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EXT. OPEN SPACE - FOREST - NIGHT

Hidden beneath a canopy of forestry. Leaves rustle. A light 
wind blows through the air. Otherwise, dead silence.

SUBTITLES FADE IN: 2019.

An inconspicuous BUNKER sits beneath an amalgamation of dying 
shrubbery. An ORANGE flickering light escapes the cracks of a 
slightly ajar wooden entrance.

An ANONYMOUS MALE (40) emerges from the FOREST. 

He limps SLOWLY towards the ENTRANCE. Wears a pair of ripped 
boxer shorts. Half naked. A BLACK balaclava covers his face; 
excluding his eyes. He takes sharp trembled breaths. Holds a 
SMALL OBJECT within his grasp.

He arrives. Takes a sharp breath.

Pushes the door open.

INT. UNDERGROUND BUNKER - NIGHT

Inside. A line of ORANGE lights flicker. A narrow decaying 
staircase leads towards a single claustrophobic passageway. 
Cobwebs, grime and mould upon the walls. 

A RED SPRAY-PAINTED SIGN upon the left wall reads; “FURFUR”. 

Directly next to it, an ARROW PAINTED IN BLOOD points towards 
the passageway.

The ANONYMOUS MALE enters the doorway. 

He creeps downstairs. Slowly. The staircase crumbles with 
each step. 

He arrives upon the sandy bottom. A DARK SHADOW consumes his 
body. His eyes widen. Somebody else is present.

ANONYMOUS MALE
P- Please...

He extends his arm. Hand balled up in a fist. Knuckles 
bloody.

ANONYMOUS MALE (CONT'D)
Please help me find him...

He gulps. Takes TWO reluctant STEPS forward.

A LOW HUM builds.
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ANONYMOUS MALE (CONT'D)
Show me where he is...

Falls to his knees. Weeps.

ANONYMOUS MALE (CONT'D)
I’ve lost faith in god, and now 
turn to you. I trust in you. Guide 
me. Please. Guide me in his 
direction...

Unclenches his fist. Reveals a SMALL TOY CAR. Engraved upon 
the ROOF is a name. 

It reads; ‘JASON’.

ANONYMOUS MALE (CONT'D)
I beg of you, Furfur. Take me to my 
son.

The LOW HUM builds further. The ANONYMOUS MALE’s eyes display 
agitation through tears. He seethes.

ANONYMOUS MALE (CONT'D)
TAKE ME TO MY FUCKING SON!

He bloodcurdlingly screams. Places the SMALL TOY CAR against 
his heart. Curls up into the fetal position. Weeps. 
Hyperventilates. 

The LOW HUM builds to a crescendo. Lights flicker 
uncontrollably. Until-

Silence. Blackout.

He whimpers once more. Controls his breath.

ANONYMOUS MALE (CONT'D)
(In a whisper)

Thank you.

Darkness.

EXT. FOREST - EVENING

SUBTITLES FADE IN: 29TH SEPTEMBER 2020.

Sunlight gleams through the foliage. Birds chirp. A light 
wind blows. The giggle of a YOUNG FEMALE is heard in the 
distance.

The giggle gets closer. And closer.
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The YOUNG FEMALE emerges from behind a TREE. Blonde hair. 
Blue eyes. This is PERSEPHONE (7). Dressed in white. Covered 
in blood. Glowing.

She wanders towards a HAND dripping in BLOOD. Gesturing for 
Persephone to take hold of it. The HAND is attached to an 
OMINOUS FIGURE.

Persephone stares at the HAND for a moment. Recoils.

She looks up. A sense of fear within her gaze. 

She stares. Almost hypnotically. 

Her expression immediately shifts. She smiles. Giggles. 
Succumbs to the gesture.

Their fingers interlock. 

They wander gleefully into the distance. Towards an OPEN 
PATCH OF GRASSLAND.

Blinding sunlight consumes their bodies.

INT. CRIMINAL INVESTIGATION DEPARTMENT (CID) - EVENING

SUBTITLES FADE IN: 21ST SEPTEMBER 2020. EIGHT DAYS EARLIER.

Bright office lights flicker. A busy office environment 
ensues. Phones ring. Fax machines print paper. Staff members 
type upon computer keyboards. General chatter takes place in 
the background.

Amongst the chaos, GRANT (35) is sat across from an EMPTY 
CHAIR at a desk cluttered with office supplies. He is well 
presented. Suit and tie. Hair slicked back. Switched on. 
Focussed. Several severe BURN SCAR’s mutate his facial 
features.

He stares at the computer screen. His expression switches to 
shock. A NEWS ARTICLE loads.

The headline reads; “MAN THROWS HIMSELF FROM SIXTH FLOOR OF 
LOCAL HOTEL”.

Grant rolls his eyes. Laughs.

GRANT
(To himself)

You’re fucking kidding. 6th floor 
my arse.
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From an OFFICE DOOR behind Grant, MICHELLE (40) emerges. 
Similarly well presented. Blazer. Heels exclaim each step. 
Perfect ponytail. She holds a large FILE of documents in one 
hand. A freshly made coffee in the other. 

She struts towards Grant. A smile plastered upon her 
expression.

MICHELLE
There he is! The man behind three 
cases closed in one day. 
Congratulations, Grant.

Grant swings around in his office chair. Giddy. Michelle 
places the coffee on Grant’s desk. Sits opposite.

GRANT
Thank you. Thank you. What can I 
say? I’m that good.

MICHELLE
It’s almost like you’re in the mind 
of the criminal.

GRANT
How do you know I’m not?

They laugh. Michelle hands Grant the FILE.

MICHELLE
You’re behind on paper work. Two 
weeks worth. You may be good at 
closing the case, but you’re 
becoming more and more shit at the 
boring bit afterwards. I want it 
done. On my desk by Monday morning. 
Understand?

Grant deflates. Sighs. Reluctantly takes the FILE from 
Michelle’s grasp. Places it on his desk.

GRANT
Can you not make an exception, 
Michelle? It’s my little girl’s 
birthday tomorrow. 

Michelle frustratedly sighs.

MICHELLE
The higher up’s have already been 
on my case about reporting and 
evaluation. Specifically yours. 

She leans in closer. Lowers her voice.
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MICHELLE (CONT'D)
CID Alness is in jeopardy of being 
relocated. They don’t see the need 
for so many offices. They want all 
Deputy Head’s from the surrounding 
area down in Inverness-

GRANT
Eh? Surely it would be more 
efficient for each town to have its 
own department. We’d cover more 
ground. Close more cases. Quicker.

MICHELLE
You’re preaching to the choir, 
Grant. But it’s going to be 
difficult to convince them 
otherwise if you don’t do your 
bloody paper work.

Grant slumps back in his chair. Michelle stands.

MICHELLE (CONT'D)
Get it done. Wednesday. At the 
latest. Maybe Autumn will be the 
season you become a bit more 
consistent with the paperwork.

GRANT
Oh shit, it’s the Autumn Equinox 
tomorrow isn’t it?

MICHELLE
Indeed it is. Alness Fest 
celebrations. Double whammy for 
you.

They exchange a smile.

Michelle struts back to her OFFICE. 

As she reaches the DOOR:

MICHELLE (CONT'D)
Oh, Grant...

Grant turns to face her.

MICHELLE (CONT'D)
Send my love to Persephone for her 
birthday tomorrow. Happy Alness 
Fest.

He nods. Sarcastically grins.
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EXT. GREEN GROVE - NIGHT

A string of structurally perfect HOUSES stretch towards the 
end of a small CUL-DE-SAC. Topped with a large STREET SIGN.

STREET SIGN reads; GREEN GROVE.

Upon the end, TWO DETACHED HOUSES (7 & 8 Green Grove) stand 
still. Side-by-side. Almost identical. Each front garden 
exquisitely maintained. Perfectly green grass. Freshly 
trimmed shrubbery. An undoubtedly wealthy suburban 
neighborhood.

Close in on 7 GREEN GROVE.

It is quiet. Until-

An EXPENSIVE CAR pulls into the DRIVEWAY.

Grant emerges. Holds a bottle of CHAMPAGNE.

From the BOOT he procures a large bunch of helium-filled PINK 
& WHITE BALLOONS and several FLORAL GIFTBAGS.

INT. GRANT’S FAMILY HOME - FOYER - NIGHT

Vast space within. Modern furnishings. Wooden flooring.

