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EXT. UK HOTEL ENTRANCE 


DAY

Somewhere in England. Perfect sunny afternoon. City street, perfect picturesque posh English hotel. People are getting out of their luxury cars, a few bikers a hotel full of tourists. One beautiful woman gets out of the car, followed by a middle-aged man.

INT. HOTEL DINER 



DAY

The Man and woman are entering the expensive hotel diner, taking a seat.

MAYA: 

I don’t want to have a 

relationship with you no more.
MAN:

But Maya I want you, I will treat

you right, I promise.

MAYA:

I don’t want a relationship with

a married man who happens to be 

my boss. That was just a shag, 

a one-night stand, I was too pissed

to realize. You can sack me if you

like.

MAN:

OK. But be careful for further on. 

Some decisions can cost a lot.
Maya gets up, putting down the light of the candle in front of her, pressing the fire in between her fingers. The light of the candle raising up to a pale light of the dining room, fire won't go out at first. Second try does the work. Maya’s fingers are evoking a nervous tension. Maya is leaving and the English gentleman that escorted her stays in his chair, looking completely cold.

MAN:

Waiter, another glass of wine please.
INT.
BEDROOM OF ENGLISH HOUSE



DAY
Everything looks perfect. A typical made up bedroom with the sunlight streaming through the window. Further on, in the next room, Maya is lying curled up in the entranceway to the bathroom, wearing an elegant black dress, shaking all over. There’s a dead body in the bathroom. The dead woman in the bathtub is wearing a dress and her legs are awkwardly bent. Police are coming in; they are helping out Maya from the room. She is in total shock. 

INT.
HOSPITAL ROOM





DAY
Maya is lying in a hospital bed. Two men are talking outside her room, looking in Maya’s direction, through the window glass. She is hooked up to oxygen machines.

FIRST POLICEMAN:

Any connections, any leads?
SECOND POLICEMAN:

Nothing. We have nothing. Mrs. 

Bradley came in, saw the body in her 
Bathroom, screamed and went into 

complete shock. The housekeeper of 

the building heard the scream and 

called the police. And that’s all.
FIRST POLICEMAN:

What about her?
SECOND POLICEMAN:

She’s been in shock for over 3 

months. She’s said nothing ever 

since. Her husband is living in 

New York. No one knows where he 

is staying. They are separated. 
Her flat-mate thinks that she 

knows nothing about it. Ever since

the murder happened, Maya’s been

ill. The doctor said that she is 

slowly dying, but no one knows 

what is killing her. Something is

killing her.
FIRST POLICEMAN:

So, another dead end. We have 

got nothing so far.
INT. DOCTOR’S WAITING ROOM (SERBIA) 

DAY

It’s daytime. It is unclear where we are at first glance. An attractive young woman is standing in front of the window, outside is rain. She is standing in the waiting room, drinking coffee from a plastic cup from the machine. It’s tasteless; she is looking at it. Her eyes focus on the coffee cup. There are other people in the waiting room. She spots fast, checking out the people one by one. The room is white and looks ordinary, like at the doctors. There are 3 women and 1 young man in the room. Two older women, one young blonde and one short hair reddish one, drinking a coffee. None of them look happy. 

RADA:

Friendships are always important. 
Who you can trust, if you can’t 

trust a friend or a family. But 

meeting new friends is also important. 

Take us, for instance. I would never 

have approached you the other day, if

you did not look like a foreigner. 

That hair, the way you are dressed, 

the way that you looked around you, 

your attitude, everything! Lately, 

I trust foreign people better than my

own. Foreign people don’t have 

anything from screwing up my life. 
A lovely red-haired woman standing, looking through the window. Outside’s a fast cut static picture of street, actually an ordinary city street. Cars are passing by, people with umbrellas. Rada is the one talking with a strange British accent, like someone who has lived there for long time, but is not English.

NICOLE:

Things like betrayal can happen 

anywhere, any city, town, they’re

all the same, I mean people. Not 

only Belgrade!
A gloomy and boring view back on the city street. A smelly track along the street, blocking everything else, small East European cars and people passing by.

NICOLE:

It is hard to believe that this city 

and country went through the regime,
civil war, bombing... such suffering... 
Outside is like nothing really happened. 
Like my Maya is still well, waiting for

me to come home from work. Now I'm not 

so sure that London is that good for 

her any more. I know there are people 

looking after her, but...
RADA:

In this country, nothing is what it 

seems to be at first glance. Nothing 

looks like the way it’s shown on CNN

and BBC. Look at this room for instance. 
It looks like we are at the doctor’s, 

perhaps it is less embarrassing for us 
to look at it that way ER... Maybe we 

should pretend that we are at the 

doctor’s and that we’re gonna get a

magic pill to forget everything. So 

you go back to London, to healthy Maya

and I, by some magic, get the papers to

leave, to start a new life in London...
forget about shit and everything!
A blonde British/Australian-accented woman sits on the chair of the waiting room, looking down at the floor talking. Her hair fills up the screen. Nicole’s face is white close up; she lights a cigarette, pulling down the smoke... slowly, moving her head toward Rada.

RADA:

...But of course, something like that

hardly will happen. I will stay here 

feeling sorry for myself, for the rest

of my life, struggling with ghosts and

demons...pretending that I have a 

normal life and that I am happy here. 
Hoping that everything will be all

right, that this crap visa system 

will go down, sooner or later...
Rada's face is still, occupying the whole frame. She’s lighting another cigarette, still looking through the window.

RADA:

Nicole, let’s face it. I won't be 

young no more when it does. I don't

need freedom and lifetime opportunity 

in my late 40s. And any way, why bother

coming here? Don't you people have 

loads of the same shit in UK? 

Cosmopolitan is full of ads.
INT. SERBIAN TRAIN



DAY
Another day, the girls are travelling by train. Stuffy small, uncomfortable, claustrophobic space. Train stops every now and then...

NICOLE: 

Eastern European trains ER?
Outside is the green green nature running fast within the movements of the train, almost idyllic.

RADA: 

You’ve seen nothing yet babes!
Fast, there’s a blonde hair of Nicole, her eye switches on two men coming in, to sit. So quick that it looks like the picture from a dream.

NICOLE:

What a weirdo!
Rada is smoking, her hand occupying the view; she is chucking the cigarette ashes out the window.

RADA:

You saw nothing I say... Don't 

worry, they don't speak English.
NICOLE:

How do you know?
Outside is the green grass of someone’s home. Serbia from train.

RADA:

I don't.
Two men sitting next to Rada. One is a comic version of Charlie Chaplin, big smile with a golden tooth. The other one is smooth and good-looking, looking through the window. Funnyman stands up to shake Nicole's hand with a big smile.

NICOLE:

Beautiful country though.
She turns to Rada with a curious look on her face. Nicole's hands are pointing to Rada, speaking in Serbian. She stands up.

MAN:

Ljubim ruke, gospodjice.

(TRANSLATION: “The pleasure is all mine Miss!”)
NICOLE:

What?
Man sits back, keeping that strange smile on his face. Camera focuses on the train window opposite. Both women are belonging to the modern world, not to the world of a weird man sitting next to them on the train. 

                             RADA:

A] Gospodine gospodjica je strankinja.

Ne razume vas.

(TRANSLATION: Mr...Miss is a foreigner, she doesn’t understand you!)

A bunch of butterflies suddenly come in. The train stops. The butterflies are beautiful in the air, a pretty black butterfly lands on Nicole's knee, filling up the view.

NICOLE:

What the fuck is going on?
RADA:

You know, by old Serbian folk belief, 
vampires in Serbia are peasant women 

most of the time, not royalty... 
turning to butterflies, instead of 

bats as it is usually shown in films.
Nicole's knee is shaking up and a big black beautiful butterfly is the only view.

Nicole:

Get out of here! We don't need 

bleeding vampires now, things are

weird enough without them!
EXT. SERBIAN TRAIN STATION


DAY
Women, one by one are leaving, moving on, slowly leaving the train. The girls are standing with bags on some deserted train station. It is beautiful spring sun outside. There is nothing around them but the departing train. They are holding their bags, looking around. They don't know where to go. They are in the middle of nowhere somewhere in Serbia. 

Rada’s face, just the eyes, blinking blue eyes. Then quickly, Nicole lights a cigarette, slowly. They leave into the idyllic landscape, a black butterfly flying over Nicole’s shoulder. 

The women find a village, going door-to-door, asking for a place to spend the night. The village has no rooms to let, no hotels or motels. Just poor, mainly older people, passing by. It is getting darker. 

INT. BEDROOM IN VILLAGE 



NIGHT
The girls are in a modestly made-up room, with a round mirror, old-fashioned cosmetic desk and two glasses of water on the table. The beds are covered by handmade blankets with old-fashioned motifs on them. Nicole is already in bed; Rada is sitting on hers, opposite.

NICOLE:

It’s bloody freezing here. I'm 

knocked.
RADA:

Me too. We should have a good sleep

for tomorrow. Who knows how long we’re

gonna have to walk.
Rada’s hands lift up the blanket, she gets into bed. Her face is staring at the ceiling, the only uncovered part of her body.

NICOLE:

Rada?
RADA:

Yes!
NICOLE:

How do you spell your name?
RADA:

Simple...R-A-D-A.
Nicole is nervous, tossing and turning in her bed. Nicole's face is still. She grabs cigarettes from her bed desk, lighting one and sucking up the smoke. 

RADA:

Do you know that, by old gypsy folk

belief, when you dream yourself doing

a biggy on the toilet, you get money 

in reality.
Nicole:

What? When you shit in a dream, you get

money in reality er?
RADA:

Yes, and the longer and bigger the shit

is, the money in reality is more 

serious...
NICOLE:

Bloody hell...does it count bad smell too?
RADA:

Don't know...
There’s a small window looking outside. Outside is dark. Both girls are in silence, trying to get some sleep. Rada gets up to close the window, the modest curtain is moving. Some strange wind starts to blow, slamming one side of the window. A wolf is howling in the distance. There’s something behind her. She stands up, quickly turning her head left and right.

