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FADE IN 

SUPER: SWINDON - 1996 

EXT. THE HOUSE - DAY 

A well maintained semi in a quiet street. 

INT. THE HOUSE (HALLWAY) - DAY 

After a few last minute adjustments in the mirror, 

CHARLOTTE PAINTER a pretty 17 year old, wearing a new black 

dress, presents herself to her parents who are in the... 

KITCHEN 

Clearing up after the evening meal. 

CHARLOTTE 

Is this going to be ok? 

BRIAN and MARIE, an amiable couple in their 40s, turn and 

smile with affection for their daughter. 

MARIE 

(Irish accent) 

You look lovely. 

BRIAN 

It’s short! 

A playful slap is quickly delivered by Marie. 

MARIE 

Ignore your father. He’s a man, 

they know nothing. 

Brian smiles, turning his hands palms upwards to feign 

righteous indignation. 

Marie goes over and fusses with the shoulder straps – then 

stands back. 

MARIE 

The neck’s a little bare...   

She turns to Brian – expectant. 

Brian looks confused and then it dawns on him. 

BRIAN 

We’re throwing all tradition out 

now, are we? 
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MARIE 

It couldn’t hurt love. She’s not 

having a party. 

CHARLOTTE 

What...? 

There is no reply. Her mother smiles knowingly. Her father 

heads hurriedly out of the kitchen. 

Marie places the last of the dishes into a bottom cupboard, 

deliberately avoiding her daughter’s gaze. 

CAHARLOTTE CONT’D) 
You two are up to something. 

Brian re-enters the kitchen.  

Standing proudly with Marie, Brian produces a JEWELLERY 

BOX. 

BRIAN 

This is from me and your mother 

love. Y’know..., for your birthday 

next week. 

Brian throws Marie a quick sardonic smile. 

BRIAN (CONT’D) 

I haven’t had a chance to wrap it 

yet. 

Charlotte opens the box and takes out an expensive looking 

pendant – a look of real wonderment on her face. 

CHARLOTTE 

Oh’ mum, dad. This is lovely! 

Charlotte throws her arms around her parents, kissing them 

in turn on the cheek. 

INT. OFFICE - DAY 

The last few employees gathering there things in the large 

open office, amidst “Goodbyes” and “see you Mondays”. 

ANNE PAINTER early 20s switches off her computer and tidies 

her desk. 

MICHAEL (O.S.)   

Anne? 

Anne turns to see MICHAEL LEVIN 30s, handsome, leaning out 

of his office door. 
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MICHAEL (CONT’D) 

Are you staying behind tonight? 

ANNE 

No. I’m taking my sister out for a 

birthday treat. She’s eighteen 

next week and I won’t be here. 

Will I? 

Michael beckons her over and into his... 

OFFICE 

He closes the office door behind them and grabs her in a 

passionate embrace. 

MICHAEL 

No. You’ll be sat on a beach with 

me drinking Sangria and making 

deep imprints in the sand with 

your arse. 

Anne pushes him to arms length – a piqued look on her face. 

ANNE 

And where does Mrs Levin think 

you’ll be? 

MICHAEL 

Golfing with Boyatt and Prichard 

in the Algarve. 

INT. OFFICE  (STAIRWELL) - DAY 

With coat over her arm and looking slightly dishevelled, 

Anne is dashing down the stairs. 

She stops to look at her watch. 

ANNE 

Shit! 

EXT. CARVERS RESTAURANT - NIGHT 

The last light of evening has almost gone. The flickering 

glow of the candle-lit tables can be seen through the 

window of the quietly located restaurant. 

Waiting outside, with both hands holding a tiny handbag in 

front of her, Charlotte looks strangely vulnerable – 

isolated! 
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INT. CAR (MOVING) - NIGHT 

First through the windscreen, then through the side window 

of the slowly moving car, we see Charlotte. 

 

(beat) 

The car stops. 

INT. HOUSE (HALLWAY) - NIGHT 

The doorbell rings. A frantic looking Brian and Marie rush 

to open the door. 