The FRONT DOOR swings open. Grant stumbles in.

He places ALL ITEMS on a TABLE immediately to the left. Hung 
above is a large piece of FRAMED CONTEMPORARY ARTWORK. It is 
slightly slanted. 

Grant adjusts it. Realigns carefully into correct position.

From behind, a brown haired female slowly approaches Grant. 
This is STEPH (30), Grant’s partner. 

Grant grabs the bottle of CHAMPAGNE. Unwraps the cork.

She pounces. Wraps her arms around his waist affectionately. 
Smiles. He jumps.

GRANT
Oh my god! Steph! You scared me!

STEPH
Shhhh. Persephone is asleep.

GRANT
Oh! Sorry, sorry.
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STEPH
You’re back late.

Grant turns around to face her. Smiles.

GRANT
Just Michelle being Michelle. 
Paperwork. The usual. I mean...

She looks up at him. Their eyes meet. He is distracted.

STEPH
You mean...?

He contemplates for a moment. Resists.

GRANT
Nothing important.

STEPH
You sure?

GRANT
Positive. Only celebrations 
tonight...

He spins out of her grasp. Grabs the bottle of CHAMPAGNE. 
Twists the cork.

GRANT (CONT'D)
Three cases. Closed. Today!

POP! The CORK flies across the room. Hits the wall.

STEPH
Grant! Shhhh!

GRANT
What? Not even a well done?

Steph cups his face between the PALMS of her HANDS.

STEPH
You know you’re amazing. But 
Persephone is fast asleep...

She playfully slaps his cheek twice.

STEPH (CONT'D)
And you have a big day tomorrow...

She kisses him.
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STEPH (CONT'D)
Can you believe our little girl is 
seven years old tomorrow?

Grant smiles. Nods.

GRANT
Time is funny like that.

STEPH
Completely boggles my mind.

Steph takes Grant’s hand. He places the bottle of CHAMPAGNE 
upon the TABLE. 

Steph leads him towards the STAIRCASE. 

They wander upstairs. Approach a DOOR.

Steph places her hand upon the DOOR KNOB. Twists. Opens.

INT. PERSEPHONE’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Vast space. Minimal furnishings. A large DOUBLE BED sits 
centrally. Almost consuming a fast asleep PERSEPHONE (7). Her 
arm extended. A TEDDY BEAR by her fingertips. Pink/Floral 
themed bedsheets and curtains decorate the space. Peaceful. 
Serenity.

The DOOR OPENS. Slightly. Steph peers through the crack. 
Gazes upon Persephone. Smiles.

To the LEFT of the DOOR, an OMINOUS FIGURE is stood rigid. 
Within a shadow. Face undetectable. Stares at Persephone. 
Unbeknownst to Steph.

STEPH
(Whisper)

I love you, my angel.

The DOOR slowly CLOSES.

A few moments pass. 

Dead silence.

The OMINOUS FIGURE takes a SMALL STEP forward. The floorboard 
creaks.

INT. DINGY APARTMENT BEDROOM - NIGHT

SMALL SPACE. A SINGLE BED squeaks in a rhythmic motion.
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WOODEN FLOORBOARDS creak out-with the rhythm. A SMALL WINDOW 
projects a tiny amount of STREET LIGHTING through thin-ripped 
curtains.

Two distinctly different pitches of MOANING loudly consumes 
the soundscape. MARIE (36) straddles SAMUAL (40). Both 
completely naked. They have sex.

Samual profusely sweats. Eyes bulging. Jaw gurning. He is of 
muscular build. Bald. Full beard.

He caresses Marie’s figure forcefully. This is rough.

Similarly, Marie profusely sweats. She is brunette. Similar 
muscular build. 

She bounces on Samual. Aggressively SLAPS him across the 
face. He laughs.

SAMUAL
Again!

She slaps him again. Harder.

He laughs. Louder.

SAMUAL (CONT'D)
AGAIN!

She slaps him again. Harder.

He laughs. Louder.

MARIE
(Breathless)

You like that?

SAMUAL
Mmhmm..

They nod at each other smile. Marie caresses his bald head. 
Leans in. Kisses him. Passionately.

INT. GRANT AND STEPH’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Pristine interior design. Minimalistic. Monochrome. A KING-
SIZED BED sits centrally. Cotton bedsheets. Dimly lit.

Steph’s hand stretches out. She grasps the BEDSHEETS. 
Squeezes.

Grant is on top of Steph. They have sex. Light. Passionate. 
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Their lips locked constantly.

INT. DINGY APARTMENT BEDROOM - NIGHT

Marie wraps her left hand around Samual’s NECK. He groans.

They climax. Together.

INT. DINGY APARTMENT BEDROOM - MORNING

Samual is sat at the FOOT of the BED. Half naked. White 
boxers. His elbows rest upon his knees. His head down.

An open SUITCASE lays upon the bed behind Samual. Scattered 
clothes surround it.

Marie emerges from a SMALL EN SUITE BATHROOM. Freshly 
showered. 

She wears a PENDANT with an ORNATE SIGIL around her neck.

MARIE
You ready?

Samual takes a painfully deep breath. Holds. Deflates.

Marie glares at him. Disapprovingly.

MARIE (CONT'D)
Sam. You’ll never know if you don’t 
follow the signs.

SAMUAL
What fucking signs?

Marie displays the ORNATE SIGIL between her fingers.

MARIE
He wouldn’t lie to you.

Samual stands. Storms over to a CHAIR in the corner. Grabs 
his T-SHIRT. Puts it on.

SAMUAL
Oh, forgive me for being skeptical 
of his so called wisdom.

Marie proceeds to pack.

MARIE
Do you want to do this or not?
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Samual hesitates. He stares blankly into empty space.

MARIE (CONT'D)
This could be your only 
opportunity. We know where we are 
going, what we are looking for, and 
what we want. The target is set. 
You need to have a bit more faith.

Samual smirks. He finds a small mirror. Gazes at his own 
reflection.

SAMUAL
I lost that a long time ago.

MARIE
These are not empty promises you 
have been given.

Marie approaches Samual.

SAMUAL
How can you be so sure?

She swings him around. They are face to face.

MARIE
Why do you resist him?

SAMUAL
I don’t.

MARIE
You need to believe his word as 
gospel. It’s only a matter of time. 
The truth won’t set you free, but 
his plan will. Let him take the 
lead, Sam.

She kisses the ORNATE SIGIL. Samual nods, reluctantly.

MARIE (CONT'D)
I love you.

Samual nods again. Smiles. She kisses him.

MARIE (CONT'D)
I’ll meet you there. Need to sort a 
few things out first.

EXT. GRANT’S FAMILY HOME - BACK GARDEN - DAY

SUBTITLES FADE IN: 22ND SEPTEMBER 2020.
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An acre of freshly trimmed grassland looks upon a patch of 
forestry. Separated by flimsy wooden fencing. A canopy of 
shrubbery and trees consumes the fence. In need of 
maintenance.

A large CONSERVATORY sticks out from the back of the HOUSE.

Celebrations ensues. A couple of dozen individuals occupy the 
space. A mixture of adults and children. It is Persephone’s 
7th Birthday Party. Banners, balloons, streamers, decorations 
consume the space. Multiple play areas and climbing frames 
are set up. A bouncy castle sits centrally. Burgers are 
grilled upon a barbecue, manned by Grant.

INT. GRANT’S FAMILY HOME - CONSERVATORY - DAY

Background chatter is generally joyful. Smiles all around. 
The children play. Steph is sat with CHARLOTTE (28) and JESS 
(28). Dressed for summer. Jess wears a rather revealing 
outfit. They each hold a glass of Prosecco. They watch as 
Persephone plays with a few other children.

CHARLOTTE
I tried to tell him, girls. But he 
wasn’t having any of it.

JESS
I don’t know why you bother, Char. 
He’s a prick. You could genuinely 
do so much better.

STEPH
He sounds like a bit of a 
nightmare, babe. Sack him off.

JESS
Cheers to that.

Steph and Jess clink glasses. Charlotte looks longingly at 
Persephone. Smiles.

CHARLOTTE
Awk I can’t tell you how jealous I 
am, Steph. You’ve raised a stunner.

STEPH
She’s growing too fast, Char.

JESS
Before you know it, she’ll be off 
to university.
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STEPH
Stop it, I’ll actually start 
crying.

