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INT. DARK SPACE - UNDISTINGUISHED

Jet black space. A tiny humanoid figure with a halo glow 
appears within the void.

Five more similar figures appear in the distance. They form a 
perfect circle.

Closer.

A distinct red light emerges internally as a ball of energy, 
combusting with a hazy outer layer. Each of the five figures 
are connected, leaving the sixth secluded. 

The circle is broken.

EXT. BUSY RESTAURANT - AFTERNOON

A bus passes, violently squashing a recently deceased crow. A 
luxurious restaurant, with a clean exterior, revealed. It is 
raining. Heavily.

Pedestrians pass from both directions, not paying attention 
to each other. 

INT. BUSY RESTAURANT - CONTINUOUS

Stylish interior. Crisp. Light background chatter, paired 
with soft jazz.

A fashionably presented female removes a napkin from her lap. 
Her diamond encrusted ring, placed upon her pinky-finger, 
glimmers under a candlelit dinner. This is BLAIRE (21).

She checks her phone. The date reads; “Monday 1 June”.

Sat directly across the table is JULES (23), who finishes the 
remains of a glass of white wine. He peers across at a couple 
sat at a table in the distance. Huffs. They are feeding each 
other.

JULES
Ugh. Jesus fucking christ, get a 
room.

Blaire subtly turns her head and rolls her eyes.

BLAIRE
You’re a hopeless romantic, Jules.
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JULES
I’m a romantic where it counts. 
These public displays of affection 
make me full-body cringe.

BLAIRE
Shut up.

JULES
I’m serious. It’s not like Danny 
DeVito over there oozes sex appeal.

BLAIRE
I’m sure he oozes... something?

JULES
Aye, money.

BLAIRE
Honestly can’t disagree with you 
there.

Blaire’s attention wanders.

JULES
This place is just heaving with 
sugar daddies. 

Jules takes notice.

JULES (CONT'D)
Something troubling you, Blaire?

BLAIRE
You could say that.

JULES
Care to elaborate?

Blaire’s attention wanders again, towards the couple feeding 
each other. They are kissing.

JULES (CONT'D)
Blaire?

BLAIRE
Not really, to be honest.

JULES
Right. You just seem a bit nervous.

BLAIRE
I’m not.
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JULES
What is it with your group of 
friends anyway? So secretive.

BLAIRE
They’re friends, Jules. Call it a 
get-together, a reunion.

JULES
Well, a year hardly constitutes for 
a lifetime.

BLAIRE
What’s your point?

JULES
I’m just a bit curious about 
Marwick Place, is all. 

Blaire’s face drops, as if she is haunted by those words. Her 
gaze wanders back towards the couple. FEMALE is in tears; 
MALE is drenched.

JULES (CONT'D)
Is there something I’m missing?

FEMALE storms off. Blaire panic-gathers her belongings.

BLAIRE
I’ll see you tonight then?

She quickly finishes the remains of her drink. She stands.

JULES
Don’t be late. Love you.

Blaire rushes away, following the FEMALE. Jules watches her 
leave. Lost for words. Sighs.

EXT. BUSY RESTAURANT - CONTINUOUS

Heavy traffic and clomping heels. Blaire follows the now lone 
FEMALE. She keeps her distance. Slightly.  

The FEMALE turns right at a junction. Blaire briefly looks 
left, across the street, at a parked car. She looks away. 
Follows right.

3.



4.

EXT. DAVE’S CAR - CONTINUOUS

Across the street. DAVE (21) is looking towards Blaire. His 
hands gripped on the steering wheel. He is tense. 
Contemplating.

The crackling of a dated car radio plays in the background:

REPORTER (V.O.)
One year to this day since the 
bizarre massacre of a group of 
young people sent shockwaves across 
the nation. With little more than 
ashes remaining, and no arrests 
having been made, local authorities 
are now calling this ongoing 
investigation a suicide pact.

Through the restaurants window, Dave focuses on Jules. Stares 
for a moment. Drives away. Towards Blaire.

EXT. COUNTRYSIDE FAMILY HOME - NIGHT - FLASHBACK

One year prior. A young male paces the patio, taking multiple 
short drags of a half finished cigarette. This is JAKE (20). 
An injured crow lands next to him briefly. Flies away.

A large doorway swings open from behind. A drunken FORD (21), 
Jake’s older brother, stumbles out. His shirt has been ripped 
open.

Jake recoils. Takes a few cautious strides away from Ford.

FORD
There you are! Been looking about 
for you everywhere.

Ford sparks up a cigarette.

JAKE
Needed some air.

He glares at Jake anxiously.

JAKE (CONT'D)
If you’re boyfriend wasn’t such a 
fucking prick-

FORD
Christ. Tell me how you really 
feel.
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JAKE
You know he’s fucked it, right?

FORD
Calm down. You’ve been on bloody 
edge since we got here.

Ford takes a long drag. He turns away from Jake briefly.

JAKE
Doesn’t matter though, does it?-

There is a single plant pot sitting next to the door. 
Frustrated, Ford kicks it over.

FORD
Fuck!

JAKE
I’m glad we’re on the same page.

FORD
That’s the fucking problem. We’re 
not! I need to tell you something.

Ford looks as though, through his drunken state, he might 
cry. This is serious.

He takes a deep breath in. Disturbed.

END FLASHBACK.

EXT. BLOCK OF FLATS - NIGHT

A tall block of inner-city flats. An open window upon the 
fifth floor. A crow lands on the windowsill.

Within is a small/cosy living space and kitchen, furnished 
with basic white goods. Everything else boxed, sealed, and 
stacked. A female paints over a crack in the wall.

A kettle is boiling.

INT. FORD & LINDSAY’S FLAT - CONTINUOUS

The sound of water boiling is soft. Close in on kettle. 

AMELIA (V.O.)
Listen to me, because I will only 
say this once.

Louder.
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AMELIA (V.O.)
We’ve been called, and it’s 
important. Everything is on the 
line, and we can’t afford to fuck 
this up.

Louder. Almost unbearable.

AMELIA (V.O.)
I need you to understand.

Unbearably loud.

AMELIA (V.O.)
Do you understand?

The kettle clicks. Silence.

A hand - presenting a diamond encrusted ring upon the pinky - 
grabs the kettle and fills up a halloween themed mug.

The hand is of LINDSAY (21), covered in paint. She wipes 
sweat from her forehead.

LINDSAY
Cup of tea, mate?

No response.

LINDSAY (CONT'D)
Ford?! I’m making tea, d’you want a 
cup?! 

She hangs on to her statement, impatiently.

No response.

LINDSAY (CONT'D)
Bloody hell.

INT. FORD’S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Ford sits at his desk. He stares blankly into a picture 
frame. Disconcerted by something.

A faint knock on a half-opened door startles him. He 
scrambles. Places the picture frame faced down.

Lindsay is stood beneath the doorframe. He turns to face her. 

LINDSAY
Did you hear me, mate?
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FORD
No- I mean, yes. Sorry. Was 
distracted. I think. What was the 
question?

LINDSAY
It’s alright, mate. I was just 
making a cup of tea. That’s all.

FORD
Oh.

Ford turns to face the wall. Stares blankly.

Lindsay sighs. Turns to leave.

LINDSAY
I’ll take that as a yes, then-

FORD
I’m sorry.

LINDSAY
What for?

FORD
Something’s wrong.

LINDSAY
Yeah?

FORD
My head. Feels like it’s about to 
fucking explode.

LINDSAY
Mate-

FORD
My thoughts. They’re scrambled. I’m 
really fucking trying to make it 
make sense and-

LINDSAY
Ford, for god sake-

She looks at the picture frame.

FORD
It’s the anniversary.

LINDSAY
Oh. You don’t need to.
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FORD
No, no. It’s fine. I want to. It’s 
just. It’s not getting any easier.

LINDSAY
It doesn’t, we just-

FORD
Learn how to cope.

LINDSAY (CONT'D)
Learn how to cope.