 

A dour faced POLICEMAN stands on the doorstep, a 

POLICEWOMEN helping to support Anne down the path. 

 

POLICEMAN 

May we come in Mr Painter? 

Brian stands to one side. 

BRIAN 

Oh, God! What’s happened? 

EXT. HOUSE - NIGHT 

The front door closes.  

                                              

The sound of Marie crying out can be heard down the 

deserted street. 

SUPER: SWINDON 2009 

INT. 3RD FLOOR APARTMENT - NIGHT 

A modern apartment, deliberately sparse with tasteful 

furniture. 

KITCHEN 

Anne late 30s, leans against the kitchen top, kicks off her 

shoes and sighs.  

She puts the kettle on and opens the fridge. None of the 

contents interest her - the same with a top cupboard. 

Anne gives up and reaches for a Chinese menu by the phone. 

As she leafs through the menu she picks up a remote and 

switches on a small wall mounted TV in the corner. 
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NEWSREADER (V.O.) 

What do these convictions mean 

SALLY? 

SALLY (V.O.)  

It’s unprecedented! Never has a 

police authority’s reputation been 

so completely tarnished. Three 

senior officers... 

Anne presses mute on the remote and punches numbers into 

the phone. 

INT. HIGH SECURITY PRISON (CELL) - NIGHT 

The darkened cell is stark. Furnished with a single iron 

bed a footlocker and a stainless-steel toilet.  

The only thing that adorns the cold grey walls, is a 

crucifix mounted above the foot of the bed. 

MARK WILLIAMS late 30s, tall and powerfully built lies 

asleep. His eyes move rapidly beneath his closed eyelids 

and shudders run the length of his body. 

DREAM SEQUENCE: 

INT. THE CAR - NIGHT 

Mark 20s, young, strong and good looking, smiles. 

Charlotte is leaning in through the open passenger window 

pointing out directions on his map. 

CHARLOTTE 

This is where you are. 

Mark pulls the map closer to him and points. 

MARK 

Here? 

Charlotte leans further in. 

She is close now. He breathes in through his nose catching 

the full fragrance of her perfume. 

He leans towards her. 

END SEQUENCE. 
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INT. HIGH SECURITY PRISON (CELL) - NIGHT 

Mark’s eyes snap open, he sits bolt upright and draws in a 

deep lungful of air. 

INT. HIGH SECURITY PRISON (CHAPEL) - DAY 

The prison chapel is nothing more than a few chairs, with a 

cross sat on a cloth covered table at the front. 

 

Mark is sat in a quiet corner with a priest, FATHER LAKE a 

grey haired, slightly built man in his sixties. A few other 

prisoners talk, or sit quietly, in the background. 

LAKE 

Redemption is possible Mark. I 

truly believe that. 

Mark shakes his head – unconvinced. 

The priest reaches out and grabs Mark’s arms, turning them 

over. 

Thick long scars, running from the elbows to the hands, 

track down and across both wrists. 

LAKE (CONT’D) 

If God had wanted you dead, you’d 

be dead Mark. You have repented 

your sins. You have to believe you 

can be forgiven. 

INT. 3RD FLOOR APARTMENT (BATHROOM) - NIGHT 

Wearing a dressing gown, Anne is towelling her hair in 

front of a mirror when she hears her mobile ring. 

KITCHEN 

Anne picks up her mobile. 

ANNE  

Hello? 

(pause) 

JULIA..., how are... 

(pause) 

No, I haven’t. I... 

(pause) 

Hang on! 

Anne picks up the TV remote and switches it on. She flicks 

through a number of channels before finding what she’s 

looking for. 
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A PRESENTER sits behind a panel with a suited MAN to his 

left and a WOMAN and the HOME SECRETARY to his right – a 

studio audience in the foreground. 

PRESENTER 
(To Home Secretary) 

The fact remains, that the 

collusion between this authority’s 

police and scene of crime officers 

has undermined all credibility 

with our justice system. 

