Simmons squints her eyes at May.

DAISY

We’ve been busting deals all week

and we haven’t even put a dent in

their schedule. We knew AIM is

still in high demand with the

Watchdogs, but "Solomon?" If

they’re spreading to more

customers, we should know who they

are and what they want to use this

tech for.

SIMMONS

Plus, we’ll finally have a reason

to test out Fitz’s little trackers.

DAISY

I thought those were tested

already.

SIMMONS

Well...that was more of an

off-record experiment. Fitz and I

had this ongoing bet on how many

times a day Coulson went to the

bathroom.

Daisy and May remain silent.

SIMMONS

...it was eight. I won.

MAY

Well, has anything changed?

SIMMONS

I don’t know, we haven’t tracked

his bathroom trips in months--

MAY

I meant about the trackers’

functionality.

(CONTINUED)
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SIMMONS

Ah, oh! No. No change, they still

work.

DAISY

To be fair, you probably should’ve

specified.

MAY

I’ll be sure to choose my words

more carefully now.

May starts the car and the headlights ignite on.

EXT. ANOTHER SHADY ALLEY - NIGHT

A flickering streetlight partially illuminates a dark

alleyway.

Two shadows dart by.

SIMMONS (O.S.)

Targets incoming, are you two in

position?

Daisy and May take their positions on a fire escape.

DAISY

Yup, we’re ready.

A dark SUV pulls into the alley and the same suited AIM men

from before exit, wearing bruises inflicted on them before.

DAISY

Think they learned anything from

yesterday?

MAY

They never do.

A dark van pulls in on the opposite side of the alley. The

suited men adjust their posture.

Two heavily-armored mercs step out and survey the area. They

quickly turn to face the direction they entered, backs to

the men in suits.

Taskmaster, still fully armed and holding a briefcase, steps

out of the back and makes his way toward Suited Man 1.

The two stare at each other.

May extends a small dish toward them and dons earphones.

(CONTINUED)
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SUITED MAN 1

Do...do you talk first, or--

Taskmaster swiftly extends his empty hand toward Suited Man.

TASKMASTER

Shall we?

SUITED MAN 1

Oh...oh, of course.

Suited Man 1 motions toward another suited man behind him

who approaches and hands off another briefcase.

SUITED MAN 1

You’ll find exactly what was

promised.

TASKMASTER

That is very good.

Daisy pulls a small, round tracker out of her pocket and

primes it to glow red.

DAISY

Ok, I’m going to make my way down

and plant this on the van.

Suited Man 1 hands his case off to Taskmaster. One of the

mercs comes over to take it from him.

TASKMASTER

Now, let’s discuss the details.

Taskmaster presses a button on the handle of his suitcase.

The street light blacks out and the tracker in Daisy’s hand

goes dark.

INT. CONTROL VAN - NIGHT

The streets on the monitors go dark.

SIMMONS

Uh-oh. Can you hear me?
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EXT. ANOTHER SHADY ALLEY - NIGHT

May keeps holding the dish toward the men.

MAY

I’m getting nothing.

DAISY

I think this is busted too.

Simmons? Hello? Jemma?

MAY

Wonderful.

DAISY

Alright, well, this got a little

more complicated. I have an idea--

Daisy adjusts her footing and causes the fire escape to

creak.

The men on ground level all dart their heads around, looking

for the source of the sound.

Taskmaster looks directly to the sound’s initial direction.

He motions for the other merc to investigate; the merc makes

his way toward Daisy and May.

DAISY

Ok, this got much more complicated.

MAY

Here’s what we do.

Something catches May’s attention toward Taskmaster’s van.

DAISY

I get that we’ve worked together a

lot over the years but I still

can’t read your mind. What are

you...

Dasiy looks down to see Simmons sneaking up behind the van.

With a glowing red tracker in hand, Simmons makes it behind

the van.

SUITED MAN 1

I assure you, we were not followed.

(CONTINUED)
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TASKMASTER

I presume it was that exact thought

which led to your face looking the

way it does now.

Suited Man 1 adjusts his posture again.

TASKMASTER

But this can be remedied now. As

per our agreement.

Simmons places the tracker under the back bumper.

TASKMASTER

Remember: Santa Muerte.

Taskmaster snaps his finger and the merc, almost directly

underneath Daisy and May, stands at attention before

returning to him.

The mercs enter the van where Simmons has vanished.

The van pulls out of the alley, soon followed by the SUV.

Daisy and May make their way down and walk toward Simmons’

last seen location.

DAISY

Slick moves. What did you bring?

Cloak of Invisibility? That

umbrella thing?

A nearby trashcan throws it’s lid to the side.

Simmons stands up from inside the trashcan.

SIMMONS

Ok. Every complaint I had for the

van--

DAISY

Mhm, put into perspective.

SIMMONS

And still completely warranted. But

at least it smells nice.
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EXT. SOLOMON INSTITUTE - NIGHT

The black van from the alley pulls up in front of a ruined

complex; dilapidated and covered in overgrown flora.