CHARLOTTE
I can’t believe it’s been seven 
years.

JESS
Neither.

STEPH
She’s my heart and soul, girls. A 
gift from god. I can’t even 
explain.

Jess puts her hand on Steph’s lap.

JESS
Aw motherhood proper changes you, 
Steph.

Charlotte looks over at Grant. He is joyfully flipping 
burgers. He serves one to a SMALL CHILD. Smiles.

CHARLOTTE
Grant’s a great guy as well. Really 
great with the kids.

Steph and Jess look over at him. Jess appears slightly too 
interested in him.

JESS
Amazing dad. Suspiciously so.

STEPH
What does that mean?

JESS
Just hard to come by, isn’t it?

Charlotte changes the subject.

CHARLOTTE
You really picked a good one, 
Steph.

Steph smiles.

STEPH
I know.

Grant ENTERS the Conservatory. Immediately approaches Steph. 
Kisses her.
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JESS
Speak of the devil.

GRANT
You ladies having fun without me?

STEPH
Never as fun without you, babe.

CHARLOTTE
Could do with a top up, like.

GRANT
I’ll get right on that. Let me pop 
to the loo first. That alright, 
Char?

CHARLOTTE
I suppose I’ll allow it.

They giggle.

GRANT
Right, I’ll leave you guys to it. 
Do me a favour and keep an eye on 
the barbecue whilst I’m gone?

Steph nods. Smiles at him. Grant kisses her softly. Leaves.

Jess watches him go. Longingly.

INT. SAMUAL’S CAR - DAY

Samual drives towards a SIGN.

The sign reads; “WELCOME TO ALNESS”.

He appears trepidatious. Tightens his grip upon the steering 
wheel.

Distracted by the sign. He stares. 

Passes the sign.

Eyes back on the road. He panics. 

Emergency breaks.

A kine of COWS cross the road.

He watches them pass.

One COW lifts its tail. Defecates upon the road.
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SAMUAL
Ugh. What a lovely welcome home.

EXT. GRANT’S FAMILY HOME - BACK GARDEN - DAY

Persephone plays upon the BOUNCY CASTLE alongside THREE other 
CHILDREN. She laughs. Falls over. Squeals playfully. Stands 
back upright. Bounces. Repeats.

She wears PINK GLITTERY SHOES, which are immediately 
noticeable from quite a distance away.

The BOUNCY CASTLE is open ended. It’s generator is 
exceptionally loud. Drowns out most other surrounding sound.

Persephone spins around. Once. Twice. Three times.

The OTHER THREE CHILDREN bounce off. Land upon the grass. 
CHILD 1 (7) tags CHILD 2 (7).

CHILD 1
You’re it!

Child 1 runs towards the HOUSE.

Meanwhile, Persephone is staring in the opposite direction. 
Something has caught her attention.

Child 2 begins to run away. Stops. Turns to face Persephone.

CHILD 2
Come on, Persephone!

Persephone ignores. Child 2 runs away towards the HOUSE.

Persephone is fixated upon something in the distance. Tilts 
her head.

She takes one step towards it.

Stops. Contemplates.

She wanders further and further astray from the BOUNCY 
CASTLE. Towards the OVERGROWN SHRUBBERY which separates the 
GARDEN from the FOREST.

A DARK FIGURE stands within the shadows of the shrubbery. Arm 
extended.

Persephone gets closer.

And closer.
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And closer.

INT. GRANT'S FAMILY HOME - KITCHEN - DAY

Grant emerges from a long HALLWAY.

He approaches a large fridge-freezer in the corner. Opens it. 
Procures a bottle of Prosecco. Closes it.

Jess appears behind the fridge door.

She holds an ICE PACK upon her cleavage. A GLASS of Prosecco 
within the other hand.

GRANT
Bloody hell, Jess. 

JESS
Phew! It’s a bit hot out today, 
isn’t it?

Grant glances at her breasts. Very briefly. Snaps out of it 
immediately.

GRANT
Yeah. It is. Very.

Jess sips from the GLASS. Ruby red lips. Grant stares.

GRANT (CONT'D)
What you doing here?

JESS
Oh, just came for a top up.

GRANT
Well, you came at the right time, 
I’m just taking this out to Steph 
and Char.

JESS
Could you show me where in the 
ladies is?

Grant gestures towards the HALLWAY.

GRANT
Just down the hall, to the left.

JESS
Be a gentleman.
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Jess and Grant lock eye contact. They stare at each other for 
a moment.

JESS (CONT'D)
Escort me?

Grant appears slightly confused by this. She takes the ICE 
PACK from her cleavage. Places it on the counter. 

Grant tries not to look down. Takes a deep breath.

GRANT
If you insist.

Jess smiles.

INT. GRANT'S FAMILY HOME - BATHROOM - DAY

Jess PULLS Grant inside. Locks the door. He stumbles.

GRANT
Jess, wha-

JESS
You’re too nice for you own good, 
Grant.

GRANT
What the fuck are you doing?

She moves dangerously close to him.

JESS
Do you ever think about giving into 
temptation?

Grant nervously laughs. He edges away from her. Gulps.

GRANT
What’s that supposed to mean?

JESS
Oh, come on. Every man has his 
secrets. That one naughty thing on 
the side that he won’t tell his 
wife.

Grant turns around.

GRANT
Jess-
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They are chest to chest. Grant is both uncomfortable and 
slightly aroused.

JESS
Men are pigs, Grant. I refuse to 
believe you’re any different.

GRANT
Jess, stop.

Jess’ caresses Grant’s chest. Slides down his muscular 
figure. Towards his crotch. 

Grant is frozen.

GRANT (CONT'D)
(Whisper)

Jess. I’m married.

JESS
Fuck me, Grant.

Jess grabs his bulge.

Grant pushes her away. 

Jess slaps Grant across the face.

The stare at each other.

Jess grins menacingly.

EXT. GRANT'S FAMILY HOME - BACK GARDEN - DAY

Child 2 runs towards the Conservatory. Stops. Turns around.

Beyond the BOUNCY CASTLE is empty space.

Persephone has disappeared.

CHILD 2
Persephone?

Child 2 rushes into the CONSERVATORY.

INT. GRANT'S FAMILY HOME - CONSERVATORY - DAY

Child 2 rushes towards Steph and Charlotte.

Pulls on Steph’s dress.
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STEPH
What’s wrong, sweetheart?

CHILD 2
Persephone won’t play.

Steph and Charlotte look at each other. Giggle.

STEPH
Oh I’m sure she will, my darling. 
Remember to ask nicely.

CHILD 2
She went in the forest.

Steph immediately looks over at the BOUNCY CASTLE.

STEPH
What?

Steph stands. Panics. Rushes outside. Charlotte follows. 
Bewildered.

CHARLOTTE
Steph!

EXT. GRANT'S FAMILY HOME - BACK GARDEN - DAY

Steph presents a worried expression. She rushes towards the 
BOUNCY CASTLE.

STEPH
Persephone?

She does a lap around the outskirts of the Bouncy Castle.

Once.

STEPH (CONT'D)
Persephone?

Twice.

STEPH (CONT'D)
Persephone?!

She rushes over to the shrubbery upon the outskirts of the 
forest. 

STEPH (CONT'D)
PERSEPHONE?!
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INT. GRANT'S FAMILY HOME - BATHROOM - DAY

Grant and Jess are passionately kissing. She is sat upon the 
SINK. Straddles Grant.

The muffled sound of chatter in the background.

STEPH (O.S.)
(Muffled scream)

GRANT!

Grant immediately pulls away from Jess. Turns towards the 
door.

GRANT
Steph.

Jess smiles. Proud of herself.

JESS
She’s looking for you.

GRANT
Fuck. No one can find out about 
this. No one. Alright?

JESS
I told you all men were pigs, 
didn’t I?

Jess smirks menacingly. She is using him.

Anger seethes from Grant’s expression. He is boiling with 
rage.

He picks up a stray GLASS left on the SINK behind Jess.

THROWS the glass against the wall. Frustrated.

GRANT
Shut the fuck up, Jess.

He quickly strides over to her.

STEPH (O.S.)
(Muffled scream)

GRANT!

Jess wipes her lips with her forearm. Jumps from the counter 
top. Disappointed.

JESS
You’d better run along.

20.



21.

STEPH (O.S.)
(Muffled scream)

GRANT!