Applause from the audience. 

HOME SECRETARY 

(Defensive) 

A few bad apples... 

(Interrupted by 

boos) 

Does not undermine the entire 

system. 

WOMAN 

(Shouted) 

While we sit here debating, 

innocent people are sat behind 

prison bars. 

Thunderous applause and cheers from the audience. 

HOME SECRETARY 

(Loud) 

An urgent judicial enquiry... 

SUITED MAN 

(Interrupting)  

That could take months. Years! 

The Home secretary shakes his head and reaches for a glass 

of water. 

PRESENTER 

(To Home Secretary) 

Can you promise that all 

prosecutions obtained by this 

authority, using forensic 

evidence, will be reviewed NOW?  

Anne raises the phone to her ear - a worried expression on 

her face. 

ANNE 

I’ll call you back. 
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SUPER: 2 MONTHS LATER. 

INT. HIGH SECURITY PRISON (INTERVIEW ROOM) - DAY 

A painted brick room, with a plain table and four chairs. 

Mark is sat opposite a LAWYER 30s, who has an open file and 

a pile of paperwork in front of him. 

LAWYER 

The entire prosecution’s case was 

built on forensic evidence that 

has now been completely 

discredited. 

(beat) 

We have more than enough to get 

your conviction declared unsafe. 

MARK 

How long would it take? 

LAWYER 

In the current climate..., a few 

months. Maybe less. 

INT. HIGH SECURITY PRISON (CHAPEL) - DAY 

Mark and the Priest are sat alone. 

MARK 

I need your blessing father. We 

both know I’m not innocent. 

LAKE 

You have confessed and repented 

before God. 

Mark picks up a bible from the chair next to him. 

MARK 

For thirteen years I have given 

unto Caesar. It’s time I gave unto 

God. 

The priest nods. 

LAKE 

You truly believe your atonement 

is better served outside these 

walls? 

Mark stands and walks over to the table that serves as an 

altar. He stares at the cross for a few moments – then 

turns to the Priest. 
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MARK 

I’ve done what I can in here... 

You know that? There’s so much 

more I can give. 

(pause) 

So yes. 

LAKE 

Then you have my blessing. 

EXT. TOWN CENTRE - DAY 

Rows of shops, both sides of the road, face each other 

across the paved pedestrian precinct. 

Anne, smartly dressed, walks over to a newspaper stand and 

buys a paper. She reads the headlines – WILLIAMS RELEASED! 

A photograph of Mark, underneath. 

Anne staggers and raises her hand to her mouth.  

A young POLICEMAN 20s, approaches - concerned. 

POLICEMAN 

Are you alright love? 

Anne nods. 

EXT. CEMETERY - DAY - FLASHBACK 

A light drizzle falls on the mourners as they leave the 

gravesite. Family and relations, friends and acquaintances 

– all dressed in black, distressed and crying. 

A PRIEST walks beside Brian and Marie trying to consol the 

inconsolable. 

Anne walks arm in arm with JULIA 20s, attractive, a few 

yards back. 

Anne stops, looking up with tear filled eyes and turns to 

Julia. 

ANNE 

(Breaking down) 

How do I tell them? How do I tell 

them that their daughter..., my 

baby sister, is dead, because I 

was screwing the boss? 

Julia holds her. 
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JULIA 

You didn’t do this! ...They’ve 

caught the bastard who did. I hope 

he rots in hell! 

END FLASHBACK. 

SUPER: LEICESTER 

EXT. STREET - NIGHT 

The wind tumbles a paper plate down the darkened street. 

A line of shabbily dressed people stamp their feet and clap 

their hands together for warmth, as they wait in a queue.  

Mark reaches in to the rear of a van and lifts a fresh 

three gallon stainless-steel soup Tureen up onto a trestle 

table. 

MILLIE 20s, pretty, wearing a bobble hat and trench coat, 

calls over. 

MILLIE 

Any more rolls? 