A nearby sign reads "Solomon Institute."

Taskmaster and two mercs, one with the briefcase, exit and

make their way up the stairs toward the building’s entrance.

INT. SOLOMON INSITUTE - NIGHT

Taskmaster leads the men. Arms folded behind his back, he

walks down a hallway toward to an elegant staircase.

To his sides are rooms and halls attached to other wings of

the facility.

As he walks by, MEN and WOMEN (30s) dressed similarly to the

two mercs pause sparring and look as he passes them.

Taskmaster ascends the grand staircase and turns around to

find a dozen mercs standing at attention before him.

TASKMASTER

Prepare to move out.

EXT. SANTA MUERTA CLIFFSIDE - DAY

Coulson, suited, stands before a group of three cadets,

GEORGE PEREZ (25) JOHN MICHELINIE (25) and TONY MASTERS

(25), all kneeling, and May.

COULSON

...as in we’re moving out now.

The four cadets scurry to their feet and move down the road.

MAY

So how quickly do you think we’re

going to have to step in and save

their sorry asses?

COULSON

Ye of little faith. Like I said

before, simple job. We get in, hold

the goons up, confiscate the guns

and get home in time for lunch...on

Eastern Standard time, at least.

We’ve got this in the bag.
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A loud KNOCK echoes from a door. A flash of red light shines

over Coulson and May as they both jump backward.

INT. PLAYGROUND COMMON ROOM - NIGHT

Mack’s closed hand lingers on the door to the common room.

Coulson sits on the couch, hunched over a laptop displaying

the USB’s footage.

MACK

Gave us a bit of a scare back

there. Thought that arm finally

took over.

COULSON

No, this remains the only robot

part of me for the time being.

MACK

Look, I know there are some things

you like to play close to your

chest, but if you need to talk

about whatever happened--

COULSON

If I thought any of it was relevant

to our mission, I would, but thank

you. Trust me, this is a complete

dead end. Whoever we’re dealing

with, though, they clearly want to

make it personal for myself or May.

We just need to find out why.

Fitz enters the room.

FITZ

We may be able to find out pretty

soon.

MACK

How does everyone hear so well from

the hallway?

FITZ

We have a distress signal from

another SHIELD data base.
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INT. PLAYGROUND BASE - NIGHT

Coulson, Fitz, Mack, and Yo-Yo walk down the hallway to the

hangar, all suited for a mission.

COULSON

We have to be prepared for

anything.

FITZ

Even Cyber Ninjas.

YO-YO

Don’t wish too hard.

INT. PLAYGROUND HANGAR - CONTINUOUS

The Zephor One takes off into the sky.

INT. SECONDARY SHIELD DATA BANK - NIGHT

Coulson, Mack and Yo-Yo walk down a darkened hall.

FITZ (O.S.)

Comms have been silent since the

initial signal but there’s a chance

our cyber...mysterious assailants

are still there.

INT. CONTROL VAN - NIGHT

Daisy and Simmons watch the monitor as May drives.

The red dot returns to the screen.

SIMMONS

Stop, stop! We’re back in range.

The van halts.

SIMMONS

Those coordinates, where is that?

Daisy types on her laptop.

DAISY

Oh boy.
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INT. DARK HALLWAYS - NIGHT

Taskmaster and two mercs take on suited targets, easily

dispatching each as they come.

INT. SECONDARY SHIELD DATA BANK - NIGHT

Coulson and co. force their way into the control room and

find it empty. All the security cameras are functional and

show an empty facility covered in dead guards.

FITZ (O.S.)

Sir, we...we have another distress

signal coming through.

COULSON

Where?! Which base?

FITZ (O.S.)

Not SHIELD, sir. AIM.

INT. DARK HALLWAYS - NIGHT

Suited Man 1, with a bullet hole in his arm, crawls away

from a desk where a phone dangles. Guns FIRE.

Taskmaster steps down hard on his back.

TASKMASTER

Shame. They’ll be too late.

Taskmaster unsheathes his sword and swings it downward.

CUT TO BLACK.

END OF ACT 2

ACT 3

INT. SECONDARY SHIELD DATA BANK - NIGHT

Back-up generator lights flood the horrific scene of blood

and carnage with illumination.

MACK

Oh, wow. I was wrong. It looks even

worse in the light.

FITZ

Well, at least we have something

now. Same deal as before,

everything wiped.

(CONTINUED)
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COULSON

And no USB’s in sight. We might not

have been left a gift this...

Coulson locks eyes with one of the downed men.

George Perez.

EXT. SANTA MUERTE CLIFFSIDE - DAY

Coulson holds his hands down on Perez’s chest wound as he

bleeds onto the ground.

Muffled sounds of combat underlay and intense ringing.

PEREZ

Sir?

FITZ (O.S.)

Sir?

INT. SECONDARY SHIELD DATA BANK - NIGHT

Coulson shakes back to attention.

