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| NT. OFFI CE. DAY.

The | arge, open-plan office is enpty and dark except for a
square block of light around MR, 30, at her desk.

The rows of desks are plain and uniform laid out in a
depressing grid like a cattle farm

Mri stares blankly at her conputer screen, eating a plain
boil ed egg froma plastic packet that reads, ’Just Eggs’.

She taps her pen.

An email pops up and fills the dark silence with a happy
"plink-plonk’.

The email reads:

H Mri,

Yes. That’'s all good to go. Please send it through.

Dave St anner,

Accounts Overseer

DAVE, 25, wal ks out of the private office at the end of the
room lighting up the space row by row as he strides to the

exit in a smart black trenchcoat.

M RI
Cheers for that, Dave.

Dave al ready has his headphones in and wal ks past Mri
wi t hout hearing her.

She pulls a face,

M RI
Prick.

Throwi ng on her smart but worn | eather backpack, Mri
hastily shuts down her conputer.

EXT. OFFI CE BLOCK. EVEN NG

Mri qui ckmarches out of the office, sending a little nod to
t he door man.

She has her nobil e squeezed between her ear and shoul der.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED

M RI
(on the phone)
My boss went for a long golfing
l unch and the tosser only just
finished reading it. Yeah. Yeah,
know. Don’t. | can’'t even

| NT. CROWDED PUB. EVEN NG

GEMVA
Coul dn’t you have just left?

M RI
If he had tine to think about it
there’d be sonmething wong and it
woul dn’t get sent for a fortnight.

GEMVA
Sounds |i ke a nassive-
M Rl
-prick, yeah. And he's so fucking
young.
GEMVA
What a prick.

| NT. WAGAMAMA. EVENI NG

Gemma is the sanme age as Mri. She’s plunper, happier,

prettier.

She snmiles nore than Mri. They' re best friends.

M RI
(through noodl es)
and | swear he thinks he's so
good- | ooking but ut’s like, kid, if
you weren't rich you' d be al one.

GEMVA
Can we stop tal king about how nuch
you hate your boss?

M RI
If it’lIl stop himfrom existing.

GEMVA
Maybe pretend, just tonight, that
Dave Your Boss doesn’t exist.
You’' ve never net a man cal | ed Dave.

Mri takes a sip of coke.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 3.

GEMVA ( CONT’ D)
Only wonen.

M RI
Never net a wonan cal | ed Dave.

GEMVA
Wei rd.

Mri flashes her friend an apol ogetic smle over her coke.

EXT. WAGAVAMVA. NI GHT.

GEMVA
Ni ght, dude.

M R
You of f hone?

GEMVA
Not home, no.

She grins cheekily.

M Rl
What ?

She sl aps her friend to shake out answers.

GEMVA
He’'s cal |l ed Dave, actually.

Mri sucks the night air through her teeth in nock concern.

GEMVA
Shut up, he’s nice. W like this
Dave. This Dave made this Genmmm
date for the first time in-

The at nosphere turns sincere.

The wonen share a nonent. They renenber the harrow ng events
of a few nonths ago.

M RI
|’ m so happy for you, Gem

GEMVA
Yeah. This is good, isn't it.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 4.

MR
So good. You're noving forward.

They hug goodbye.

INT. MRI’S LIVING ROOM NI GHT
Mri hunms a happy tune as she pours herself a glass of rose.

She’s got cartoons on the telly, and slunps onto the sofa
with her wi ne and | aptop.

She scrolls contentedly through job listings, and feels
injected with hope.

INT. MRI’S LI VING ROOM MORNI NG

Mri is asleep on the sofa, still holding her w ne.
Breakfast gossip is on the telly.

A phone rings.

Mri splutters awake, confused, and spills her wine all down
hersel .

M Rl
Oh, fuck.

She | ooks around for the source of the weird, unfamli ar
noi se.

Then it hits her.
MR
What ! Haha.
INT. MRI'S HALLYWAY. MORNI NG
She picks up the ringing | andline handset.
M RI
(smling)
Mri speaking.
A pause.

Mri's face falls and her |egs go weak. She holds hersel f up
agai nst the wall.



I NT. SOUTH LONDON FAM LY HOVE. DAY.

Mri is holding a hysterical 50-year-old WOMAN on a
pat chwor k sof a.

the woman grabs Mri’s face in two hands.

