


FADE IN:

1 EXT. RIVERSIDE - BRIDGE - MOONLIT NIGHT 1

Romantic setting. The silhouette of a smartly-dressed

couple walks hand-in-hand across a bridge. The moon

reflects clearly in the millpond-still water. A stone is

thrown in accompanied by soft laughter from the couple,

dispersing the moon’s reflection across the water in pale

ribbons.

2 EXT. RESTAURANT - NIGHT 2

A large riverside restaurant comes into view. The

predominantly glass front lighting it like a beacon. A gem

in the middle of nowhere. The sign above the entrance

reads ’Fantino’s’ in a calligraphic font.

A young couple, arms linked, cross the bridge heading

towards the restaurant. ANNA (mid 20’s), a petite woman,

intelligent and overly observant her eyes scan the

waterfront in awe and she smiles brightly at SIMON (mid

20’s), a stereotypical man of the arts, sporting a thick

cowboy-esque moustache and heavily rimmed glasses complete

with a waistcoat, rolled up sleeves and a heavy burgundy

jacket slung over one shoulder. They near the restaurant

and Simon skips ahead to hold the door open.

SIMON

My lady.

Anna laughs fondly, hitting him gently as she passes.

A security camera tracks them as they enter.

3 INT. RESTAURANT - ENTRANCE - NIGHT 3

An expensive riverside restaurant. The interior is sleek

and modern with a good view of the river along one side.

Most of the silk dressed tables are empty. The Upper-class

Patrons spread themselves away from one another, sparing a

judgemental glance as the couple enter.

Anna tugs her dress down, her smile dropping. Simon closes

the door behind them and takes her arm. Together they

approach a small desk with a large leather binder. Simon

leans against the desk, smiling at Anna as he dings the

bell with his elbow.

ANNA

(laughing)

Really?

SIMON

What?

Anna shakes her head with an amused smile.



2.

SIMON (CONT’D)

I thought I was being suave.

Lewis winks.

The HOSTESS (mid 30’s), appears and looks the couple up

and down before opening the binder. From the towering heel

of her shoes to the tip of her nose, she is a figure of

elegance and exaggerated self-worth.

SIMON

(James Bond-esque)

Nicholls. Simon Nicholls.

Giving a fake smile, she runs her manicured finger down

the register.

HOSTESS

Table for two? Follow me.

The hostess turns on her heel. Sharing a brief moment of

amusement, the couple follow her into --

4 INT. RESTAURANT - MAIN ROOM - NIGHT 4

-- The main floor of the restaurant. The chatter is quiet

and reserved, most couples finding their food, wine, or

even the pattern on the tablecloth more interesting than

one another. One man polishes his glasses on his waistcoat

as his partner sighs into her soup, another couple sits in

silence, robotically spooning soup into their own mouths.

Simon leads Anna by the hand, not seeming to notice his

wife’s insecurity at feeling out of place. As they near

the back, they turn a corner arriving at --

5 INT. RESTAURANT - A CLUSTER OF TABLES - NIGHT 5

-- A set of four tables, all obscured from the view of the

other diners by a large display of potted plants, and a

stones throw away from the toilets. The hostess points at

a small wooden table, noticeably lacking the extravagant

decor of the other section. The table to their left sits

two WOMEN, their hands unashamedly intertwined. To their

right is an OVERWEIGHT MAN (60’s), sweat dripping from his

forehead as he tears into a large steak; his TROPHY WIFE

(30’s) looks on in disgust.

Simon pulls out a chair for Anna. As she moves in front of

him, he sweeps her hair from her neck and whispers:

SIMON

Relax. You look beautiful.
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Anna smiles, internally noting her husband’s ill-fitting

suit with paint stains running up both sleeves, his

ink-stained hands and quirky socks that peep from under

the crop of his trousers. Anna sits and Simon sits

opposite.

HOSTESS

Your waitress will be along in a

moment, for now, are you

interested in our wine list?

SIMON

(proudly)

It’s our anniversary!

Anna flinches at the volume of his voice and takes a wine

menu.

SIMON

Only the finest wine for us this

evening!

HOSTESS

Congratulations.

Anna, handing back the wine menu:

ANNA

Do you have anything stronger?