Mark reaches in and pulls the last packet out of the van. 

MARK 

That’s the last. 

Millie smiles – her cheeks red from the cold.  

She rips open the packet and places a roll onto a paper 

plate next to a polystyrene-cup holding soup. 

MILLIE 

Next. 

The old man holding the plate moves down to the next table 

where clothes are being handed out. 

INT. XAVIER’S BAR - NIGHT 

An up market cocktail-bar, with mood music and waitress 

service. 

Anne is sat at a table by the window with Julia. 

JULIA 

Are you sure about this? 
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ANNE 

I can’t live like this Julia. He 

could be living here, for all I 

know. 

A waitress places two drinks on the table. 

Both women nod their thanks’. 

JULIA 

Why would he? 

ANNE 

(Shaking her head) 

Because he’s psychotic. Evil! Who 

knows? 

Julia reaches into her bag and brings out a business card. 

She pushes it towards Anne. 

Anne picks the card up and stares at it. 

JULIA 

He’s good. Discrete! Not cheap, 

but he gets the job done. 

ANNE 

This is the same one you used? 

Julia nods. 

JULIA 

STEPHEN didn’t suspect a thing. 

(Ironic) 

At least..., until my solicitor 

placed photographs on the table of 

him fucking his secretary. 

Anne looks down – ashamed. 

JULIA (CONT’D) 

Oh, God! I didn’t mean... 

 

(beat) 

 

ANNE 

Why not? We both know it’s true. 

EXT. VAUGN PRIVATE INVESTIGATIONS - DAY 

A Narrow glass fronted office off the High-Street, situated 

in a walk through arcade. 

Anne opens the door and walks in. 
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INT. CAR - DAY 

VAUGN 40s, a robust man with a full beard, removes the 

lens-cap from his camera. 

He is parked opposite an impressive gothic archway of a 

church entrance. 

Mark walks up the steps. 

SERIES OF SHOTS: FREEZE FRAME WITH SHUTTER NOISE. 

1. Mark walks up the stone steps of the church. 

2. Mark walking through the entrance of a large hospital. 

3. Mark dressed as a porter, talking to colleagues as he            

pushes a wheeled laundry cage down a corridor.                

4. Mark unlocking the door to a basement flat. 

5. Mark unloading boxes from a van. 

6. Mark at night, laughing, as he hands out food to the 

homeless. 

7. Mark and Millie sharing a moment, as they sit on a wall 

drinking soup. 

8. A close up of Millie as she looks up, doe-eyed, into 

Mark’s face. 

END SERIES. 

INT. 3RD FLOOR APARTMENT (LOUNGE) - NIGHT 

Anne is sat on the couch leafing through the photographs 

placed on a coffee table. 

She picks up the photo of Millie looking up at Mark. 

VISION: 

Millie’s face blends into Charlotte’s. 

END VISION. 

Anne places the photo with the others. 

ANNE 

Not this time! 
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SUPER: LEICESTER 

EXT. SIDINGS - DAY 

An area of rundown housing and Graffiti adorned industrial 

units, adjoining a railway line. 

EXT. WORKSHOP - DAY 

Anne is stood outside a converted house-workshop, with 

large grey painted wooden doors and a poster that reads: 

SHORT OR LONG TERM LET. REASONABLE RATES, followed by a 

phone number. 

Mr BROWN 50s, a balding, rotund figure, unlocks the doors. 

BROWN 

A metal sculptor, you say? That’s 

a first. Mechanic had it last. He 

was here a couple of years. 

Anne gives him a tired smile. 

INT. WORKSHOP - DAY 

The concrete floor is mostly empty, save for a few five 

gallon drums and an old tyre. 

Towards the back there is a large steel frame with a metal 

hook hanging from a chain and at the rear, a filthy sink 

covered in oil and grime. A set of wooden stairs by the 

wall lead upwards. 

BROWN 

Lights and sockets work. 

Anne nods. 

BROWN (CONT’D) 

You say you want it for a month? 

