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"body on the road"

FADE IN:


EXT. COUNTRY ROAD SCOTLAND – DAY

A NARROW, COUNTRY ROAD SOURROUNDED BY TREES AND SHRUBERY.  NOTHING CAN BE HEARD EXCEPT FOR THE WIND WHICH IS ROCIKING THE TREES A LITTLE.  AFTER A FEW SECONDS, THE FAINT SOUND OF A CAR ENGINE COMING TOWARDS THE CAMERA CAN BE HEARD.

A SMALL MIDDLE AGED AND POORLY MAINTAINED CAR CARRYING TWO PEOPLE BREAKS THE SILENCE AND DRIVES FAST THROUGH THE ROAD TOWARDS AND THEN OVER THE CAMERA.


INT. CAR – DAY

A YOUNG MAN AND HIS GIRLFRIEND ARE SITTING SILENTLY.  THE RADIO CAN BE HEARD FAINTLY IN THE BACKGROUND.  THE YOUNG MAN IS DRIVING.  HIS NAME IS GREG CARLSON. THE GIRL IS EMMA GREIR, GREGS VERY NEW GIRLFRIEND.  EMMA SITS WITH HER HEAD BACK AND EYES CLOSED.  A FEW RUCKSACKS STUFFED WITH CLOTHES CAN BEE SEEN IN THE BACK SEAT.  A MAP OF SCOTLAND SITS ON THE DASH, FOLDED INCORRECTLY.


EXT. COUNTRY ROAD SCOTLAND – DAY

MED. SHOT

WE SEE THE CAR DARTING ALONG THE ROAD IN VARIOUS SHOTS.  THERE ARE NO CARS ON THE ROAD OR BUILDINGS IN THE BACKGROUND. 


INT. CAR – DAY

A SHARP BEND IS COMING TOWARDS THEM QUICKLY, GREG SHOWS NO SIGN OF SLOWING DOWN.  

HE TAKES HIS EYES OFF THE ROAD AND FIDDLES WITH THE RADIO.  HE THEN TAKES A CD FROM THE SIDE COMPARTMENT ON HIS DOOR AND STRUGGLES AS HE TRIES TO PUT THE CD INTO THE PLAYER AND DRIVE THE CAR.

(continuing)


EXT. COUNTRY ROAD SCOTLAND – DAY

WE SEE THE CAR SLOWLY DRIFTING ONTO THE GRASS VERGE.


INT. CAR – DAY

GREG LIFTS HIS HEAD AFTER INSERTING THE CD AND THEN PANICS AS HE SEES HES ALMOST ON THE EDGE OF THE ROAD.  HE QUICKLY SWIPES THE WHEEL TO THE LEFT.

GREG

WOW!


EXT. COUNTRY ROAD SCOTLAND – DAY

THE CAR SKIDS BACK ONTO THE ROAD, BOUNCING ON ITS SPRINGS.  THE FRONT PASSENGER WHEEL HITS A POTHOLE CAUSING A LOUD BANG.


INT. CAR – DAY

EMMA IS SUDDENLY AWOKEN BY THIS ABRUPT BUMP.  SHE LOOKS AROUND HERSELF AND LOOKS OBVIOUSLY STARTLED.  GREG TURNS AND LOOKS AT HER, SMILING NERVOUSLY.

EMMA

WHAT WAS THAT?

GREG

NOTHING. A RABBIT JUMPED OUT INFRONT OF ME.

EMMA

WHERE ARE WE?

GREG

SOMEWHERE NEAR STIRLING.  STILL GOT A BIT TO GO.

(continuing)

EMMA TAKES THE MAP FROM THE DASH BBOARD AND STARTS TO LOOK OVER IT.


EXT. COUNTRY ROAD SCOTLAND – DAY

FROM THE OTHER SIDE OF THE BEND THE CAR CAN BE HEARD COMING QUICKLY TOWARDS US.  THE CAMERA MOVES SLOWLY DOWN 

TOWARDS THE TARMAC REVEALING A BODY LYING ON ITS SIDE.  IT IS THE BODY OF A MIDDLE AGED MAN, WEARING A NAVY RAINCOAT, HE IS FACED AWAY FROM THE CAMERA.  THE CAR IS THEN SEEN DARTING AROUND THE CORNER.


INT. CAR – DAY

CLOSE UP:

GREGS FACE, SHOCKED.

GREG

HOLY SHIT!

EMMA PULLS THE MAP DOWN, SNAPS HER HEAD TO LOOK AT GREG AND THEN TO THE ROAD.

EMMA

JESUS!

CLOSE UP:

GREGS FOOT SLAMS THE BREAK PEDAL.


EXT – COUNTRY ROAD SCOTLAND – DAY

THE WHEELS LOCK AND THE TYRES SCHREECH AGAINST THE TARMAC THROWING SMOKE UP INTO THE AIR.


INT. CAR – DAY

EMMA AND GREG ARE THROWN FORWARD.

(continuing)


EXT – COUNTRY ROAD SCOTLAND – DAY 

THE CAR STOPS JUST A FEW INCHES FROM THE BODY ON THE ROAD.  SMOKE FROM THE BURNT RUBBER SURROUNDS THE CAR.  


INT. CAR – DAY

EMMA AND GREG SIT BREATHING HARD.  SWEAT CAN BE SEEN ON GREGS BROW AS HE RESTS HIS HEAD ON THE STEERING WHEEL.  EMMA LOOKS CLOSE TO TEARS.

EMMA

OH, MY GOD. WHO IS THAT?

(beat)

GREG

HOW SHOULD I KNOW?

(beat)

EMMA

IS HE ALIVE?

GREG

AGAIN, REALLY, HOW SHOULD I KNOW?

EMMA

OKAY, I WAS ONLY ASKING, GREG!

GREG

SORRY.  JUST A BIT SHAKEN HERE.

(beat)

EMMA

SHOULDN’T WE GO AND CHECK ON HIM?

(continuing)

(beat)

GREG UNCLIPS HIS SEAT BELT AND PULLS THE DOOR HANDLE.


EXT – COUNTRY ROAD SCOTLAND – DAY

GREGS DOOR OPENS AND HE GETS OUT.  HE STANDS AND STARES AT THE BODY ON THE ROAD FOR A FEW SECONDS AND THEN CLOSES THE DOOR.  HE LOOKS IN AT EMMA AND THEN RELUCTANTLY WALKS OVER TO THE BODY.  WE CANNOT SEE HIS FACE.  GREG SQAUTS DOWN AT THE BODY AND SIGHS.

ROLL CREDITS


INT. GREGS BEDROOM – MORNING

THREE DAYS EARLIER

A SMALL BEDROOM WITH A DOUBLE BED SAT IN THE MIDDLE.  THE CURTAINS ARE CLOSED THE MORNING SUN IS CREEPING THROUGH THE SPACES.  GREG CARLSON IS ASLEEP ON HIS BED.  POSTERS OF RECENT FILMS ARE PLASTERED OVER THE WALL.  THERE IS A BEDSIDE TABLE NEXT TO THE BED WITH AN ALARM CLOCK SITTING ON TOP.

CLOSE UP:

THE ALARM CLOCK SITS AT 05:59.

(beat)

IT CHANGES TO 06:00 AND MAKES A LOUD BEEPING SOUND.

GREG STIRS AND THEN QUICKLY MOVES AROUND AND HITS THE TOP OF THE ALARM CLOCK, STOPPING THE SOUND.  HE LIES STILL FOR A SECOND RUBBING HIS EYES.

(continuing)


INT. BATHROOM – MORNING

GREG IS BENT OVER THE SINK BRUSHING HIS TEETH.  AT HIS SIDE 

IS A BATHTUB WITH A GLASS SHOWER SCREEN ATTACHED TO THE WALL.  THE SHOWER IS RUNNING. 

GREG LOOKS AT HIMSELF IN THE MIRROR AS HE SHAVES HIS FACE WITH AN ELECTRIC RAZOR.