Grant seethes. Worried. Rushes towards the BATHROOM DOOR. 
Unlocks it. Turns to Jess. Points towards the HALLWAY.

GRANT
No one finds out.

Grant EXITS.

INT. GRANT'S FAMILY HOME - BACK GARDEN

Grant rushes from the CONSERVATORY DOOR.

Steph paces the GARDEN aimlessly. In panic mode. Tears 
streaming.

STEPH
Persephone?! Baby?! Where are you?!

Grant approaches her from a distance. Picks up his pace.

GRANT
Steph!

Charlotte follows Steph around the GARDEN.

CHARLOTTE
She can’t have went far, Steph.

Steph peers over the FENCE, into the neighbouring house.

Charlotte keeps her distance.

Grant grabs Steph’s shoulder. Turns her around. 
Hyperventilating. 

STEPH
Where the fuck have you been?!

GRANT
I was down in the basement. What’s 
happened?

STEPH
She’s gone!

GRANT
Who’s gone?

21.



22.

STEPH
Persephone!

She takes heavy breaths. Grant rests his hands upon Steph’s 
shoulders. Looks towards the HOUSE. A CROWD OF PARTY-GOERS 
have gathered, and are curiously looking towards Steph and 
Grant.

GRANT
Alright. Alright. Calm down. The 
last thing we need is a panic with 
the kids around.

STEPH
Grant, no-

GRANT
Besides, she can’t have went far. 
You’re sure they’re not just 
playing hide and seek?

Grant looks around.

STEPH
She went into the woods.

Grant’s eyes widen. 

GRANT
She what? 

STEPH
One of the kids rushed over to tell 
me.

He shakes his head rapidly.

GRANT
No, no, no, no, no! I’ve told her 
to never ever go into the woods 
alone!

Something switches within Grant. He darts off. Immediately 
runs towards the FOREST.

GRANT (CONT'D)
PERSEPHONE?! PERSEPHONE?!

He rips each bush apart. Rampantly. Breathes heavily. His 
head darts around the space. Desperately searches.

He proceeds. Rips more bushes apart. 
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Behind ONE BUSH, a CROW feasts on a MUTILATED DEAD RAT. Next 
to them is a TINY SHALLOW GRAVE which has been DUG UP. 
Obviously intended for the RAT. The CROW flies away. Past 
Grant’s head.

Grant stops. Stares at the DEAD RAT for a few moments. 
Frozen. 

Eyes wide. 

Perplexed. 

Dead silence. Until-

Charlotte appears behind Grant. 

CHARLOTTE
Grant. Steph is in fucking bits. 
What do we do?

Grant is startled by Charlotte. Snaps out of his 
disorientated state. He remains wide-eyed. Calculating.

He stares at a SMALL GAP at the bottom of the FENCE.

A CROW wails in the distance. It sounds suspiciously like the 
scream of a little girl. Grant looks in the direction of the 
sound.

CHARLOTTE (CONT'D)
Grant!

Grant scrambles for his phone. Dials. It rings.

ON THE PHONE: MICHELLE.

MICHELLE (V.O.)
Hello, Mi-

GRANT
Michelle! I need you to get Green 
Grove completely cordoned off. 
Immediately.

MICHELLE (V.O.)
What’s going on?-

GRANT
Persephone has gone missing.

MICHELLE (V.O.)
Grant. Slow down. Wha-
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GRANT
Please, Michelle. I’ve got to go.

He hangs up. Scrambles for the SMALL GAP. Crawls underneath.

Charlotte watches him. Concerned.

CHARLOTTE
Grant! Where are you going?

Grant stands up. Now at the OPPOSITE side of the fence.

INT. FOREST - DAY

Grant races through a large trail of forestry. Small glimpses 
of light peek through the cracks of the foliage.

GRANT
PERSEPHONE?!

He looks STRAIGHT FORWARD. Determined. Almost as if he has a 
final destination in mind.

GRANT (CONT'D)
PERSEPHONE?!

Faster.

GRANT (CONT'D)
PERSEPHONE?!

Faster.

GRANT (CONT'D)
PERSEPHONE?!

Faster. He pants. Breathless. Until-

He stops. Within an OPEN SPACE of land amongst the TREES. 
Dead in his tracks. Breathless.

He looks around. Leaves rustle beneath his feet.

Looks down. Stares at the leaves.

Falls to his knees.

GRANT (CONT'D)
Persephone?

He picks up a SINGULAR LEAF. Golden brown. Perfectly formed. 
Stares at it for a moment.
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A single tear trickles down his eye.

He crushes the LEAF. Slowly. It disintegrates. Falls through 
his finger.

A beam of light hits the spot which Grant consumes.

He briefly caresses one of the BURN SCARS upon his face. 
Anger overpowers his expression.

Suddenly, he bloodcurdlingly SCREAMS. 

Doubles over. Into a ball.

He weeps.

EXT. 8 GREEN GROVE - DAY

A “SOLD” For Sale sign sits in front of an EMPTY HOUSE with a 
pristine exterior. 

Light chatter and commotion is distantly heard next door at 7 
Green Grove. Multiple cars are parked outside.

A CAR pulls into the DRIVEWAY. Engine switches off.

The drivers seat door OPENS. 

Samual emerges from the car.

From 7 Green Grove, Jess emerges from the front door. She 
looks over at Samual. They make eye contact. She smirks. 
Continues on. Samual ignores this.

He slams the door. Wanders around to the car’s BOOT. Opens 
it.

A pile of BOXES and household appliances clutters the boot to 
maximum capacity.

He procures a large box with both hands. He struggles.

Marie emerges from the FRONT DOOR of 8 Green Grove. Giggles 
at Samual struggling. Wanders towards him.

MARIE
Wow. A big strapping lad like 
yourself struggling with a little 
box?

SAMUAL
It’s a bit heavy like.
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He struggles towards Marie.

MARIE
This box is really kicking your 
arse there, Sam.

He reaches her. Sarcastically laughs. They kiss.

MARIE (CONT'D)
(Whispers)

Welcome home. It’s gorgeous, isn’t 
it?

Samual looks up at the house. Nods.

SAMUAL
You’ve certainly got your dream 
home.

He continues towards the house.

Marie smirks, menacingly.

INT. SAMUAL’S HOUSE - OFFICE - DAY

An empty space. No furnishings. Slightly dusty. Eerily quiet. 

Samual ENTERS. With a SMALL BOX.

He places it on the floor.

Kneels down next to it. Takes a deep breath. Exhales.

He opens the BOX.

Takes out: a crumpled map; pins; chalk; small plastic bags 
filled with grass and soil; a large file; and a SMALL TOY CAR 
with the name “JASON” engraved upon the top.

He stops unpacking the box. Stares at the SMALL TOY CAR.

Longs over it for a moment.

He stands. Places the TOY CAR carefully upon a DESK towards 
the other side of the space.

Suddenly, POLICE SIRENS approach from outside.

Samual approaches a WINDOW, which faces out on the FRONT 
GARDEN.
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Outside, TWO POLICE CARS pull up outside of 7 Green Grove. 
Steph and Charlotte rush out of the front door towards TWO 
POLICE OFFICERS. Samual watches them. Intrigued. 

He looks over at the TOY CAR.

Steph is hyperventilating. She pleads towards the officers, 
who attempt to calm her. Charlotte watches in shock.

Marie approaches Samual. Stands next to him.

MARIE
What do you reckon is going on?

Samual does not respond. He merely watches. Intrigued.

MARIE (CONT'D)
Poor thing.

Samual looks at her. Dead pan expression. He looks over at 
the TOY CAR again. Stares.

EXT. LARGE PARK - EVENING - FLASHBACK

SUBTITLES FADE IN: 22ND SEPTEMBER 2010. TEN YEARS EARLIER.

A LARGE SIGN is hung between two trees. It reads; “ALNESS 
FESTIVAL 2010”.

Beyond the sign, a festival/party atmosphere is in full swing 
upon a large patch of grassland between two sides of a 
FOREST. 

Market stalls and food vendors are lined up along each side. 
Candy floss is being spun manually. A series of fairground 
rides operate.  A local indie band perform upon a bandstand 
placed centrally. 

Individuals joyfully scream upon the rides. Children play 
upon a large play area. Spirits are high. The community 
mingle.