ANNE 

Some of my pieces need a little 

work..., before the exhibit. 

Soldering, that kind of thing. 

Brown nods and points to the stairs. 

BROWN 

Let’s go up. 

WORKSHOP’S 1st FLOOR FLAT 

Anne and Brown walk through the rooms. 
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The flat is neglected, but surprisingly clean. With a 

bedroom, composing of a double bed and wardrobe, a bathroom 

with a sickly yellow bath and toilet, a tiny kitchen with 

an ancient electric cooker and a front room with an old 

sofa and an even older television. 

FRONT ROOM 

BROWN 

(Pointing to a 

phone) 

I can get that connected, if you 

want? 

ANNE 

I have a mobile. 

(Smiling) 

This’ll be just fine. 

EXT. STREET - NIGHT 

Mark, Millie and another WOMAN are clearing up after 

another late night at the soup stand - their customers 

heading off to wherever they sleep. 

As the last of the trestle tables are loaded into one van, 

Mark opens the side door of another and pulls out a yard 

brush and shovel. 

MILLIE 

We’ll give you a hand. 

Mark raises his hand. 

MARK 

I’m ok. You two get off. 

MILLIE 

You always do it. 

Mark laughs. 

MARK 

(Shaking his head) 

I enjoy it. 

Millie pecks him on the cheek and climbs up into her van. 

As the women drive away, Mark whistles as he sweeps. 

INT. ANNE’S CAR - NIGHT 

Parked opposite, a few yards down – Anne watches the van 

pull away. 
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She focuses on Mark for a few moments – a look somewhere 

between hatred and determination on her face. 

INT. DIY WAREHOUSE - DAY 

A large open warehouse selling building supplies, sundries 

and tools. 

Anne loads the contents of her trolley onto the checkout 

counter: A long bladed knife, nylon rope, 4 rolls of Gaffer 

tape, long nose pliers, a crow bar, and a gas-canister blow 

torch. 

CHECKOUT GIRL 

Doing a spot of DIY? 

Anne looks her straight in the eye. 

 

ANNE 

That’s exactly what I’m doing! 

EXT. STREET - NIGHT 

MARK’S POV 

Mark opens the side door of his van and throws up a plastic 

dustbin with his brush and shovel in it. 

He sees the woman approaching out of the corner of his eye. 

Mark shakes his head – leaning into the van to push the bin 

further back. 

MARK 

Sorry love. We’re... 

FADE TO BLACK 

 

FADE IN: 

EXT. WORKSHOP - NIGHT 

The van pulls into the large open doors. Anne jumps out and 

closes them. 
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INT. WORKSHOP - NIGHT 

MONTAGE: 

Sweating and breathing hard, Anne is tying Mark’s wrists 

together in front of him with nylon rope - his ankles bound 

and his mouth covered with Gaffer tape. 

She places the hook under the rope and begins pulling on 

the chains. The hook starts to rise and slowly Mark is 

hauled upwards. 

Anne sat on the concrete floor breathing hard and crying. 

The unconscious figure of Mark hanging up - feet just off 

the floor, with blood dripping down from his head wound. 

END MONTAGE. 

WORKSHOP 

Mark’s mobile rings. 

 

(beat) 

 

Startled by the sound, Anne stands and gingerly reaches 

into his trouser pocket. 

Anne looks up into Mark’s unconscious face. Her courage 

returning, she drops the phone to the floor and crushes it 

under foot. 

ANNE 

Don’t die on me yet, you bastard! 

INT. HOSPITAL (CORRIDOR) - DAY - FLASHBACK 

Anne runs down a busy corridor past nurses’ patients’ and 

orderlies. 

She bursts through a set of double doors and runs towards a 

waiting area where her distraught father waits, head in 

hands. 

ANNE 

Dad! 

Brian rises – the fear and distress obvious in his face. 

They embrace. 

BRIAN 

(Crying) 

Y’mum’s had a stroke Annie. 
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END FLASHBACK. 