MACK

You gotta stop flashing like that

on us, man.

COULSON

We have to get this man back to

base.

YO-YO

Why is that?

COULSON

Because he’s not supposed to be

here.

Coulson steps over a puddle of blood.

INT. AIM FACILITY - NIGHT

Daisy steps over a puddle of blood.

Dozens of bodies lay sliced and shot in horrific array.

May and Simmons scan the area, covering every inch from

behind the sights of their pistols.

(CONTINUED)
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DAISY

Well this is easily one of the

scariest places I’ve ever been.

SIMMONS

Eh.

DAISY

Not all of us were transported to

another planet, Jemma.

May comes across Suited Man 1. She kneels down beside him

and follows the trail of blood on the floor with her eyes.

May signals toward a low cabinet and Daisy investigates.

Inside the cabinet is a safe with a numerical passcode.

Simmons holds a green light to the buttons and illuminates

finger marks on the numbers 0, 1, 5, and 9. After a few

errors, Simmons opens the safe with 0195.

Inside, they find the briefcase given by Taskmaster and open

it, revealing a folder inscribed "Solomon Institute."

MAY

I guess this is our Solomon.

SIMMONS

Odds that it’s lollipop and candy

factory that does humanitarian work

on the side?

DAISY

That’s no optimism a quick Google

search can’t diminish.

Daisy pulls out her laptop and types.

DAISY

Hm. The Solomon Institute for Puppy

and Kitten Habilita--nope, "for the

Criminally Insane."

SIMMONS

Damnit.

DAISY

Opened under Administrator Pernell

Solomon, the Institute housed

individuals declared "criminally

insane" in the late 19th century.

The Institute has since been

condemned in 1920 and remains

unoccupied.

(CONTINUED)
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MAY

Is that all?

DAISY

Besides about 200 articles about

reported hauntings, nada. Let’s see

what the under side of the internet

has to say.

May looks to Simmons.

SIMMONS

It’s probably Bing.

DAISY

Ah-ha. Check out this secretive

looking site.

Her screen shows a sketchy-looking website simply titled

"SOLOMON ACADEMY" with a bar to type in.

DAISY

What should we type in? Should I

turn on safe search?

SIMMONS

Try "Santa Muerte."

May’s eyes dart toward Simmons.

SIMMONS

The man at the deal said that to

this guy in the alley. Might have

been code.

Daisy types it in and gains access.

DAISY

Gold star for you. Wow. This is

interesting. This looks like a

website for a training program.

Like a nameless henchman

self-improvement thing. All it’s

missing is an infomercia--oh, there

is one.

Multiple videos pop up on screen.

DAISY

This is becoming a super hero

bootleg haven very quickly. They

have Cap, Iron Man...oh my god.

Beat.

(CONTINUED)
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DAISY

They have us.

INT. PLAYGROUND LAB - NIGHT

The body of George Perez lays on a metallic table.

Coulson, Fitz, Mack and Yo-Yo stand on its sides.

FITZ

One Mister George Perez.

COULSON

What’s his time of death?

FITZ

He shows signs of passing around

the same time as the rest of his

unlucky peers. But you said he

wasn’t supposed to be here?

COULSON

I worked with Perez once. The same

mission I was so graciously

reminded of by the USB we found.

Only issue being that was his last

mission.

MACK

Not everyone can handle the weight

of the job.

COULSON

You give him too much credit.

Dishonorable discharge.

YO-YO

Ouch.

COULSON

He got off lucky compared to the

rest of that squad. Until now, of

course.

FITZ

Well, the evidence of a personal

revenge mission are stacking

further and further up.

MACK

Yeah, have any long-lost, dark side

relatives you want to finally bring

up?

(CONTINUED)
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FITZ

We didn’t accidentally create an

evil clone of you, did we?

A suited AGENT comes into the lab.

AGENT

Sir, the rest of your team has

returned.

INT. DARK HALLWAYS - NIGHT

Coulson, Fitz, Mack, and Yo-Yo wait in front of the base’s

hangar entrance while Daisy, May, and Jemma enter.

COULSON

Look what the Quake dragged in.

DAISY

(To Simmons) You see why I’m

like this?

The reunited group greet and embrace each other.

May approaches Coulson. Both of their faces lose emotion.

COULSON

May, it’s Santa Muerte.

EXT. SANTA MUERTE CLIFF - DAY

Phil still holds his hands on Perez’s bleeding chest.

He gazes around to see May, Michelinie and Masters under

fire from militia-dressed TROOPS.

Coulson drags Perez into cover. EXPLOSIONS.

May is separated from the two cadets.

PEREZ

Sir. I’m sorry.

COULSON

Apologize for ruining my suit when

we all get out of here.

Coulson spots two troops aiming RPGs at a building the

cadets are taking cover next to.

Michelinie and Masters are forced into the structure.