HOSTESS

We do have a cocktail menu, but -

ANNA

I was more going along the lines

of a double JD on the rocks.

SIMON

Well if that’s what we’re doing

I’ll have a Vodka Martini stirred

not shaken

HOSTESS

Isn’t shaken not stirred?

Simon shakes his head and Anna hides a smirk.

HOSTESS

Okay then, someone will be over

with your drinks shortly.

The hostess leaves and the couple turn to one another with

a shared smile.
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6 INT. SURVEILLANCE VAN - NIGHT 6

Cables and screens with footage of the restaurant cover

every surface. DANIEL, a slightly overweight man with

unkempt facial hair is playing a game on his phone. A

coded knock on the door startles him and he pockets his

phone and quickly adjusts his headset before CLINT, a

petite man who exudes intelligence enters holding a

smashed surveillance camera in his hands.

CLINT

I found out what happened to

camera 5.

Daniel removes his headset and takes the camera.

DANIEL

Nothing a bit of government money

can’t fix.

CLINT

So a new camera?

DANIEL

Yep.

Clint takes a seat next to Daniel and scans the screens.

CLINT

Did I miss anything?

DANIEL

No sign of them yet.

CLINT

Well, let D15 know as soon as you

spot them. They’ll turn up, I

just know they will.

DANIEL

Got it.

7 BACK TO SCENE: 7

Anna and a WAITRESS are waiting impatiently as Simon looks

at his menu. The drinks already at the table.

SIMON

What the hell is a ’foie gras’?

WAITRESS

Is that what you would like?

SIMON

I don’t even know what it is
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ANNA

It’s duck liver.

SIMON

Then no. I will have...

He makes a clicking noise with his teeth as he continues

to read the menu.

ANNA

Would it be easier if I just

chose for you? This is becoming

painful.

SIMON

Go on then, surprise me.

They smile to one another, clearly marriage hasn’t drained

the sexual chemistry from their relationship yet.

8 EXT. RIVERSIDE - BRIDGE - SAME 8

The wind has picked up disturbing the surface of the

river. An approaching set of clicking high heels and the

silhouette of a couple come into view, heading towards the

restaurant with a stride that suggests business.

9 BACK TO SCENE: 9

Simon watches Anna as she takes a long drink of her

whiskey.

SIMON

Woah, slow down there tiger.

Anna slams her glass back down on the table with a

grimace.

SIMON

Is my company really that bad?

ANNA

No, I just, I’m not used to being

in fancy restaurants where my the

average manicure is more

expensive than my wedding ring.

SIMON

I wanted to treat my wife.

ANNA

Their cheapest wine is £25

Simon shrugs.
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ANNA

Per glass.

Simon grabs Anna’s hand which is fiddling with her

cutlery.

SIMON

Don’t you worry your little head

about it, I’ve got this. Plus you

were the one who said you would

chop off a finger to taste their

famous steak.

ANNA

Exactly, Simon, a finger. There

are a lot of things I would chop

off a finger for.

SIMON

Well then you’d run out of

fingers pretty quickly.

ANNA

(fondly)

I hate you.

She downs the rest of her drink as the waitress arrives

holding a tray with two covered dishes. She places one in

front of each of them and removes the lids. Simon has his

salad and Anna a heart-shaped steak. The waitress leaves

and Simon lifts his glass.

SIMON

To a year of marriage.

Anna smiles and lifts her empty glass. A new couple round

the corner as they chink glasses. The woman,

Catalyn (early 30’s), a tall slim seductress of a woman

dressed in a figure hugging maroon gown, steps ahead of

Ian (early 50’s), a silver-haired fox in a tailored suit.

The hostess smiles as she serves them. Anna watches the

new patrons with a white-knuckle grip on her knife and

fork.

SIMON

Are you alright?

She cuts roughly into the steak, spearing it right down

the centre.

Anna doesn’t stop staring as she takes her first bite. A

message flashes up on her phone which she quickly hides.

ANNA

I’m just going to pop to the

bathroom.
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SIMON

Everything okay?

ANNA

It’s nothing. Maybe a migraine,

I’m going to try and catch it

with an ibuprofen or two. Be

right back

She leaves the table, giving him a quick kiss on the

forehead.