NICOLE:

What's that?
RADA:

What’s what?
NICOLE:

Behind me...someone was standing behind 

me breathing...
RADA:

That's only my ghost, don’t worry...

he likes to play...
Rada's voice is calm, like she is talking about weather. She is in bed, while Nicole is upset, sitting on her bed.

NICOLE:

Rada...I'm serious...something is in

the room...
RADA:

I have a ghost following me around.

He won't hurt you, but his presence 
is not pleasant...
NICOLE:

There is something in the mirror. 

Look...
Nicole gets up and turns the light on, focusing on the mirror. The mirror shows something strange, squashy and blurred instead of a reflection...

RADA:

If it’s my ghost don't worry, he is 

not that bad when you get used to him.
NICOLE:

I don't believe in ghosts, vampires, 

black magic shit. In fact, I don't 

know what the hell I'm doing here...
Nicole is in panic, she is nervous and raising her voice. She looks around her quickly, from one part of the room to the next...

RADA:

Aw really, is that why you came from

London, to the bleedin’ middle of 

nowhere...to some post-civil war regime

liking country? No one wants to believe,

to tell you the truth. But sometimes-

bloody thing wants you to know about it. 

If they do, there is simply no going back. 
You see whatever they want you to see and experience...simple as that.
The mirror shows nothing. It cracks up by itself. Nicole jumps back to her bed. Rada gets up.

RADA:

What was that? What did you do with the 

mirror? That's bad luck!
She turns around, moving to the window...opens it up...Outside is dark, no wind, just dark...

NICOLE:

I've done nothing...it cracked by itself!
RADA:

No kidding...it couldn't crack up just

like that by itself.
Rada turns around to face Nicole from the window.

NICOLE:

But it did, you mentioned your ghost, 

maybe he likes to play ER...
Nicole, standing opposite, nervously lights another cigarette.

RADA:

My ghost doesn't break objects, he 

cannot be seen, he cannot move 

things...you just can feel or hear 

him. What did you hear exactly?
NICOLE:

Nothing...just a breathing, piece of

cake er? Why would I be worrying for

the bleeding dead man breathing down

my neck, cracking up the mirrors in 

the rooms? That's really nothing...

every day thing...
Nicole is scared; she talks fast, raising her voice. Both girls are sitting on beds, smoking. Nicole turns her head to Rada. Rada looks down at herself, on the floor.

NICOLE:

What's he like?
RADA:

Who?
NICOLE:

Ghost...
RADA:

Don't know, never seen him, just 

heard him and felt him...He breathes

down my neck too, squashes supermarket

bags in my room, making noise, lying 

down beside me. He usually scares the 

shit out of me. Sometimes I think that

something is wrong with my heart, how 

hard it jumps from the fear in such 

moments. My conscience knows, but my 

senses refuse to believe. It ain't 

easy...
NICOLE:

And you never saw him...
RADA:

No. He shows up in my nightmares, 

(CONT’D)

but he has no form. I feel and hear

him, that’s all. My worst nightmare 

I had a year ago. I was getting into

an unknown house near some graveyard.

The house was dark. There was a woman

letting me in, a woman that I don’t see.
Suddenly I find myself in a white room 

with white curtains, moved by the wind. 
The ghost is chasing me up and down the

room, telling me what he would be doing

to me if he was alive, grabbing my hand

all along. Instead of hand, I would feel

a chill, breeze, like wind touching me, 

hearing clearly his voice saying,

“I-would-shag-the-life-out-of-you” thing. 
But even then, I saw nothing. Even in my

dream, the bloody thing was transparent. I
was so afraid after I woke up, with my 

mouth tasting like I was eating dust. The 

dust from the graveyard, from my dream... 
Sometimes he doesn't allow me to wake up. 

Nasty bugger!
INT. THE DREAM




NIGHT
In the dream, Rada is wearing white, just as everything is white. Rada's skin is cropping like on the chill breeze, with the creepy whispers of a ghost echoing. Everything is so slow.

INT.
BEDROOM




NIGHT
NICOLE:

How did you find out, when did you 

realize how it...gee...shit?
Nicole's face is still.

RADA:

I met a spiritist who told me about him.

At first I didn’t believe, laughing at 

the man's face. While he, deadly serious,

said to me: You can laugh as much as you 

can, but you have a ghost that is 

(CONT’D)

seriously in love with you.

INT.
BATHROOM




DAY

It’s some time in Rada’s past. She’s in the bathroom, taking her clothes off, dropping them on the floor. The water from the tap is running. There’s a figure of a grown man standing behind, looking at her. Rada is acting like she’s alone in the room. And she is, because the man standing behind her is a ghost. The ghost is reaching his hand to touch her stomach. Skin on Rada’s stomach is getting creeps, little light hairs on her stomach are gently standing up. Rada grabs the towel to wrap it around her stomach, shaking up in the slight breeze. 

The ghost of the man is passing through her, walking to the other side to face Rada from her back. She is fast enough to get into the hot water, leaving the figure of the man standing over her. He’s kneeling down in front of her bath, putting his palms together, with his eyes up to the sky, like he’s praying. He’s moving his hand touching the wet breast, pinching the nipple hard. Rada jumps from the sudden pain she feels in the area of the right nipple.

INT.
BEDROOM





NIGHT
RADA:

Then I’ve said - I don't need this

crap, what about something real in my 

life? Then he said: But you have real 

thing lady. Your ghost he is shagging 

you for real, is he? In your dreams...
Rada's cigarette is on the red light. While she talks the smoke dances in near-dark. Talking about it is slowly upsetting her, evidently talking about the real thing. Her knee is moving nervously against the floor.

NICOLE:

What? You get shagged by ghost?
Nicole starts laughing, but suddenly stops. Rada is shutting up, staring at the floor in front of her.

RADA:

That's what he said. He thinks that

this ghost is trying to communicate

(CONT’D)

with my consciousness. He wants to 

speak with my mind. 
NICOLE:

What he’s trying to say then?
Nicole is getting very cynical, raising her voice, getting upset.

NICOLE:

Girl, I want to shag you, but hey I

have a problem. I’m invisible and I 

have nothing to shag you with! I mean,

c’mon babes, maybe the spiritist is the

one who wants you!
Both girls start laughing at each other.

RADA:

Apparently!
INT.
BEDROOM





DAY
Rada is still looking at the floor. The floor is modest, cheap. She gently raises her foot, playing with it, making small circles above the floor in slow motion. Both girls are silent. 

EXT.
CAMPFIRE 





NIGHT
Rada is having another vision. Unreal scenes similar to a sorceress dance. Naked women around the fire like those from The Blair Witches Project film. Everything is short, like in that film, slow and fast, like in the dream.

INT.
BEDROOM





DAY
Imagined scene from the woods is interrupted with the sound of water drops from the ceiling, dripping into Nicole’s glass. In slow motion drop falls into the glass. Nicole re-enters the room.

RADA:

What’s that?
NICOLE:

What?
RADA:

That, who’s there?
NICOLE:

Maybe this time it’s your late 

grandma. Hello grans!
The women grab their backpacks, rushing out of the room. Nicole grabs her things from the bed, her hand is grabbing the camera from a small bedside table. They are both scared. Outside is dark, nothing to be seen. They are standing in front of the house looking at the dark; only dark shadows and wind are making noise.

RADA:

We have no flash lights, it is too

early, let’s go back.
NICOLE:

Yes. My camera is shutting down again. 
Perhaps one day we will all laugh 

together at what we record, Maya, you 

and me...
EXT. ROADSIDE





DAY
The two women are walking down the road, on the right side edge of the green woods, everything looks very idyllic. Girls are talking; Rada is turning around to tell something to Nicole. Nicole is laughing. Nicole’s face is slowly laughing, a black butterfly is gently touching Nicole’s shoulder. Girls are looking lovely from the bird’s perspective. 

Green Serbian wood; is off somewhere up high, into a clear blue sky where birds are flying. It is a lovely spring time sunny day. Girls are still walking, while cars are running up and down. A motorbike passes by. Driver is all in black, behind him is a young woman. She is looking at girls, taking off her T-shirt, laughing at girls, showing her perfect bare breasts. Two bikers are passing slowly. Bike has gone down the road; girls are standing on the side of the road, laughing at the sight. 

NICOLE:

Do you think that the thing 

breathing down my neck was your ghost

for real?
RADA:

And where do you think we are going

now? To a doctor’s er?
The white sunny road is ahead of the girls. Nicole throws her cigarette on the road and steps on the butt, pressing it down against the concrete road.

NICOLE:

Why it is breathing down my neck then?
RADA:

He doesn’t wants us to sleep when he’s

around. You hear some strange surreal

screaming, waking you up as soon as you

are getting to sleep?
NICOLE:

Yea’ as a matter of fact, I did. I got

scared too.
Flashback of Nicole lying down the night before, looking at the ceiling, tossing and turning in bed, Nicole turns quickly: she sees left, right, than back to ceiling.

RADA:

Maybe he’s trying to warn us or 

something.
NICOLE:

I did feel a slight change of 

temperature on my hand, like a chill,

a breeze. What about you?
RADA:

Yea’ that’s him, I had a similar 

feeling with images that he tried to 

impose on me.
NICOLE:

What images????
RADA:

Something like that.
NICOLE:

How long did it take?
RADA:

Just a split-second, I can not stop

it from happening. Sometimes he 

doesn’t let go of me so easy, but I 

guess that this time he had better 

things to do.
NICOLE:

To do what...to scare me to death?!
RADA:

I don’t know, I have this feeling 

that he is warning us about something.
INT.
HALLWAY





NIGHT
Another of Rada’s visions. Quick glimpses of Rada’s erotic image with the invisible man. A hall in someone’s flat with candles lit on the floor and a mirror that shows two nearly naked bodies in a passionate position. An image of man is clearer – thin, immaculate body with a woman that disappears in a big hug. There’s someone’s beautiful round naked bum. Like in a dream.