(CONTINUED)
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COULSON

NO! STAY OUT OF THE--

Both RPG’s FIRE and decimate the building.

Coulson stares at the building, then turns back to Perez.

PEREZ

Sir...I’m so sorry.

COULSON

There’s nothing you could have

done.

PEREZ

I tipped them off.

Coulson freezes in place.

PEREZ

I made a deal with them. I told

them when we would come, where it

would be from. They’d give me a cut

of the deal.

Coulson sits back and locks eyes with May.

PEREZ

I’m sorry, sir.

INT. COLLAPSED BUILDING - CONTINUOUS

Michelinie, heavily wounded, pushes through a layer of

rubble. He sees Masters, unconscious and bloody.

Michiline notices another depiction of the Lady of Sorrows,

Santa Muerte, and stares with a fire in his eyes as the

ceiling crumbles down on him.

INT. TASKMASTER’S OFFICE - NIGHT

Taskmaster stares at footage of Daisy in practice, the same

fire in his eyes.

MERC 1

I’m sorry, sir.

Taskmaster’s eyes wince through his mask, as if a sharp pain

or unpleasant memory just slipped into his mind.

He turns to Merc 1 and Merc 2.

(CONTINUED)
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MERC 1

We’re tracking a SHIELD aircraft

heading in our direction. It’s

likely Agent Coulson and his team.

Taskmaster’s head drops and his eye line becomes sporadic.

TASKMASTER

Coulson...I’m...sir, I’m..sorry.

MERC 1

Code SELBE.

Merc 1 takes a combative stance next to Taskmaster and

throws a telegraphed jab.

Taskmaster instantly catches the fist and twists Merc 1 into

a stranglehold.

MERC 2

Code SELBE! Code SEBLE! Sir!

Taskmaster shakes his head and releases Merc 1. He catches

his breath and puts his hand on Merc 1’s shoulder.

TASKMASTER

Let’s clean up for our guests.

INT. ZEPHOR ONE COCKPIT - NIGHT

The gigantic aircraft slices through the sky.

Coulson, Daisy, Fitz, May, Simmons, Mack and Yo-Yo view the

screens, all displaying info on the Solomon Institute.

COULSON

I honestly don’t know whether to be

impressed or terrified.

DAISY

My sentiments exactly. This

certainly explains the spike in

tougher goons we’ve been facing. I

mean, a privatized grunt training

organization? Brilliant.

FITZ

This has to be the same guy we’ve

been chasing. Gotta say, didn’t

expect the name "Taskmaster." What

even is that?

(CONTINUED)
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MACK

Plus, whatever threat we may pose

to his business, he seems to hold a

grudge toward us.

COULSON

Or at least two of us.

Coulson and May glance at each other.

COULSON

It has to be more complicated than

that. The body back at base used to

be the sole survivor of that

mission. May and I have seen the

others’ bodies, attended their

funerals. This could be a scare

tactic to rattle our cages or

stagger us. Either way, we’re about

to learn a hell of a lot more.

EXT. SOLOMON INSTITUTE - NIGHT

Coulson, Daisy, May, Mack and Yo-Yo, all armed, trudge

through the thick shrubbery that encompasses the Solomon

Institute campus.

COULSON

One hundred on-campus trainees?

DAISY

So advertises the site.

COULSON

Well, let’s remain unseen for as

long as possible. Let’s get in, get

our Taskmaster guy, and get out.

INT. ZEPHOR ONE COCKPIT - NIGHT

Fitz and Simmons study a blueprint of the Institute.

SIMMONS

Just up the main stairs is the

superintendent’s office. This may

be where our new resident has made

his personal space.
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INT. SOLOMON INSTITUTE

The great hall is dark, only moonlight bleeds through the

windows. There is no sign of life.

COULSON

Good call. Anyone else feeling up

to the "it’s quiet" cliche?

MACK

Yeah, we still aren’t picking up

anything from thermal scans.

FITZ (O.S.)

Ninjas can lower their body

temperature. I’m sure cybernetics

would only facilitate the process--

YO-YO

I swear if this turns out to be

true I’m going to hurt you.

DAISY

Speaking of cliches, we may have to

pull a Scooby Doo here. There’s too

much ground to cover.

COULSON

You’re right. May and I will cover

this wing. Mack, Yo-Yo, you take

the East corner. Think you can

handle the spooky asylum on your

own?

DAISY

Considering we’ve dealt with

literal ghosts before, this’ll be

nothing...hopefully.

COULSON

Alright, let’s move out. Stay on

comms, if one of you gets slimed I

want to know.

The teams move out.

MACK

We should not have binged

Paranormal Activity this week.
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INT. TASKMASTER’S OFFICE

Daisy enters the office to find it just as vacant and dark

as the rest of the building.

DAISY

FitzSimmons, have eyes on me?

FITZ (O.S.)

Yup we see you in there. Find

anything?

DAISY

Just some gnarly monitor setup.

Taskmaster here has all the signs

of either a TV addict or extreme

gamer.