Simon notices her overturned phone and turns it back over.

30 messages and 12 missed calls flashes up on the screen

SIMON

Migraine my arse.

He grabs the phone and types in Bugs2208. Password

Incorrect. He places the phone on the table.

10 INT. NICHOLL’S HOME KITCHEN - DAY - FLASHBACK 10

The same phone is on a kitchen counter. Anna is beside it

with egg covering her fingers.

ANNA

(calling loudly)

Hey, Si!

Simon shuffles into the kitchen dressed in pajamas

complete with bed hair.

SIMON

Morning

ANNA

It’s five past 12

SIMON

As I said -

(he kisses her on the cheek)

- Morning. You called?

ANNA

Can you check how much flour I

need? The recipes on my phone

Simon picks up the phone but is met by a password screen

which he shows to Anna

ANNA

You know it.

SIMON

It’s morning.
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ANNA

Name of my first Bunny and my

birthday.

Simon types in the password and the phone unlocks.

11 RETURN TO SCENE 11

Password incorrect again. He locks it, the phone flashes

"33 messages". Catalyn brushes her hand along the back of

his chair, her nails ’accidentally’ touching his shoulder.

CATALYN

Someone’s popular.

Nick drops the phone, covering it with a napkin. Catalyn

laughs.

CATALYN

Sorry dear, I didn’t mean to

startle you.

She squeezes by, purposefully flashing her cleavage in his

eyeline. Simon stares at his glass.

IAN

Not hassling the poor man are you

my dear?

Catalyn grins widely

CATALYN

Of course not.

She winks before heading in the same direction as Anna.

Simon, trying not to gawk, takes a big swig of his drink.

Ian chuckles.

IAN

I think she likes you.

Simon almost chokes on his drink.

SIMON

Sorry?

IAN

I mean that I think my friend

hopes you are at dinner with a

friend and not a partner. Are

you?

SIMON

No. I mean yes - yes my wife. I’m

with my wife. It’s our

anniversary.
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IAN

Shame

(beat)

Not a shame for you, obviously.

Someone needs to tame that woman,

god knows I’ve tried.

Ian chuckles to himself.

Unfortunately, I think her

preference is a body much more

youthful than my own. My stamina

is not what it used to be.

Simon laughs awkwardly. Catalyn arrives back at her table,

her posture not as loose as it was.

CATALYN

You haven’t been talking about me

have you Ian?

IAN

Only good things my dear, only

good things.

Their conversation fades into the background. Simon looks

across at Anna’s plate where her steak is bleeding into

the salad. Glancing towards the bathroom door, he lifts

the napkin: the phone is gone. He pats down his place:

table, lap, pockets. Not there. He peers under the table.

Nothing. He comes back up, dizziness hitting him like a

truck. His face is pale and sweaty, his eyes dilated and

flicking around erratically as everything goes in and out

of focus. He grounds himself with his Martini glass,

sweaty hands sliding down the stem. He collapses, his

plate clattering to the floor as he face plants the table.

A gunshot goes off.

FADE TO BLACK

12 INT. WOMEN’S BATHROOM - LATER 12

A white gleam. A tile floor comes into focus. Simon is

propped up against a toilet, groggy and disorientated. Two

voices sound like a throb, becoming clearer as Simon gains

consciousness.

CATALYN

- don’t believe him, please put

away the gun.

ANNA(O.S)

It’s all gone to shit. Simple

surveillance, and you go and go

and blow our cover just as

they’re about to make the drop.

It’s all a bit suspicious don’t

you think?
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CATALYN(O.S)

This again Anna? I’m not the mole

so get over yourself.

ANNA(O.S)

Then why did you insist you work

this case with me, huh? Cuz we

were so close to making a

breakthrough and that one mistake

you made has shredded three years

of progress.

Simon tries to stand but falls loudly. The voices stop.

Footsteps approach and the door is kicked open, Anna

holding a gun.

ANNA

Stay down.

CATALYN

They’re watching us.

Anna turns and shoots a small camera in the corner. Simon

clumsily retreats.

CATALYN

Fuck, Ann, little bit of warnin’

would’ve been nice.