EXT.
ROADSIDE





DAY
NICOLE:

To warn us on what? That you are 

a woman in lust or something?
RADA:

Nice one Nicole, I am afraid that 

his fantasy has nothing to do with 

your coming to Serbia and Maya’s 

illness. There is much more serious

business for us to do.
Rada is laughing in the split moment, turning her voice to a serious tone.

NICOLE:

Aw yeah? How do you know that it

is not your sex fantasy?

RADA:

I don’t. This is how I’ve got the

explanation for all this, and I’m

half away to really believing that 

it is just me fantasizing. I don’t 

know what to believe no more, but 

with this story even Freud would 

have a good laugh.
NICOLE:

Do you think that he is just having a

good laugh?
RADA:

Who? Freud?
NICOLE:

No, your ghost silly.
RADA:

I don’t know, maybe God’s secretary in

Heaven got really tired from people’s 

complaints and the enquiry was sent to 

a ghost instead of an angel. Maybe all

this is just one big mistake... a 

computer error. 
NICOLE:

Yeah! Something like: Hello, you’ve 

reached Heaven, please leave your message

after the beep. For all sex inquiries 

please press F1. Maybe you are just one 

hell of a lonely bird...screaming for a 

good shag. Now I know why all secretaries

are blonde...
Nicole is giggling, Rada turns to face Nicole, walking backwards, apparently having fun with Nicole’s understanding of the situation. Her face suddenly turns serious. Close up of her blinking eyes, staying like that for a while.

RADA:

...So instead of an angel getting me

out of this stupid little ghetto, I 

have got this sex-wanting thing, in 

white ghostly wrapping, with a big 

red ribbon around his invisible 

neck...Instead of the man of my life, 

I get a ghost and some serious bitch

out there is getting my man!
EXT.
HEAVEN (A VISION)



DAY
A big white bear of a man, sitting on a big white computer, dressed in white, picking up a white phone, talking to God. His long fingers are typing, writing a message on the keyboard. Big computer screen is showing an error on the screen, with the computer animation of the falling angel close up.

EXT.
ROADSIDE





DAY
NICOLE:

So does he gets jealous, the ghost?

RADA:

Ahh, yes he does.
INT.
ROOM (A VISION)



NIGHT
The erotic image of two people having sex in front of the mirror. For a short time the couple are hugging each other. The Ghost is jealous, someone’s bum, getting spanked by a big male hand.

EXT.
ROADSIDE





DAY
RADA:

Well, he’s raving mad sometimes. For

instance, last summer I was lying on 

a beach topless and realized that 

something chilly is trans-passing my

naked body. My skin went on reacting.
In my head I’ve seen an image of a man

who is trying to push me back to water.

I practically could feel his desperation

and jealousy. I reckon that he is bloody desperate, realizing that he can not 

touch me, creating these images of us,

(CONT’D)

or himself throwing away pictures of us,
flushing a toilet, realizing the horror

of all those living people, with real 

body parts, which he can only plant 

into my head.
NICOLE:

And you?
RADA:

Me? When he gets me, sex is sometimes 

all I can think of.
EXT.
BEACH (A VISION)



DAY
Rada, a topless woman is lying on a beach, with other men from the beach looking at her. One man is drinking a beer missing his mouth, spilling cold liquid all over him, jumping from the shock. Big romantic waves in the distance. Girl on a beach, tossing & turning herself on a towel and someone's hands are taking off her bikini slowly, someone's kissing her bum, while clear blue sky is getting dark with the big electric storm, symbolizing man/ghost’s raving jealousy.

EXT.
ROADSIDE





DAY
NICOLE:

Can he move objects?
EXT.
BEACH (A VISION)



DAY
A thin male neck and two hands desperately squeezing and scratching neck in jealous agony. A part of a man’s eye and nose and hair is looking up at the sky. The man is kneeling on something that looks like sand. 

EXT.
ROADSIDE





DAY
RADA:

No.
NICOLE:

Look, there’s a restaurant.
Nicole points out her fingers to the restaurant, just across the road. The girls cross the road. There’s a close-up of a cup of coffee, black and hot, brought by the waiter.

RADA:

We don’t have too much further to 

walk. I’ve asked the waiter, “where

is the house?”. They all know where

she lives, she’s like a fuckin' 

celebrity. We have been advised to 

head back to the train station while

it’s still daytime, 'cause otherwise 

we could get lost. And to avoid the 

Roman Empire remains village in the

evening, down up to the hill, on our

way back, just as we should avoid this 

road, because there are no lights at 

night and there are big trucks and 

cars that can swipe us out, run us 

down, in a second, coming from the 

dark. The man said that this road is 

very dangerous, as well as the wood 

and little Roman Empire remains of the

village in the middle, by night. He 

sounded bloody serious too.
EXT.
SERBIAN WOODS




DAY
The girls are in the woods. Birds are singing, Nicole & Rada are looking up to the blue sky at the trees above.

NICOLE:

Look! There is someone out there!
RADA:

Where?
Rada’s eyes turn quickly around her.

NICOLE:

A man, just went over there, on the right.
Nicole points out to the big fat tree and someone’s disappearing hand. The girls quickly rush in that direction. Rada falls down; Nicole helps her out to stand up.

RADA:

Ej ti tamo stani.
NICOLE:

Hello!
The girls are standing in between trees. They turn around, looking for the person they just saw. Suddenly Nicole points at the young, good-looking fellow standing there, looking at the girls.

NICOLE:

Look, it’s a guy that I slept with 

the first day I arrived in Belgrade.
RADA:

You've slept with him? Are you NUTS?! 
Bloody hell. He is the biggest weirdo

in Belgrade. You couldn’t find someone

less glamorous to sleep with, could you?
Both women rush to the guy standing. He suddenly turns around running away from them. His back is covered in shredded clothes.

NICOLE:

Hey stop! Remember me? We met a month 

ago at the railway station! Hey, STOP

...stop!
RADA:

Ej, decko stani cekaj nas zasto 

bezis?
(TRANSLATION: Ay lad, stop! Why are you running away. Wait for us!)

The girls stop, panting, struggling for breath. Yellow leaves on the ground are twisting under their feet.

RADA:

I can’t believe you shagged that man!
He’s the kind of guy that everybody 

knows about, but nobody really knows.
He hardly speaks to anyone, always 

finding himself in places where 

(CONT’D)

strange things are happening. Once he

stood for hours, in front of the 

corpse of a teenager who’d jumped 

from the fifth floor, not saying a 

word. Police couldn't link him with

the body.
NICOLE:

What happened?
RADA:

I read in the papers that the girl 

committed suicide. Maybe he slept 

with her too.
EXT. SERBIA - PAST TIME




DAY
Someone’s hand is opening up a Serbian paper with the headline “Girl commits suicide!”

NICOLE:

We met at the railway station. I 

asked him to show me to the nearest 

hotel. He said just a few words to me.
Next thing that I remember was him 

making passionate love to me and his

fantastic bum leaving to the bathroom.
In a split-second, he walked away out

of my room. I’ve never seen him again.
Still, don’t know how he managed to get

dressed so fast.
NICOLE:

Maybe he walked away out of my room

naked, getting dressed in the elevator 

or something.
INT.
HOTEL





DAY
Nicole’s flashback. Naked man from the back, leaving the hotel room, with his clothing in his hand, getting into an elevator that is closing up.

EXT. WOODS





DAY
RADA:

What was he like then?
NICOLE:

What was who like?
RADA:

(sarcastically)

The sky that day! Gee, him, who’d you

think I was asking for?
NICOLE:

Fantastic! He was fantastic. If all 

the weirdoes in Serbia are like that,

I might consider moving to Belgrade 

for good!
RADA:

Don’t be silly! No one knows who he is.
Girls are walking through the woods. The man vanished somewhere. The woods ahead of girls looks fantastic. Suddenly a bird crashes into a tree in front of them, falling down on the ground, dead.

RADA:

What was that?

NICOLE:

It’s dead, the bird is dead!

Nicole picks up the dead bird in front of her feet, holding it in her hand.

Nicole & Rada continue walking through the woods. Birds are flying over their back. Nicole is moving the green vegetation ahead of her. Rada is following her. They arrive at a big meadow surrounded by the green woods. The girls are standing on the edge of the woods, on the small hill, looking down at the beautiful green meadow. The center of the meadow is occupied with circlular snow-white stones, the remains of a Roman Empire village. The sight looks unreal, like a montage picture. 

(CONT’D)

The sun is up high; Nicole is takes out a plastic bottle from her backpack, drinking water from it. She takes her camera, shooting the magnificent sight. Rada sits down on the grass just slightly ahead of Nicole. There’s a yellow wander dog, which sits next to Rada. Rada pets the dog. 

There is bunch of other dogs down there behaving strangely. The dogs are sitting in the grass at the exact same distance from each other, forming a circle, looking like sculptures from a bird’s eye position. There is one in the middle who is chasing his own tail, others are just howling. The sky is crystal clear, full of birds that are also making a circle in the air. Magnificent is the sight the girls are seeing.

NICOLE:

So that was what we heard last night. 
Not wolves, but dogs. Whose dogs are

those?
RADA:

Probably no one’s. There are lots of 

doggies running free like that in 

Serbia. Though, those are behaving 

strangely.
NICOLE:

This sight is freaky and gives me the 

creeps, but it’s beautiful. Why did the

people from the road warn us about this

place?
RADA:

Don’t know! We are not very far now. Do 

you have feeling that we have been 

followed, all the time, by someone or 

something?
NICOLE:

Most definitely I do. Every time when I 

turn around I see no one. I also have 

strange visions at moments.
RADA:

Of some women? Me too!
Nicole points her finger at the small circle in the meadow made of tall green plants, filled inside with some other plants.