FORD (CONT'D)
I know. I know. I just wish... Sat 
there with a fucking thumb up my 
ass, didn’t I? Fucking plagued with 
this shit.

LINDSAY
Stop blaming yourself!

FORD
Ah, yes! And then what? He’ll 
magically walk through that door? 
Problem fucking-

Lindsay snaps her fingers. Ford’s mouth is sealed shut. The 
light bulbs fuse. The white walls surrounding them slowly 
ooze a streaky, moldy, branch-like, black liquid. As if an 
overgrown garden is emerging from the flat above.

Lindsay’s expression modifies. A Sinister gaze. Her eyes are 
now PITCH BLACK. She is possessed. Her voice pitched.

Instantaneously, she is mouth-to-ear with Ford. Seductively 
glares ahead.

LINDSAY
Hilarious. He killed himself so 
effortlessly, as if under the 
influence of someone else. Of 
course, you would know all about 
that, wouldn’t you Ford?

She licks Ford’s ear lobe. Ford is struggling. Frozen in 
place. He produces a muffled screech. 

LINDSAY (CONT'D)
Remember your brother as nothing 
more than a coward. He fucked up 
real bad. And now you’re one of us. 
Just wait. He will judge you. You 
broke the rules. He’s waiting. To 
hear you moan - plead - for 
forgiveness. It’s all on you, Ford.
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Ford internally hyperventilates. He shakes his head. Pleads 
for mercy. Lindsay chuckles. 

In one motion, Ford’s chair is turned 180 degrees to face 
Lindsay. She straddles him.

She rests her forehead on Ford’s. Stares directly into his 
eyes.

LINDSAY (CONT'D)
Say hi to Jake for me.

Lindsay snaps her fingers. The floorboards beneath them 
shatter. Ford is plummeted with force.

INT. WHITE SPACE - UNDISTINGUISHED

Eerily quiet.

Ford remains paralyzed in his chair. Blinding white light 
surrounds. Lindsay has disappeared.

In front of him is a PITCH BLACK HUMANOID FIGURE with a HALO 
GLOW.

Loud screeches attack the senses. The FIGURE reaches out and 
grabs Ford’s throat. He struggles.

LINDSAY (V.O.)
(Very faintly)

Ford!

INT. DARK FOREST HALLWAY - UNDISTINGUISHED

Ford and the FIGURE stretch and separate at opposite ends of 
a long, dark, obscure hallway with no doors. Laced with 
branches and foliage upon wooden walls. 

A bright red light forms in between them.

The screeching is uncomfortably loud.

LINDSAY (V.O.)
(Faintly)

Ford!!!

Louder.

LINDSAY (V.O.)
(Faintly)

Ford!
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The wooden floors crack sporadically. The surrounding space 
manipulates itself.

INT. DARK SPACE - UNDISTINGUISHED

The FIGURE stands in-front of Ford.

It reaches out.

INT. WHITE SPACE - UNDISTINGUISHED

Lindsay straddles Ford. She is naked. Blood streams from 
hollow eye sockets.

LINDSAY
Ford?

INT. HIGH SCHOOL CLASSROOM - UNDISTINGUISHED

An unoccupied room. Locked down. Darkness. Windows boarded up 
with planks of rotted wood. Flaked Paint peels from the 
walls. A haze of smoke develops beneath Ford. 

LINDSAY (O.C.)
(Louder)

FORD!

An old projector - hanging from the ceiling - is the only 
functioning piece of equipment.

A projection launches. A red light - mimicking an 80’s 
television being switched on - reveals the image of an old 
refurbished mansion. There is a sign, with TWELVE LETTERS, 
above the door. The image is hazy. The letters cannot be made 
out. This is MARWICK PLACE.

The large doors of MARWICK PLACE open. Six tiny humanoid 
figures emerge from a bright red light.

Ford forcefully peels open his mouth. He screams. Pouring 
blood.

BACK TO:

INT. FORD'S BEDROOM - AFTERNOON

A blood-curdling scream. Ford jumps into a seated position 
upon his bed. Induced into a panic.

Lindsay is standing next to him. Startled.
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LINDSAY
Jesus bloody christ! Are you 
alright? Felt like I was in a 
fuckin’ horror movie, just then.

Ford looks around as he catches his breath. This is reality. 

He locks eye contact with the picture frame on his desk, 
which is sitting faced-down.

LINDSAY (CONT'D)
You had me worried. Proper 
panicking. It’s like you were 
possessed or something. God only 
knows what I would’ve done if I’d 
came in and you were crawling about 
the ceiling. You might have 
actually been on your own, mate. 
Fuck that.

Ignoring Lindsay, Ford is fixated on the picture frame. He 
jumps out of bed and over to his desk. Picks it up. Staring 
into the photo discloses a deep fear in his eye.

LINDSAY (CONT'D)
Anyway, I was just making a cup of 
tea?

FORD
What’s that?

LINDSAY
Tea?

FORD
Oh. I’m sorry.

LINDSAY
You sure you’re alright, mate?

FORD
Yeah. Yeah, I’m fine. It. It’s 
just...

LINDSAY
Just?

FORD
Bad dream.

LINDSAY
Sounded like it.
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FORD
You really tried to wake me?

LINDSAY
You seriously need to stop napping 
midday.

FORD
Fuckin’ hell.

Lindsay glances at her watch, which takes her by surprise.

LINDSAY
Glad I woke you, to be honest. 
We’ve got places to be.

FORD
Care to refresh my memory?

LINDSAY
Amelia’s-

FORD
Oh, bullshit. Do we have to?

LINDSAY
You know you genuinely have no 
choice, right? We spoke about this.

FORD
Oh, I know.

LINDSAY
Besides, it’s in a big fuck-off 
mansion this time.

FORD
Exciting. Sounds like the start of 
a shit horror.

LINDSAY
Did Dave text you?

FORD
No? Lindsay, don’t tell me-

Lindsay nods.

FORD (CONT'D)
Ugh! I’ve not seen him since Jake’s 
funeral which, evidently, wasn’t a 
great day for me.
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LINDSAY
Oh shit! I’m sorry. I completely 
forgot.

FORD
No, it’s fine. I just don’t 
understand why?

LINDSAY
To protect you. Things could’ve 
been ten times worse if he hadn’t-

FORD
That clears it up, yeah. When did 
you become Team Dave? 

LINDSAY
Because he was, for once, right. 
You were in love. 

FORD
What a fucking word.

LINDSAY
Oh, get your head out of your 
fucking ass. This is not the world 
according to Ford; this is the 
world according to everybody 
involved. And, unfortunately, 
you’re involved. You really don’t 
have to acknowledge Dave. Fucking 
punch him in the face for all I 
care! But you do have to come. That 
part’s non-negotiable. So, get 
fucking ready, because we’re 
leaving in twenty minutes sharp. 
Right?

He sarcastically nods. She turns to leave.

LINDSAY (CONT'D)
Oh! Fuck a cup of tea, by the way. 
Vodka?

FORD
Fuckin’ right.

They smile at each other. Ford places the picture frame, 
facing upwards, on his desk. They EXIT. 

The photo frame reveals a picture of Ford, Jake, and their 
PARENTS in a FAMILY PORTRAIT. Jake’s face is CROSSED OUT.
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END ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

EXT. DRIVEWAY - EVENING

Blue skies emerge. A broad dark cloud looms over a landscape 
of forestry, hiding a glaring sunlight which escapes through 
the cracks. Leaves are rustling, with a light breeze blowing 
simultaneously. It is calming.

A gleaming jet black car speeds along a protracted concrete 
pathway towards MARWICK PLACE.

A fully functioning - four-tiered - garden fountain 
surrounded by Scottish cobbles, leads towards a large 
stairwell beneath the property. Overgrown plants, shrubs and 
vines wrap around the stone handrails; rock bordered flower 
beds display dead flowers.