VWOVAN
Come and see ne, Mri. Please don't
| eave nme here w t hout her.

Mri tries desperately not to just weep.

M RI
O course, Mandy.

The woman cries and |ays her head in Mri’s lap as Mri
| ooks up through her flooded eyes and neets the gaze of a
man standi ng darkly at the door.

I NT. FAM LY HOVE CORRI DOR. DAY.

Mri sniffs and wi pes away her tears as she struggles to put
her shoes on.

The man appears behi nd her.

SI MON
Last year.

Mri spins round, and tries to wi pe the tears away.

M RI
Oh, Si. I"'msorry. | have to g-

SI MON
-l ast year. When Genma came hone in
fl oods of tears and covered in

brui ses. | know you know what
happened.

M RI
Yeah Sinon, | do.

They | ook at each other.
SI MON

| found out who he was, and | beat
the shit out of him Mri.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 6.

M RI
Si non-

SI MON
-1 beat the shit out of him but
she was never the sane.
Mri fights back tears.
SI MON
She used to wake up in the night.
Scr eam ng.

M RI
This won't-

SI MON
(trying not to break down)
-You know as well as | do. There’'s
only one reason ny little sister
woul d do this.
They hol d each ot her’s gaze.
Mri knows exactly what he is saying.

It’s planting a seed in her.

| NT. OFFI CE. MORNI NG
Mri sits square at her desk, not even pretending to work.

She stares into the m ddl e-di stance, tapping her pen rapidly
on the desk.

Her thoughts and anbitions are occupi ed.

I NT. OFFI CE. LATER

MALE OFFI CE WORKER
Good weekend, Davey Boy?

Dave is strutting through the desks to his office.

DAVE
Oh yes. Friday night, mate.

He nmakes a grotesque air-hunp and wi nks at the boy.
Mri stops tapping.

She gl ares at Dave as he wafts nonchal antly past her desk.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 7.

O all the horrific coincidences...

Mri watches Dave sw ng his door shut with a whistle, and
resolves to murder him

| NT. OFFICE. NI GHT.

Al the office is dark except Mri, sitting perfectly stil
at her desk, tapping her pen and staring straight at the
door to Dave’'s office.

Suddenl y, she stops tapping.

The tinme i s now.

She marches steadily along the aisle between the desks,
illumnating the space as she goes.

She’s at the door when-

| NT. DAVE' S OFFI CE. NI GHT
Dave has opened his office door onto Mri.
Monentarily, uncertainty flickers across her.

DAVE
Yes?

The uncertainty is gone.

M R
Can | cone in, Dave?

Dave is taken aback. He | ooks at the clock on the wall, then
his i Phone, then at Mri.

A pause.
DAVE
(giving up)
Yes. | suppose so- ?
M RI
(wal ki ng in)
Mri.

He reluctantly shuts the door.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 8.

M Rl
Do you like sex, Dave?

DAVE
VWhat ?

She wal ks sensuously up to him tapping her pen at the
corner of her nouth.

He swal | ows.

She strokes his adanmis apple with the point of the pen.
Dave grins.

Excitedly, he goes to his desk chair.

Di sgust creeps over Mri. She hates teh man with everything
she has.

She spins round to face him

He is sitting in the chair, unzipping his trousers and al
bubt licking his lips with anticipation.

Furiously, with the air of a very good, very edgy,
dom natrix, Mri puts her pen on the table and renoves her
bel t.

M RI
| m upset today, Dave.
DAVE
(pl ayi ng)
Why, Mona?
M RI

[t'’s Mri.

She straps his hand to the chair with the belt and he w nces
in pleasure.

She hates that he likes it.
M RI
My best friend killed herself at
t he weekend.
Dave doesn’t quite know what to do with this infornmation.

She’s renoved his belt and is strapping down his other
Wi st.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 9.

DAVE
Oh.

Mri stands back from her work.
She picks up the pen.

DAVE
Erm Is this-?

Mri cocks her head questioningly.

M RI
|’mgoing to flay the skin off your
face, David.

| NT. DAVE' S OFFI CE. NI GHT.
Dave screans and screans.
Mri doesn’t stop.

Hi s skin squel ches and the pen gouges and Mri breathes hard
and even as she works.

On the desk, a nessage pops up on Dave’s phone.
It reads,
LI SA
Thanks for Friday night, Big Boy X
FADE OUT



