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| NT. BATHROOM EVENI NG

A bath runs.

A woman about to panper herself.
Wat er steans and bubbl es foam

| NT. BEDROOM - CONTI NUQUS

A purely fem nine bedroom Elegantly decorated in gold and
white.

EVE sits at a mrrored dresser. Her face partly obscured by
the fall of her hair.

She lovingly conbs the strands of a w g.

Eve gets up to check the tub. She's all wonman, Marilyn
Monroe-style, in white silk slip and matching feathered
mul es.

Her hips sway sensually as she goes to the bat hroom

| NT. BATHROOM - CONTI NUOUS

Eve trails her hand in the rising bathtub water.

She | eaves the taps running.

| NT. BEDROOM - CONTI NUQUS

Eve swanks across the bedroom and opens a wardrobe.

I nside, on silver stands, at |east a dozen nore w gs.

She pulls another fromher head. Gves it a shake, settles
it on an enpty stand and cl oses the doors.

Still sexy, in hairnet and pins, she sashays back to the
bat hr oom

| NT. BATHROOM - CONTI NUOUS
Eve turns off the taps. Extracts sonething froma cabinet.
Waxing strips.

She drops the toilet seat down. Props her slippered foot on
it.

Cal f exposed through a slit in the satin, Eve applies a
strip to her leg. Snoothes it w th |anguorous strokes.

Aloud rip like strips of velcro parting.

The used waxing strip hits the bin.



2.

Its peppered with so many coarse, dark hairs, if it noved,
it mght be mstaken for a hedgehog.

Eve stands by the tub.

She slips out of her robe. Steps into the bath in a flash of
fl esh. Bare back, the curve of a buttock, a length of I eg.

Eve sinks into the foany water
The robe is a pool of white satin on the floor.
A splash of water spills, danpens it.

Eve stretches a surprisingly nuscular arm al ong the side of
t he bat h.

A phone rings. Its an old fashioned nodel, pretty, ornate
and wat er pr oof .

Eve answers in a sultry voice, deep, nmanlike even, but so
sexy, it'd probably give the man on the other end of the
line an erection - she's that seductive.

EVE
| knew it would be you... But,
darling, not tonight. No really, |
need to relax... |I'msure you can
manage just one incy w ncy night
wi thout ne... Yes, tonorrow, |
prom se... You know | do. Bye for
now.

Eve hangs up the phone and slips further under the now, not
so foany, water

A noi se?
VWhat was it?

Bi g, man-sized fart bubbles rise through the water and break
t he surface.

EXT. SECT WATCH HQ - M DDAY

Sect Watch HQ - an old, stone farnmhouse built so far out in
the English countryside its in the mddl e of nowhere.

There's not hing but cabbage fields for mles around.

A long gravel driveway |eads through the HQ s mani cured
| awns.

In the gardens, a man of indiscrimnate age, probably close
to eighty, wears an FBI-style earpiece and trinms Privet
bushes into interesting, if not, somewhat pornographic,
shapes.
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From the peep hole of the HQ front door - an unblinking eye
stares

The highly varnished entrance to this forgotten bastion of
British security swings open onto a panel ed hal | way.

| NT. SECT WATCH HQ - HALLWAY - CONTI NUOUS
An ol d worman on her knees beeswaxing the fl oor.

The gl ass eye slips fromthe peep hole. Hts the floor and
bounces like a marble. Tac - tac - tac.

It rolls across the shiny parquet.

The ol d woman scoops it up and polishes it on her pinny
before slipping it back in her eye socket.

She gathers her cleaning tray and shuffles off down the hal
passi ng an open doorway where -

| NT. ADAM S OFFI CE - CONTI NUCUS

ADAM a | ean, anbitious and very cl ean-cut young man sits at
a desk.

He concentrates on a conputer nonitor.

Scrolls through articles on a G eek newspaper website until
he comes across a video clip.

He clicks on play.
We watch the clip.

Its poorly shot. A holidaynmaker's souvenir filmed with a
phone of -

A col ourful harbour where onl ookers babble in a foreign
| anguage about a body, partly covered by a tarpaulin, on the
guaysi de.