NICOLE:

What’s that?
RADA:

Don’t know, let’s see.

NICOLE:

It looks perfectly shaped.

The girls run to the plant circle. The dog runs behind them. Rada moves away the tall plants to get inside the small plant-surrounded circle.

RADA:

Oh my God, look, that’s marijuana.

NICOLE:

What a brilliant idea er? Shall we 

take some, dry it in our room and 

use it? Maybe we can get in touch 

with our insight, your invisible 

lover and have some fun together!

RADA:
You would like that, would you?
Rada gives Nicole the look and a big smiling face. She turns around, starts waving with her hands, like she’s fighting someone approaching her on the right side.

NICOLE:

Is there any problem? Maybe this 

time Freud is trying to contact us.
Nicole raises her voice like she’s addressing someone standing next to Rada.

NICOLE:

Go away you invisible bastard!

(CONT’D)

Find some bones to nibble and leave us

alone!

RADA:

Nope, this grass is not ready to be 

picked yet anyway. You can take some 

if you like, I won’t!

NICOLE:

Why do I have the feeling that we won’t

be needing any? Let’s hurry up, find 

that woman and go back to Belgrade as 

soon as possible. This place gives me 

the creeps.
Girls are moving on, passing the meadow into a wood on the other side.

EXT. SERBIAN WOODS




DAY
Girls are walking through the woods, straight to a typical Serbian mountain cottage. Cottage has a beautiful garden, with a beautiful woman standing at the gates. Girls are approaching the green plants wrapped, well-shaped gates, close to the 34-year old woman, smiling at them.

WOMAN:

Hello girls, welcome.

NICOLE:

You speak English!

WOMAN:

I’ve been expecting you much earlier.
You girls are too late, you won’t be 

able to spend the night here and go 

back through the woods, back to the

railway station, when the night comes

it won’t be easy.
The woman is very pretty, with big beautiful eyes and big glasses on her nose. She looks like teacher, dressed in a sexy classic elegant dress, like she’s going somewhere. She has gentle ladylike hands and a strange necklace around her neck. 

RADA:

We are looking for Diana.

DIANA:

I am Diana, pleased to meet you.

RADA:

But this is the middle of nowhere,

what are you doing here?
INT. COTTAGE





DAY
Women are getting into the house. Inside everything looks modern and different than the traditional-looking old house of the exterior. One wall is covered with a bookshelf full of books. On the right side, there is a table with computer. In the middle of the room there is a big table with chairs. On the left are wooden stairs leading upstairs to the other side of the house.

DIANA:

I’ve lived here for the last 5 years, 

with my husband Theo. Theo is an

anthropologist from Greece and I’ve 

graduated in English Literature in New

York. I also speak French and Greek, 

but my English is the best.
NICOLE:

Not exactly a big ugly woman, with no 

teeth and a big mole. Yo lady where’s 

your broom?
DIANA:

You lucky girl, I hope that you will 

take me seriously, ‘cause if you don’t...
Girls are taking their seats on the chairs; Diana is the last one to sit down.

RADA:

I do hope that we won’t waste our time.

How did you know that we are coming? You

said you have been expecting us...

DIANA:

I see things before they happen, I 

saw you coming, I saw your reason for

coming, I even know what did you had to

eat last night

RADA:

Au yeah? What?

NICOLE:

Can I record your house on my camera?
Nicole is rolling her camera, shooting everything inside the house, stairs, walls, pictures, and books, Diana. Her husband comes down the stairs.

DIANA:

You can, but at that moment when you 

leave back to that wood, on the way 

back to Belgrade, your camera will shut

down, you won’t be able to see anything

recorded. Even if you do record anything, 
do not look at it too long, ‘cause you 

might start seeing things that you don’t

like.
THEO:

Hello girls, my wife bugged me about you 

coming over here, a month ago. You might 

not be able to get out of here alive.
DIANA:

Yo Theo shut it...ok!
NICOLE:

Where are you from?
The three women are having a strange perspective, sitting on the table. Nicole’s shooting Theo through the camera in black and white. Theo is tall, slim curly hair man in his early 40s. He wears a moustache and is dressed like he is going for a jog.

THEO:

I’m from Skiatos Island in Greece and 


(CONT’D)

I’ve got sick and tired of ancient 

Greek so I’ve come here to find 

something new. Instead of work I’ve

found Diana, or maybe she has found

me first?

NICOLE:

It must be very healthy jogging in the

area, is it?

THEO:

It is, but only during the day time. By

night we have...

DIANA:

Theo shut up! Go check some bones 

upstairs will you?

RADA:

Can we get a glass of water please?
Nicole puts down her camera on the table. She is grabs her last cigarette from the box, puts it in her mouth. Someone is lighting her cigarette. Her cigarette box is lying lonely on a full wood-made brown table. Nicole’s mouth is dark red dry. A hand is lighting her cigarette.

DIANA:

No, you can not eat, drink or sleep

here, otherwise witches will know that

you have come here and I won’t be able

to help you out.

NICOLE:

Witches?

DIANA:

Both of you came here for the very same

reason. Your friend Maya is the victim 

of evil witchcraft. Spells were cast by

the very same person who has spelled 

Rada fifteen years ago.

RADA:

But we’ve met recently, I haven’t 

known Maya 15 bloody years!
Rada is raising her voice; Theo is laughing from upstairs. Diane is dead serious. Nicole is smoking her last cigarette. Diane’s face is deadly serious. Her hands are playing with an empty box of Nicole’s cigarettes.

DIANE:

Maya and you have endured witchcraft

by the same person. Rada, your close

family and you have been surrounded 

by witches all your life. And I know

also that these obstacles you 

encountered much too frequently. I can

help you to get over it, on the 

condition that you can understand and

overcome the deepest things in you, 

that imprison you so often in this 

state of negativity which strike you 

in your most sensitive areas: your 

spirit and your soul. All I can say 

about this, is that this bad luck has 

been engendered by what we call a  

spell, or a bad spell, which would have

been cast over your close friends, and

more specifically by your family, in an

ancient time. It started 15 years ago.
RADA:

Family friends? But why? Who?
DIANE:
The woman that I see has long blonde hair,
is five foot tall, very pretty and it is 

your close relative. Her name starts with

an “N”; she immigrated to Canada 10 years 

ago. Before that she was very friendly, 

coming to your house every day.
RADA:

Nancy? Bloody hell, I thought she liked us!
DIANE:

Hardly any of the women who are into

this like anyone. They are evil, 

doing witchcraft from the early ages 

of life. Your mother lost her first 

child because someone close cast the

spells. Without any reason of course.
Then your uncle, very close relative, 

lost his first wife, while your 

other relative, the daughter of the 

uncle, went through hell. Such a 

silent decency for the outside world,
but monstrous for the family. Nancy 

hated you the first time she started

to casts the spells on you fifteen 

years ago. Now she is an American 

citizen and she lives miles away from

you. When she immigrated from Serbia 

to Canada, twelve years ago, you met 

a blonde innocent-looking friend, that

kept on doing her job, casting the 

spells, for seven long years. Even 

some high school classmates had been

teenage witches and were linked in one 

way or another with your relative and

a friend. You and your family went 

through hell for the past fifteen years

of your life, because of the evil spells

cast by your close relative. All these 

people are connected somehow.

RADA:

But why? Nancy liked us, she had 

absolutely no reason.

DIANE:

What is a reason?
Diane starts to laugh, standing up, taking two envelopes from her desk, coming back, sitting down on the table.

DIANE:

Envy, malice, jealousy, who knows.
People of such don’t need a reason to 


(CONT’D)

hate. What can I say: simple negative 

psycho-magnetic pole. This  stroke of

destiny, which looks just like 

bewitchment, provokes bad luck, 

worries and troubles of all kind, and

obstructs you from enjoying your real

destiny. Free yourself definitively 

from all these grave disruptions,
which obstruct PSY forces. My dear, 

after everything I told you, the evil manipulations play a big part, you 

feel like a prisoner who is 

completely shut away in this net of 

negative waves, that provokes inside 

you a permanent block of all your

natural psycho-magnetic powers.
Nicole's face is getting slightly blushed. She puts down the cigarette in front of her.

NICOLE:

But what has Maya got to do with Rada?

DIANE:

You two have met for a good reason. I 

am going to give you protocol, and you

must do as it is written. After you do

it, Maya will get well and you will 

find the way out from your situation.
In the ancient tradition, which dates

from the dawn of time, the magical night

is an exceptional night. It is a cosmic

night when the visible and material 

world is in harmony with the spiritual 

world. In other words, an ideal night for communicating with the spiritual forces 

which surrounds us. These supernatural 

forces are able to help people who 

call upon them. This ancient practice

symbolizes the confidence and wisdom 

that our ancestors had in the 

supernatural and cosmic forces bringing
happiness to the earth. Of course, for

the spiritual forces to be able to work,

(CONT’D)

the person requesting their help 

needs to be doing so only for good.
Diane looks unreal from the side. She is speaking with total reason in her voice, like she is talking about a regular science project from University. She stands up, pours herself a drink, and drinks it all at once. The two girls are sitting on the chairs. Nicole is nervously looking for something in her backpack; Rada is touching her hair with her right hand, like she is fixing it in front of the mirror. Diane is holding her empty glass. All 3 women are moving in a slow motion. There are white envelopes on the table.

NICOLE:

Let's go Rada, it’s getting too 

weird for me.
Nicole stands up, grabbing the white envelope with her name on it from the table, quickly taking everything else from it as well.

DIANE:

One more thing. You are going to pass 

through the woods and the small Roman

Empire village remains by night. You 

need two flashlights. Once you’re there,

you are going to encounter the undead 

creatures. They all are going to look

amazingly beautiful. They will try to 

force you to look down at their feet.

DO NOT under the any circumstances look 

down at their feet. If you do, you are 

lost forever. The best thing to do is 

to convince yourself that they are just

human, admire their beauty, but resist

looking at their feet.