A young female emerges from the car. Beneath a pair of 
sunglasses, she peers up at MARWICK PLACE, longingly. This is 
AMELIA (21). 

AMELIA
 Not bad. Not bad at all.

She holds a rather large bottle of expensive looking vodka. 
Champagne in the other.

INT. FOYER - CONTINUOUS

MARWICK PLACE is grand, exhibiting two oversized, jet black, 
doors. The interior juxtaposes its exterior counterpart with 
a clean/modern design, with marble flooring.

Amelia enters. Struts across the room.

She stands beneath the doorframe of a large kitchen. Her 
silhouette is outlined by ambient lights.

INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

A large island counter sits in the middle of an abnormally 
large - and lightly furnished - kitchen. Twilight gleams 
through large windows, upon a long stretch of forestry in the 
distance.

A male sits upon a bar stool, wearing an expensive suit and 
attached to his mobile phone. This is ROBERT (29).

Amelia places the two bottles of alcohol in front of Robert.
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AMELIA
Not being funny, but why did you 
insist that I get the most 
expensive bottles I think I’ve ever 
bought in my life?

No response. She quickly washes her hands.

AMELIA (CONT'D)
How was your day?

Silence.

AMELIA (CONT'D)
Well?

Amelia abruptly slaps Robert across the back of the head with 
a dish towel. 

AMELIA (CONT'D)
Robert!

Robert stands. Startled.

ROBERT
Amelia! What the fuck?!

AMELIA
Lovely to see you too.

ROBERT
When did you get back?

AMELIA
You’re serious? Pay attention. You 
seriously have the social graces of 
a fucking infant.

Robert smiles, deferring from the issue.

ROBERT
With what do I owe the pleasure, my 
love?

AMELIA
Your attention, maybe?

ROBERT
Of course.

He gently lifts her chin with two fingers. Softly kisses her. 
She is seduced, yet angered. Pulls away.
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AMELIA
I hope these are alright? Black 
Dove; Léger-et-vif; only top 
shelve’s I could find.

ROBERT
I suppose it’ll have to do, won’t 
it?

AMELIA
What’s that supposed to mean?

ROBERT
Well, your friends aren’t exactly 
the fine dining type.

AMELIA
Oh, I do apologise that my friends 
don’t come from an arsehole of 
wealth like yourself.

ROBERT
That’s one way to put it.

AMELIA
You are a right prick, d’you know 
that? If you weren’t such a good 
shag I’d have probably broken up 
with you by now.

ROBERT
Well, what’s a relationship without 
a good shag?

AMELIA
You got me there.

ROBERT
Thought you might say that.

AMELIA
Not that I’m focused on that.

ROBERT
Not at all.

AMELIA
Oh, at all!

She bites her lip.

Robert pulls her in. They passionately kiss.

17.



18.

AMELIA (CONT'D)
You know we’ve got some time before 
they get here. I say you put your 
sentiments where your cock is and 
fuck me. 

They are dangerously attracted to each other. She undoes his 
belt buckle and trouser button.

ROBERT
Bloody hell, Amelia. You’re in for 
it now.

AMELIA
Thought you might say that!

Robert lifts Amelia upon the island counter. He removes her 
underwear and kisses her inner thigh. 

Amelia pulls Robert up by his hair and violently kisses him. 
Undoing his shirt.

AMELIA (CONT'D)
Fuck me.

She straddles him, pulling in closer.

ROBERT
Fucking hell!

AMELIA
Shut up.

Both are now naked, Robert’s unbuttoned shirt is clinging 
upon a single arm before falling to the floor. Revealed is a 
large scratch across his back.

They passionately kiss, and have sex.

INT. KITCHEN - LATER

Laying upon the island counter. Naked. Amelia rests her head 
against Robert’s chest.

She slides off the counter. Fills two champagne flutes. 
Drinks both. Robert follows. He slides on a pair of briefs.

They dance intimately with each other along to cheesy pop 
music from the 80’s. 

Robert cracks open a bottle of vodka. Amelia lays back on the 
island counter. He pours a shot into her belly button, and 
slurps it out.
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She groans. A light directly above flickers briefly. She 
smiles, menacingly.

INT. FIRST TAXI - CONTINUOUS

Lindsay and Ford sit side by side. Ford gazes blankly out of 
the window.

INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Robert performs oral sex on Amelia.

The lights flicker uncontrollably. Amelia is in a trance.

INT. SECOND TAXI - CONTINUOUS

Blaire and Jules are sitting side by side.

JULES
Right, so we are officially in the 
arse-end of no where.

BLAIRE
Amelia always did love a bit of 
seclusion.

INT. DARK SPACE - UNDISTINGUISHED

Amelia straddles Robert. Lights flicker from above. A slight 
tinge of white noise builds softly.  

She smiles, and softly sings along to the background music. 
Orgasmically panting.

AMELIA (V.O.)
This bond between us is 
unbreakable, and I won’t let 
anything get in the way of that. 
It’s time to give everything; Hand 
ourselves over; To make this life 
we’ve chosen complete.

Her hands are covered in blood. The white noise is 
unbearable. Robert appears lifeless. She orgasmically 
hyperventilates. Groans.

BACK TO:
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INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

Amelia groans simultaneously with a crescendo in the 
soundtrack. The music stops.

Robert looks towards her. A pride-filled smile plastered 
across his face. He is alive. This is reality.

INT. FIRST TAXI - NIGHT

Near silence within. Vibrations from a car radio, paired with 
a light wind, are heard.

Outside, an eerily dark (and narrow) country road. The head 
lights shine upon a haar rising under a canopy of forestry.

Lindsay and Ford are in the midst of conversation. Ford is 
tense.

FORD
I’ve got a bad feeling about this, 
Lindsay.

LINDSAY
You always do, mate. Don’t look so 
bloody worried. Besides, he’ll be 
happy to see you.

FORD
He is the least of my concerns 
right now. What’s more of a concern 
is Amelia, and how fuckin’ weird 
she was about it last time. It’s 
like she enjoys this shit.

LINDSAY
And you don’t?

FORD
Don’t get me started about Dave.

LINDSAY
Right, have you got something you 
need to get off of your chest?

FORD
Could do to talk frankly for a hot 
fucking minute, like.

LINDSAY
Go on, then.

Ford hesitates. Something is troubling him.
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FORD
Christ. I really should learn when 
to shut the fuck up.

Lindsay grows frustrated.

LINDSAY
Listen, I don’t really know what 
happened between you, Dave and Jake 
last year. In fact, from what I 
last remember, you and Dave were 
fucking like rabbits in your dad’s 
office half an hour before we were 
called. You know how I know that? 

FORD
No, please tell me.

LINDSAY
Because you were half fucking 
naked, off your face, and reeked of 
sex when it started. So whatever 
changed in that half-a-fucking-
hour, whatever you’ve been hiding 
from us, whatever has been 
troubling you for an entire fucking 
year- 

FORD
What’s been troubling me? Oh, I 
don’t know, maybe the fact that 
Jake was fucking murdered that 
night. Does that shed some light on 
the fucking situation?

Lindsay’s face drops.

LINDSAY
Jake wasn’t murdered. If you 
believe that, you’re delusional. 
Unless you’re insinuating one of us-

FORD
Well.

LINDSAY
This isn’t a game of fucking 
Cluedo. Are you serious?  

FORD
Chill out.

LINDSAY
Ditto.
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FORD
How far are we?

Lindsay reveals a clear glass quarter-sized bottle from her 
bra. It contains a curious red liquid.

LINDSAY
Drink?

FORD
Think I’ll pass-

LINDSAY
Oh, shut the fuck up. You can’t hit 
me with all that, and not need a 
drink

Lindsay forcefully hands the bottle over to Ford. He rolls 
his eyes.

FORD
You’re awful.

He takes a swig of the red liquid. Recoils.

FORD (CONT'D)
Ugh! Disgusting. What is it?

LINDSAY
Don’t be such a twat. It’s just 
something to calm the nerves. You 
really need to chill the fuck out.