In front of a MARKET STALL separate from the majority in 
another area. A young boy, with blonde hair and blue eyes, is 
stood beside an ADULT MALE. He holds TWO TOY CARS. This is 
JASON (10). 

He is bored. Restless. His eyes wander across the space. 
Entranced by the flashing colours upon each fairground ride.

He watches it spin. Hypnotized.

Turns to the ADULT MALE. 
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JASON
Wow. Dad! I want to go on that one!

The ADULT MALE seemingly ignores Jason. Continues his 
conversation with the MARKET STALL OWNER.

Jason turns back towards the RIDE. Admires it.

His eyes continue to wander across the space. 

They fall upon a DARK PATCH in the distance, which provides 
an entrance directly into the FOREST. 

An OMINOUS FIGURE is stood still beside a group of TREES. 
Seemingly statuesque. 

Jason is bemused by the figure. Squints his eyes. Tilts his 
head. Figures out if it is a HUMAN or a STATUE.

Suddenly, the OMINOUS FIGURE moves. Extends their arm. Points 
at Jason.

Jason looks around. Back towards the OMINOUS FIGURE.

JASON (CONT'D)
Me?

The OMINOUS FIGURE lowers their arm. Turns. Disappears into 
the pitch darkness.

JASON (CONT'D)
Wait!

Jason looks at the TWO TOY CARS. Turns to the ADULT MALE, who 
is now stood with a PINT OF BEER. Deep in conversation. 

Jason places ONE TOY CAR into the ADULT MALE’S JACKET POCKET. 
Places one in his pocket.

He wanders off. Towards the FOREST. The ADULT MALE is 
completely oblivious.

Jason skips across the space. Closer to the FOREST.

He giggles. Consumed by the darkness.

END FLASHBACK.

INT. SAMUAL'S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

SUBTITLES FADE IN: 23RD SEPTEMBER 2020.
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Samual is sat in front of a television. Half naked. In 
underwear. It is dark. The Living Room is slightly more 
furnished. Various obscure ornaments and trinkets upon 
shelves. 

A DIGITAL CLOCK reads “2200”.

He stares at the screen. Dead pan expression. The colours 
reflected upon his face. “The Evening News” rolls off the 
bulletins.

REPORTER (V.O.)
... Vanished without a trace,. At 
approximately 1600 hours yesterday 
evening, a seven year old girl was 
reported as missing to the local 
authorities. The disappearance of 
Persephone Brown has sent 
shockwaves across the community of 
Alness. Directly ten years after 
the disappearance of Jason Thomson.

Samual smirks slightly.

REPORTER (V.O.)
Police are urging anyone in and 
around the local area, with any 
information, to get in contact via 
101. 

INT. GRANT'S FAMILY HOME - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Grant is upon a couch. In front of a television.

“The Evening News” continues to roll off the bulletins.

He appears distressed. Eyes wide. Stares blankly at the 
screen. Persephone’s BLANKET is bunched up in his fist.

REPORTER (V.O.)
One eyewitness states that it feels 
“eerily similar” to the events 
which took place on September 22nd 
2010, during Alness Festival. What 
was once a celebration of Autumn’s 
Equinox, has gained a reputation 
for loss and panic amongst the 
local people. It is feared that 
Jason’s abductor may have returned, 
and that they may well strike 
again. 

(MORE)
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REPORTER (V.O.) (CONT'D)

30.

Police are urging parents within 
the Alness area to keep a close eye 
on their child’s whereabouts. I’m 
William Davies, and this is the 
News at ten.

Grant clasps his hands together. Rests his forehead upon 
them.

GRANT
Not again. Please, please, god, no.

Steph appears behind him. With a REMOTE CONTROL. She switches 
off the Evening News. Silence.

Grant looks up, at a blank television screen. Steph’s image 
within the reflection.

She presents a dead pan, numb, expression.

STEPH
We’re going to drive ourselves 
insane if we keep watching. Come to 
bed, Grant.

Grant continues to stare. Transfixed upon the screen.

INT. CRIMINAL INVESTIGATION DEPARTMENT - MORNING

Michelle is sat at Grant’s desk. Multiple half-empty coffee 
cups scattered across the filing cabinet. An amalgamation of 
files, documents, crime scene photographs, and scrunched up 
sheets of paper surround Michelle.

Upon the COMPUTER SCREEN, an article dating back to 
24/09/2010 reads; “Jason Thomson: Lost in the Woods” 

She is focussed. Looks closely at one specific file, in 
relation to one specific photograph.

MICHELLE
(Under her breath)

Where are you, Persephone?

Across from Michelle, a FEMALE CID OFFICER studies a rather 
large file. Takes notes. This is LISA (28), a fairly new team 
member within the Alness CID Office.

LISA
So. 2010. Young boy goes missing - 
vanishes without a trace - and no 
evidence was found at the scene?

REPORTER (V.O.) (CONT'D)
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MICHELLE
Nothing that pointed in any 
reliable direction.

LISA
A lot of these eye witness 
testimony transcripts mention 
someone, or thing, called “Furfur”.

MICHELLE
That’s just some demonic folklore 
bollocks. A scary story to tell in 
the dark. Something to do with 
devil worshiping, I think. Alness 
is full of people who believe in 
all that shit.

LISA
Any credibility?

Michelle looks at her, with a confused glare.

MICHELLE
Any credibility with what? A 
fictional spirit?

LISA
It might be something to look into. 
Maybe this is all connected to some 
form of ritualistic sacrifice that 
these people mention. There’s a 
repetition here. 2010. Jason 
disappears. Look-

Lisa swings the document around to Michelle. Michelle pushes 
it back immediately.

MICHELLE
Right. That’s enough. Look, I 
realise that you’re new, but try 
and take these crazed eye witnesses 
with a pinch of salt. Never in my 
time at CID - not in Inverness and 
certainly not in Alness - has a 
case been solved with a story about 
demons.

LISA
But this case has ran cold once 
already-

MICHELLE
Exactly. And now, we are dealing 
with history repeating itself. 

(MORE)
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MICHELLE (CONT'D)

(MORE)

32.

Persephone Brown is missing. And 
it’s our job to find her. I need 
you to crack down on Jason’s 
disappearance, and see if you can 
track down-- 

A set of DOUBLE DOOR at the opposite end of the office swing 
open. Grant ENTERS. He appears sheepish. Pale white. 
Distressed.

Background chatter transitions into silence.

Everybody looks in Grant’s direction. Michelle’s eyes widen.

MICHELLE (CONT'D)
Oh, fuck.

Grant charges towards Michelle and Lisa. Michelle stands. 
Approaches him. Shakes her head.

MICHELLE (CONT'D)
Grant, you shouldn’t be here.

GRANT
Anymore information?

MICHELLE
Grant--

Grant can barely make eye contact with her. He holds back 
tears.

GRANT
Is she alive?

MICHELLE
Listen--

GRANT
Is anyone here actually doing 
anything?

MICHELLE
Grant--

Grant snaps.

GRANT
I can’t keep sitting at home and 
twiddling my fucking thumbs, 
Michelle! 

MICHELLE (CONT'D)

(MORE)
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GRANT (CONT'D)

33.

Not when she’s out there, and I 
don’t fucking know where she is, 
and nobody in this fucking office 
can do their fucking job properly!--

Michelle snaps. Their eyes meet.

MICHELLE
Grant! Enough. My office. Now.

They stare at each other.

INT. MICHELLE’S OFFICE - MORNING 

Grant is sat upon a seat. Michelle is perched upon the edge 
of her desk. Arms folded.

A brief silence. Michelle takes a deep breath.

MICHELLE
I’m not going to get angry at you 
Grant because, quite frankly, I 
don’t understand what you’re going 
through. What I do know is that the 
way to cope with this isn’t to come 
into the place where your friends 
and colleagues have been working 
tirelessly, day in and day out, to 
find your daughter. We’re on your 
side.

GRANT
What progress has been made?

MICHELLE
Not that you should be getting 
involved in your own daughters 
case.

GRANT
What progress has been made, 
Michelle?

Michelle takes a moment of composure.

MICHELLE
We’ve reopened a cold case directly 
related to Persephone’s 
disappearance.

GRANT
Which case?

GRANT (CONT'D)

33.



34.

MICHELLE
September 22nd 2010. The 
disappearance of Jason Thomson.

Grant’s face drops.

GRANT
Why would you do that?

MICHELLE
The similarities were too stark not 
to.