INT. WORKSHOP - NIGHT 

Anne throws a mug full of water into Mark’s face. 

He comes around, slowly at first – barely conscious. The 

pain kicks in and his eyes snap open. Mark thrashes around, 

snorting air through flared nostrils. 

After a few moments, he becomes exhausted and his eyes 

settle on Anne. 

ANNE 

(Softly) 

Do you know who I am? 

Mark studies her for a moment – then nods his head. 

ANNE (CONT’D) 

You remember me..., from the 

trial? 

Mark closes his eyes and nods again. 

ANNE (CONT’D) 

I wasn’t expecting that. I really 

wasn’t. 

(pause) 

I had this whole speech worked 

out... But there’s no point now is 

there? We both know why we’re 

here. 

Anne opens the van door and takes out the crowbar. Then 

picks up a bag by the wall. 

ANNE (CONT’D) 

I bought you some things. 

Anne empties the tools and knife out onto the floor.  

Squatting down, she runs her hands gently over them and 

looks up. 

ANNE (CONT’D) 

Are you scared? 

Mark shakes his head – resigned.  

Anne runs at him, throwing punch after punch into his 

stomach and ribs. 

Mark winces as each blow lands. 
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ANNE (CONT’D) 

I want you scared, you bastard! I 

want you to feel what my sister 

felt. 

Anne stops – exhausted. Tears streaming down her cheeks. 

She raises the back of her right hand up to Mark. 

ANNE (CONT’D) 

(Breathless) 

See what you’ve made me do? I’ve 

bruised my knuckles and broken a 

nail... Don’t you think you’ve 

caused my family enough pain? 

There is a slight nod from Mark – a noise that could easily 

be yes from his taped mouth. 

Anne looks a little puzzled – unsure. 

ANNE (CONT’D) 

I wonder how much you do know. 

(pause) 

Did you know my parents are dead? 

Mark nods. There are tears in his eyes. 

ANNE (CONT’D) 

Do you know how they died? 

Mark shakes his head. 

ANNE (CONT’D) 

Let me fill you in on the details. 

Anne picks up the crowbar and starts to pace backwards and 

forwards in front of Mark. 

ANNE (CONT’D) 

My mother had a stroke nine months 

after you murdered Charlotte. 

(pause) 

She couldn’t handle it..., knowing 

what you did to her. 

Anne spins and smashes the crowbar across Mark’s shins. 

Mark writhes in pain, his body jerking on the hook. 
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ANNE (CONT’D) 

(Crying) 

My father cared for her at home.  

(Shaking her head) 

She didn’t last long... He lost 

the only woman he ever loved. I 

buried him two years ago... A 

heart attack. My father died of a 

broken heart. 

Anne smashes the crow bar across Mark’s ribs with a 

sickening thud. His nostrils flare, as he tries to draw in 

more air. He starts to pass out.  

ANNE (CONT’D) 

‘Oh no, you don’t. 

Anne drops the crowbar and picks up the mug – filling it 

with water from the sink. She throws it into Mark’s face. 

Mark comes back around. 

ANNE (CONT’D) 

That’s it. I don’t want you to 

miss this. 

She picks up the pliers and looks up to his hands - hanging 

from a hook and two feet out of reach. 

ANNE (CONT’D) 

(Sigh) 

These aren’t going to be any good. 

Are they? 

Anne lets the pliers slip from her fingers and picks up the 

gas blowtorch. She pulls a lighter from her pocket and 

lights it. 

ANNE 

(Adjusting the 

flame) 

Now this... 

Mark’s eyes widen in fear, he tries to arc his body away as 

Anne approaches. Anne places the blow torch on the ground 

and wraps her arms around his body – steadying his motion. 

ANNE (CONT’D) 

(Calming) 

Steady down. Steady down. 

Smiling, Anne looks up into Mark’s eyes and gently pulls 

out his shirt – unbuttoning it. 



 20. 

ANNE (CONT’D) 

I bet you weren’t this gentle with 

Charlotte. 