Lindsay takes a swig. Ford sits back in his seat. Takes a 
deep breath. Looks out into the distance through the front 
window. 

White noise builds, faintly.

A humanoid FIGURE emerges within the fog. It seems as though 
the TAXI DRIVER is obliviously approaching.

Ford recognises the figure as Jake. A much taller, lightly 
glowing, FIGURE is stood behind. It slowly consumes a 
struggling Jake. He appears to be bloodcurdlingly screaming, 
through a deafening silence.

Ford panics. Unbuckles his seatbelt. Leaps forward. 

FORD
No! No! NO!!! Stop the car, you’re 
going to fucking hit him!
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The taxi comes to an emergency stop. Ford scrambles for the 
door. EXITS.

LINDSAY
Ford! What the fuck are you doing?!

(Towards TAXI DRIVER)
I am so sorry.

She EXITS.

LINDSAY (CONT'D)
FORD!

EXT. NARROW COUNTRYSIDE BACKROAD - CONTINUOUS

Twenty feet ahead, Ford is consumed by the taxi’s headlights. 
He examines the area. Nothing. Jake has vanished.

Lindsay approaches. 

Silence.

LINDSAY
Ford, what the fuck?

FORD
I- I don’t understand.

(Towards LINDSAY)
What is in that bottle?!

LINDSAY
You’ve lost me. What?

FORD
I just saw my fucking dead brother 
in the middle of the road.

LINDSAY
You... What?

FORD hesitates.

FORD
Do you have anymore?

LINDSAY
What, this? Need to leave some for 
the others, mate. She’ll kill me if 
we run out.

FORD
Fair enough.
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He looks down. Brushes past her.

LINDSAY
Ford!

He stops. Closes his eyes. Takes an audibly nervous deep 
breath.

INT. DARK SPACE - UNDISTINGUISHED

He opens his eyes. White noise is deafening.

Lindsay’s hands are covered in blood. She smirks maliciously.

LINDSAY
He never fucking cared about you.

Ford’s eyes widen. He looks down. His hands are covered in 
blood. He gasps. Blinks.

BACK TO:

EXT. NARROW BACKROAD IN THE COUNTRYSIDE - NIGHT

White Noise cuts out. Ford spins around to face Lindsay.

FORD
What did you say?!

LINDSAY
I was about to say you’re bat shit 
crazy. I mean look, you’ve bloody 
traumatised the poor guy. 

Ford looks at his hands. They are clean.

Lindsay brushes past him. Grabs his arm. Drags him towards 
the taxi.

LINDSAY (CONT'D)
We’re going to be late. You’re 
about to fuck this up for the 
second year in a row. Get in!

They ENTER.

Drive away. 

Complete darkness falls.

END ACT TWO

24.



25.

ACT THREE

EXT. FOYER - NIGHT

An old-fashioned doorbell chimes.

Blaire and Jules are stood outside. Jules is slightly 
trepidatious. Blaire is eagerly awaiting. Both are dressed to 
impress.

The night is in limbo, whilst awaiting a clear beginning.

Two oversized doors open, revealing Amelia and Robert. A 
formal dress-code is now apparent.

Amelia embraces Blaire.

AMELIA
Blaire! It’s been so long.

BLAIRE
Almost didn’t recognise your face.

AMELIA
How are you?

BLAIRE
Better than ever. You look 
stunning, as ever.

AMELIA
Same to you.

(Towards JULES)
And you must be?

JULES
Jules. Heard a lot about you.

AMELIA
Well, welcome to Marwick Place. 
It’s-

ROBERT
Just a little investment. Nothing 
too extravagant.

JULES
You don’t say?

BLAIRE
Jules, this is Robert.
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JULES
Pleasure. You two know each other?

BLAIRE
Old acquaintances.

ROBERT
If that’s what you want to call it.

JULES
Tell me more.

BLAIRE
Enough with the questions.

AMELIA
Right. It’s colder than the hinges 
of hell out here. Let’s get a 
couple of drinks in before the 
others get here. Shall we?

Amelia leads inside. Robert follows.

Jules is bewildered.

JULES
Wow. That was weirdly formal. I 
thought you told me that Robert 
was, and I believe I quote 
precisely, “perfect for Amelia”?

BLAIRE
I lied.

JULES
Shocking.

BLAIRE
He’s a conceited misogynist, and 
she’s wrapped around his little 
cock. It’s almost poetic.

JULES
Jeez. I feel like I need a tab of 
acid just to stand in his presence.

BLAIRE
I’ll cheers to that.

Blaire smiles.
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INT. KITCHEN - UNDISTINGUISHED

Blaire is in a frenzy of rage. A glass, filled with a blood 
red liquid, soars rapidly across the room, hitting the wall 
behind Robert. He ducks for safety.

ROBERT
Impressive. Next time, aim for my 
face.

AMELIA
Robert!

Blaire acquires an empty champagne bottle. Smashes it against 
the marble counter.

INT. DARK SPACE - UNDISTINGUISHED

White Noise is overbearing.

Amelia and Jules are frozen. Robert’s eyes are blood red. 
Blaire is shaking with terror seething from her expression.

ROBERT
You know it’s no use, Blaire. With 
his blood on your hands. You’re 
weak. 

Blaire’s hands are covered in thick blood. She takes a sharp - 
muffled - gasp. Her mouth is sealed closed.

ROBERT (CONT'D)
Come and get me, Blaire. Come on. 
It’s what you’ve always desired. 
It’s what you fucking asked for! 
Come on! Come on! COME ON!

Blaire prepares to charge. A clear path emerges between her 
and Robert.

She sprints. Robert is unthreatened, laughing menacingly.

The space stretches the two between opposite ends, as if 
Blaire is battling a treadmill.

Her legs freeze in place. Robert vanishes.

She look to her left. Robert is stood next to her. A grip on 
her hand.

ROBERT (CONT'D)
Hi, Blaire.
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He forcefully kisses her. She squeezes her eyes shut.

BACK TO:

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

White Noise stops.

Blaire gasps. Her hands are clean. The champagne bottle is in 
tact. She is perplexed by the illusion.

Jules is mixing a beverage.

JULES
Blaire, you alright?

BLAIRE
Gimme a fag.

JULES
What?

BLAIRE
Just gimme a fag, Jules!

JULES
Alright, alright. Jeez!

She rushes away.

Amelia notices, with the intent to follow. She wanders over 
to the island counter, procuring two champagne flutes. Delays 
her next move. Simply smiles.

EXT. STAIRWELL - CONTINUOUS

Blaire is sat a few steps down from the front door. 

She clasps the cigarette tightly between her lips, and makes 
three failed attempts at lighting it. Sighs.

BLAIRE
For fuck sake!

Amelia ENTERS. Her presence is given away by the sound of her 
stiletto heels against the concrete. She notices Blaire 
struggling.

AMELIA
Champagne is your best friend on 
nights like this.
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BLAIRE
I almost murdered your boyfriend.

Although this was merely an illusion, Amelia treats this 
statement as though it happened in real time. Given tonights 
circumstances, she understands entirely.

AMELIA
Can’t blame you.

BLAIRE
Oh please, the potent stench of sex 
is steaming off you.

Amelia sits next to Blaire.

AMELIA
You’re nervous.

BLAIRE
Can you really blame me at this 
point?

AMELIA
Down in one?

BLAIRE
Cheers, bitch.

They drink.

AMELIA
You know he’s all bark and no bite, 
right?

BLAIRE
Doesn’t make it any easier. I just 
want this to be over.

AMELIA
I know-

BLAIRE
It’s really fucking with my head. 
Isn’t exactly helping that it’s 
Jake’s anniversary either.

AMELIA
That’s why we’re here. When it’s 
done, it’s done.

BLAIRE
Why are you speaking in riddles? 
It’s not helping.
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AMELIA
Should I have just brought the 
whole bottle out?