Grants appears slightly shifty. On edge. He pauses for a 
moment. Shakes his head.

GRANT
I see no correlation.

MICHELLE
Well it’s there. I’ve been trying 
to get in contact with the officer 
who worked predominantly on the 
case. Stephen Price. You don’t 
happen to know of him?

Grant shrugs. Clicks his fingers compulsively. This is his 
tick.

GRANT
Why would I?

MICHELLE
It was a shot in the dark. It’s 
strange. I can’t find any records 
of him anywhere. It’s almost like 
he vanished with Jason. I’ve had 
Lisa working on trying to track him 
down. But, so far, nothing.

GRANT
That was before my time. Before 
yours too. Get over it. We need to 
focus on the present.

Grant looks down. Continues to click his fingers subtly. He 
takes a breath. 

MICHELLE
If I could just track him down...

GRANT
So, nothing to do with my daughter 
then? No leads?
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MICHELLE
Nothing with any credibility. We 
spoke to everybody who was at the 
party the other night. Only thing 
they found a bit odd was that your 
wife was in a state of panic around 
the garden, and you emerged five 
minutes later.

GRANT
Who said that?

MICHELLE
Where were you when Persephone went 
missing?

GRANT
I hope to god you’re not suggesting 
that-

MICHELLE
No, No! Not at all! I’m only 
asking.

Grant stares at Michelle. Dead in the eyes.

GRANT
I was in the cellar. Grabbing more 
alcohol. You know, for the adults.

Michelle nods.

Grant stands. On the verge of tears.

GRANT (CONT'D)
Where is she, Michelle? My little 
girl. She’s gone. We need to find 
her.

MICHELLE
We will.

Grant deflates. Smiles ever so slightly. As if to say “thank 
you”. 

Michelle approaches him. 

Places her hand softly upon his shoulder. Affectionately.

MICHELLE (CONT'D)
We will find her, Grant. Alright? 
Go home and try to get some rest. 
You can trust us. We’re on your 
side.
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Grant sighs. Nods.

Suddenly, Lisa rushes through the door. A sense of urgency. 
She holds a single piece of paperwork.

LISA
Really sorry to interrupt, 
Michelle. You’re going to want to 
hear this.

Michelle and Grant both look at her. Intrigued.

MICHELLE
Go on.

LISA
You’d mentioned wanting to track 
down information on Stephen Price, 
Ex-CID Officer serving Alness and 
surrounding rural areas, right?

Grants eyes widen. As if he has seen a ghost.

MICHELLE
That’s correct.

Lisa hands Michelle the sheet of paperwork. She examines it.

LISA
Well, I’ve looked into the records 
of residents currently living on 
Green Grove, and the surrounding 
area within three miles, and Green 
Grove has recently gained a new 
tenant - or tenants - and get 
this...

Lisa points at a HEADSHOT of Samual Thomson printed upon the 
document.

Grant glances over at the HEADSHOT. A flicker of recognition 
behind his eyes.

LISA (CONT'D)
Recognise that face?

MICHELLE
Samual Thomson.

Grant remains dead silent.
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LISA
The father of Jason Thomson. The 
young boy who went missing ten 
years ago. He worked alongside 
Stephen Price within this 
department around the same time. 
Coincidence?

MICHELLE
He resigned from the department 
three years before I joined. People 
always used to say, since his 
little boy disappeared, that he 
changed. Became slightly unhinged. 
Fell from the grace of his “perfect 
family man” persona. Eventually 
resigned. Moved away. Never to be 
seen again. And the case ran cold. 
It’s like an old folk tale.

LISA
And, not only did he move to Green 
Grove. He moved into Number 8. 
Directly next to Grant. Directly 
ten years after Jason went missing.

GRANT
I did notice that next door had 
been sold quite quickly. Didn’t 
realise that it was an ex-officer.

LISA
Have you met him?

Grant appears disinterested. Shakes his head.

GRANT
No.

MICHELLE
Hm. Well, his return may be 
coincidence. Could be unfinished 
business with Alness and the 
community that failed him.

LISA
Who’s the other tenant?

Michelle scans the document with her eyes.

MICHELLE
Marie Thomson. His wife? Sister?

Michelle looks on. An inquisitive gaze upon her expression.
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MICHELLE (CONT'D)
Right. I’ll go and pay them a 
visit. See if they know anything.

Michelle grabs a mobile phone from her desk.

EXT. FOREST - EVENING - FLASHBACK

SUBTITLES FADE IN: 22ND SEPTEMBER 2010. TEN YEARS EARLIER.

Deep within the FOREST. An endless row of trees. Twilight 
gleams through the canopy. Lights and noise from Alness 
Festival 2010 in the distance. Barely audible.

Jason wanders through. He has strayed from any signage and 
footpaths. He curiously examines each tree that he passes.

He skips over overgrown TREE ROOTS playfully. Leaves rustle 
beneath his feet. A light wind blows, which generates an 
eerie whistle.

Jason is startled by this. He stops.

Quickly looks around the space.

JASON
Hello? Is anybody there?

To his left, a large amount of LEAVES RUSTLE. Jason takes a 
sharp gasp. Turns.

Nothing.

Behind him, a TWIG SNAPS. Jason takes another sharp gasp. 
Turns. A fear in his eye.

JASON (CONT'D)
Dad? Dad? I’m scared.

He continues across the TREE ROOTS. Hops. Skips. Jumps.

Faster. Faster. Breathes heavily.

JASON (CONT'D)
Dad?! Dad?! Where are you?!

Faster. Until-

Suddenly, he STOPS. Stares into the distance. Clearly shaken.

10 yards away, an OMINOUS MASKED FIGURE stands still. Their 
face covered under a BALACLAVA. Consumed within darkness.
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Jason stares at the OMINOUS MASKED FIGURE. Fearful. He 
struggles to speak.

Until-

JASON (CONT'D)
Are you from the fair?

Silence.

The OMINOUS MASKED FIGURE merely nods. 

Jason gulps.

JASON (CONT'D)
I’m lost.

Jason takes TWO SMALL STEPS forward.

JASON (CONT'D)
Do you know how to get back?

The OMINOUS MASKED FIGURE merely nods, again.

JASON (CONT'D)
Can- can you show me?

The OMINOUS MASKED FIGURE extends his hand towards Jason. 
Gestures for him to walk closer.

Jason’s breath trembles. He takes one step forward.

And another. Slowly.

From behind, LEAVES RUSTLE. Jason becomes startled. Turns to 
face the noise. Gasps.

Suddenly the OMINOUS MASKED FIGURE charges, at full force, 
towards Jason.

Jason stares into the distance.

The OMINOUS MASKED FIGURE gets closer.

And closer.

Jason turns around. Face to face with the OMINOUS MASKED 
FIGURE.

Jason squeals. Harshly. 

The OMINOUS MASKED FIGURE grabs Jason. Places his hand over 
Jason’s mouth. Jason struggles. Violently.
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The OMINOUS MASKED FIGURE spins around with Jason. Tightens 
his grasp. 

Jason’s squeals are muffled.

LATER

A SMALL CAMPFIRE burns ferociously. It crackles loudly.

Within the distance, an amalgamation of fireworks are set 
alight. The muffled sound of crowds cheering.

Loud bangs echo across the space. 

The OMINOUS MASKED FIGURE watches the campfire burn. 

Hypnotised as flames dance across Jason’s DEAD BODY.

He stares ahead. Frozen. Takes long, controlled, breaths.

A large firework explodes. Loudly.

END FLASHBACK.

EXT. SAMUAL'S HOUSE - FRONT DOOR - DAY

Michelle knocks on the FRONT DOOR of 8 Green Grove. Three 
times. Loudly.

She waits for a moment.

Lifts her hand in a fist, with the intention of knocking once 
more.

Suddenly, the front door opens fully. Marie is stood inside. 
She wears a WHITE BATHROBE. Smiles.

MARIE
Can I help?

MICHELLE
Hi! My name’s Michelle O’Neil, from 
Alness’ Criminal Investigation 
Department, a division of Police 
Scotland...

From her pocket, she procures her Identification Badge. Hands 
it to Marie. Marie examines it.

She appears cheerful through their conversation:
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MICHELLE (CONT'D)
A young girl, seven years old, whom 
we understand to be your next door 
neighbour went missing a couple of 
days ago on September 22nd. I just 
wondered if you were available for 
a quick chat-

MARIE
Oh gosh. I’m not sure. I’ll 
probably be no help at all.