GREG’S BODY CAN BE SEEN BEHIND A STEAMED UP SHOWER SCREEN AS HE SCRUBS HIS HAIR AND CLEANSES HIS BODY.


INT. KITCHEN - MORNING

THE KETTLE BOILS AND AT THE SAME TIME, TOAST POPS OUT OF THE TOASTER WHICH IS SITTING NEXT TO THE KETTLE.

GREG FILLS A MUG WITH HOT WATER FROM THE KETTLE AND CONTINUES TO MAKE A CUP OF TEA.

HE COVERS TWO PIECES OF TOAST IN JAM.

GREG SITS AT A SMALL TABLE WHILE BITING INTO HIS TOAST.  A SMALL RADIO SITS ON THE TABLE.  GREG READS THE LATEST COPY OF TOTAL FILM, NOT PAYING MUCH ATTENTION TO THE RADIO.

MANS VOICE ON RADIO (O.S.)

OKAY, MORNING EVERYONE.  YESTERDAY WE ASKED A QUESTION THAT COULD WIN YOU TEN THOUSAND POUNDS.  AS OF YET, NOBODY HAS GUESSED IT.  WE’LL BE RIGHT BACK AFTER THESE MESSAGES, WHEN WE’LL TAKE OUR FIRST CALLER.

MUSIC BEGINS TO PLAY.  GREG TAKES HIS EYES AWAY FROM THE PAPER AND GLANCES AT THE RADIO, SHAKING HIS HEAD IN DISAPROVAL.  HE THEN LOOKS AT HIS WATCH AND JUMPS UP QUICKLY, REALISING HE’S RUNNING LATE.

(continuing)


INT. BEDROOM – MORNING

GREG QUICKLY PUTS SOCKS AND UNDERWAEAR ON, THEN FIGHTS WITH HIS TROUSERS TRYING TO PULL THEM UP AS HE SITS ON THE BED.  HE PUTS ON A WHITE SHIRT ON AND DOES A RED TIE INFRONT OF THE MIRROR, THEN TIES HIS SHOELACES.  HE GRABS HIS KEYS FROM HIS BEDSIDE TABLE AND GRABS A JACKET FROM THE FLOOR AND THROWS IT OVER HIS SHOULDERS.

INT. BUILDING HALL WAY – MORNING

GREG QUICKLY LOCKS THE FRONT DOOR OF HIS FLAT AND JOGS TO AND THEN OUT THE MAIN DOOR.


EXT. QUIET STREET – MORNING

GREG JOGS PAST A FEW CARS LINED ALONG THE STREET AND THEN STOPS AT A SMALL HATCHBACK.  HE UNLCOKS IT AND GETS IN.


INT. CAR – MORNING  

GREG TURNS THE CAR ON AND THE RADIO COMES ON AUTOMATICALLY.  

MANS VOICE FROM RADIO (O.S.)

OKAY, THAT WAS AMY FROM FALKIRK, UNFORTUNATLEY, AMY WAS WRONG THIS TIME, BUT WE WILL ASK THE SAME QUESTION AGAIN ON TOMMOROWS SHOW…

MUSIC PLAYS QUIETLY.

GREG CLIPS IN HIS SEAT BELT, SHITFS THE CAR INTO FIRST GEAR AND REALISES THE HANDBRAKE.

EXT. QUIET STREET – MORNING

THE CAR DARTS OFF QUICKLY DOWN THE STREET.

(continuing)


EXT. BUSY STREET – MORNING

GREGS CAR TURNS OFF THE QUIET STREET AND ONTO A BUSY ROAD.  IT DRIVES OFF FURTHER DOWN THE ROAD.

THE CAR STOPS AT A SET OF TRAFFIC LIGHTS.


INT. CAR – MORNING

GREG SITS PATIENTLY LOOKING AROUND HIMSELF AS HE WAITS FOR THE LIGHTS TO CHANGE.

GREGS P.O.V.

THE LIGHT CHANGES TO GREEN.


EXT. BUSY STREET – DAY

GREGS CAR MOVES AWAY FROM THE LIGHTS AND FURTHER ALONG THE STREET TOWARDS A BUS STOP, WHERE A FEW PEOPLE ARE STANDING WAITING.


INT. CAR – MORNING

GREG TAKES A SECOND GLANCE AS HE NOTICES A PRETTY GIRL STANDING AT THE BUS STOP.  SHE IS WEARING A BLACK COAT AND HOLDING A BAG.

EXT. BUS STOP – MORNING

THE CAR IS SEEN INDICATING LEFT AS IT PULLS INTO THE BUS STOP.

THE GIRL SEES THE CAR PULLING IN, REALISING WHO IT IS, AND SHE ROLLS HER EYES, ANNOYED.


INT. CAR – MORNING

GREG LEANS OVER TO THE PASSENGER SIDE AND STRUGGLES TO WIND 

(continuing)

THE WINDOW DOWN.  

GREGS P.O.V.

THE GIRL MARCHES OVER TO THE CAR AND LOOKS THROUGH THE WINDOW.

GREG SMILES NERVOUSLY.

GREG

MORNING EMMA, WOULD YOU LIKE A LIFT—

EMMA

Y’KNOW WHAT GREG?

GREG

WHAT?

EMMA

JUST LIKE YESTERDAY, NO, I WOULDN’T.  HOW MANT TIMES DO I HAVE TO TELL YOU?  I’M NOT INTERESTED,IN YOU, OUR YOUR STUPID VOUCHERS FOR THAT WEEKEND AWAY IN SOME HOTEL.

GREG

C’MON EMMA, IT’S NOT ABOUT THAT, IT MAKES SENSE SINCE WE WORK AT THE SAME OFFICE.

EMMA

NO, WHAT MAKES SENSE IS THAT MY BOYFRIEND PICKS ME UP EVERY MORNING AND THIS IS OUR MEETING PLACE, AS YOU KNOW.  SO DO ME A FAVOUR, TOMMOROW MORNING, IF I’M STILL STANDING HERE, KEEP GOING.

GREG

OKAY, FINE.

(continuing)

(O.S) A CAR HORN SOUNDS.

EMMA TURNS TO LOOK.

GREGS P.O.V: IN THE REAR VIEW MIRROR, A LARGE AND EXPENSIVE LOOKING CAR PULLS UP BEHIND HIS.

EMMA GLANCES AT GREG, AND THEN WALKS OVER TO THE CAR.  HER BOYFRIEND, MARC, GETS OUT.  HE IS TALL AND MEAN LOOKING.

THEY HUG AND KISS FOR A FEW SECONDS AND THEN BOTH LOOK AT GREGS CAR AS EMMA TALKS TO HER BOYFRIEND.  EMMA GETS INTO THE CAR.

GREGS SIGHS LOUDLY.  HE SHAKES HIS HEAD.  HE SHIFTS THE CAR INTO GEAR.


EXT. BUS STOP – MORNING

GREGS CAR PULLS AWAY FROM THE BUS STOP AND DRIVES OFF DOWN THE ROAD.


INT. BUSY OFFICE – MORNING

GREG SITS BEHIND A COMPUTER, DOING NOTHING.  EMMA ENTERS ABOUT TEN MINUTES AFTER HE DOES AND SITS AT A DESK A FEW METERS AWAY FROM HIM.  SHE SMILES AND SPEAKS TO OTHER PEOPLE.  GREG CONTINUES TO STARE.  HE SMILES OVER AT HER, SHE LOOKS FOR A SECOND, AND THEN DRAWS HER EYES OFF HIM.  GREG LOOKS DOWN AT HIS DESK.


INT. GREGS BEDROOM – MORNING

THE ALARM CLOCK CHANGES FROM 05:59 TO 06:00 AND BEEPS LOUDLY.  GREG ROLLS AROUND AND SLAMS HIS HAND ON IT.


INT. BATHROOM – MORNING

(continuing)

GREG BRUSHES HIS TEETH.

HE SHAVES INFRONT OF THE MIRROR.

HE STANDS BEHIND A STEAMED UP SHOWER SCREEN CLEANSING HIMSELF.