Anne picks up the torch. 

EXT. WORKSHOP - NIGHT 

Even through Mark’s taped mouth – the screams can easily be 

heard down the deserted street. 

INT. WORKSHOP - NIGHT 

Mark is unconscious. Wisps of smoke drift up from a 

blackened burn that runs from his navel to his ribs. 

Anne turns off the torch, drops to her knees and vomits. 

She turns to see a dark bloom spread down from Mark’s 

crotch and urine dripping down on the floor – mixing with 

the blood. 

She vomits again. 

ANNE 

(Distraught) 

I can’t do this! 

Mark begins to cough and splutter. He is being sick and the 

tape across his mouth is choking him to death. 

Anne reaches up and rips the tape from his mouth – vomit 

gushes forth. Mark continues to gag. 

A look of horror spreads across Anne’s face, with the 

realisation that she may actually have killed him. 

Eventually the spasm subsides and we can hear Mark’s 

rasping breaths. 

MARK 

(Barely audible) 

Finish it! 

Anne stares at him, looking confused and afraid. 

MARK (CONT’D) 

(Louder) 

Finish it! 

Anne picks up the knife – turning it over in her hands. 

ANNE 

I can’t! 
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Anne drops the knife and runs crying up the stairs. We hear 

the sound of a door slamming. 

Mark passes back out. 

DREAM SEQUENCE: 

CAR 

Charlotte leans in through the passenger window to look at 

the map. 

Mark seizes the chance and grabs her hair – pulling her 

further in. 

Charlotte screams. 

Holding her head down by her hair with his left hand, Mark 

pulls the car away – Charlotte’s legs and hips still 

hanging out of the window. 

Mark turns into an alleyway fifty yards down and brakes 

hard. 

He lets her head come up and swings a hard right cross with 

his fist, catching her square on the jaw - knocking her 

backwards out of the car. 

Mark looks around and checks the mirror – no one coming.  

Still looking in the mirror, he casually runs his hand 

through his hair before getting out of the car. 

ALLEY 

Dazed, bloodied and whimpering, Charlotte gets to her 

knees. 

Mark laughs. 

MARK 

Don’t worry sweetheart. I’m going 

to give you a night you’ll never 

forget. 

Mark kicks her in the ribs. 

END SEQUENCE. 

INT. WORKSHOP - NIGHT 

1st FLOOR HALLWAY 

Anne sits behind the door separating the flat from the 

stairs. Head in hands, she cries and cries. 
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MONTAGE: 

The unconscious figure of Mark hanging in the workshop. 

Anne picks up a silver framed photograph of her family and 

hugs it to her – rocking backwards and forwards on the 

sofa, as she sobs. 

Anne standing in the darkness by the window, looking out 

onto the deserted street below. 

Mark stirs – coming around to a world of pain. He looks up 

to the ropes binding his wrists and the hook above him. 

The first light of morning, in the street outside. 

END MONTAGE. 

BATHROOM 

Anne lies naked in a bath filled with clear water. At the 

end of the bath sits the steamed up photograph of her 

family and on the side, a single razor blade. 

Anne picks up the razor blade with her right hand and 

raises her left wrist. She closes her eyes and flinches, as 

the edge of the blade cuts in. 

The droplets of blood fall into the clear water. Plop. 

Plop. 

A loud crash makes her hesitate for a second - She grits 

her teeth, continuing. 

Strong hands lock around her wrists and she is pulled 

upwards. 

ANNE 

Nooooo! 

Mark shakes Anne’s wrist, until the razor blade drops into 

the water. He wraps his arms around her and drags her 

backwards out of the bath and onto the floor, where they 

both sit. 

Anne cries and struggles, but it’s useless. Mark’s arms are 

wrapped around her from behind, hands locked, pinning her 

arms to her sides. Anne fights on for a few seconds, but 

not much - all fight has left her. She gives up and just 

cries. 

ANNE 

(Sobbing) 

I was late. 

FADE TO BLACK 