MICHELLE
I understand that you moved in on 
the same day as the disappearance? 

MARIE
That is correct.

MICHELLE
And did you notice anything strange 
when you moved in?

MARIE
If you’re referring to the 
commotion, then yes. It wasn’t 
quite the welcome we expected.

MICHELLE
How would you describe the 
commotion?

MARIE
Panic. Lots and lots of panic. It 
was almost like someone died. 
Worse. Poor thing. The mother must 
be in bits.

Michelle is bemused by Marie’s chirpy persona. She tries to 
glance inside. Marie blocks her view.

MICHELLE
Right. Is your husband in?

MARIE
Not currently, no.

MICHELLE
Do you know when he’ll be back?

Marie laughs.

MARIE
Why? Is he under arrest?

41.



42.

MICHELLE
No. Just wanted a quick chat.

MARIE
Alrighty. Well, thank you for your 
time. I’ll be sure to let him know 
that you stopped by.

Michelle appears taken aback by Marie’s dominant personality.

MICHELLE
Thank you for your time.

MARIE
Bye, now.

Marie gently begins to close the door. 

MICHELLE
Actually...

Marie stops. Pops her head around the corner of the door.

Michelle picks a BUSINESS CARD from her blazer.

MICHELLE (CONT'D)
If you could just get him to give 
me a call when he can. That would 
be great.

Marie looks at the card between Michelle’s fingers for a 
moment. Contemplates.

She takes it. They exchange an awkward smile.

Closes the door.

Michelle turns to leave. Confused.

INT. SAMUAL’S HOUSE - SPARE ROOM - DAY

Large empty space. Windows blacked out. A LARGE CIRCLE 
outlined by red candles is drawn upon the middle of the 
space. A large ORNATE SEAL is sketched in WHITE PAINT upon a 
western-facing plain black wall. 

Within the circle is a SMALL LIT FIREPIT with three objects 
placed next to it: a TOY CAR, a CONTAINER OF SOIL/GRASS, and 
a SHARP KNIFE.

Samual is sat in the middle of the CIRCLE. He wears a WHITE 
BATHROBE. Legs crossed. Eyes closed.

42.



43.

He takes a deep breath. In. Out.

Marie ENTERS the space. Quietly.

Samual’s eyes spring open.

SAMUAL
Who was it?

MARIE
Just someone trying to sell 
something.

SAMUAL
Expect nothing less from this 
place. Everybody wants something 
from you.

MARIE
Shall we begin?

Samual turns to face Marie. Nods.

MARIE (CONT'D)
Stand, Samual.

Samual, immediately, stands.

MARIE (CONT'D)
O’ mighty one. Allow me within your 
circle of trust. Know of my 
undivided devotion to you.

Marie takes a deep breath in.

She enters the threshold of the CIRCLE. Breathes out. 

Stands in front of Samual. Faces him at the opposite side of 
the FIREPIT.

MARIE (CONT'D)
We must approach Furfur within our 
natural states. Completely 
vulnerable. Deeply willing to give 
ourselves over to him.

Samual nods in agreement. Marie and Samual simultaneously 
untie their bathrobes.

They strip naked.

Marie bends over. Picks up the SHARP KNIFE.
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MARIE (CONT'D)
I’m going to let him in. Do you 
have your requests prepared?

Samual gulps.

SAMUAL
Yes.

MARIE
He brought us here. We followed 
him. Allow him to guide you towards 
your ultimate goal. Be open and 
honest. Understood?

SAMUAL
Loud and clear.

MARIE
Alright. Let’s begin.

Marie slices the PALM OF HER HAND. She does not react to the 
pain.

She holds her hand over the FIREPIT. Blood drips.

MARIE (CONT'D)
“I do invoke and conjure thee, O 
Spirit Furfur; and being with power 
armed from the supreme majesty, I 
do strongly command thee...”

One singular candle begins to flicker.

MARIE (CONT'D)
“... By Beralanensis, 
Baldachiensis, Paumachia, and 
Apologiae Sedes; and by the chief 
Prince of the Seat of Apologia in 
the Ninth Legion, I do invoke thee, 
and by invoking, conjure thee.”

All candles flicker uncontrollably.

MARIE (CONT'D)
Embrace thou, Furfur!

Marie’s eyes widen. She gasps. Chokes.

Marie collapses. Samual watches her. Dead pan expression. He 
has seen this previously.

A moment passes. Dead silence.
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Samual takes a sharp breath.

SAMUAL
O great Furfur. I’ve lost faith in 
god, and now turn to you. I trust 
in you. Guide me. Guide me in his 
direction.

Dead silence.

Marie’s hand twitches slightly. She remains collapsed. 
Frozen. Only her lips have mobility. Almost robotically.

MARIE
Samual Thomson. You require 
information. About your son.

SAMUAL
Correct.

MARIE
A name.

Samual stares ahead. At the ORNATE SIGIL.

SAMUAL
Which name?

MARIE
A male name.

SAMUAL
Tell me. Please.

Samual takes a sharp breath.

MARIE
Fall to your knees, Samual.

Samual immediately drops to his knees. He bows his head. 
Desperate.

SAMUAL
Please, Furfur.

A moment of silence. Until:

MARIE
Grant... Grant... Grant...

SAMUAL
Who is Grant?

The candles flicker uncontrollably.
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MARIE
Grant. Grant-

Marie gasps. Loudly. Springs upright. Hyperventilates. For a 
moment. She is back. Furfur has left.

SAMUAL
(Under his breath)

Grant?

EXT. GRANT'S FAMILY HOME - FRONT DOOR - EVENING

Samual is stood outside of 7 Green Grove. He knocks. Faintly.

Silence. 

Footsteps approach.

Samual takes a deep breath.

The doors opens. Slightly ajar. Grant is stood at the other 
side.

GRANT
Look, this is a really bad time. We 
don’t have time for cold callers-

He motions the door to close. As it gets halfway, Samual 
stops it with his hand.

SAMUAL
Um, actually, no. I’ve just moved 
into the area, and it’s just dawned 
on me that I’ve not, um, spoke to 
any of the neighbours yet.

Grant appears trepidatious.

GRANT
Oh! Right. Sorry. Welcome to the 
area.

SAMUAL
Samual.

Samual gestures a hand shake. 

Grant looks at his hand for a brief moment. Contemplates. 
Accepts.

GRANT
Nice to meet you, Samual. Grant.
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Samual pauses for a moment. A slightly startled expression.

SAMUAL
Grant. Great to meet you. At least 
that’s one of the neighbours ticked 
off of the list.

They both awkwardly laugh.

Grant begins to subtly CLICK HIS FINGERS behind his back.

They stand awkwardly for a moment.

Until-

SAMUAL (CONT'D)
I’m really sorry about your 
daughter.

Grant looks down.

GRANT
Oh. You don’t-

SAMUAL
I saw all of the police cars and 
commotion the other day. Have they 
managed to catch any leads yet?

GRANT
Um. It’s not something that I 
massively want to discuss. 
Especially not with someone I’ve 
just met.

SAMUAL
Oh. Yeah. I completely understand. 
Is there anything I can do to help?

GRANT
Not much more than CID aren’t.

SAMUAL
Do you feel fucked over?

GRANT
That’s a... strange question-

SAMUAL
They very rarely take vital leads 
seriously. Sometimes you have to 
fight for yourself and your child 
simultaneously. It can be 
exhausting.
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Grant remains silent. Samual continues.

SAMUAL (CONT'D)
I used to work for the department.

Grant is finished with the conversation.

GRANT
Alright, I should really get going. 
Great to meet you, Samual. See you 
around.

Grant motions to close the door. Turns around. Until-

SAMUAL
My son is missing.

Grant takes a breath.

SAMUAL (CONT'D)
Ten years ago was the last time I 
saw him. He wandered into that 
forest. The same as your daughter.

Grant slowly turns his head.

SAMUAL (CONT'D)
I wasn’t watching him. And that’s 
it. Poof. Gone. Without a trace.

Grant looks as though he may throw up.

SAMUAL (CONT'D)
And the only way I cope with it is 
continuing my own investigation. 
Until the day that Jason is back in 
my arms. I know what you’re doing 
through, Grant. If you want my 
help, it’s there. I’m sure you’d do 
the same for your daughter.