Daisy pushes a nearby button and the monitors ignite, all

displaying the same footage Taskmaster watched.

INT. ZEPHOR ONE COCKPIT

A red dot begins to emerge behind Daisy’s on the monitor.

SIMMONS

Uh...

INT. TASKMASTER’S OFFICE

Over Daisy’s shoulder, Taskmaster reveals himself stepping

out of an invisible hooded cloak fashioned around him like a

cape as it flickers back into a visible cloth.

SIMMONS (O.S.)

Daisy!

TASKMASTER

Agent Johnson.

Daisy jumps in place and turns to face him.

TASKMASTER

I must say, you have been most

fascinating to observe.

DAISY

Flattering. And look at me, already

in your bedroom.

(CONTINUED)
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COULSON (O.S.)

Everyone, converge on Daisy’s

location.

DAISY

I’d usually try to be a little more

clever but I’m pressed for time. We

can do this the easy way or the--

TASKMASTER

You’re going to have to speak up.

Taskmaster extends his arm, a small handle flips from his

wrist into his hand and presses a button on the tip.

A sharp RINGING erupts in every team member’s earpiece.

Taskmaster kicks Daisy and she falls backward.

Daisy rips the ringing communication device out.

Taskmaster unsheathes his sword and dons a small shield.

The two engage, Daisy barely avoiding every slice but never

making contact with him.

She tries her powers, but they have no effect on the shield.

Mack bursts into the room and aims; Taskmaster throws the

shield, knocking him backward and opening the way for Yo-Yo.

TASKMASTER

Ah.

Taskmaster draws his pistol and Yo-Yo springs into action;

in frozen time, Yo-Yo runs to Taskmaster’s position and

snatches his weapons before returning to place.

She aims at Taskmaster with his own weapon; He touches his

thumb and little finger together and the weapon electrifies

Yo-Yo; she falls backward into Mack’s arms.

Daisy pushes toward Taskmaster with her power, but is

maneuvered to blast Mack with the powerful push instead.

Taskmaster forces Daisy to the ground raises his sword. His

head darts to the doorway where May fires her I.C.E.R.

Taskmaster ducks away.

He gazes at May and freezes in place.

Daisy blasts Taskmaster into an adjacent wall.

(CONTINUED)
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Coulson storms in and glances at their fallen foe. He looks

to Daisy as she forces herself to her feet.

END OF ACT 3

ACT 4

INT. ZEPHOR ONE COCKPIT - NIGHT

The team, most nursing their wounds, gathers around a

monitor displaying Taskmaster securely seated in the

detention cell, unconscious.

MACK

Well, Fitz, he may not be

cybernetic but he’s damn close to a

ninja. You happy?

FITZ

Considering you all made it

back...a little, yeah.

Daisy searches through a pile of paperwork and videotapes.

DAISY

The guy might as well be a

computer, I mean look at all this.

SIMMONS

This is a heavy amount of

information for any brain to

handle. I couldn’t even imagine

trying to study all of this.

YO-YO

Considering his moves back there,

it seems to have paid off.

DAISY

Looks like he’s learning from the

best. He has footage here of

Romanov, Bobbi’s archer ex, even

Cap in his prime.

COULSON

Really? Dibs.

Taskmaster’s head rises on the screen.

(CONTINUED)
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COULSON

Well, looks like our new guest is

ready for the welcome.

Coulson heads for the back of the room.

COULSON

Seriously, could you keep the Cap

footage to the side for me? Thanks.

INT. ZEPHOR ONE CELL - CONTINUOUS

The cold steel walls are engraved with a honeycomb pattern.

Taskmaster remains still.

Coulson enters through a door behind him and marches his way

in front of his prisoner.

COULSON

You know, I was going to do a Vader

bit, but you strike me more as a

Kylo kind of guy. So, do you talk

first, I talk first? Is it gonna be

hard to understand you in the

apparatus?

Taskmaster stares directly at the floor.

COULSON

Speaking of, you did a solid job of

not letting us take that thing off.

Do you need it to live or is it

more of an intimidation thing?

Gotta admit, though: the whole

skull thing loses its luster after

you’ve seen one burning with

literal hellfire in person.

Beat.

COULSON

Also, "Taskmaster?" What, was

"Mission Accomplisher" taken?

Beat.

COULSON

Alright, I’ll cut to it. Santa

Muerte. How does it relate to you?

Are you a relative of the deceased?

Lost money in the deal?

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 38.

TASKMASTER

These are questions for my

associate.

Taskmaster swiftly tilts his head and his mask expands open.

TASKMASTER

If you want me back, Phil, just

give me a slap.

Coulson removes the mask and reveals a scarred Tony Masters

underneath. Masters locks wide eyes with Coulson, shaking as

he does. Coulson staggers back.

TASKMASTER

Coulson...sir?

COULSON

This...this isn’t. I went to your

funeral, I saw your body.

TASKMASTER

Sir? The...the building went down.