Adam pauses the video. G ves the screen sone intense
scrutiny.

He zoons the image in on a bare foot poking from beneath the
stai ned covering.

Adam presses his face close to the nonitor

He opens a drawer, rummages, pulls out a magnifying gl ass,
gi ves the screen inage another serious once-over.

Adam cl i cks play again.
Wat ches the image super nmagnified.

A swarm of crabs crawl from beneath the tarpaulin and
scuttle toward the water.



Adam j unps back, brushes hinself off.

ADAM
Ar ghh. ..
He shudders.
ADAM
That is... the worst case of crabs

|'ve ever seen.
Arm outstretched, he clicks the npuse.

A printer springs to life. Splurges a couple of pages onto
hi s desk.

Adam pores over the pictures with the magnifying gl ass.

PETER, Adam s boss, all @Qung-ho and Saville Row, appears in
t he doorway.

PETER
Adam |'moff for a gane of golf.

Peter does a fake sw ng.
Adam ducks behi nd t he desk.
Pet er about turns.
The cl ack clack of heels as he marches down the hall.
ADAM
No, wait, Sir Peter. Sir Peter?
(BEAT) The thought. Peter, sir,
wait, |'ve got sonething to...
HQ front door slans shut

ADAM
...show you, sir.

Adam runs fromhis office and slides down the hallway,
sl am st ops agai nst the door. H s eye agai nst the peep-hole.

He sees the tail-end of Peter's car drive past.
EXT. SECT WATCH HQ - CONTI NUOUS

Adam enmerges fromthe front door. He clutches the printouts
in his hand.

From Adam s pov - Peter's car, a Rover of course,indicator
flashing, exits the end of the drive.

Adam cl ocks the scene. Calculates. He's not an agent for
not hi ng.



He races across the | awn, |eaps over a hedge, sprints
straddl e-1 egged across a field of cabbages. He waves the
paper as he runs.

| NT. PETER S CAR

Peter drives.

Ear phones in, he sings out loud to a BeeGees song.

He hits a high note which turns into a screamas -

Adam | ands on the bonnet and sl aps the paper on the
W ndscr een.

ADAM
St 0o. . . oop.

Pet er brakes hard.
Adami s face squashes agai nst the gl ass.
Adami s face twists fromthe inpact. He slurs his words
ADAM
Ayff found Fi non Faddl er, fook..

Fi non Faddler for fem sis. Fook
Faddl er. .. Fi non

PETER
VWhat ?

ADAM
Fi nron Faddl er... fook.

Peter pulls the earphones out of his ears. Wnds the w ndow
down and sticks his head out

PETER
VWhat are you on about?

Adam sl aps the paper hard agai nst the w ndscreen.

ADAM
Si nron Saddl er for fu...

Peter squirts water fromthe washers. It hits Adamin the
eye.

Peter switches on the w pers.

The sheet of paper ends in a crunple ness on one side of the
W ndscr een

Peter junps out of the car, grasps hold of Adamw th two
hands, hauls himoff the car and dunps himface down on the
ver ge.



PETER
|"ve just... had... the car..
cl eaned.
Peter gets back in the car.

Adam crawl s over the grass his knees. CGets up, grabs the
paper.

He tries to straighten it out, flattens it against the
bonnet of the car with his hand.

It rips in half.

Pet er pokes his head out the w ndow agai n.

PETER
Monday, old boy, we'll tal k about
it on Monday. I'mlate for ny gane.

Peter slans the car door shut, restarts the engine.

Adam di ves onto the bonnet. Spreads the two pieces of paper
across the w ndscreen.

ADAM
Look at the foot... the ankle. The
tattoo. It's his mark..
Peter slans the car into revers.
Adam sl ides off the bonnet and |l ands in a heap on the road.
Peter drives round him
Adam sits there, dejected, clutching the paper.
ADAM
Monday, then... We'll talk about it
on Monday, sir.

Adam t hrows the crunpl ed paper to the ground.
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