BLAIRE
It’s just becoming so tedious. 
Like, what if we fuck it again?

AMELIA
We won’t. Tonight changes things. 
Forever.

BLAIRE
Ugh. Where’s Lindsay with that 
drink, anyway? Could use a bit of a 
pick-me-up.

Headlights shine upon them from the distance.

AMELIA
You may have just summoned them.

The others have arrived. Amelia stands in anticipation. The 
inevitable is upon them.

EXT. FOUNTAIN - CONTINUOUS

Dave exits a red car. He, like the others, is dressed to 
impress. He examines MARWICK PLACE in awe.

MOMENTS LATER

Lindsay and Ford stand opposite Blaire and Amelia. Dave is 
positioned between the two couples, as if being reserved as 
the awkward fifth wheel.

Ford and Dave simultaneously lock eye contact. Memories begin 
to flood back.

The taxis head lights gleam as it reverses backwards.

EXT. SCIENCE CLASSROOM - DAY - FLASHBACK

Four years prior. Ford and Dave are passionately kissing.

Dave pulls away.

DAVE
I love you.
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White lights are gleaming from Dave’s eye sockets, blinding 
Ford. 

They stretch apart. The light becomes more intense.

Ford reaches out.

FORD
I-

EXT. SCHOOL FOOTBALL PITCH - DAY - FLASHBACK

Three years prior. Dave and Ford are next to a set of goal-
posts. Dave is trembling. Ford is on the verge of tears.

FORD
What the fuck is happening?!

DAVE
It’s got us!

FORD (CONT'D)
No-

DAVE (CONT'D)
It’s got us!

FORD (CONT'D)
Dave-

DAVE (CONT'D)
It’s fucking got me, Ford!

Dave speeds past Ford, rubbing his hands together 
frantically. Hyperventilating. He stops. They are back-to-
back.

White Noise squeals. Dave’s expression converts to a sinister 
snarl. 

DAVE (CONT'D)
He’s dead, Ford. He’s dead.

Ford freezes. Dave laughs at him.

DAVE (CONT'D)
It’s over, Ford!

Tears stream down Ford’s face. He takes a painfully sharp 
breath.

DAVE (CONT'D)
OH MY GOD! WHAT THE FUCK IS THAT?! 
HOLY SHIT! FORD! FORD!

Ford swings around. It’s a trap.
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INT. DARK SPACE - UNDISTINGUISHED - FLASHBACK

Ford and Dave standing over Jake’s body. Both are in 
distress.

Jake’s body combusts.

Through flames, Jake’s mouth abnormally gapes. Produces a 
high pitched wailing. A blinding red light shines between 
Ford and Dave.

JAKE
FORD!

Blood uncontrollably streams from Ford’s eyes.

LINDSAY (V.O.)
FORD!

Ford and Dave rhythmically scream. Blood pours.

It builds.

END FLASHBACK.

END ACT THREE
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ACT FOUR

EXT. COUNTRYSIDE BONFIRE - NIGHT - FLASHBACK

One year prior. It is past midnight. An enraged inferno burns 
wildly in the middle of rural farmland. The fire burns upon a 
series of logs, twigs, and human remains. The unsettling idea 
of burning flesh is looming. 

Amelia, Lindsay, Blaire, and Dave stare into the flames in a 
trance-like state.

They raise their hands in unison, goading the inferno. 

Meanwhile, Ford is a few hundred yards out-with the circle. 
Wailing in despair. Within the fetal position. The echo of 
his cry is haunting.  

Amelia’s head swings around, revealing pitch black eyes and a 
threatening smirk. She takes a sharp breath.

The moment falls hauntingly silent.

Ford unwillingly pauses. Wide-eyed. 

He has a seizure.

Everything is black.

END FLASHBACK.

EXT. FOUNTAIN - NIGHT

Ford’s flashbacks, at this point, create an uncontrollable 
out of body experience. Haunted by the thought of this night, 
and what is involved, he is reduced to a state of 
hyperventilation. 

Everybody is staring. Amelia is subtly smirking, unbeknownst 
to the others.

LINDSAY
Ford!

AMELIA
Ford. I trust you’re alright?

Ford’s breathing pattern returns to normal. His eyes lock 
with Amelia. He is confused.
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FORD
Yes.

AMELIA
Good.

Amelia’s eyes wander to Lindsay, which queues the bottle of 
red liquid out from her bra. Amelia snatches it.

She takes a swig. 

Repelled, she passes the bottle to Blaire, who takes a swig. 
This is followed by Dave. All are equally repelled.

BLAIRE
Fuck me, that’s dire.

DAVE
Can’t disagree with that.

AMELIA
How are we all?

DAVE
Aye, grand.

LINDSAY
Couldn’t think of a better 
way to spend my Friday night, 
honestly.

FORD

Never better.

BLAIRE
Nice new car you’ve got there, 
doll.

DAVE
It’s a rental. Proper sexy, like. 
Very masc-for-masc.

Lindsay laughs.

DAVE (CONT'D)
What?!

LINDSAY

Oh, please. Daddy Dave?

FORD
There’s a title.

DAVE (CONT'D)

Nice ring to it, actually.

BLAIRE
You’re calling yourself ‘daddy’ 
now?
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DAVE
It wasn’t fucking self 
professed!

BLAIRE (CONT'D)

... Right.

DAVE (CONT'D)
I was merely agreeing with Lindsay.

LINDSAY
There’s a twist.

DAVE
Oh, lick my hole.

LINDSAY (CONT'D)

Think you’d like that a bit 
too much, mate.

DAVE (CONT'D)
That is not a discussion I’m ready 
to have.

BLAIRE
Dave, I love you, but you’d shag a 
hole in a brick wall if it meant 
getting your end away. 

DAVE
As if!

BLAIRE (CONT'D)
In fairness, you were already 
shaggin’ Ford.

A gasp. Lindsay holds back laughter. She caves in.

FORD
Right, cut the shit.
What’s on the agenda, then?

AMELIA
Put your breaks on, Ford. Christ!

LINDSAY
We aren’t sacrificing anything, are 
we? Or summoning a demon?

BLAIRE
We’ve certainly travelled that road 
before.

Without hesitation:

AMELIA
He wants us to play the game. 

The mood shifts. They all internally recoil.
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BLAIRE
Well, fuck me, you didn’t 
mention that part...

DAVE

... Did anyone else's 
arsehole just clench?

LINDSAY
That’s great.

AMELIA
I hope you all understand the 
importance of this. The 
subjects-

LINDSAY (CONT'D)

- No, I get it. It’s not like 
we’ll remember anything 
anyway.

FORD
Bullshit though, ain’t it?

AMELIA
Yeah? And what do you suppose we 
do, Ford?

FORD
Ignore it.

AMELIA
Don’t be so fucking stupid. You’re 
forgetting that we signed up for 
this. It’s a contract. Four years 
in the making. It’s all part of his 
plan.

FORD
Oh, fuck his plan!

AMELIA
You’re a right stubborn prick, you 
know that?

BLAIRE
Stop it, you two! Part of his plan 
or not, Jules didn’t sign up for 
this. I mean, what the fuck? Have I 
just thrown a lamb to slaughter 
here?

They all look towards Blaire.

Blaire looks as though she might throw up. She stares at an 
uncertain Amelia. She cannot answer that question.
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INT. FOYER - MOMENTS LATER

The mansion’s front doors swing open. An alluring portrait of 
five anxious - yet excited - friends enter the space.

Amelia’s stiletto heel sounds against the marble flooring. 
The above lights flicker uncontrollably. 

Something invisible to the naked eye has entered alongside 
them.

INT. DARK SPACE - UNDISTINGUISHED

The five friends have plunged into darkness.

Their outfits and bodies are ripped and covered in blood. 
This is a brief encounter.

BACK TO:

INT. FOYER - NIGHT

The above lights have adjusted themselves to a sense of 
reality. 

The bottom of a crystal chandelier sparkles under the 
lighting. The intensity is blinding.