INT. KITCHEN – MORNING

THE RADIO IS PLAYING, SITTING ON THE TABLE.

THE KETTLE BOILS.

TOAST POPS FROM THE TOASTER.

GREGS HAND STIRS TEA IN A MUG AND THEN SPREADS JAM ON THE TOAST.

HE CHEWS ON THE TOAST READING A NEWSPAPER.

cut to:


EXT. BUSY STREET – MORNING

GREGS CAR SITS IDILING AT THE TRAFFIC LIGHTS


INT. CAR – MORNING

THE RADIO IS ON.  GREG SITS ANXIOUSLY AS HE WAITS FOR THE LIGHTS TO TURN.

(continuing)

MANS VOICE ON RADIO (O.S.)

GOOD MORNING AND WELCOME BACK.  YES, ITS THAT TIME AGAIN.  THIS IS WHEN WE ASK YOU THAT QUESTION THAT COULD WIN YOU TEN GRAND.  THE THEME OF THE QUESTION IS OF THE MOVIE WORLD.  WE SHOULD HAVE ERIC FROM KIRKCALDY ON THE LINE, ERIC ARE YOU THERE?

GREGS P.O.V:

THE LIGHT CHANGES TO GREEN.  

THE RADIO FADES TO A QUIET MUMBLE.


ext. busy street - morning

GREGS CAR DRIVES AWAY FROM THE TRAFFIC LIGHTS AND TOWARDS THE BUS STOP.


INT. CAR – MORNING

THE BUS STOP GETS CLOSER AND EMMA CAN BE SEEN STANDING THERE.  


EXT. BUS STOP – MORNING

EMMA SPOTS GREGS CAR COMING TOWARDS HER.  SHE LOOKS ENRAGED AS THE CAR LOOKS LIKE IT’S GOING TO PULL INTO THE BUS STOP.


INT. CAR – MORNING

GREGS P.O.V (REAR VIEW MIRROR):

MARC’S CAR COMES UP CLOSE BEHIND HIM AND THEN INDICATES LEFT AND PULLS INTO THE BUS STOP.

EMMA RUNS TOWARDS THE CAR.

(continuing)


EXT. BUS STOP – MORNING

GREGS CAR continues DOWN THE ROAD AS EMMA GETS INTO MARC’S CAR.

cut to:


INT. BUILDING HALLWAY – NIGHT

GREG LOOKS VERY DOWN AND TIRED AS HE UNLOCKS HIS FRONT DOOR.


INT. FLAT HALLWAY – NIGHT

GREG OPENS THE DOOR AND PICKS UP ABOUT A DOZEN LETTERS THAT ARE LYING ON THE FLOOR.  HE SLAMS THE DOOR SHUT.


INT. LIVING ROOM – NIGHT

GREG ENTERS THE LIVING ROOM WHILE SHUFFILING THROUGH THE LETTERS.  HE TOSSES THEM ONTO THE SOFA.  HE SWITCHES ON A LAMP AT THE FAR SIDE OF THE ROOM.










CUT TO:

GREG SITS ON THE SOFA IN HIS DRESSING GOWN WITH THE TV ON QUIETLY IN THE BACKGROUND.  HE HOLDS A BOTTLE OF BEER, BUT DOESN’T DRINK FROM IT.  HE SIGHS AS HE THROWS HIS HEAD BACK CLOSING HIS EYES.

(beat)

HE SITS UP AND REACHES OVER FOR THE LANDLINE PHONE ON A TABLE NEXT TO HIM.

CLOSE UP:

GREGS HAND PUSHES THE ‘SPEAKER PHONE’ BUTTON.  A LOUD DIAL 

(continuing)

TONE CAN BE HEARD AND THEN SHORT PULSES AS HE DIALS A PHONE NUMBER.

HE SITS BACK ON THE CHAIR WHILE THE PHONE CALLS THE NUMBER LOUDLY.

(O.S) ERIC

HELLO?

GREG

HEY, ERIC, HOW YOU DOIN’?

(O.S) ERIC

(surprised)

OH, HEY GREG, WHATS UP BRO?

GREG

NOTHING MUCH.  HOWS MUM AND DAD?

(O.S) ERIC 

YEAH, THERE FINE.  THE USUAL IGNORING EACH OTHER, AT EACH OTHER THROATS.  

GREG

THE USUAL THEN?

(beat)

(O.S) ERIC

YEAH, HOWS THINGS WITH YOU?

GREG

(sighs)

I’M TIRED, ERIC, SICK AND TIRED.

(O.S) ERIC

WHAT DO YOU MEAN?

GREG

I’M SURE YOU KNOW WHAT I MEAN.

(continuing)

GREG GETS UP FROM THE SOFA AND WALKS OVER TO THE WINDOW, LEANING ON THE WINDOW SILL, HE LOOKS OUT.

GREG

(continuing)

DEAD-END FUCKING JOB AND COMING HOME, ALONE, TO THIS DUMP.  MUM AND DAD WANT NOTHING TO DO WITH ME, AND WHEN WAS THE LAST TIME YOU AND I HUNG OUT?

(O.S) ERIC

COME ON, GREG, YOU KNOW IT’S NOT LIKE THAT WITH MUM AND DAD.  THEY’VE JUST GOT PROBLEMS.  

GREG

YEAH, SO WHAT ABOUT YOU?

(O.S) ERIC

YOU KNOW I’M BUSY WITH WORK.

GREG

WORKING WHERE? YOU’VE NEVER TOLD ME WHERE YOU’RE ACTUALLY WORKING.

(O.S) ERIC

DOES IT MATTER, I’M EARNING MONEY ARENT I? 

(beat)

GREG

I’M OFF WORK NEXT WEEK.

(O.S) ERIC

GREAT.  GET YOURSELF AWAY FOR THAT WEEKEND THING YOU WON-

GREG

YEAH RIGHT, ARRIVE AS THE CREEPY LONER TO A ROMANTIC WEEKEND AWAY 

(continuing)

IN SOME HOTEL? NO THANKS.

GREG MOVES AWAY FROM THE WINDOW AND SITS BACK DOWN ON THE SOFA.  HE SHUFFLES THROUGH THE LETTERS AGAIN.

(O.S) ERIC

FOR FUCK SAKE, GREG, WOULD YOU FUCKING LISTEN TO YOURSELF? GET OUT THERE AND FIND YOURSELF A WOMAN.  I THOUGHT YOU WOULD HAVE BEEN SHAGGING AT LEAST ONE OF THOSE LITTLE TARTS AT THAT OFFICE OF YOURS BY NOW.

GREG

THERES ONE GIRL, EMMA, BUT SHE FUCKING HATES ME.  SHE MAKES THAT QUITE CLEAR.  PLUS, SHES FUCKING THAT PRICK, MARC HAMMEL.

(O.S) ERIC

(shocked)

EMMA GRIER?

GREG

YEAH, YOU KNOW HER?

(O.S) ERIC

YEAH.  LISTEN, GREG, SHE’S NOT 

TO BE TOUCHED.  HER BOYFIEND GETS A HOLD OF YOU, AND YOUR DEAD.  HE’S INTO DRUGS AND ROBBERIES AND ALL KINDS OF SHIT MAN.

GREG

(surprised)

WHAT? SHE WOULDN’T BE INVOLVED IN ANY OF THAT.  ANYWAY, HOW THE FUCK DO YOU KNOW SO MUCH ABOUT THIS GUY?

(continuing)

(O.S) ERIC

BECAUSE I KNOW PEOPLE WHO KNOW HIM AND I’VE SEEN WHAT HE CAN DO TO PEOPLE.  I MEAN, THE GUY IS SUPPOSED TO BE PULLING OFF A JOB WORTH £30K CASH ON FRIDAY. 

GREG

DOING WHAT?

(O.S) ERIC

I DUNNO EXACTLY, BUT WHAT I DO KNOW IS THAT SOME POOR SHOPKEEP’S TAKINGS ARE GONNA BE A RECORD LOW WHEN THEY CASH UP ON FRIDAY NIGHT.