NICOLE:

Why? What's wrong with their feet?

DIANE:

The women do not have feet, but hoofs.

They are undead! Beautiful, like angels,


(CONT’D)

but originated by the devil itself,

imported directly from hell. Evil 

witchcraft done by your evil relative

invokes the creatures. Your boyfriend

from the hotel room is the only living

human who ever survived seeing fairies.

The only way for you to be safe is 

looking at them, convincing them that

you think that you’re just seeing

ordinary women in weird dresses. Talk

to it- ask for the road or something.

Fairies can not know that you know.

Diane is getting real close to Nicole's face, talking to her especially. Their two faces are having a serious conversation, from a side-on close up.

NICOLE:

But.... But...fairies do not exist...
DIANE:

No, of course not, everything that you 

are going to see tonight will be an 

illusion, a hallucination, invoked by 

witch rituals. They want you to look 

down, if you resist the temptation you 

will survive. You are going to see 

pretty disturbing sights: innocent 

women and children pleading for help.
Do not interfere, the people are dead 

for a long time now and you cannot

help them.
EXT. SERBIAN WOODS




DAY
The two women are going through the doors, Diane is following them to the gates, and Theo is behind, standing at the door. Diane's face is pretty serious again.

DIANE:

One more thing... if you survive tonight

and during your life you run into your

evil relative, just ignore her. She 

cannot know that you know. The same 

goes for you Rada. It is better that 

(CONT’D)

way...and hopefully you won’t be

seeing her...

NICOLE:

But what has Nancy got to do with my 

friend Maya?

DIANE:

I am not allowed to say that. You must

find out yourself.
The girls are leaving back into the woods. Their backs are vanishing into the green leaves of the trees, into the early evening mist in the green Serbian woods. It is late; night is slowly falling down. Up in the trees, there’s a strange breeze.

THEO:

You think they'll survive?
Nicole and Rada are walking with their flashlights through the dark green woods. The flashlights are lighting up pieces of the ground in the rhythm of their hands.

DIANE:

Staying alive is as good as they 

can get!
EXT. SERBIAN WOODS




DAY
The girls are sitting down, relaxing, on a log. Rada is keeping her flashlight under Nicole’s chin. Nicole puts her head on Rada’s shoulder.

NICOLE:

Do you really believe that your cousin

is into witchcraft?

RADA:

Don’t know- it’s possible. My family 

believes that my uncle’s wife is the

evil one, but deep down I knew, Nancy

didn’t like me too much. She was far 

too conspicuous with her kindness. And

as soon as she immigrated, she forgot 

(CONT’D)

all about us. 

NICOLE:

Suspicious enough, but where do 

these people find the ingredients 

for rituals? I mean raising dead 

people, chopping off their dead 

parts...

RADA:

Nancy is a doctor, she has a widespread

source of ingredients avariable I assume!

NICOLE:

What’s her real name? Nancy is an English 

name.

RADA:

My family calls her Nana.
INT.
UK NIGHTCLUB




NIGHT
6 weeks later. London. Rada and Nicole are in a nightclub, laughing. Rada is dancing with a young attractive man. Nicole is passing by, touching her shoulder, with a big smile on her face. The two heads, Rada’s and Nicole’s, are close to each other, talking. We see one hand giving her keys to the other. Then two heads close up talking; one belongs to Rada and one to a young man from the club.

The man passionately pushes Rada against the wall; his leg is in between her legs. Young people are passing by. In slow motion, viewers are focusing now, two future to be, obviously lovers. Rada is laughing. Man hands going down towards Rada's legs...

Unknown woman with long blonde hair is standing aside, watching lovers. She is breathing heavily. Her moves are fast, nervous, she is upset. Her profile doesn’t show much, her face is unclear, just long hair, sexy dress, looking like run-out-of-time porn star. She is moving on to the dancefloor; from behind she looks more ill and her heavy, ill sounding breathing is louder. She is looking at Nicole. Nicole is laughing, standing with a beautiful dark-haired woman and a few young men, cheering merrily, with glasses. Unknown mysterious woman’s breathing is louder than music. Mysterious woman is hiding from Nicole’s eyes behind other people in the crowd. Nicole is slightly upset, pointing out the unknown woman to the young man beside her. The young man turns around. The mysterious woman is cleverly hiding among people, her face is not visible, just hair and body showing up behind the people. She leaves the club, along with her heavy breathing heard by the viewers.

INT.
UK BEDROOM




NIGHT
Rada wakes up, naked, next to a gorgeous naked man. He is still sleeping. Beautiful sunny morning discovers lovely naked sleepy man short-cut shots. Someone is ringing at the door. Rada gets up, quickly gets dressed, walking through the hall to the door and opening it. There are two policemen at the door.

POLICEMAN #1 [JOHN HANNAH]:

Hello, I am John, this is my assistant

Poul, we are investigating the murder

of a young woman a couple of months back.
The two policemen walk in. They sit down next to Rada in the living room. Nicole brings in mugs of tea. There are strange indefinite sounds behind her; Rada’s ghost of the jealous man is also present. He sits, all ghostly visible, on the sofa behind them. The ghost is not visible to any of them. Rada is nervous, turning around like she hears something behind her. Ghost is walking to the other side of the room. He is dressed like a normal living man. The ghost’s eyes are intense and warm, telling something wonderful about a dead man. Getting back to the visitors, the policeman John is hungry for the truth; he looks determined to find out everything.

JOHN:

Your flat mate woke up recently. She

has no recollections of what happened 

to her. We still have no leads of whom

might have killed the woman in your bath

tub eight months ago. You left the 

country about six months ago, where have

you been?

NICOLE:

I’ve been to Serbia, to Belgrade, to 

visit Maya’s parents and let them know 

what has happened to her. This is Rada, 

Maya’s friend from Belgrade.

RADA:

Pleased to meet you.
Rada shakes John’s hand. The ghost sits down next to Rada. The people in the room don’t see him.

JOHN:

Would you be so kind as to give me 

all the information  about Maya and 

her family? It might be useful for 

this investigation.
John’s appearance is upsetting for the ghost, but soothing for Nicole and Rada. John is sitting down, holding a mug of hot tea in his hands.

RADA:

Of course, let me contact her parents

about this. I will get back to you 

via email. Everything in writing I 

can sign in the station tomorrow 

morning.
The ghost stands up and goes into the kitchen. He looks alive, mad, upset about something. He is trying to move the glass on the kitchen table. His hand is going through the glass. Viewers are following the hand. He is getting more furious, jumping around in the small kitchen, like a little bunny, turning around in fury with his hands spread. The ghost is funny. He is sitting on the chair, his head looking up, and hands are folding in the feast. He stands up, turns around furiously, this time successfully knocking down a glassy object that smashes into little pieces, making a loud sound.

NICOLE:

Can’t you use the DNA of the dead 

woman for identification?

JOHN:

We are doing everything we can. It is

still a dead end.

THE OTHER POLICEMAN:

(hearing the noise)

What was that? Are you alone in the

house?

NICOLE:

No, we had a friend staying over, 

but he should be sleeping now.

Nicole stands up, turns to Rada, then quickly leaves towards the kitchen.

JOHN:

Where’s Maya now?

NICOLE:

She went to Belgrade to visit her 

parents. She’ll be back in a few 

weeks time. Would you like her to 

come over to the station for enquiry?

JOHN:

That would be good, please tell her to

do so, it’s just a routine enquiry.

RADA:

There’s no one in the kitchen, but 

someone broke the ashtray.
Rada passes by the people in the living room, going to the bedroom to look for her lover. No one is there, just the used sheets. Her ghost is following her, madly; his desires are still intense. He passes by Nicole as she is standing up, pushing her back down.

JOHN:

Are you all right?

NICOLE:

Yes I am, I just lost my balance for

a moment.

RADA:

So sorry, but my friend is so shy, he

must have left earlier than we expected

(CONT’D)

for work.

JOHN:

We don’t need him right now. If you

are about to leave the country again,

please let us know.

NICOLE:

Of course, cheers.

Nicole is walking the policemen out, closing the doors. The kitchen is a mess. Rada picks up the broken pieces of glass.

RADA:

The lad from last night has left,

breaking the ashtray. How the hell did

he leave without us seeing him?

NICOLE:

He left through the open window I guess.

RADA:

But why?

NICOLE:

Dunno.
The ghost hopelessly tries to push Rada in her back to make her slip over in the kitchen. He is obviously mad. He screams out. His voice is just a strange echo, coming from the upper space of the room, like he’s talking from the ceiling.

GHOST:

Why?

NICOLE:

What was that?

RADA:

Don’t know, it seemed like someone 

said something in a strange echo.

Right! I’m off back to sleep.
EXT.
UK STREET




 
NIGHT
Nicole is walking outside the house to the car. The mysterious woman from the nightclub is standing aside it, watching. Her heavy breathing sounds full. We see a little bit of her long blonde hair, but not her face. Rada is going back to the bedroom.

INT.
UK BEDROOM




NIGHT
Rada is sleeping, turning and tossing in her sleep. And maybe sparks are racing by so quickly that Rada barely perceives them, the sparks you imagine when your eyes are closed. Her breathing slows and hollows, filling up the entire world. It’s a feeling of utter loneliness. And now her breathing recedes into the darkness. Whatever it was, it’s gone now. There’s an audible male voice as she moves through consciousness in slow motion. Everything is dreamlike and very bright. In her dream, Rada is walking through the centre of Belgrade. The sun is shining. She hears a warm seductive male voice telling her:

VOICE:

Happy tossing and turning my dear!
RADA:

See you on the other side.
Rada is dreaming of herself in Belgrade. She walks into a building, going up to the flat. Her ghost is waiting for her; he is taking off her clothing, gently taking her to the bed. Two people are making passionate love. Everything looks real. Bodies in one short expose, their faces are in ecstasy while they are making love. Rada and her ghost. They continue to breathe, inhale, exhale, the eyes in the face of ghost are glowing now, in unison with their breathing.