Coulson hesitates moving forward, but does and slaps

Taskmaster. The strike tenses him, he collects himself and

stares back down at the floor.

TASKMASTER

Reunions. Aren’t they sweet?

COULSON

What is this?

TASKMASTER

Santa Muerte. When Masters was

declared dead, I was born.

COULSON

We watched you go down. We watched

the building fall on you. We saw

your autopsy, went to your open

casket funeral.

TASKMASTER

Perks of being recovered by SHIELD

agents who turned out to be Hydra.

Masterful work, I must admit. What

you didn’t see was the rubble

rattling poor Master’s frontal lobe

and birthing me.

(CONTINUED)
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COULSON

But he’s not completely gone, is

he?

TASKMASTER

Well, it’s not without it’s

hiccups.

COULSON

So what, you’ve come out of the

shadows all these years later to

enact vengeance for leaving you

behind? Didn’t feel like innovating

the whole super villain thing, huh?

Taskmaster shifts in his seat.

TASKMASTER

Please, this song and dance is of

no interest to me. We’re in the

same business, Phil; just different

sides of it. We’re both involved in

the chaos of a post-Avengers world.

I’m just profiting off of it.

COULSON

We’ve seen your website. Could

probably use more gifs if you want

to reach the younger henchmen

demographic.

TASKMASTER

You made quite a splash bringing

SHIELD back into public view. Let

me tell you, that was just the

thing my little pond needed. In

almost a week I went from dealing

with street gangs and scumbags to

training mercs for the highest

bidder.

COULSON

So you’ve monopolized the

super-grunt training industry. Is

there at least good dental?

TASKMASTER

I’ll settle for steady income.

COULSON

Then why all the theatrics? The

USB, the body? What gain do you

have there.

(CONTINUED)
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TASKMASTER

Eliminating you isn’t part of my

financial planning, Phil. But

sometimes I have to compromise.

Rest assured, I’m not the me who

wants to kill you.

The Zephor One shakes, Coulson stumbles in place.

INT. ZEPHOR ONE COCKPIT - CONTINUOUS

The crew collects itself, Fitz stands before the Captain

America reel shattered on the floor.

FITZ

Oh, he’s gonna kill me.

MACK

What the hell was that?

SIMMONS

We have incoming.

MAY

How many aircrafts?

SIMMONS

Um...none.

EXT. ZEPHOR ONE - CONTINUOUS

Taskmaster MERCS equipped with AIM brand jetpacks approach

the Zephor.

One lands and breaches a hatch.

INT. ZEPHOR ONE COCKPIT - CONTINUOUS

Air rushes through the newly opened hatch and two mercs

storm in. Daisy and May engage.

INT. ZEPHOR ONE - CONTINUOUS

Coulson rushes out of the cell door and is immediately met

by two mercs. One engages him, the other storms the cell.

Taskmaster, mask back on, exits the door frame and delivers

a hard kick that sends Coulson to the ground. His eyes down.

(CONTINUED)
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TASKMASTER

Think carefully about your next

maneuver. I’d hate to have to put

an end to this lucrative business

relationship.

INT. ZEPHOR ONE COCKPIT - CONTINUOUS

Taskmaster storms past agents, only glancing up once to see

their first strike. He punches them out and takes a jetpack.

The main crew are all engaged by other mercs in the cockpit.

Taskmaster approaches the hatch, Daisy pushes him and his

allies back and runs to their position.

Taskmaster parries Daisy into a headlock. Coulson storms

down the hall and locks eyes with Taskmaster.

Taskmaster becomes uneasy. Daisy attempts to escape his hold

but he tightens up and leaps out of the hatch, taking Daisy

with him. His mercs, holding his footage, follow.

They all fly in the opposite direction of the Zephor and

Daisy loses consciousness at the high velocity.

END OF ACT 4

ACT 5

INT. TASKMASTER’S OFFICE - NIGHT

Daisy sits tightly tied to a chair in the back of the room.

She wakes up to see Taskmaster seated in his chair watching

his monitors.

DAISY

Down in front, you’re blocking

the...screens.

Taskmaster stands and walks over to Daisy, sword in hand.

TASKMASTER

Let me apologize. Your presence

here was...unplanned for.

DAISY

So I’m good to just walk free then,

right?

(CONTINUED)
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TASKMASTER

Hm. I’ve made a living off of

improvisation and adaptation.

Luckily, your being here works to

both my associate’s advantages and

my own.

DAISY

You gonna keep that vague or...

Merc 1 enters the room.

MERC 1

Sir. They’ve almost arrived.

TASKMASTER

Good. Prepare the others. You know

what to do.

Merc 1 leaves.

TASKMASTER

I’ve made a lot of money off of you

and your friends’ escapades. It’s a

shame you seen so adamant about

making me kill you.

DAISY

This is probably a long shot, but

there’s an opportunity for us all

to walk away from this today. I saw

you in that cell. We can help you.