GREG

IF YOU KNOW THIS, THEN WHY DON’T YOU CALL THE POLICE?


(O.S) ERIC

ARE YOU FUCKING NUTS? HAVENT YOU BEEN LISTENING TO WHAT I JUST SAID.  THIS GUY IS MENTAL.  NO-BODY CALLS THE POLICE ON HIM, AND NO-BODY TOUCHES HIS GIRL!

(beat)

GREG SITS LOOKING A LITTLE SHOCKED.  HE CANT BELIEVE EMMA WOULD BE INVOLVED IN ANY OF THIS.

(O.S) ERIC

LOOK, MAN, I’VE GOT TO GO.  

LISTEN; FORGET ABOUT HER, YOU HARDLEY KNOW HER FOR FUCKS SAKE.  GET YOURSELF AWAY FOR THE WEEKEND.  AND IF YOU WIN ANYTHING ELSE, OTHER THAN A GAY WEEKEND, YOU BE SURE AND LET ME KNOW!.

(beat)

(continuing)

GREG

YEAH.  SURE.  I’LL CALL YOU LATER.

GREG REACHES OVER TO THE PHONE AND CUTS THE LINE OFF.  THE ROOM IS FILLED WITH SILENCE.  GREG SITS WITH HIS ARMS FOLDED.  HE IS SHOCKED AND SADENED BY WHAT HIS BROTHER HAS JUST TOLD HIM.

cut to:


INT. KITCHEN – MORNING

GREG SITS BEHIND A NEWSPAPER AT THE TABLE WITH AN EMPTY MUG AND PLATE WITH TOAST CRUMBS ON IT.  THE RADIO SITS IN ITS USUAL PLACE, PLAYING QUIETLY.

(O.S) MANS VOICE ON RADIO

OKAY, GOOD MORNING, WELCOME BACK.  IT’S THAT TIME AGAIN, YOUR CHANCE TO WIN TEN GRAND.  WE ASK YOU A QUESTION, YOU ANSWER IT CORRECTLY AND WE PAY YOU ALL THAT MONEY.

GREG DOESN’T SEEM TO BE PAYING MUCH ATTENTION AS HE CONTINUES TO READ THE PAPER.

(continuing)

(O.S) MANS VOICE ON RADIO

THE QUESTION, WHICH HAS BEEN RUNNING ON FOR WEEKS NOW, IS: WHAT IS THE EXACT FIGURE THAT STEVEN SPIELBERG WALKED AWAY WITH AFTER JURRASIC PARK?  

GREG SUDDENLY COMES ALERT AND SITS THE NEWSPAER DOWN.  HE SITS CLOSER TO THE RADIO.


INT. EMMA GRIERS KITCHEN – MORNING

EMMA SITS AT THE KITCHEN TABLE TUCKING INTO A BOWL OF 

(continuing)

CONRFLAKES.  SHE ALSO HAS THE RADIO ON WHICH IS SAT ON THE COUNTER.  

(O.S) MANS VOICE ON RADIO

HOW MUCH MONEY DID HE SCOOP AFTER THE REALISE AND MERCHANDIDNG SALES?  IF YOU THINK YOU KNOW THE ANSWER, CALL US NOW ON 08000 345 640 AND WE’LL GET YOU ON THE AIR AFTER THIS…

MUSIC BEGINS TO PLAY IN THE BACKGROUND.

EMMA DOESN’T SEEM TO PAY MUCH ATTENTION AS SHE CONTINUES TO EAT HER CORNFLAKES.


INT. GREGS BEDROOM – MORNING

FRANTICLY, GREG RUMAGES THROUGH A CUPBOARD.  HE PULLS OUT A BOX AND DRAGS IT ONTO THE CARPET.  HE OPENS IT TO REVEAL YEARS WORTH OT ‘TOTAL FILM’ MAGAZENES.  HE POURS THEM OUT AND RUMAGES THROUGH THEM 

UNTIL HE FINDS THE ONE WITH JURRASSIC PARK PRINTED ON THE FRONT COVER.  HE OPENS IT UP AND FLICKS THE PAGES UNTIL HE 

FINDS THE FEATURE FOR THE FILM.  HE RUNS HIS FINGER DOWN THE PAGE AND THEN STOPS IT WHEN HE FINDS WHAT HE WANTS.  HE PICKS UP THE MAGAZENE AND SMILES WIDELY.


INT. EMMA GRIERS KITCHEN – MORNING

EMMA FINNISHES OFF HER CORN FLAKES GETS UP FROM THE TABLE AND WALKS OVER TO THE SINK.

(O.S) MANS VOICE ON RADIO

OKAY, WE’RE BACK.  WE HAVE A CALLER ON THE LINE WHO THINKS HE HAS THE CORRECT ANSWER.

(continuing)

EMMA RINSES OUT HER BOWL.

(O.S) MANS VOICE ON RADIO

ITS GREG CARLSON FROM GLASGOW, GREG ARE YOU THERE?

EMMA STOPS DEAD AT THE SINK AND TURNS HER HEAD TO THE RADIO.

(O.S) GREG

(nervous)

YEAH, GOOD MORNING HOW ARE YOU?

EMMA STANDS UNABLE TO BELIEVE WHOM SHE CAN HEAR ON THE RADIO.

cut to:

INT. EMMA GRIERS KITCHEN – DAY

EMMA GRABS HER MOBILE PHONE FROM THE TABLE.  SHE STANDS AND THINKS FOR A SECOND AND THEN SHE PRESSES THE BUTTONS ON THE KEYPAD.

CLOSE UP:

EMMA PRESSES THE CALL BUTTON AND ‘CALLING MARC’ FLASHES ON THE SCREEN

INT – MARCS CAR – DAY

MARC PICKS UP HIS RINGING PHONE, LOOKS AT THE SCREEN AND SMILES

MARC

HEY BABE, WHATS UP?

(beat)

MARC

(continuing)

WHAT?!





CUT TO:

EXT. BUS STOP – DAY – LATER

EMMA STANDS AT THE BUS STOP, ANXIOUSLY LOOKING AHEAD.  SHE SMILES WHEN SHE SEES MARCS CAR APPROACHING THE LIGHTS.

INT. GREGS CAR – DAY

GREG APPROACHES THE BUS STOP.  HES SEES EMMA WHO IS WAVING TO HIM.  HE PULLS INTO THE BUS STOP.

EXT. BUS STOP – DAY

GREG

HEY, YOU OKAY?

EMMA
(SOBBING)

YEAH.  I BROKE IT OFF WITH MARC.

GREG

OH, I SEE.

(beat)

EMMA

HEY, LISTEN.  I KNOW I’VE BEEN A COMPLETE BITCH TO YOU, BUT DO YOU THINK YOU COULD TAKE ME TO WORK?

GREG

OF COURSE.

(beat)

GREG

(continuing)

HEY, YOU KNOW, I STILL HAVE THOSE TICKETS.

EMMA LETS OUT A SMILE.










CUT TO:


EXT. COUNTRY ROAD – DAY

GREG SQAUTS OVER THE BODY ON THE ROAD.  HE FEELS FOR THE MANS PULSE, WHICH APPEARS TO BE FINE.  HE QUICKLY CHECKS HIM OVER FOR ANY OBVIOUS INJURIES.  HE CALLS OVER TO EMMA WHO IS STILL SITTING IN THE CAR.

GREG

EMMA, COME GIMMIE A HAND WITH HIM WILL YOU?

EMMA, CLEARLY NOT WANTING TO, GETS OUT OF THE CAR AND WALKS OVER TO GREG AND THE BODY.  SHE SCREWS HER FACE UP AS SHE LOOKS DOWN AT THE TWO OF THEM.

GREG

GRAB HIS FEET.

EMMA

OH MY GOD, THIS IS DISGUSTING.

GREG

CHRIST EMMA, ITS JUST A MAN.  HE’S STILL ALIVE.  WE NEED TO GET HIM CHECKED OVER.

GREG STANDS UP AND GRABS THE MANS ARMS.  HE LOOKS AT EMMA, 

WHO AFTER A BEAT, SIGHS AND GRABS HIS FEET.  