INT.
UK FLAT





NIGHT
Nicole walks into the flat, puts her handbag on the table, removes her coat, turns on the computer and sits in front of the screen. She stands up, walks to Rada’s room, looking for Rada. Rada is still asleep. Nicole and Rada are in front of the computer screen. Nicole is chatting with someone online. From the back, the girls aren’t showing much interest. They continue to watch the screen, almost mesmerized by the flickering sparks. Nicole’s eyes begin to glaze over. She snaps out of it, tearing her gaze from the screen.

Their breath escapes their mouths in the frosty shape of mist. The voice also, not just the message on screen seems to come from all over them, from the humming coursing through the walls. 

Like she’s dealing with a computer virus that developed personality and is coming out by self-replicating itself, is becoming alive as well as the message. 

There’s a strange message on the computer screen. Instead of regular computer chat, there are uncontrolled words coming out. Words such as: “Just you wait, just you wait what you gonna get!” “The witch hour will erect to direct moonlight superior magical mystical forces”, “indulge in me”, “this is my wish”, “come to my assistance now and in all times to an early death that leads”.

NICOLE:

Something is wrong with the computer.
RADA:

What is?
NICOLE:

Dunno!
NICOLE:

Someone is playing games with us, some

freak, like we haven’t had enough of 

Serbian wood spooks.
RADA:

I see visions of women in my head all 

day long. Similar to those in the woods.
NICOLE:

Me too, you think that your cousin is 

near?

RADA:

Maybe, I wouldn’t recognize her now 

anyway.

NICOLE:

But would she recognize you?

RADA:

Don’t think so.

NICOLE:

I constantly see some strange woman

looking at us, whereever we go. I’ve

told John about her, but he cannot do

anything about it. I am not even sure

that he believes me. And now this! 

Someone is sending us strange messages.
Screen is still repeating the same words. Rada’s ghost appears, passing behind them. A draft shuts the window. The girls both jump off their chairs at the same time from the slamming door sound.

NICOLE:

That’s it, I’m out of here.
INT.
UK FLAT





NIGHT

Nicole shuts down the computer. She leaves the flat, gets into the car, starts the engine up and leaves the parking place. She leaves Rada still sitting on the chair, staring at the blank computer screen. 

Rada hears strange sounds, standing up, walking to the bedroom doors slowly, and checking out the rooms.

RADA:

Who’s there?
Rada keeps on walking to the kitchen. A big kitchen knife is stabbed into the wooden table, holding a small white note. The note reads “You’re DEAD bitch!” Rada screams, taking the knife with her, walking backwards slowly. Her breathing is short; she’s terrified. She hears heavy ill-sounding breathing behind her. She turns around, finding someone slipping down the stairs. She’s slowly walking down the stairs with the knife in her hand. Someone is downstairs. Rada pulls out her mobile phone, nervously pressing the buttons.

RADA:

Bugger, it’s busy!
She is still on the stairs. She rests against the wall for a second and keeps trying to call on the phone. The phone rings, she answers quietly.

RADA:

Hello?

PERSON ON THE PHONE:

You are dead bitch. You though that 

you gonna get away with it you bitch!
The voice is whispering, ill with now familiar heavy breathing. Person is madly laughing on the phone.

RADA:

Who’s there?
The regular phone line rings, Rada towards it. She picks up the phone, still holding the knife in her hand.

PERSON ON THE PHONE:

You’ll die, you bitch! Just you wait,

just you wait what you gonna get! The

witch hour will erect to direct 

moonlight, superior magical mystical 

forces, indulge in me, this is my wish, 

come to my assistance now and in all 

times to an early death that leads.
The phone goes dead. Rada is still holding the phone, shaking, trying to reach Nicole.

RADA:

Nicole, someone is in the house,
threatening me on the phone, the same

message, weird voice please come now!
Rada cuts the phone, turning around. Someone is lurking behind her all the time. Just by the door and the basement stairs, something makes her drop the phone, which rolls down to the basement stairs. She has no time to reach the doors, so she turns the light on downstairs instead. Walking down she sees someone’s back.

RADA:

Who’s there? Maya is that you? 

A] Mayoo da li si to ti sta.
(TRANSLATION:  Maya, is that you...what?)

She puts her hand on the woman’s shoulder. She turns to face Maya, whose throat has been slashed. She screams, rushing back to the stairs, running to the doors, still holding the knife. The doors are locked. She looks around her, drops the knife, goes through her pockets to find the keys. Things from her pockets are falling on the floor. Someone is turning the key from the outside. Rada is standing frozen behind the doors, grabbing the knife that just stabbed the wooden floor. She tries pulling it out, and after a slight struggle she gets it back in her hand. Her heart is banging in fear. The door opens slowly, it’s Nicole. The girls hold each other for a moment.

RADA:

B] Ona je mrtva..ona

(TRANSLATION: She’s dead, she!)

NICOLE:

Shhh...let’s call the police.
INT.
UK HOUSE





NIGHT
The house is full of police. They are taking out the dead body in a plastic bag. The girls are sitting with the inspector, John, in the living room. Rada is shaking, holding a hot mug of tea in front of her.

JOHN:

Girls, you’re not going to sleep in

this house tonight, let’s go now.
EXT. UK STREET





NIGHT
They all stand up and leave the house. The mysterious woman with blonde hair is still watching everything from an aside. We hear her heavy breathing. Cars are leaving the neighborhood. The mysterious woman leaves down the street. Rada's ghost is following her. They're passing by the streets; ghost is walking through the human bodies, following the blonde mysterious woman.

EXT.
SERBIAN WOODS




MORNING
TITLE CARD:
“6 months earlier”.

(CONT’D)

The idyllic green wood is ahead, birds are singing and flying around. The two tortured women are coming out from the woods. Both women are torn apart, Nicole is limping, they’re coming out together, crossing a road. It is early in the morning, the dawn. They both have blood on their clothing. 

Nicole and Rada open a small wooden gate. Rada is talking to a Serbian Orthodox priest. He is dressed all in black, and lets the girls into a small, very pretty Orthodox Church.

EXT.
CHURCH GARDEN




MORNING
Both women are taking water to drink from the priest. A young lad behind them is setting the table for breakfast in the church garden. Rada is talking to the priest. Nicole is lying down on a bench. Lad is helping her up to the table. Rada is still talking to the priest, pointing towards the woods. Priest is talking to Rada, they are all eating. The priest is looking up at the sky. Lad is eating, giving plates of food to Nicole. The food on the table is modest and domestic, the same as Nicole’s face. She is hardly eating, looks bashed up, with lots of scratches on her face. Rada is still talking to the priest just across the table. 

EXT.
SIDE OF CHURCH




MORNING
Nicole is sitting on the ground, next to the white stone wall of the church. Birds are singing and sun is shining. Nicole’s right knee is in the sun; the rest of her body is in the shade. With her left hand she reaches inside her backpack for the camera, and turns it on to rewind. Lad from the church is giving her a new packet of cigarettes. With her right hand she takes them, puts one in her mouth, and puts the pack of ciggies in her pocket, taking a lighter from the same pocket. A part of Rada’s knee is taking a seat next to Nicole.

NICOLE:

Rada
RADA:

Ah-a.
NICOLE:

You knew what we were going to see in

the woods?
RADA:

Nope! But my guts were telling me 

something.
NICOLE:

And... a ghost.

RADA:

And a ghost.
Nicole lights her cigarette, taking a smoke slowly. She is looking up at the sky, letting the smoke out.

EXT.
SERBIAN WOODS




NIGHT
Flashback. Nicole is running through the woods, turning around all the time. She is scared, someone is following her. She drops her flashlight. She stops, dropping to her knees, looking for the flashlight. Her hands are looking for it, in the dark; she is touching the ground nervously. Her breathing is hard, gasping for air. Suddenly she sees someone’s hand. She looks up, seeing a tall woman in a long white night dress. The woman helps her out, taking Nicole’s hand. Nicole stands up. Without a word, the woman gives her the flashlight. Her face is beautiful and angelic. She smiles at Nicole, visible with the lighht from Nicole's flashlight, held by her hand. The woman looks like an angel coming from the sky.

NICOLE:

(nervously)

Hi...do do do you speak English?
The woman just smiles, taking Nicole’s hand and leading her through the woods. Nicole’s backpack gets away from her shoulder, making them stop for a moment, by getting stuck on the trees and bushes in their way. In one hand she is holding a flashlight, the other is holding the strange beautiful woman in the white dress. They enter a wood cottage. The inside is lit up with an old-fashioned lantern and candles lying all over. Nicole turns around to see the inside of the cottage. The woman in white vanishes. As Nicole turns back around again, she sees a small boy, sitting on a chair, with a plate of food in front of 

him.
(CONT’D)

The young woman re-appears, approaching the table, taking off her white long dress, remaining naked, leaving only her old-fashioned boots on. She sits on the little boy’s lap, forcing his head in a quick violent twitch.

Nicole grabs a lighter from her pocket, lighting the candle. While getting near the bed, through the light of the candle, she slowly recognizes the other woman’s angelic face, then smiles at her, lifting up her chin. She grabs the a mean-looking core from the dark, turn around and lifting her hand with it, quickly hitting the dark side of the bed.

Nicole’s hearing little at the direction of her bare breast, forcing the boy to eat up her nipple. Her face changes from angelic into the face of a woman in lust, having a loud orgasm with the quick sexual moves of her hips against the boy’s lap. Little boy cries and yelps out for help with a loud spasm. Woman takes a knife behind her, from the table, putting it under his little throat, looking at Nicole. Nicole rushes to the table, pushing the naked woman off the boy and onto the ground. She quickly takes the little boy in her arms. He is crying, begging for help, saying nothing, holding her tight. While Nicole’s holding boy, she sees another beautiful woman standing in front of her. The other woman gently takes the boy from Nicole’s arms.