TASKMASTER

Rest assured, Agent Johnson: Both

myself and my associate know

exactly what we want, and it seems

we’re about to get it.

INT. ZEPHOR ONE COCKPIT - NIGHT

Coulson, May, Fitz, Simmons, Mack and Yo-Yo watch a monitor

displaying Taskmaster’s moves before escaping.

MAY

What is it, some precognitive

danger sense?

SIMMONS

Seems to be closer to photographic

reflexes. This would explain his

stockpile of super human footage.

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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SIMMONS (cont’d)
He may be able to duplicate any

physical act he sees.

MACK

So we’re about to walk through the

front door of a guy who can

anticipate any move we plan to

make. Wonderful.

Coulson moves in front of his team.

COULSON

Not we. I’m going in alone. Masters

is in there somewhere. If I can get

to him, I can try to talk him down.

MAY

What about what Task...whatever

said? What if he’s the one holding

a grudge.

COULSON

Well, only one way to find out.

MAY

I’m coming with you. Santa Muerte

was on us. It’s both of our mess to

clean up once and for all.

COULSON

Okay. Let’s go clean this up.

INT. SOLOMON INSTITUTE - NIGHT

Daisy sits at the top of the stair case; Taskmaster paces

behind her.

DAISY

You know, you really should clean

this place up.

Coulson and May walk through the front door. Taskmaster

halts mid stride.

TASKMASTER

Agents. Welcome back.

COULSON

Let’s skip the formalities. None of

your students stick around after

class?

(CONTINUED)
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Taskmaster walks down the stairs, eyes on each step as they

pass underneath him.

TASKMASTER

No. I thought you would be more

comfortable if it were just us.

COULSON

How thoughtful. Was that your idea

or your associate’s?

TASKMASTER

We don’t often speak, Phil, but

you’ve forced us to argue as of

late.

COULSON

Does that involve yelling into

mirrors?

Taskmaster reaches the base of the stairs.

TASKMASTER

Sadly not, but it has provided a

form of reflection. We’ve been able

to come to a mutual agreement.

COULSON

You mean you and the man you’re

holding hostage in his own body?

TASKMASTER

Always apathetic, Phil. Why don’t I

let him explain our deal to you?

Taskmaster looks up and locks eyes with Coulson and May.

He staggers backward, eyes darting back and forth between

them until he falls to a knee.

Phil approaches and helps him remove the mask.

COULSON

Masters? Listen to me. We can get

you out of here.

TASKMASTER

Sir? Coulson? I’m sorry.

Taskmaster draws his pistol and aims it at May over

Coulson’s shoulder.

(CONTINUED)
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TASKMASTER

But he’s right. This is our

agreement.

Taskmaster rises to his feet and holds out a karambit to

Coulson’s chin, slowly pulling him up.

COULSON

So this is it, huh? What about our

lucrative business deal? What’ll

become of your Henchman Anonymous

meetings?

TASKMASTER

Killing SHIELD would be bad for

business, yes, but luckily you’ve

brought the organization up to

outlive you. As I have my own.

Taskmaster’s head twitches and his eyes move downward.

TASKMASTER

As our business ends, Phil, as does

my and my associate’s.

Taskmaster presses a button extended behind his karambit.

EXPLOSIONS go off around the ground level of the Institute.

INT. ZEPHOR ONE COCKPIT - NIGHT

The explosions are charted on a monitor Mack, Fitz, Simmons,

and Yo-Yo crowd behind.

MACK

Well that’s just typical.

INT. SOLOMON INSTITUTE - NIGHT

Fires burn and the place begins to crumble.

Taskmaster again locks eyes with Coulson.

TASKMASTER

This is what you left me in,

Coulson. Now this is where I’ll

leave you.

Taskmaster swings his karambit at Coulson who blocks it with

his left arm; it cuts through, stuck into the robotic limb.

(CONTINUED)
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TASKMASTER

That’s new.

Coulson grabs Taskmaster’s arm and swings him around onto

the floor. His gun flies out of his hand and into a fire.

Daisy erupts out of her bindings. A massive part of the wall

begins to crumble. She holds it in place with her power.

Coulson and May fight an evenly-matched Taskmaster who

blocks each of their blows simultaneously.

Taskmaster kicks May back and grapples with Coulson.

TASKMASTER

Do you have any idea what your

buddies did to me right under your

nose? All the tests, the

experiments? If the Taskmaster

would’ve let me, I would’ve hunted

you down and gutted you years ago.

Coulson jabs, but Taskmaster flips him over his shoulder and

drives his karambit almost into Coulson’s face. He freezes

in place, shaking violently.

TASKMASTER

Not yet!

May leaps onto Taskmaster’s back. Coulson gets up and

attacks, still unable to land a blow.

Taskmaster forces May off of his back.

TASKMASTER

Finish the job.

Taskmaster swings his karambit at Coulson who positions to

block it again. As he swings, he tosses the blade to his

other hand and swings the curved weapon into Coulson’s ribs.