THEY STRUGGLE AND CARRY HIM OVER TO THE CAR.  GREG OPENS UP THE BACK DOOR AND THEN GRABS THE MANS ARMS AGAIN.

GREG

READY?

EMMA DOESN’T ANSWER AS SHE STRAINS TO HOLD THE MAN.  GREG PULLS THE MAN UP HIGHER AND THROWS HIM INTO THE CAR.


INT. CAR – DAY

GREG PULLS THE MAN ALONG THE BACK SEAT AND MAKES SURE HES ENTIRLEY IN THE CAR.  HE CLOSES THE DOOR.


EXT. COUNTRY ROAD – DAY

EMMA STANDS WITH HER ARMS FOLDED AND GREG LOOKS AT HER.

GREG

WHAT?

EMMA

SO, WHAT DO WE DO NOW?

GREG

WE TAKE HIM TO THE NEAREST HOSPITAL AND THEN WE CONTINUE OUR TRIP UP NORTH.

EMMA

DO YOU KNOW WHERE THE NEAREST HOSPITAL IS?

GREG

YOU’VE GOT A MAP.  LOOK FOR THE NEAREST TOWN.  BOUND TO BE SOMETHING THERE.


INT. CAR – DAY

GREG IS BACK IN THE DRIVING SEAT AS EMMA LOOKS AT THE MAP.  STILL, THERE ARE NO CARS OR BUILDINGS SEEN AT ALL.  THE MAN IN THE BACK BOUNCES AROUND AS GREG HAMMERS THE CAR ALONG THE ROAD.

THEY APPROACH A CROSS ROAD JUNCTION.  GREG SLOWS DOWN AND LOOKS AT EMMA.

GREG

WELL?

EMMA

I’M LOOKING

(beat)

(continuing)

EMMA

LEFT!


EXT. COUNTRY ROAD – DAY

GREG ACELERATES HARD AND TURNS THE CAR LEFT.  THE CAR SHOOTS OFF DOWN THE ROAD.

GREG KEEPS THE CAR MOVING FAST AS IT HEADS DOWN THE NARROW ROAD.  A BLIND SUMMIT AND BEND APPROACHES THEM.


INT. CAR – DAY

EMMA KEEPS HER HEAD BEHIND THE MAP AS THE BEND APPROCHES; GREG KEEPS HIS EYES FOCUSED ON THE ROAD.  SUDDENLY A CAR APPEARS OVER THE BEND.

GREG

SHIT!

GREG GRIPS THE WHEEL AND SLAMS THE BREAK.

EMMA PULLS THE MAP DOWN.


EXT. COUNTRY ROAD – DAY

GREGS CAR SCHREECHES LOUDLY.  BURNING RUBBER FILLS THE AIR.  THE OTHER CAR ALSO HAMMERS THE BREAKS.


INT. GREGS CAR – DAY

THE MAN ON THE BACK SEAT IS THROWN FORWARD AND FALLS OFF THE SEAT; LUGGAGE BAGS FALL ON TOP OF HIM.  EMMA AND GREG ARE ALSO THROWN FORWARD.


EXT. COUNTRY – ROAD

BOTH CARS STOP A FEW FEET FROM EACH OTHER.

(continuing)

(beat)

THE SMOKE FROM THE TYRES SLOWLY CLEARS.


INT. GREGS CAR – DAY

GREG SITS SHAKEN, BREATHING HARD.  HE LOOKS IN THE BACK SEAT AT THE MAN WHO HAS FALLEN OFF.  HE LOOKS OVER AT EMMA WHO LOOKS HE IS ALSO A LITTLE SHAKEN.

GREG

YOU OKAY?

EMMA SCRAMBLES WITH HE SEAT BELT AND UNCLIPS IT.

EMMA

I AM NOW!

GREG LOOKS A LITTLE CONFUSED BY THIS.  SHE GETS UP, GRABS HER HAND BAG AND SCRAMBBLE OUT OF THE CAR.

GREGS P.O.V: THE TWO DOORS OF THE OTHER CAR, WHICH GREG RECOGNISES, OPEN.  TWO MEN GET OUT.  EMMA RUNS OVER TO THE MAN WHO GETS OUT OF THE PASSENGER SEAT.  IT’S MARC HAMMEL.


EXT. COUNTRY ROAD – DAY

EMMA KISSES MARC.

EMMA

YOU PULL OFF THE LAST JOB?

(beat)

MARC SMILES WIDELY AND PULL HIS COAT OPEN, REVEALING A VERY THICK ENVELOPE IN THE INSIDE POCKET.  EMMA IS DELIGHTED AND WRAPS HER ARMS AROUND HIM KISSING HIM PASSIONELTY.


(continuing)

INT. GREGS CAR – DAY

GREG

WHAT THE FUCK?

SUDDENLY THE MAN IN THE BACK MOVES AROUND AND GETS OUT OF THE CAR.  HE WALKS OVER TO MARC AND THE DRIVER MAN, HOLDING HIS HEAD.


EXT. COUNTRY ROAD – DAY

THE MAN WALKS OVER, STILL CLUTCHING HIS HEAD.  EMMA STOPS KISSING MARC AND STANDS BESIDE HIM.

MAN

(ANNOYED)

FOR FUCK SAKE, WHAT KEPT YOU?

MARC

WHAT THE FUCK IS YOUR PROBLEM, ED?

ED

WHAT THE FUCK IS MY PROBLEM? I’M 

FUCKING ROLLING ABOUT IN THE BACK OF THIS FUCKING TANK BEING

ATTACKED BY RUCKSACKS WHILE HE DRIVES LIKE A LUNATIC.

MARC

OH SHUT THE FUCK UP-

ED

WHAT? YOU SHUT THE FUCK UP-

EMMA MARCHES AROUND TO CONFRONT BOTH OF THEM.

EMMA

HEY! BOTH OF YOU SHUT THE FUCK UP.  WE’VE GOT A BIT OF UNFINNISHED BUISNESS HERE.

(beat)

EMMA 

(continuing)

GREG, GET OUT OF THE CAR.

(beat)

THE CAR DOOR OPENS AND GREG SLOWLY GETS OUT.  HE WALKS AROUND TO THE FRONT OF THE CAR, JUST STANDS THERE.  HE NERVOUSLY LOOKS AT ALL OF THE PEOPLE HE HAS BEEN CONFRONTED BY.  ED GLANCES AT HIM.  GREG GLANCES BACK.

GREG

SO, WHAT IS THIS ALL ABOUT EMMA.

EMMA

OH DON’T PLAY DUMB, GREG.  YOU HONESTLY THINK I WANT TO GO ON FUCKING DAY TRIPS WITH YOU?  

GREG LOOKS A LITTLE CONFUSED.  MARC ROLLS HIS EYES AS IF EXASPERATED BY ALL OF THIS.  

GREG

WELL, YEAH, I DID.  WHAT’S THIS ABOUT?

MARC HAS CLEARLY HAD ENOUGH; HE PUSHES PAST EMMA AND WALKS UPTO GREG.

MARC

OH FOR CHRIST SAKE, YOU STUPID BASTARD.  THE TEN GRAND? WE HEARD YOU ON THE RADIO.  

GREG SUDDENLY LOOKS AND THEN BECOMES ENRAGED.  HE POUNCES FOR EMMA, BUT IS QUICKLY RESTRIANED BY MARC.  

GREG

YOU FUCKING BITCH, YOU FUCKING BITCH!

EMMA STANDS WITH HER ARMS FOLDED AND SMIRKS A LITTLE.

(continuing)

MARC

STEADY THERE, GREGORY.  YOU REALLY ARE DUMBER THAN YOU LOOK.  YOU HONESTLY THINK AFTER ALL OF THOSES KNOCKBACKS FROM HER, SHE’S SUDDENLY GOING TO LEAVE ME AND OPEN HER LEGS TO YOU?

