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EXT. LONDON – NIGHT

An oppressive looking office tower stands in the foreground.

EXT. ROOFTOP – NIGHT

Dusk. The city of London twinkles in the growing darkness.

We rest on a man’s face. He’s well dressed – his buttoned overcoat flaps lightly in the breeze. His gaze rests on the skyline. This is the OVERSEER.

A door opens and closes, breaking the calm. Footsteps approach.

JIMMY approaches the overseer. The overseer doesn’t acknowledge his presence at first and continues to watch the city. At last, he coolly turns to him.

Jimmy, somewhat dishevelled and clad in a biker’s jacket, shifts uneasily. He pulls a box of cigarettes from his pocket, lights one, holds the packet out to the overseer. 

The overseer doesn’t react to this, his eyes never leaving Jimmy’s face.

Jimmy sheepishly puts the cigarettes away.

The overseer pulls something from his coat pocket. He holds it out to show Jimmy.

We see that it’s a photograph of a girl, possibly in her early twenties.

Jimmy glances at it then raises his eyes to the overseer’s, questioningly. 

    OVERSEER

She’s stumbled on some information. It’s an issue. See to it.

Jimmy looks at the photo again and nods. 

The overseer turns away. Jimmy leaves.

INT. HALLWAY – NIGHT

The hallway is dark save for the streetlight coming in from a nearby window. A girl stands outside a door. We hear the sound of NICKY jangling her keys as she puts them in the lock.

INT. APARTMENT – NIGHT

Pitch black. Nicky opens the door and is silhouetted against the light from the corridor. She fumbles for the light switch, misses, tries again. She flicks the switch, nothing happens. 

She flicks it twice more and still nothing. She pulls a lighter from her pocket and sparks it twice before it lights. As she glances into the room we see her eyes widen, and in a flash she’s yanked out of sight.

INT. CELLAR – DAY

Black. We hear a spluttering cough, scratching. Shallow breaths. A second of silence, then the scrabbling becomes more frantic, the breathing harsher.

Our eyes adjust gradually. Nicky is lying in a hole six-feet deep. Her clothes are torn, her face is dirty, blood is caked around her lips. She has a stab wound in the stomach. 

Nicky notices something draped across her chest. Her eyes trail along it to her right.

MICHAEL lies dead beside her, his arm and part of his torso spread over her. He’s been stabbed to death. 

She tries to scream and fails. The fear only registers in her eyes. She frantically tries to free herself from beneath him, but he won’t budge. Her breaths are quick, panicked, occasionally interrupted by splutters as blood comes up her windpipe. 

A SLAM. She strains to breathe as quietly as possible. footsteps approach. Nicky swallows, shuts her eyes tight, playing dead. Everything goes black.

The footsteps stop close by. We hear the sound of a fly unzipping, then the trickle of piss. The sound of a man sniffing, clearing his throat, zipping up and leaving the room.

We regain our vision as Nicky opens her eyes. She’s determined now. With a combination of pushing and frenzied clawing she frees herself from Michael. 

She has a weak leg and she clutches her stomach as she stands. She collapses against the wall to catch her breath.

A door slams from somewhere in the building. 

Panicked, Nicky scrambles with difficulty out of the hole. She looks around in terror and sees something.

A door.

She stumbles towards it, her stomach bleeding through the hand she holds it with. The sound of footsteps approaching.

She’s nearly there. We hear a door open and shut, much louder. She continues her task. Again footsteps, but close now. 

She reaches the door, hunched and choking on blood. She pushes it open, the light is overwhelming, painful.

She takes a step them collapses to her knees. She again tries to scream and fails. She reaches out an arm.

It’s a sunny day.

FADE TO BLACK