Coulson SCREAMS. He and Taskmaster drop to their knees.

Taskmaster’s head twitches.

TASKMASTER

You have him, finish him off.

Taskmaster shakes his head.

TASKMASTER

No. He needs to know this pain.

(CONTINUED)
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COULSON

You know...you two should really

get on the same page. You’d be

amazed what you can accomplish.

Coulson’s robotic hand tightens its grip on Taskmaster’s arm

with a CRUNCH; Taskmaster SCREAMS. Coulson pushes him to

face sideways where May kicks him.

Coulson winds up and hits Taskmaster with a powerful

robo-punch to the ribs, sending him a meter through the air.

Taskmaster tries to push himself up on the weakened wood

floor; it buckles a bit beneath him.

May helps Coulson to his feet as he holds his fresh wound.

TASKMASTER

Now you must understand how big of

a pain it’s been dealing with that

emotional wreck, Phil.

COULSON

You still have a chance to make

peace with him.

Taskmaster scoffs. He looks up and his smirk drops.

TASKMASTER

This is all of our resting place,

Coulson. Just how you left me,

you’re going to be left here--

A containment pod crashes down on top of Taskmaster through

the ceiling, creating a fresh hole through which the Zephor

One can be seen hovering.

May helps Coulson enter the pod as Daisy finally drops the

crumbling wall and runs toward them.

With Daisy inside, the pod closes and jets into the sky.

INT. CONTAINMENT POD - NIGHT

The trio watch the Institute crumble through the windows.
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INT. COLLAPSED BUILDING - DAY

Two SHIELD SOLDIERS part rubble away and reveal Tony

Masters, beaten and bruised.

Masters weakly opens his eyes and sees Michilinie crushed

under rubble.

Soldier 1 looks to Soldier 2; Soldier 2 nods and injects a

syringe into Masters’ neck.

Master’s vision blurs but he is able to look at one last

sight: The Lady of Sorrows mural displayed on the wall.

INT. CONTAINMENT POD - NIGHT

Coulson stares at the building as it collapses.

The pod hatches onto the Zephor and enters.

The Zephor turns and blasts off.

END OF ACT 5

ACT 6

EXT. GRAVEYARD - DAY

Lines of graves span numerous grassy acres.

Before a headstone stands Coulson, suited.

May walks up behind him, dressed casually. He turns to her.

COULSON

Weird, isn’t it? Last time we were

here we watched a real body buried

with a fake one. I guess that’s one

of the...stranger things we’ve been

through.

MAY

Which is a testament to what we’ve

experienced. What is it?

COULSON

It’s just, he was under our nose

the whole time. Training who knows

how many of the people we’ve traded

punches with for who knows how

long. We found him because he

(MORE)
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COULSON (cont’d)
wanted to be found. And now, he

says he done? I’ll believe that

when I die an old, natural death.

May moves closer to Coulson.

MAY

I guess we just have to keep doing

what we’re doing. We’ve stopped

every goon he’s sent our way and we

seem to have stopped him. For the

time being, at least.

COULSON

It’s only a matter of time until he

comes back at us. One of him, at

least. Never thought we’d be

enemies with a ninja Gollum. I’ll

just add that to the list. Speaking

of, we have work to do.

MAY

That we do. Besides, what’s the

worst that can happen?

Coulson and May walk toward the parking lot.

COULSON

You may have just jinxed us.

INT. RUNDOWN THEATER - NIGHT

A MAN (40) in a dark suit escorts a limping, tattered

Taskmaster before a stage.

On the stage sits an elegant, albeit prop, throne on which a

WOMAN (40), shrouded in darkness, sits.

MADAME MASQUE (O.S.)

Did you find it?

Beat.

TASKMASTER

I’m fine, by the way. How are you?

MADAME MASQUE (O.S.)

If you have nothing for me--

(CONTINUED)
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TASKMASTER

I do. We found where it’s being

held. They call it "Darkforce" now.

There’s been plenty of experiments

already, a handful of

weapons designed--

MADAME MASQUE (O.S.)

They have no idea what they’re

dealing with. They can’t begin to

understand it as I do.

TASKMASTER

I assume you’ll be needing

professional help acquiring it, for

a proper price of course--

MADAME MASQUE (O.S.)

I don’t think that’ll be necessary.

At least not until you settle

your...personal vendettas on your

own time.

TASKMASTER

Don’t be ridiculous, you know damn

well--

The shrouded figure jumps to her feet.

MADAME MASQUE (O.S.)

That’s enough! Now, unless you have

anything else to share, you may see

yourself out.

Taskmaster tightens his fist, then releases it.

TASKMASTER

As you wish.

Taskmaster exits the way he came.

The shrouded figure sits back down, revealing her true self:

MADAME MASQUE, wearing her signature golden mask, sinks into

the prop throne, tightly gripping the arms.

CUT TO BLACK.