(beat)

GREG SLOWLY CALMS DOWN.  HE THINKS FOR A FEW SECONDS ABOUT WHAT MARC HAS JUST SAID.  MARC LETS HIM GO AND STANDS SILENT.  EMMA, ED AND THE DRIVER ALL STAND, SILENTLY LAUGHING AT GREG.

MARC

(CALLS OUT)

GET HIM IN THE CAR.

THE DRIVER MARCHES OVER AND GRABS GREG BY THE NECK.  HE DRAGS HIM OVER TO THE CAR AND THROWS HIM IN.

INT. MARC’S CAR – DAY

MARC GETS INTO THE FRONT PASSENGER SEAT.  EMMA AND ED GET INTO THE BACK SEAT, SANDWHICHING GREG IN THE MIDDLE.  THE DRIVER GETS IN AND CRANKS UP THE ENGINE.  MARC TURNS AROUND AND LOOKS AT GREG.  GREG SHOOTS EMMA A LOOK, SHE DOESN’T RESPOND.

MARC

SO HERE’S WHAT WE’RE GOING DO.  THERE’S A LITTLE TOWN ABOUT A MILE UP THE ROAD HERE, AND IN THIS LITTLE TOWN IS A BANK.  WE’RE GOING TO TAKE YOU TO THIS BANK-

GREG

(MATTER OF FACT)

FORGET IT.  YOU’RE WASTING YOUR TIME.  I HAVENT CASHED THE CHEQUE.

MARC INSTANLY RESPONDS BY PULLING A KNIFE FROM HIS JACKET AND 

(continuing)

POINTING IT RIGHT AT GREGS NECK.  GREG SWALLOWS HARD.

MARC

NO, YOU FORGET IT.  FORGET LYING TO ME, FUCK HEAD.  YOU HONESTLY EXPECT ME TO BELIEVE A DOWN AND OUT BUM LIKE YOU DOESN’T CASH A £10K CHEQUE THE MINUITE HE FUCKING GETS IT?

(beat)

MARC 

(continuing)

NOW, STOP THE BULLSHIT.  GIVE ME YOUR WALLET.

GREG DOESN’T MOVE FOR A SECOND.  HE SCRAMBLES AROUND AT HIS 

POCKETS AND PULLS OUT HIS WALLET.  HE HANDS IT TO MARC.  MARC OPENS IT UP AND PULLS OUT FOUR BANK CARDS.  HE FANS THEM OUT INFRONT OF GREG.

MARC

NOW, THE MONEY IS IN ONE OF THESE ACCOUNTS.  WE’RE GOING TO A NICE HOLE IN THE WALL AND WE’LL HAVE A LOOK AT EACH OF THE BALANCES, HUH?

GREG LOOKS DEFEATED.  HE LOOKS STRAIGHT AHEAD, HOLDING BACK TEARS.  MARC TURNS AROUND AND SIGNALS TO THE DRIVER, THE CAR MOVES OFF.

CUT TO:

EXT. HALIFAX BANK, BUSY STREET CORNER – DAY

MARCS CAR PULLS UP ACROSS THE ROAD.  CARS PASS BY AND PEOPLE GO ABOUT THEIR DAILY BUISNESS AND NO-BODY PAYS ANY ATTENTION OR EVEN NOTICES THE CAR.

INT. MARCS CAR – DAY

MARC TURNS AROUND IN HIS SEAT AND STARES AT GREG.  

MARC

OKAY, GREGORY.  THIS IS IT.  NOW THIS CAN BE QUICK AND PAINLESS.  TRY ANY FUNNY STUFF OUT HERE AND IT’LL BE THE OPPOSITE.  GOT IT?

MARC TURNS AROUND AND GETS OUT.  EMMA OPENS HER DOOR AND CLIMBS OUT.

EXT. HALIFAX BANK, BUSY STREET CORNER – DAY

MARC TAKES GREG BY THE ARM AND WALKS AROUND THE CAR.  EMMA 

GETS BACK INTO THE CAR.

MARC AND GREG WALK ACROSS THE STREET AND GO TO THE ‘HOLE IN THE WALL MACHINE’.  MARC REACHES INTO HIS POCKET AND PULLS OUT GREGS FOUR CARDS.  HE HANDS HIM ONE.

MARC

ROUND ONE.

GREG

IT’S NOT IN THIS ACCOUNT.

MARC

YEAH, YOU LET ME DECIDE THAT.

GREG TAKES IT FROM HIM AND INSERTS IT INTO THE MACHINE.  MARC LOOKS AROUND NERVOUSLY.  

(O.S) THE BEEPING FROM GREG ENTERING THE PIN NUMBER IS HEARD.

MARC LOOKS OVER AT HIS CAR HE CAN SEE THE THREE PEOPLE STARING OVER, ANXIOUSLY.

MARC LOOKS AT THE SCREEN.  THE BALANCE IS ONLY A FEW POUNDS.

MARC

WHAT D’YOU KNOW.  YOU WERE RIGHT.

MARC SNATCHES THE CARD FROM HIM, PUTS IT IN HIS POCKET AND HANDS HIM THE NEXT CARD.

MARC

DO IT!

GREG

OKAY, OKAY.

INT. MARC’S CAR – DAY

EMMA SITS BITING HER NAILS.  THE DRIVER IS SITTING CASUALLY AND ED IS STILL HOLDING HIS HEAD.  MARC IS SEEN IN THE DISTANCE LOOKING AROUND HIMSELF.  GREG IS PUNCHING IN THE PIN NUMBER.

EMMA

THIS MONEY BETTER FUCKING BE HERE.

ED

YEAH, AND WHAT IF ITS NOT?

EMMA

THEN WE’LL JUST HAVE TO FIND IT.  HE’S GOT IT, I FUCKING HEARD HIM ON THAT SHOW.

ED

OH, SHUT UP WILL YOU.  MY HEAD IS ACHEING.

EMMA

YOU SHUT UP-

DRIVER

BOTH OF YOU SHUT THE HELL UP!

ALL THREE OF THEM SHUT UP AND LOOK BACK OVER AT GREG AND MARC.

EXT. HALIFAX BANK, BUSY STREET CORNER – DAY

GREG STANDS BACK TO SHOW MARC THE BALANCE OF THIS ACCOUNT.  IT IS THE SAME AS THE LAST, ONLY A FEW POUNDS.  MARC STARTS TO BECOME VERY ANXIOUS.

MARC

TWO DOWN, TWO TO GO.  YOU BETTER 

(continuing)

START PRAYING, GREGORY.

GREG

I KEEP TELLING YOU, I DON’T HAVE IT.

MARC

SPARE ME.

HE HANDS HIM THE NEXT CARD, POCKETING THE LAST.  GREG INSERTS IT.  THE MACHINE BEEPS.  THE BALANCE SHOWS- STILL ONLY A FEW POUNDS.  MARC LOOKS ENRAGED.  HE PULLS OUT THE KNIFE AND POINTS AT GREGS NECK AGAIN.

MARC

THIS IS A REAL FUNNY SHOW YOU’RE PUTTING ON HERE, REALLY IT IS, BUT IF I WANT JIM CARREY, I’LL GO TO THE FUCKING MOVIES!

MARC GIVES HIM THE LAST CARD.  GREG TAKES IT FROM HIM AND INSERTS IT.

INT. MARC’S CAR – DAY

EMMA

HOW MANY HAS THAT BEEN NOW?

DRIVER

THREE.  THIS IS THE LAST.

EMMA

SHIT.

DRIVER

I WOULDN’T WORRY.  THIS GUY ONLY HAS FOUR ACCOUNTS.

ED

WHAT ARE YOU, THE BANK MANAGER?

EXT. HALIFAX BANK, BUSY STREET CORNER – DAY

MARC CONTINUES TO HOLD THE KNIFE AT GREGS NECK. 

GREG IS CLEARLY SWEATING AS HE HOLDS HIS FINGERS OVER THE KEY PAD.

GREG

WHY DON’T YOU PUT THAT THING IN MY NECK RIGHT NOW, COZ I HAVENT GOT IT!

MARC

SHUT THE FUCK UP AND DO IT!