EXT. STAIRWELL - CONTINUOUS

Outside. A crow lands on the front step.

The two doors slam shut. 

The startled crow squeals and flies in an upward direction.

A rusting sign reads “MARWICK PLACE”. 

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

A party atmosphere emerges, which reeks with a vibe of low-
budget 90s disco tech, despite there only being seven bodies 
in the room.

House music blares. Drinks flow. Lights flash. Bodies dance. 
It is the calm before the storm.

Through an energetic sweat, a drunk Blaire keeps an anxiously 
watchful eye on Jules. He is awkwardly advancing upon an open 
Robert.
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Lindsay is infatuated with observing Ford and Dave. They are 
awkwardly standing side-by-side at the drinks counter.

Amelia’s eyes wander across the space, capturing Blaire, 
Lindsay, Jules and Robert.

Ford and Dave are refilling their drinks. One is not 
acknowledging the presence of the other, and vice versa.

With little hesitation, Ford exchanges a look. Dave follows. 
It is almost immature. Neither truly know what to do. 

Dave EXITS. Ford’s eyes wander. He looks down at his drink. 
Drinks the entire glass in one. Follows.

INT. BATHROOM - MOMENTS LATER

One of MARWICK PLACE’s more compact rooms. All of the usual 
bathroom furnishings, with a unique (and unusual) 
contemporary art piece on the wall, which portrays two 
individuals making love in the face of crisis.

Dave and Ford, against the wall next to the portrait, 
passionately kiss and undress each other. It is intense. 

They briefly stop.

FORD
I’m supposed to fucking hate 
you.

DAVE

... Yeah? And how’s that 
narrative working out for 
you?

FORD (CONT'D)
Fucking terribly!

Ford pounces. They kiss. Ford pulls away.

FORD (CONT'D)
No, it just seems-

DAVE

Weird? I know-

They kiss. Dave pulls away.

DAVE (CONT'D)
Fuck it. Just let it happen-

They kiss. Ford pulls away.

FORD
It all just seems weirdly 
familiar-

DAVE (CONT'D)

Don’t ruin it!
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They kiss. Prolonged. Ford pulls away, one final time.

FORD (CONT'D)
It’s Jakes anniversary.

Dave deflates.

DAVE
Stop, Ford. I don’t want to.

FORD
Yeah. I’m right there with 
you-

DAVE (CONT'D)

Then why bring it up?

FORD (CONT'D)
I just can’t stop thinking about 
it.

DAVE
No. Something else is going on.

Ford refuses to make eye contact with him.

DAVE (CONT'D)
I know you. Hell, I know us. We 
don’t just randomly stop talking 
until we’re forced to see each 
other. I’m constantly fucking 
terrified. Like on a different 
level to last time. Something has 
changed-

FORD
I’m starting to remember.

Dave internally recoils.

DAVE
You’re what?

FORD
Like, I’m having these weirdly 
vivid nightmares. But they happen 
at any given moment. Randomly. They 
have, like, a storyline? It’s not 
like I go to sleep, and wake up, 
and it’s gone. Something is always 
there, relishing in this idea that 
I literally having no fucking 
recollection of that night. I 
remember talking to Jake, and 
feeling physically fucking sick to 
tell him something that I can’t 
remember. 

(MORE)

39.



FORD (CONT'D)
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Next thing I know, I’m waking up in 
my parents bed to the smell of a 
bonfire, and the news that Jake 
killed himself. But, for what? Out 
of what? Out of fear? Out of some 
pre existing mental health 
condition that I didn’t fucking 
know about?! And now, I see him, 
and you, and Lindsay, and Blaire, 
and fucking Amelia in every single 
nightmare. It’s like I’m having 
these hallucinations, delusions, or 
whatever. And it’s fucking with my 
head!

Dave is speechless. He remembers.

FORD (CONT'D)
And now I feel like everyone is 
fucking lying to me at my expense.

Dave hesitantly places his hand on Ford’s shoulder. He takes 
a sharp breath, as if to say something, yet remains utterly 
speechless.

FORD (CONT'D)
And I swear to god, if someone 
doesn’t tell me exactly what 
happened on that night... I’ll be 
next.

A moment of hesitation.

DAVE
Okay. Okay, I’ll-

A knock on the door.

LINDSAY (O.C.)
Ford?! Dave?!

INT. FIRST FLOOR HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Lindsay is pressed up against the door.

LINDSAY
I fucking knew you two couldn’t 
keep your hands off each other. 
Downstairs ASAP. In the lounge, 
with the candlestick.

(She laughs)
Amelia has informed me that “it’s 
time”, so hurry up!

FORD (CONT'D)
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She stumbles down the hallway. Traditional. Lined with a 
range of contemporary art pieces portraying obscure sexual 
energy, morbid death, and portraits of Amelia, Lindsay, 
Blaire, Ford, and Dave. Marwick Place has been waiting. 

A stretch of red and black carpeting runs down the middle of 
marble flooring. The corridor is dimly lit, producing a hazy 
warm light solely through small lamps lining the walls.

Further down the corridor is a portrait photograph of Amelia 
and Robert. Lindsay stops dead in her tracks.

She aggressively smashes her champagne flute against the 
wall.

She kisses the painting. Leaving a smudge of red lipstick.

She rips a cross out of the portrait. Looks pleased with the 
outcome.

She blinks, revealing pitch black eyes. A subtle change of 
expression emerges from the depths of her desire to raise 
hell. For the first time, we encounter truly evil intent.

INT. BASEMENT - CONTINUOUS

A iron victorian black cast - unlit - fireplace alone in the 
distance of an empty space.

White Noise is heard. It is hellishly loud, and submerges 
into a deeper state of panic.

AMELIA (V.O.)
Jules must participate with the 
rest. As such, Robert is no 
exception. It doesn’t want them, 
per se. It, however, equally does 
not want them to walk free. It’s 
time.

The fireplace combusts.

DAVE (V.O.)
So. What I’m trying to say. Jake 
didn’t kill himself.

It is time.

END ACT FOUR
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ACT FIVE

INT. LOUNGE - MIDNIGHT

Large space possesses medium-sized oak wood table. On top, 
five glasses contain a peculiar dark-green liquid. Likewise, 
four wooden chairs placed beneath an abnormally large 
red/black throne complete the circle.

Hung above the throne is an unusual piece of black canvas 
conveying a simplistic five-piece circle, surrounding a 
bright red dot centrally. At either side, two red candle 
sticks are burning in simple holders, dripping wax. 

The room is dimly lit.

Amelia occupies the throne. She wears a long, red, evening 
gown. Blaire, Lindsay, Ford, and Dave occupy the wooden 
chairs. They all stand.

AMELIA
Desired one. We understand our 
place here tonight. Replenish our 
souls, almighty Berith.

BLAIRE
We call for you in June. A month of 
your most potent power. Tonight we 
gift life upon death.

FORD
We sacrifice ourselves to you. 

DAVE
Upon the sacrifice of our loved 
one, we understand the importance 
of family.

BLAIRE
We understand the importance

BLAIRE (CONT'D)
Of you.

LINDSAY
Of you.

DAVE
For you represent trust,

DAVE (CONT'D)
And love,

FORD
And love,
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FORD (CONT'D)
And cleanse our souls with darkness 
and grief.

BLAIRE
In the spirit of a lost past,

LINDSAY
In the spirit of a lost past,

LINDSAY (CONT'D)
A grieving present,

AMELIA
And a controlled future.

FORD
Three years upon this day marks the 
anniversary of our dedication.

BLAIRE
Two years upon this day marks the 
anniversary of our desperation.

DAVE
One year upon this day marks the 
anniversary of our... despair.

Ford glares at Dave with a fear in his eye.

AMELIA
And today marks the beginning of 
our undivided devotion.

LINDSAY
Tonight, we vow to prove this new 
found devotion.