Grant lifts his head. 

Contemplates for a moment.

He nods at Samual.

GRANT
Where did you start?

Samual surpasses a smirk. Smiles softly.

SAMUAL
At the beginning.
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EXT. COUNTRY BACKROAD - DAY

A peaceful day. Cloudy. A hint of sun peeking through.

A windy country road snakes around a cluster of open-plan 
farmland and forestry.

Suddenly, a LARGE CAR zooms past. Speeding. Rushes around a 
tight corner. Disturbs the peaceful landscape.

INT. CAR - DAY

Within the car is Steph. Dead pan expression upon her gaze. 
Barely paying attention to the road. 

An upbeat country playlist on the radio. Juxtaposes the 
misery upon Steph’s expression, and the intense nature of the 
car journey.

She approaches an alternative entrance to the FOREST.

Stares at it.

AN OBJECT lays on the side of the road. Steph notices it.

She gets closer.

And closer.

Recognises it as a PINK GLITTERY SHOE.

Gasps. Comes to an EMERGENCY STOP.

Quickly unbuckles her seatbelt. Opens the car door. Gets out.

EXT. OUTSKIRTS OF FOREST - DAY

Steph rushes towards the PINK GLITTERY SHOE upon the gravel. 
A sense of determination upon her expression.

She stops. Dead in her tracks.

Covers her mouth with one hand. Eyes widen. Backs up 
slightly. Her eyes well up with tears.

She stares at the PINK GLITTERY SHOE for a moment. Bemused by 
what is in front of her.

Bends down. Slowly.

Her hands tremble. She reaches for the PINK GLITTERY SHOE.
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Picks it up.

Examines it. 

Holds it against her chest.

She looks around. In tears.

Takes her MOBILE PHONE out of her pocket. Dials a NUMBER. It 
rings. 

ON THE PHONE: MICHELLE.

MICHELLE (V.O.)
Hello, Michelle speaking.

Steph wipes her eyes with her sleeve.

STEPH
Hi, Michelle. It’s Steph.

MICHELLE (V.O.)
Steph! Is everything alright?

STEPH
I- I’ve found something. Something 
of Persephone’s. Next to the 
western entrance to the forest. 
You’re going to want to see it.

MICHELLE (V.O.)
I’m on my way. Stay where you are. 
Don’t touch anything.

Steph takes a few deep breaths. Paces the area. She holds the 
PINK GLITTERY SHOE close to her. Distraught. 

INT. GRANT'S FAMILY HOME - KITCHEN - NIGHT

Soothing Jazz music serenades Grant, as he pours a large 
glass of red wine. Takes a sip. 

The DIGITAL CLOCK upon the wall reads; 20:33.

Oil sizzles in a large wok upon the stove.

Grant procures a chopping board from a cupboard. Places it 
down. 

Acquire’s a knife from the drawer. Places it next to the 
chopping board. 

Obtains an onion from the fridge. Begins to dice it.
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Upon the counter, his phone RINGS. Caller ID Reads; 
“MICHELLE”.

He looks at the phone’s display. Ignores. Continues to dice 
the onion. The phone continues to RING.

Each CHOP becomes more aggressive than the last. Once. Twice. 
Three times. 

The phone STOPS RINGING. Grant stops. Takes a breath. 

He wanders across to the fridge. Opens it. Grabs a sauce. 
Takes the sauce over to the stove. Pours it into the wok.

His phone RINGS. Again. Caller ID Reads; “MICHELLE”.

Grant looks at it. Takes a calming breath. Pauses the MUSIC. 

Swipes to open. 

GRANT
Hello?

MICHELLE (V.O.)
Grant! Sorry to bother you at this 
hour. Just wanted to call for with 
an update. We’ve made some progress 
as of ten minutes ago.

GRANT
Go on.

From outside, a CAR DOOR SLAMS. Grant’s attention shifts 
towards the LIVING ROOM. 

INT. GRANT'S FAMILY HOME - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Grant rushes towards the FRONT WINDOW.

He peers through. His eyes follow Samual.

MICHELLE (V.O.)
Earlier today, as I’m sure you 
already know, Steph got in contact 
with me. She found one of 
Persephone’s shoes laying outside 
of the western entrance to the 
woods.

Outside, Samual picks up several plastic shopping bags from 
the boot. Leaves it open. Wanders towards his front door.

Grant watches him.
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MICHELLE (V.O.)
Well, get this. We sent out a team 
to do a thorough sweep of the 
entire area. And we found something 
of significance from the Jason 
Thomson case. 

Outside, Samual returns to the boot of his car. Obtains a 
peculiar SMALL BOX. Looks around. Grant continues to watch 
him.

MICHELLE (V.O.)
It’s believed to be a few strands 
of Jason’s hair attached to a piece 
of black fabric with dried blood on 
it.

Grant turns around. Eyes widen. His attention fully on the 
PHONE CALL.

GRANT
What?

MICHELLE (V.O.)
This might massively move both 
case’s forward. It will be sent to 
forensics first thing tomorrow 
morning for further investigation.

Grant quickly paces towards the KITCHEN.

INT. GRANT'S FAMILY HOME - KITCHEN - NIGHT

He leans over the KITCHEN SINK. Head down. Takes a quiet 
breath.

GRANT
Alright, Michelle. Thanks for the 
update. I’ve got to go. Food in the 
oven.

MICHELLE (V.O.)
Alright. I’ll keep you updated. 
Take care, Grant.

Grant HANGS UP. Grips his phone. Tight. 

Leans over the SINK. 

Tightens his eyes shut. Widens them. Stands upright.

He CLICKS HIS FINGERS compulsively. A moment of 
contemplation.
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Takes a single DEEP BREATH.

Storms towards the HALLWAY.

INT. GRANT'S FAMILY HOME - STUDY - NIGHT

A HOME-OFFICE environment. Desk. Couch. Coffee table. 
Cupboard.

The door SWINGS OPEN. Hits the wall.

Grant storms in. Fury upon his expression.

He SCREAMS. 

GRANT
FUCK!

Throws his PHONE across the room. Aggressively. It hits a 
BRICK WALL. Smashes.

He swings open the double doors of a CUPBOARD. Sat in the far 
corner of the space.

Grant rummages through clothes, boxes and books.

He procures a LARGE BOX at the very bottom of the CUPBOARD.

Lifts it onto the DESK. Rips it open.

From the LARGE BOX, Grant procures a BLACK BALACLAVA.

EXT. FOREST - NIGHT - FLASHBACK

The OMINOUS MASKED FIGURE takes off his BALACLAVA.

Underneath is a younger version of Grant, with NO BURN SCARS. 
This is STEPHEN PRICE (25). He displays a dead pan 
expression.

He looks down. Back up.

STEPHEN
He’s dead.

END FLASHBACK.

INT. GRANT'S FAMILY HOME - STUDY - NIGHT

Grant stares at the BALACLAVA. Places it carefully upon the 
desk.
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He rummages further into the LARGE BOX. 

Obtains a SMALL TOY CAR. It is worn. Identical to the one in 
Samual’s possession.

Grant looks at it for a moment. Admires his trophy. Places it 
carefully upon the desk.

From LARGE BOX, Grant lifts out a mutilated, dried up, DEAD 
RAT within a plastic sandwich bag. Admires it.

Places it carefully upon the desk.

He smirks.

INT. SAMUAL'S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Samual enters the space. Slowly.

A small PLASTIC BIN, immediately to Samual’s right, gains his 
attention. 

Several PREGNANCY TESTS, which each display a NEGATIVE 
result, fill the PLASTIC BIN.

He picks one out. Examines it. Looks around. Sighs. Throws it 
back into the PLASTIC BIN.

He wanders over to the COUCH.

He slumps down. A physical PHOTOGRAPH lays upon the COFFEE 
TABLE in-front of him. He picks it up. Admires it.

It displays Samual and Jason during a camping excursion. They 
are both joyful.

He flips the photograph around. Upon the back it reads; 
“FATHER/SON TRIP: 2009”.

A tear escapes from his eye.

He kisses the photograph.

Places it carefully back upon the COFFEE TABLE directly in 
front of him. 

He reaches into his pocket. Procures the TOY CAR. Places it 
carefully next to the PHOTOGRAPH. Admires them both.

SAMUAL
I love you, Jason.
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END PILOT
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