SLOW MOTION:

GREG TURNS AND LOOKS AT THE MONITOR.  HE BEGINS TO PUNCH IN THE NUMBERS.

INT. MARC’S CAR – DAY

EMMA, ED AND THE DRIVER TURN THEIR HEADS AND MOVE SLIGHTLY CLOSER TO THE WINDOW.

EXT. HALIFAX BANK, BUSY STREET CORNER – DAY

MARC LOOKS AROUND AS GREG PUNCHES IN THE PIN.  MARC HOLDS THE KNIFE AT HIS NECK.  THE OPTION FOR ‘BALANCE’ COMES ONTO THE SCREEN.  MARC LOOKS AT THE MONITOR.  GREGS FINGER MOVES TO THE BUTTON.

INT. MARC’S CAR – DAY

ALL THREE PEOPLE IN THE CAR STARE IN SHEER ANTICIPATION.

EXT. HALIFAX BANK, BUSY STREET CORNER – DAY

GREG PUSHES THE BUTTON.  HE LOOKS MARC IN THE EYE, MARC DOES THE SAME.  THE MACHINE PROCESSES THE REQUEST.  THE BALANCE COMES ONTO THE SCREEN.  MARC LOOKS AT THE SCREEN AND THEN AT 

GREG.

INT. MARC’S CAR – DAY

THEY KEEP STARING, UNSURE OF WHAT IS GOING ON.

RESUME

EXT. HALIFAX BANK, BUSY STREET CORNER – DAY

MARC IS NOT HAPPY.  HE GRABS GREG BY THE COLLAR.

MARC

OKAY, FUCK FACE.  WHERE IS IT?

GREG

(STRUGGLING TO SPEAK)

I TOLD YOU I DON’T HAVE IT!

INT. MARC’S CAR – DAY

THEY SUDDENLY ARE AWARE OF WHAT HAS HAPPENED.  EMMA SCRAMBLES TO GET OUT OF THE CAR.

EMMA

SHIT!

ED

I KNEW IT.

EMMA GETS OUT AND MAKES HER WAY ACROSS THE ROAD.

EXT. HALIFAX BANK, BUSY STREET CORNER – DAY

MARC HAS GREG BY THE ARM AND IS PULLING HIM ACROSS THE STREET.  HE MEETS EMMA IN THE MIDDLE.  SHE TRIES TO TALK TO HIM BUT HE KEEPS WALKING.

EMMA

WHAT HAPPENED?

MARC

GET BACK IN THE CAR.

EMMA

WHAT, WHERE IS THE MONEY?

MARC

GET BACK IN THE CAR, BITCH!

(beat)

EMMA

WHAT THE HELL IS WRONG WITH YOU?

MARC

MOVE IT!

MARC OPENS THE DOOR OF THE CAR AND CHUCKS GREG INTO THE BACK SEAT.  HE OPENS THE OTHER DOOR AND PULLS ED OUT.

ED

WHAT THE HELL?

MARC

GET IN THE FRONT.

ED

OKAY, JESUS.

ED WALKS AROUND THE CAR AND GETS IN.

INT. MARC’S CAR – DAY

MARC GETS IN BESIDE MARC AND HOLD THE KNIFE AT HIS THROAT.  EMMA GETS IN BESIDE THEM, SHE HAS SIGNS OF TEARS.

(continuing)

DRIVER

SO, WHERE THE HELL IS IT?

MARC

WELL, MAYBE FUCKING TWINKLE TOES HERE, WILL TELL US.

ED

OH MAN, THIS IS FUCKING UNBELIEVABLE.

GREG

I TOLD YOU, I DON’T HAVE IT.

EMMA

YOU FUCKING LIAR.

(beat)

MARC

(RE: EMMA)

IS HE?

EMMA

WHAT IS THAT SUPPOSED TO MEAN?

MARC

YOU TELL ME?  MAYBE THIS IS YOUR PLAN SO YOU CAN SCREW ME OVER AND GO HAVE A FUCK FESTIVAL WITH THIS PIECE OF SHIT HERE!

EMMA

(CRYING)

BABY, YOU’VE GOT TO BELIEVE ME.  I HEARD HIM.  HE FUCKING WON IT!

ED

CHRIST, I GOT KNOCKED IN THE HEAD FOR THIS SHIT!  

EMMA

HE’S GOT IT, I KNOW IT!

(continuing)

DRIVER

WHERE?  WE CHECKED HIM OUT; HE’S ONLY GOT FOUR ACCOUNTS.

EMMA

(RE:DRIVER)

SHUT UP

EMMA

(RE:MARC)

WHAT IS THE MATTER WITH YOU?  I DON’T BELIEVE THIS.

GREG

(RE: EMMA)

YOU KNOW, SHE BELIEVE’S ANYTHING YOU SAY TO HER WHEN YOU’RE FUCKING HER DOGGY STYLE

(beat)

MARC

WHAT THE FUCK DID YOU SAY?

HE TURNS TO EMMA

 MARC

DID YOU FUCK THIS PIECE OF SHIT BEHIND MY BACK? YOU WERE ONLY SUPPOSED TO FUCKING MAKE HIM THINK YOU WANTED HIM YOU DIRTY SLUT-

EMMA

WHAT? NO, BABY, NO.  HE’S BULLSHITTING-

MARC

(TO GREG)

I’M GONNA RIP YOUR THROAT OUT YOU MOTHER FUCKER-

ED

THAT’S IT, I’M OUTTA HERE!

ED OPENS THE DOOR AND GETS OUT.  MARC INSTANTLY REACTS AND GETS OUT HIS DOOR.

EXT. HALIFAX BANK, BUSY STREET CORNER – DAY

ED WALKS AWAY FROM THE CAR.  MARC CALLS AFTER HIM HALF IN 

AND HALF OUT OF THE CAR.

MARC

WHERE ARE YOU GOING?

ED

AWAY FROM THIS FUCK UP.

MARC

C’MON MAN, I NEED YOU.

ED

YEAH, WELL I DON’T NEED THIS.

MARC

WHAT ARE YOU TALKING ABOUT?  WE’LL GET THE MONEY.

ED

ITS NOT THERE! THE BITCH FUCKED HIM AND THEN FUCKED US!

DON’T YOU GET IT?  THE POLICE ARE PROBABLY WELL ONTO US BY NOW FROM THE LAST JOB, AND SOMEBODY HAS BOUND TO HAVE SEEN OR HEARD ALL OF THIS SHIT!

MARC

IT’LL BE FINE, WE’LL DEAL WITH THIS AND GET THE HELL OUT OF HERE.

ED

NO, I’D RATHER GO NOW.

HE TURNS AROUND AND WALKS OFF.  MARC LOOKS FRUSTRATED.

MARC

WHAT ABOUT YOUR CUT?

ED

ILL GET BY

(continuing)

MARC WATCHES HIM WALK DOWN THE ROAD.

INT. MARC’S CAR – DAY

MARC GETS BACK IN AND SLAMS THE DOOR.  HE STARES AT BOTH GREG AND EMMA, WHO BOTH LOOK WORN OUT AND PETRIFIED.

MARC

(RE: EMMA)

YOUR GOING TO REGRET THIS, BITCH.

(continuing)

EMMA

WHY WONT YOU BELIEVE ME? HE’S LYING

MARC

SAVE IT.

EMMA REACHES FOR THE DOOR HANDLE.  

EMMA

WELL, FUCK YOU.  I’M GONE.

THE DRIVER PRESSES THE CENTRAL LOCKING BUTTON.  ALL THE DOOR CLUNK SHUT.

MARC

I DON’T THINK SO.

(TO DRIVER)

LETS GO.

EXT. HALIFAX BANK, BUSY STREET CORNER – DAY

THE CAR SCREECHES OFF.  ED WATCHES THE CAR SPEED OFF.  HE SMILES AND PULLS OUT A PACK OF CIGGARETTES FROM HIS POCKET.  HE WALKS ACROSS THE STREET TO A CAR PARK AND SITS ON THE 

(continuing)

BONNET OF A CAR WHILE HE PUFFS AT THE CIGGARETTE.  HE CHECKS 

HIS WATCH.  HE SMILES AGAIN.