BLAIRE
By the luring,

DAVE
Taunting,

FORD
And slaying of your chosen victims,

LINDSAY
Who lay helplessly around Marwick 
Place,

BLAIRE
For your pleasure,

BLAIRE (CONT'D)
And ours.

AMELIA
And ours.
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All five extend their diamond encrusted rings into the centre 
of the circle. An offering to Berith.

LINDSAY
Choose us as we chose you.

BLAIRE (CONT'D)
Choose us as we chose you.

DAVE
Choose us as we chose you.

FORD
Choose us as we chose you.

AMELIA
Choose us as we chose you. 
It’s time.

Two candlesticks are blown out. 

In unison, they close their eyes, and take a deep breath in.

Upon opening, their eyeballs are pitch black.

The lights above flicker briefly.

Amelia, Lindsay, Blaire, and Dave stare at Ford silently.

Ford lifts his glass, and downs it in one without hesitation.

The remaining members of the group lift their glasses, drink 
half, and pour the remaining liquid over their heads.

AMELIA (CONT'D)
Ready?

Dave takes Ford’s hand.

BLAIRE
More than.

LINDSAY
Let’s fucking do this.

Amelia smiles. It begins.

INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

A light above the island counter softly flickers.

FORD (V.O.)
Jake. Listen to me. He want’s one 
of us to be eliminated.

The light flickers to darkness.
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INT. LOUNGE - CONTINUOUS

Close in on Ford.

FORD (V.O.)
Everything is on the line. 
Everything we’ve sacrificed relies 
on this. We can’t fuck this up.

INT. FIRST FLOOR HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

A single wooden door at the hallways end point.

FORD (V.O.)
He doesn’t want us together. 

The defaced portrait of Amelia and Robert.

FORD (V.O.)
It doesn’t want blood family a part 
of this.

The lights flicker to darkness.

INT. LOUNGE - CONTINUOUS

Lights are flickering aggressively.

FORD (V.O.)
We don’t have choice. We asked for 
this. We- I searched for this life.

Ford remembers.

FORD (V.O.)
I’m so sorry, Jake. I love you.

A menacing smirk creeps upon his expression. A tear of blood 
trickles down his cheek.

INT. BASEMENT - CONTINUOUS

The fireplace expands dramatically.

It goes out.

INT. MARWICK PLACE - FIRST FLOOR HALLWAY - 1AM

Darkness.
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Blaire kicks down a door that she passes. 

She briefly looks inside, and moves on.

Blood curdling screams, slashes and pleads come from the 
distance. Marwick Place has become a slaughterhouse. 

Blaire belligerently rips Amelia and Robert’s portrait from 
the wall. She shows no remorse. A scream turns into laughter. 

A clattering noise from behind startles her. She swiftly 
approaches the bathroom, with the intent to kill.

BLAIRE
Fuck yes!

She kicks down the door. 

INT. BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS

Jules is in curled up in the corner of the bathroom, beneath 
the art piece. He is petrified, with several deep cuts on his 
face.

Blaire’s eyes widen.

BLAIRE
Jules!

JULES
Blaire?! What the fuck is 
going on?! 
What the fuck is this?!

BLAIRE (CONT'D)

Shh!
Shh!

He catches glimpse of Blaire’s eyes. Recoils.

JULES (CONT'D)
You’re eyes- Blaire, what the 
fuck?!

Blaire looks around frantically.

BLAIRE
Shut up! Shut up! Listen to me. If 
you want to get out of here alive, 
I need you to listen to me very 
fucking carefully. Right?

JULES
What the fuck are you talking 
about? Alive?! What the fuck am I-
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BLAIRE
Listen! You need to run. Don’t ask 
any questions. Just run. Got it?

JULES
What about you?

BLAIRE
That doesn’t matter. Bringing you 
here was a mistake. I know that 
much. So please, just run! To the 
left, downstairs, you’ll get to the 
foyer, the front doors are right 
there. Don’t hesitate, don’t look 
back, just run as far away from 
here as fucking possible.  I’m so 
sorry, Jules.

Jules breath trembles. He is lost for words.

Blaire is desperately controlling her urge to kill. She is 
cracking, as if her priorities have completely shifted.

Jules very slowly stands. With one final - disgusted - look 
at Blaire, he runs away.

Blaire, trembling, looks blankly ahead.

INT. FOYER - CONTINUOUS

Jules runs down the stairs. He approaches two oversized 
doors. They are locked. He panics. Desperately twists and 
pulls the door knobs with no success. Kicks the door.

JULES
SHIT!

Ford appears behind him.

FORD
Hello, Jules.

Jules turns. Startled by the sight of Ford. He leans against 
the door. Attempts the door knob again.

Ford is stood a few feet away from him. Blood covers both 
hands. He caresses the tip of a bloody hunting knife. 

FORD (CONT'D)
I believe that we are yet to be 
acquainted.
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JULES
I was actually just leaving.

Ford approaches Jules. Slowly.

FORD
That won’t be necessary. You see, 
Jules, I’m afraid that this is one 
of those situations where your 
participation is not only desired, 
but required.

They are face to face.

FORD (CONT'D)
With that being said, tonight is 
your lucky night.

He unlocks the door with a single touch. He breathes softly 
upon Jules’ ear.

FORD (CONT'D)
See you down there.

He takes a sharp breath.

FORD (CONT'D)
Run.

EXT. FRONT DOOR - CONTINUOUS

Jules slips backwards out of a crack in the door. He stumbles 
upon the concrete. Quickly scrambles up. Turns around. Comes 
face to face with Dave. 

Dave is covered head-to-toe in blood, and carries a similar 
hunting knife. He laughs.

DAVE
You didn’t think it was going to be 
that easy, did you?

Dave slits Jules’ throat. Blood pours from the wound. Jules 
chokes. Dave taunts him, mocking his pain. 

Jules bumps into Ford.

FORD
Thanks for coming, Jules.

An effortless push. Jules is launched down the stairwell.
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EXT. FOUNTAIN - CONTINUOUS

Jules’ dead body lands at the bottom of the stairwell. The 
fountain is dimly lit. The lights flicker. 

INT. FOYER - CONTINUOUS

Dave takes Ford’s hand. 

Their silhouettes are outlined by faint lights upon the 
foyer.

A series of loud screams are heard from within MARWICK PLACE.

The lights flicker.

INT. BASEMENT - CONTINUOUS

White Noise.

The fireplace combusts. It expands.

INT. FIRST FLOOR HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Blaire looks around the space.

Lights are uncontrollably flickering.

She breaks down, grieving for her now deceased friend. The 
cracks are clear. He did not choose this.

INT. LOUNGE - CONTINUOUS

Amelia is straddling the naked body of a mutilated deceased 
FEMALE. The same FEMALE Blaire followed from the restaurant. 
Her mouth is covered in splattered blood. 

Lights are uncontrollably flickering.

She smiles.

It is dark again.

INT. FIRST FLOOR HALLWAY - 2AM

The defaced portrait of Amelia and Robert is on its side, 
leaning against the wall.

Robert runs past it, disrupting a brief moment of silence. 
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He is barely surviving, with cuts and bruising across his 
entire body. His shirt is unbuttoned. 

He approaches a door.

INT. FIRST BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Upon a king sized bed, Ford mounts Dave next to an arbitrary 
placed naked male’s dead body. They too are completely naked, 
and covered in blood. They are having sex.

Two further (dead) naked male bodies are tied to wooden 
chairs, providing an audience.  

The door slowly opens. Robert slowly enters. Instead of being 
repelled, he observes in disbelief. For a moment, he might 
actually enjoy the display.

Dave’s hands run down Ford’s back, grabbing his buttocks. 
Blood spreads across his body, creating a compelling pattern, 
almost worthy of an obscure art piece.

Ford lifts his head. Faces Robert. He reaches one hand out 
towards Robert, inviting him to join.

Robert contemplates for a moment.

He quickly exits.

INT. FIRST FLOOR HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Robert slams the door, and holds it shut. Takes a few 
panicked deep breaths. He aggressively slaps his forehead 
three times.