NICOLE:

No please she was... She is, 

please let go of the boy! No!
The woman smiles, showing beautiful white teeth, turning around, and taking the boy into the other room. Her long white dress is whipping the dust off the floor. The boy’s face is calmer, like he feels safe now, looking at Nicole. Nicole follows them into an empty, similar kind of room. There is no one there; just old wooden chairs and a table with a candle burning out. On the other side there are doors leading to a room with a wooden bed and the same kind of candle on the table. Once Nicole enters the room, a wind puts out the candle, leaving the room in the dark.

Nicole hears the boy’s cry once when the core hits the body. The creepy sound of the core slapping little body wakes Nicole from the shock. She drops the candle, grabs her flashlight from the backpack, turns the strong light in the direction of bed, discovering the horror of the little boy being battered by a long dark haired woman in white. 

(CONT’D)

Once the flashlight lights the face of the woman, something pushes her away to the corner. Nicole gets up from the corner, her flashlight revealing the beautiful dark-haired woman that just battered the boy, grinning at her. Slowly Nicole lifts her head; she’s now spotting a devilish grin at creature’s faces. Nicole, at that moment, remembers what they said at the first place about fairies.

DIANE: 

(flash back)

DO NOT, under the any circumstances,

look down at their feet. If you do,

you are lost forever.

The beautiful dark haired woman is helping Nicole stand up. Once she’s up, she grabs Nicole’s face to look down at her feet. Nicole snaps out of the strong desire to follow the fairy’s impulse with a strong body spasm, falling down back on the floor. She quickly looks at the woman’s face, avoiding the lower part of the creature. The woman innocently smiles at her, turning around, missing in the dark, at the direction of bed. 

Nicole grabs the camera from her backpack, turns it on, then quickly turns on the flashlight, pointing it in the direction of the bed. The black and white zoom shows a beautiful dark-haired fairy battering a tied-up boy with a core. The creepy silence is interrupted with the desperate whips of the battered boy. In a great effort and sweat, Nicole turns off the camera, running back through the very same room and out. She runs back through the woods, camera in one hand and flashlight in the other. Bushes and sharp twigs are splashing Nicole’s face. There is nothing ahead of her but endless ground with leaves and twigs that her flashlight is lighting. She collapses without breath, sitting, tired, and gasping for breath on the ground. There is dark around her, just a piece of ground visible under Nicole’s flashlight.

EXT. CHURCH WALL




MORNING
Back to reality. Nicole Is still smoking a cigarette, sitting against the church wall. The sun is shining on her blonde hair.

NICOLE:

So, what happened to you, when we got

split up back in the woods? Did you 

see some fairies?

RADA:

Yes, I saw  a bunch of beautiful women

in white, smiling at me, luring me to

see some pretty disturbing sights. But

somehow I managed to keep my eyes up, 

to their diabolically beautiful faces. 

I wouldn’t believe it if someone told 

me what I saw back there.

NICOLE:

A doorway stands in the darkness; once

you rip it open, reveling absolute 

emptiness beyond. It’s like a doorway 

into space, a hole in the fabric of 

reality. It sucks the air into it; it

sucks light, everything. It touches 

some sort of primal fear, gut instinct. 

You don’t want ever to go to this 

place. Ever.

EXT.
SERBIAN WOODS




NIGHT
A flash back. Rada is running through the woods with her flashlight on. She stumbles, stops, but keeps on running. The remains of a small Roman Empire village are visible by the light of torch, arranged in a circle. In the center of the circle is a little girl tied up to a wooden cross, too heavy for her to stand up. There is a woman dressed in black whipping the little girl with a big mean-looking flogger. There is nothing heard, the silence only broken with the sound of the flogger whipping the flesh. There are lots of beautiful, unreal-looking women in white dancing around the torches. 

The woman in black turns around, stops flogging, and gives Rada a creepy smile. Her blonde hair waves in the wind. Rada quickly hides in the bushes, scared of being seen by the fairies. Staying down for a while gives her pain in her legs. She slowly kneels down, crawling to the next tree to hide. Suddenly she feels someone’s hand tapping her shoulder. She turns around, but sees only darkness. She turns around again, and a male hand 

(CONT’D)

grabs her from behind, dragging her away from the bushes and into the meadow with the fairies. 

EXT.
SERBIAN WOODS




NIGHT
Rada is sitting next to a tree, pointing her flashlight pointing towards the woods, into the darkness.

RADA:

Ko je tamo? Pojavi se gde si?

(TRANSLATION: Who’s there? Show yourself, where are you?)

Rada is scared. She is crying, her tears are running down her face. Her voice is in panic.

RADA:

Nicole, where are you? Please come 

Back! I can’t do this on my own 

Nicole!
Rada is seeing flashes of Nicole’s friend from the hotel. His face is pale and unreal. He says nothing, grabbing Rada by the arm and dragging her back into the woods.

RADA:

Ma sta hoces od mene pusti me

pusti me molim te.
(TRANSLATION: What do you want? Let go, let me go!)

Rada is crying, limping on one leg. Her backpack is stuck to a tree’s branches. The strange man from Nicole’s hotel room is dragging her down. She falls, than stands up and falls again, crying in panic and fear. Suddenly the man stops, letting go of her, vanishing into the darkness. Rada is still crying, flashing her flashlight around her. She is kneeling down on the ground. Suddenly she runs the light over someone’s legs covered with a long white dress. Rada looks up, seeing a beautiful woman smiling at her.

The woman is just smiling, helping Rada to stand up, quickly grabbing her hand and taking Rada into a small mill. After she takes her there, she vanishes away, leaving Rada standing there alone. With her left hand she touches the wooden wall of the mill. She sees a little candlelight through a small window and  

(CONT’D)

part of a wooden chair. Suddenly she hears a woman cry. She flashes in the direction of the cry, seeing a young woman tied up to a wheel of the mill, covered in blood. 

She walks to the wheel, trying to untie the small, bleeding, tortured body. To do this she has to walk into a small creek. As Rada approaches the young woman, she realizes she’s tied up with twigs, with sharp thorns stabbing into her flesh.

Suddenly a man approaches, pushing Rada back into the creek. As she falls, her flash light drops into the water. The man unties the tortured woman, grabs her by her hair, and strongly pulls her out along with him. The woman cries out, pleading for help, saying some unknown words to Rada. Rada quickly stands up in the dark, pointing her flash light in that direction, to see the tortured woman being dragged by the man by her hair. She walks out of the creek, running in the man’s direction.

Rada is running through the darkness. Her flashlight shines on the blood and the pieces of someone’s clothing on the ground. Suddenly she crashes into a beautiful woman in white. This makes her body bounce back, forcing her to fall to the ground. Rada  quickly flashes in the person’s face, avoiding the lower parts of the body in front of her. A beautiful young woman helps her stand, taking Rada's face into her arms, forcing her with her icy cold hands to look down.

Rada’s skin is beginning to feel a freezing chill, as well as the woman’s cold plastic dolly eyes. She says nothing, just smiles as beautifully as an angel. A shrill bell shatters the serenity of the moment.

RADA:

A: Ko ste vi?
(TRANSLATION: Who are you?)

EXT.
CHURCH WALL




MORNING
Back to reality. Rada and Nicole are sitting against the church wall. Rada is talking. 

RADA:

It took me that much to look at the

woman’s feet. In the last second I

remembered Diane’s words. My God, 

(CONT’D)

Nicole, they looked so real...

NICOLE:

Yea, I had the same shit happen to me.

And it is not a woman; it’s a bloody 

spook, a fairy! I wonder what would 

happen to us if we looked at their 

hooves?
RADA:

Mess with it and you’re creating 

weird swirling psychedelic patterns 

of images...

Nicole gets up, taking her backpack. Rada is already up, talking to a priest, shaking his hand and taking a bag from him. The girls are walking out of the churchyard, the priest waves to them as they walk down the road. There is a long road ahead; a few trucks and cars are passing by, the birds are singing.

NICOLE:

What did the priest say to you? Did 

you tell him about what happened?

RADA:

Nothing. He said he’ll pray for our 

safety.

NICOLE:

And what’s that?

RADA:

Some domestic bread, baked by the 

church, a bottle of wine, a bottle

of water from the church spring and

a blessed cross as a lucky charm.
Nicole and Rada are walking down the road, there is a car stopping. They enter the car.

NICOLE:

Are you sure that we didn’t take any

of that lovely marijuana we found in

the field yesterday?

RADA:

Absolutely...and we had nothing to 

drink or eat at Diane's...
INT.
UK FLAT





DAY
Back to reality. 6 months later. London. Nicole and Rada are sitting in front of the computer. Nicole is chatting with someone. The ghost enters the room.

RADA:

John called...they’ll come over today

to let us know about the latest 

developments with the case. They’ve

found something common with both 

murders, Maya’s and the woman Maya

found in your bathtub.

NICOLE:

Really? I’ve lost all the hope in 

the world.
The computer screen is getting covered with big letters: “I've seen you, I always see you, I know everything that you do. I will be the last one to see you”
RADA:

Who you are chatting to?

NICOLE:

Dunno! Someone just jumped in...
The “New Mail” banner is blinking on the screen. Nicole clicks on it. Messages are coming out on the screen like, “just you wait, just you wait what you gonna get! The witch hour will erect to direct moonlight superior magical mystical forces, indulge in me, this is my wish, come to my assistance now and in all times to an early death that leads.”
NICOLE:

What is this?

RADA:

Look...the same words as the night 

Maya died. Quick... let’s call John.

NICOLE:

OK, I’ll go downstairs to check if 

the doors are locked.
Nicole walks out of the room and down the stairs.