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD – DAY

GREGS CAR SITS IN THE EXACT SAME PLACE FROM WHEN THEY WERE PICKED UP.  THE ROAD IS SILENT UNTIL MARC’S CAR IS HEARD IN THE DISTANCE AND THEN BURSTS ONTO THE SCRREN, SCREECHING TO HALT A FEW FEET FROM GREGS CAR.

IMMEDIENTLY THE BACK DOOR OPENS AND GREG IS THROWN OUT, LANDING ON HIS BACK.  EMMA FOLLOWS STRAIGHT AFTER.  MARC GETS OUT WAVING THE KNIFE ABOUT.

MARC

GET UP, BOTH OF YOU.

THEY BOTH STRUGGLE TO GET TO THEIR FEET.  THEY STAND BY GREG’S CAR.

EMMA

MARC, PLEASE!

MARC

SHUT UP.  GIVE ME ONE GOOD REASON NOT TO CUT YOUR THROAT, YOU LYING, CHEATING BITCH.

EMMA

I SWEAR, I DIDN’T DO IT

(beat)

MARC LOOKS AT GREG.  GREG STANDS, SHAKEN.

MARC

DO YOU KNOW WHO YOU’RE FUCKING WITH HERE?

GREG

WHAT DO YOU WANT; I TOLD YOU I DIDN’T FUCKING HAVE IT.  ITS HER, SHE’S SCREWED YOU OVER.

(continuing)

EMMA IMMEDIENTLY REACTS AND SLAPS GREG ACROSS THE HEAD.

EMMA

BASTARD, I KNOW YOU’VE FUCKING GOT IT.

MARC

OH YEAH, WELL WHERE IS IT? UP YOUR PUSSY ALONG WITH HIS DICK?!

THE DRIVER GETS OUT OF THE CAR.  HE LOOKS BEHIND THE CAR AND THEN CALLS OVER TO MARC.

DRIVER

HEY MARC, WE’VE GOTTO GO, THERE’S A CAR COMING MAN.

GREG LOOKS OVER, A CAR CAN BE SEEN COMING THEIR WAY IN THE DISTANCE.

MARC

FUCK!

MARC WALKS RIGHT UP TO GREGS FACE.  AND STARES HIM IN THE EYE.

MARC

IF I FIND OUT YOU’VE GOT THAT MONEY AND THAT THIS WAS JUST A BIG SCREW AROUND, I’LL HUNT YOU DOWN AND KILL YOU.

(beat)

HE TURNS TO EMMA, SHE IS SOBBING HEAVILY.

MARC

…AND YOU, I NEVER WANT TO FUCKING SEE YOUR FACE AGAIN.

(TO GREG)

AND YOU CAN KEEP THIS BITCH, THE WORST FUCK I EVER HAD, SHE DOESN’T EVEN SUCK COCK!

(continuing)

EMMA

BABE, PLEASE…

MARC TURNS AROUND AND JOGS TO THE CAR.  HE GETS IN, AS DOES THE DRIVER.  THE CAR SCREECHES OFF.  EMMA AND GREG STAND, SHAKEN.

THE CAR THAT WAS SEEN IN THE DISTANCE COMES ALONG THE ROAD AND STOPS ALONGSIDE GREGS CAR.  

(beat)

THE DRIVERS WINDOW BUZZES DOWN.  MARC’S ASSISTANT, ED IS REAVEALED.  GREG WALKS OVER TO THE CAR AND THEY BOTH HIGH FIVE.  EMMA IS CONFUSED.  ED GETS OUT OF THE CAR.  THEY BOTH STAND AND LOOK AT EMMA.

EMMA

WHAT THE HELL?

GREG

YOU DON’T THINK I’M REALLY THAT FUCKING STUPID, DO YOU EMMA?

(beat)

EMMA

(CATCHING ON)

YOU FUCKING BASTARD.

GREG

OH, AND HAVE YOU MET MY BROTHER, ERIC?

EMMA

ERIC?

SHE WALKS QUICKLY OVER, TO CONFRONT BOTH MEN.

ERIC

BUT, CLEARLY YOU ARE THAT FUCKING STUPID.  ONCE GREG HERE WON THAT TEN GRAND, WE THOUGHT 

(continuing)

WE’D, Y’KNOW TAKE SOME TIME OUT.

EMMA

SO WHERE IS IT?

ERIC

PLEASE.  GREG HAD IT PAYED INTO MY ACCOUNT.

EMMA

WE TRUSTED YOU.

ERIC

YEAH, WELL.

(beat)

ERIC 

(continuing)

CLEARLY, MARC TRUSTED YOU, TOO.

HE WALKS OVER TO EMMA, SHE HAS A CONFUSED AND FEARFUL LOOK ON HER FACE AND STEPS BACKWARDS.

CUT TO:

INT. MARC’S CAR – DAY

MARC AND THE DRIVER SIT IN SILENCE.  MARC HAS A LOOK OF DEFEAT ON HIS FACE.

DRIVER

CAN YOU BELIEVE THIS BULL SHIT?

MARC

(SMILES)

DON’T WORRY, THIS IS FAR FROM FUCKING OVER.

(beat)

(continuing)

MARC REACHES DOWN TO HIS INSIDE POCKET IN HIS JACKET.  HIS SMILE SUDDENLY DISAPPEARS, HIS FACE TURNS WHITE.












CUT TO:

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD – DAY

ERIC

YOU SEE EMMA, WE HAD INTENDED TO TO GET THAT 30 GRAND FROM MARC, BUT YOU MADE IT A WHOLE LOT EASIER FOR US.
























CUT TO:

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD – DAY – FLASHBACK

EMMA RUNS TOWARDS MARC AFTER GETTING OUT OF GREGS CAR.  MARC SMILES WIDELY AND PULL HIS COAT OPEN, REVEALING A VERY THICK

(continuing)

ENVELOPE IN THE INSIDE POCKET.  EMMA IS DELIGHTED AND WRAPS HER ARMS AROUND HIM KISSING HIM PASSIONELTY.


INT. GREGS CAR – DAY

GREG

WHAT THE FUCK?

SUDDENLY, THE MAN IN THE BACK MOVES AROUND AND GETS OUT OF THE CAR.  HE WALKS OVER TO MARC AND THE DRIVER MAN, HOLDING HIS HEAD.

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD – DAY

CLOSE UP:

EMMA SLIPS HER HAND INTO MARCS POCET AND DOPS THE ENVELOPE INTO HER BAG.

GREG EYES ERIC. ERIC EYES GREG.


RESUME

(continuing)

CUT TO:

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD – DAY

MARC’S CAR SKIDS WILDLY TO A HAULT.  SMOKE FROM BURNING RUBBER FILLS THE SURROUNDING AIR.

CUT TO:

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD- DAY

ERIC SNATCHES THE FAT ENVELOPE FROM EMMA’S BAG.  SHE PUTS UP A SMALL FIGHT, BUT SOON GIVES UP.

EMMA

GIVE THAT BACK YOU FUCKING BASTARD!

GREG

OR WHAT, YOU STUPID BITCH.

(continuing)

BOTH MEN LAUGH.  ERIC JUMPS INTO THE DRIVER SEAT OF GREGS CAR.  GREG STICKS A SMALL KNIFE INTO TWO OF THE TYRES OF THE CAR ERIC ARRIVED IN.  HE JUMPS INTO HIS CAR.  IT SCHREECHES OFF DOWN THE ROAD.

(beat)

EMMA IS LEFT STANDING IN THE MIDDLE OF THE ROAD, SOBBING.  SHE SUDDENLY TURNS ROUND AND IS CONFRONTED BY MARC’S CAR, WHICH SKIDS TO A STOP IN FRONT OF HER.  BOTH FRONT DOORS OPEN.  MARC AND THE DRIVER STEP OUT.

FADE OUT

ROLL CREDITS