ROBERT
What the fuck?!

He stumbles around. Amelia is uncomfortably close to him. She 
grabs his bulge.

AMELIA
Hello, my love.

Before Robert can speak, she grabs his hair, and slams his 
head up against the wall.

He is unconscious.
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INT. SECOND BEDROOM - 3AM (DEVIL’S HOUR)

Dimly lit red lights create an air of dark desires within a 
large perverted sex dungeon, finished with an ensuite 
bathroom upon entering. A bright light is flooding through a 
crack in the bathroom’s door. Shattered windows are boarded 
up, yet a light breeze makes it’s way through the crevices. 

Another king sized bed, decorated with all-black sheets, 
displays the portrait of Robert and Lindsay on the wall 
behind. Robert’s image is defaced, and painted with blood.

Robert is sprawled across the bed. His wrists and ankles are 
bound to the four posts by thick fetish roping. He is half 
naked, wearing nothing but loose boxer briefs. The exposed 
skin is lacerated, with prominent lesions across his face. He 
remains unconscious, whilst gagged at the mouth with a flimsy 
piece of cloth. 

Next to him, Blaire squirms. Pleasures herself. Soft moans 
arise as she strokes a small knife against her thigh and 
towards her crotch. She wears all-black lingerie and stiletto 
heels. 

She pounces on top of Robert. Aggressively slaps him across 
the face.

Robert wakes with a muffled gasp.

BLAIRE
Oh, good. You’re awake.

Robert attempts to move. His aggressive shrieks are muffled.

ROBERT
FUCK YOU!

Blaire leans over and kisses him on the cheek. She elegantly 
bounces off of the bed. 

Amelia is standing at the edge, with a red fetish leather 
whip. She wears all-red lingerie and heels.

ROBERT (CONT'D)
WHAT THE FUCK IS THIS SHIT?!

AMELIA
What’s the matter, my love? Too 
vanilla? Just you wait.

Blaire approaches Amelia. Knocks the whip from her grasp. 
They passionately kiss. Robert gazes upon them longingly.

He screams.
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BLAIRE
Oh, shut the fuck up!

Blaire cracks the whip directly between Robert’s thighs, 
within an inch of his crotch. He whimpers. Tears escape his 
eyes. He sweats profusely.

ROBERT
FUCK! Please...

Amelia leaps upon Robert. She bites his ear softly.

AMELIA
Oh, I like it when you beg.

She pins his bound wrists against the mattress. Nose to nose. 
She removes his gag with her teeth.

AMELIA (CONT'D)
Now, fucking beg!

ROBERT
Please. Amelia. You- You don’t have 
to do this-

She covers his mouth with her right hand, which smothers 
blood across his cheeks.

AMELIA
Shhhh. Shhhh. It’s too late for 
that shit, Robert. Lindsay!

Robert struggles. The en suite bathroom door opens. A figure 
emerges from the bright light which is flooding out.

Lindsay is wearing all-black lingerie and heels. She bares a 
large silver machete, and swings it around in a Ferris Wheel 
motion. She wanders over and places herself next to Blaire.   

Amelia kisses Robert on the forehead. 

AMELIA (CONT'D)
You’ve been wonderful, my love. 
It’s time to finish what we 
started, and it’s all about you. 
You are final piece of the puzzle. 
Aren’t you excited?

Blaire and Lindsay leap on the bed, assuming positions next 
to Robert and Amelia.

AMELIA (CONT'D)
I didn’t want it to end up like 
this. I really didn’t. 

(MORE)
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But, don’t you feel special? You’ll 
get to finally meet the one who 
made all this possible. He’s going 
to love you.

The machete is passed over to Amelia. 

The room’s door swings open with what appears to be a gust of 
wind.

White Noise.

AMELIA (CONT'D)
Thank you for everything, my love. 
I’ll see you soon.

Amelia lightly places the machete sideways upon ROBERT’s 
face. He hyperventilates. He pleads for his life, which is 
met by laughter between the three girls. 

AMELIA (CONT'D)
Hail Berith.

The machete is lifted ever so slightly.

AMELIA (CONT'D)
Hail Berith.

Amelia lifts the machete above her head, slowly. Blaire and 
Lindsay watch in anticipation.

AMELIA (CONT'D)
Till death do us part, my love.

Amelia looks dead in Robert’s eyes. Smiles.

AMELIA (CONT'D)
And it’s true.

Deafening silence.

AMELIA (CONT'D)
Death is a sick fuck.

Amelia screams. She brutally stabs Robert in the centre of 
his chest. 

Blood rains upon Amelia, Lindsay and Blaire. They relish in 
it.

He is dead.

AMELIA (CONT'D)
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INT. FIRST FLOOR HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER

A curious brown wooden door at the end of the very end of the 
hallway is opened a slight crack.

Amelia emerges from the bedroom, followed by Blaire and 
Lindsay. The three are covered blood. They dance out of the 
room. Amelia is placed centrally, with Blaire and Lindsay at 
either side. Powerful. Sexy. Evil Charlies Angels. They strut 
down the hallway. Laugh. Proud of their accomplishment. Pure 
joy, personified.

Dave and Ford drag Robert’s lifeless body from the room. They 
are both half-naked, and covered in blood. 

Dave and Ford take his body towards the BROWN DOOR.

Dave opens the door. Drags the body inside.

Robert’s body joins one of two large piles of the deceased, 
leading towards a ritualistic shrine. 

Red candles surround a curious portrait depicting a RED HORSE 
mounted by a MALE dressed as a 15TH CENTURY SOLDIER. He bares 
a GOLDEN CROWN. This is BERITH, a Great Duke of Hell.

Dave falls to his knees before the portrait.

DAVE
Hail, Berith!

Ford follows in.

Slams the door.

A blinding red light shines through the doors KEYHOLE.

EXT. FRONT DOOR - MORNING

Outside. The doors are sealed shut.

Birds chirp. Leaves rustle. A light wind blows over the top 
of soothing piano music, which plays from inside.

Briefly, a crow lands upon the front step. It is calming, in 
a sense.

It is disturbed by SOMETHING. Quickly disappears.
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INT. LIVING SPACE - CONTINUOUS

The room is brightly lit, as the morning sun consumes the 
space through the cracks of thin curtains. They are half-way 
drawn. Oddly calm.

Dave plays a grand piano. Sits centrally. Ford sits next to 
him, his head rests on Dave’s shoulder. They are no longer 
covered in blood. Their eyes have resumed to their usual 
state.

Lindsay, Amelia and Blaire enter. They all wear matching 
white bathing robes.

Their DIAMOND ENCRUSTED RINGS have been replaced by PURE GOLD 
RINGS.

Everybody appears extremely fresh.

Amelia smirks. Closes her eyes. Takes a deep breath.

An OLD FASHIONED DOORBELL CHIMES. 

Her eyes open. 

Everyone’s attention shifts. Dave abruptly stops playing the 
piano.

Dead silence. 

Lindsay and Blaire swing around to look in the direction of 
the front doors. Amelia has locked eye contact with a 
confused Ford and Dave.

AMELIA
It’s time.

Amelia rushes away. Joyful.

INT. FOYER - CONTINUOUS

Amelia emerges from the living room. She is clearly excited, 
for something not yet clear. Blaire and Lindsay are close 
behind, hand in hand, eagerly anticipating.

She approaches the front doors.

Grabs each door knob.

The doors open.

AMELIA
Welcome home, my love.
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Ford and Dave emerge. They immediately catch a glimpse of WHO 
is at the door.

Both of their expressions switch to shock.

Ford’s eyes widen. He struggles to take a breath.

AMELIA (CONT'D)
It certainly has been a long 
time...

Blaire and Lindsay are in a state of shock.

Amelia is thrilled.

AMELIA (CONT'D)
Jake.

JAKE is stood outside of the front doors. Bewildered.

He’s back.

END OF PILOT
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