RADA:

Hello John, it’s Rada, we are 

getting the same message as the 

night Maya was killed. You’d better

come over quickly...All right, we’ll

stay at the house, don’t worry.
EXT. UK STREET





DAY
John hangs up his mobile and gets in his car. Cold rain is falling. John is trying to start the engine, but to no use. A blonde woman, all covered up, is approaching the car. Her face is covered up with a scar; her long hair falls on her shoulder. Only her big angelic eyes are visible, looking at John through the window of the car.

WOMAN:

Would you like some help to start 

up the engine? I can do my magic 

trick with manual the connection in

the back of your car.

JOHN:

That would be brilliant, thank you.
The woman walks a little further and opens the front shell of John’s car, doing some touching-up. John starts successfully starts the engine.

JOHN:

Thank you for the help. Would you 

like to go for a quick drink? I’m 

busy but I would do anything for a

quick drink. There’s a pub just 

around the corner.
John gets out of the car; they both run to the pub. Rain is still falling.

WOMAN:

That would be lovely, let’s go.
JOHN:

I’m John.

WOMAN:

And I'm Nancy... I come from Canada.

JOHN:
Tourist ER?
NANCY:

Something like that.
Nancy discreetly pulls out a key from her purse, showing John the directions to her motel room. Her long hair falls down on her shoulder, covering almost all of her face. Her eyes are cold but inviting. She touches John’s knee under the table. They both stand up, walking towards the motel.

INT.
UK FLAT





DAY
Nicole is nervous, walking up and down the room. Rada’s ghost is sitting next to them, waving with his hand, trying to move the glass on the table, but his hand is going through it. He stands up, following Nicole’s nervous walk, breathing down her neck. Nicole turns around quickly, like she actually heard him.

NICOLE:

What are you doing?

RADA:

I’m in the kitchen, why?

NICOLE:

I just thought you were breathing

down my neck.

RADA:

Are you sure that you’re just 

smoking cigarettes?
NICOLE:

Of course I am. Maybe it’s your ghost!
RADA:

Or just good weed!
NICOLE:

Where the hell is John?
Nicole dials John’s number on her mobile. It’s occupied, she nervously sits down. 

INT. MOTEL ROOM




DAY
John is lying in the bed of the motel room. Nancy is in the bathroom, looking through the slightly open doors. She grabs her purse, takes a knife, looking through the open doors in the room. John’s mobile rings, he opens it.

JOHN:

Hello? Yes...of course I’m coming, my

car broke down and I’m waiting to get

it fixed. You just stay there in the 

house.

John starts getting dressed quickly, making a phone call. Nancy is starting to breathe heavily, waiting for John to make a position, holding the blade in the angry spasm, and cutting herself with it. She drops the knife on the floor.

JOHN:

Are you all right? Listen love, I’ve

got to go. Nice to meet you OK!
John runs out into the rain, rushes into his car and starts the engine.

INT. JOHN’S CAR




DAY
John is in his car; the rain falls like crazy. He approaches an unstable bridge. The car stops. He is trying to start the engine, once, twice, three times. No use. Suddenly someone is hitting his car hard from behind. Once, twice, three times. John keeps on trying to start the engine, his car dangerously teetering over the edge of a cliff. Someone from behind wants to push him over the bridge.

He finally manages to walk out of the car at the last moment, as his car goes over the cliff, exploding into million little pieces.

(CONT’D)

John is sitting on the concrete on the edge of the road, trying to make a phone call. It is still raining and dark. The car that pushed him over is driving away. The driver thinks that John is still in the smashed car.

JOHN:

Hello...send two cars to The Blake 

Bridge Street, right now. Lassies

are in danger. Quick, wait for me

there, I’ll be late.
EXT.
UK FLAT





DAY
Two police cars are in front of Nicole’s house. The girls are out the front. The mysterious blonde woman with heavy breathing is standing in the bushes aside, watching. She is dialing the phone. The phone rings, no one is answering. Rada’s mobile is on the table in the house. Her ghost is there sitting and watching the phone ringing. Another car stops, John gets out.
JOHN:

Come on, let’s go inside, it’s cold

out here.

NICOLE:

Where have you been?

JOHN:

Someone tried to run me over the cliff, 

on the bridge, I just managed to jump

out of the car at the last minute.
INT.
UK FLAT





DAY
Two policemen in uniforms and John take a seat in the living room. The girls are already sitting down. They are all wet; rain is still dripping down onto the floor. The mysterious woman with the heavy breathing is outside, watching through the window. Her breathing is loud.

NICOLE:

What about the investigation?

JOHN:

We have found out that the unknown

woman and your friend were killed 

by the same person. That’s what 

forensics says. Right now, we only 

know that the killer is a woman.

It is probably the same person who 

just tried to kill me!

RADA:

Any suspects?

JOHN:

No. Anything strange happened to you

lately?

NICOLE:

Well, besides the harassing phone

calls, strange computer messages,

breathing into the phone and a 

couple murders, really nothing 

else...

RADA:

What about the strange blonde woman

that you’ve noticed lately Nicole?

NICOLE:

There is a strange blonde woman that

I see wherever I go...

JOHN:

You don’t know her, do you?

NICOLE:

No!
JOHN:

What about you?
RADA:

Nope, haven’t seen her.
INT.
UK FLAT





DAY
Girls are back on the computer, the “New Mail” icon is blinking again. Rada opens the message. The message is: “Nicole. Do not leave Rada alone! She will strike again. I can not help. But I know. Do not leave her under any circumstances...”

RADA:

Who are you?
Rada types this on the screen. A message from someone is coming out of the screen: “Evil, evil when the witch hour strikes”.
RADA:

Someone is telling us something, I

can’t believe it!
The telephone rings. Nicole picks up her mobile.

NICOLE:

Hello...hello John. What? Meet you 

now? But why? Ok then!

RADA:

I wouldn’t believe that, what if 

Someone is playing a game with us?

NICOLE:

I must go to meet John, it’s urgent,

you stay here and don’t let anyone in

until we come back.
Nicole rushes out, gets in her car and drives away. Her trip is short. Her car stops, she walks in to the station, looking for John.

NICOLE:

Hi, I’m looking for John, is he here?

POLICEMAN:

No, he went home. Why?
Nicole dials her mobile.

NICOLE:

Hello.. John did you call me to 
(CONT’D)

meet you at the station? No?! My God, 
meet me at home quickly, Rada is 

there alone!
Nicole hangs up, runs through the station and back to the car.

INT.
UK FLAT





DAY
John and Nicole arrive back at the flat at the same time. They walk up to the stairs, finding Rada covered in blood, lying on the floor. The window is broken and the computer smashed. There are signs of a struggle in the room.

INT.
UK HOSPITAL




DAY
Two weeks later. Rada is lying in the hospital. Nicole is sits down next to her.

NICOLE:

Don’t worry, Nancy is dead, someone

threw her through the window while

you were knocked out. Any idea who

that might be?

RADA:

I have no idea, Nicky. I just 

remember Nancy chasing me with a 

knife, just after you went to meet

John.

NICOLE:

But why? Did she say why she hated

you so much?

RADA:

As far as I understand, she said

that any sign of happiness in my 

world would give her heavy 

breathing and swollen feet.

Your friend Maya was her puppet 

that she used, as she used other 

people. You just happened to be 

there, next to her. She did not 

count on our meeting and friendship.
Maya found my freelance advert in 

the papers a couple of years ago.
NICOLE:

What advert?
RADA:

1999. Just before NATO bombed Serbia,
I ran an advert in the British papers

saying that I’m looking for a sponsor

to finance my correspondence mandate 

in London. Maya wanted to put up her 

boss to sponsor me. Nancy found out 

and got furious. First she spellbound

her, than killed her afterwards. The 

woman killed in your bathroom was just

a warning, a wasted victim of a 

mentally deluded person. I assume that

her pathological jealousy started when

we were very young. I still don’t know

how I’m going to tell this story to 

my mother.
NICOLE:

Do you remember throwing her out through

the window?
RADA:

No, I just remember a sudden blow to my 

head.
The phone rings. Nicole opens her mobile.

NICOLE:

Hello! What? What do you mean Nancy’s 

body is missing? How the hell can a dead

woman walk out of a morgue?
Nicole cuts off the conversation, looking stunned.

RADA:

What happened?

NICOLE:

Someone stole Nancy’s body.
EXT. LONDON STREETS




DAY

6 month later. The girls are smiling, walking through the streets of London. They are talking, laughing out loud, holding big shopping bags in their hands. Rada stops at the “Virgin Music” store. She enters the shop, looking for a record to buy. Nicole is waiting for her outside, looking through the window inside. Rada turns around to look for Nicole outside, seeing Nicole’s screaming mime face and her finger, pointing out madly at someone whose is supposed to be standing behind her.

A blonde woman, with heavy breathing, is standing behind Rada, looking at her back. Rada suddenly turns around to face her, as Nicole maniacally points to her.

INT.
UK FLAT





DAY
A flashback. Rada is knocked out in the room. The computer is smashed, a bloody club is lying on the floor. Nancy is standing in the room, ready to turn around and leave. Suddenly, Nancy’s body slowly flies through the window, smashing the glass window in to little pieces. 

INT. TV CLOSE-UP




NIGHT

CNN News Program talking about NATO bombing Serbia 1999. 

EXT. SERBIA 





LATE AFTERNOON

A field on the horizon. A big blast explosion lights up the horizon.

EXT. STREETS OF BELGRADE



DAY

Belgrade, the capital of Serbia and the former Yugoslavia, is in chaos. The streets are crowded with armed police and demonstrators holding whistles and placards. An archive picture shows the Belgrade streets during the civil war and after, during the big demonstrations in the second half of the ‘90s. Lots of people are on the streets, many are blowing whistles. The demonstrators are holding transparcies written in Serbian and English about getting Slobodan Miloshevic down: “No more war- we want peace!”, “Sloba down”, “Go away, Belgrade is the World!” 

A cordon of full-weapon police in blue are keeping guard in front of the demonstrators: The demonstrators are of all ages: students, children and the old population of Serbia.
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