ANNA

3 years of cover, Cat! Three

fucking years!

SIMON

Anna.

Anna points the gun back at him.

CATALYN

What are you gonna do?

ANNA

I don’t know. Why did you drug

him?

CATALYN

He was trying to get into your

phone

ANNA

So? He couldn’t get in to it!

CATALYN

I thought he was going to blow

your cover.



11.

ANNA

Well, it’s a bit late for that

now!

Shouting sounds outside. They pound on the door which

rattles on its hinges. Catalyn is rumaging around in her

handbag.

ANNA

Sort him, I’ve got the door.

CATALYN

But -

ANNA

You’re unarmed. Just do it.

The door flies open. 3 MEN storm in, dress shoes the only

thing visible under the cubicle door. Anna shoots 3 times,

and their bodies crumple to the ground. Screaming is heard

from the restaurant which muffles as the door closes.

Their blood spreads over the white tile floor.

ANNA

There’s got to be more, stay

here.

Catalyn nods, still searching her bag. Anna leaves, gun in

the air.

SIMON

Anna?

Catalyn finds a packet in her bag and rips it open with

her teeth. It contains a bottle and needle. Hands shaking,

she plunges the needle in the bottle and draws up a clear

liquid. With practiced efficiency, she plunges it into

Simons arm.

SIMON

What-?

CATALYN

Shhh. It’s okay

More gunshots are heard from the restaurant.

ANNA (O.S)

Cat we need to go. Now.

CATALYN

Just hold on. Simon, simon look

at me. I’m going to count down

from 5 and all of this will be

over, so don’t panic.
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SIMON

I don’t - Anna?

CATALYN

5

Anna comes back in, blood smeared on her dress, and blood

pouring from a shoulder wound. She refuses to look at

Simon.

CATALYN

4

ANNA

Come on, Cat

Simon’s world begins to dim. Anna’s eyes flicker over to

him, pain and sorrow filling her face.

CATALYN

3.

Pitch black

ANNA

(quietly)

I’m so sorry, Si.

CATALYN

2.

All sound cuts, Catalyn’s voice is now much calmer.

CATALYN

1. Wake up Simon.

13 INT.THERAPIST’S OFFICE - DAY 13

Simon wakes with a start, finding himself lying on a large

sofa, a beige ceiling above him and a clock ticking

rhythmically. He sits up, revealing a therapists office,

complete with desk, books and a framed medical

certificate. Catalyn - now dressed like a middle-aged

librarian - sits across from him in a leather armchair,

clipboard on her lap.

CATALYN

So, how do you feel?

Simon rubs his head.

SIMON

I - er - confused? Where am I?

Catalyn answers as if she has heard the question hundreds

of times.
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CATALYN

Fantino offices just off the

river Thames.

SIMON

The river Thames? As in London

river Thames.

Catalyn nods and begins to write on her clipboard.

SIMON

Is Anna here?

Catalyn pinches the bridge of her nose and sighs before

handing him a dog-eared book titled ’Riverside: An Anna

Fletcher adventure’

CATALYN

Do you recognise this book?

Simon takes the book and gives it a quick look over.

SIMON

Ha, an Anna Fletcher adventure.

CATALYN

Anna Fletcher?

Simons hands the book back.

SIMON

My wife, Anna. That was her

maiden name.

CATALYN

Mr Nicholls, must we go through

this again?

SIMON

Go through what again?

CATALYN

You believe you are married?

SIMON

Yes.

CATALYN

To an Anna?

Simon laughs and checks the room for a hidden camera.

SIMON

Did she put you up to this? Is

this all a prank?

(raising his voice)

I’m sorry for breaking your ipad

(MORE)
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SIMON (cont’d)
Ann, you can stop this now! I’ve

got my payback!

Catalyn sigh before pressing a button on her desk phone.

CATALYN

Mandy, can you come in, please.

Anna enters, dressed in a white nurses uniform. A chain

with a ’Fantino Mental Services’ badge, several keys, and

an alert button hangs around her neck. Simon stands up,

laughing with relief as he rushes over to her.

SIMON

Anna? You look ridiculous, what

are you wearing?

Anna eyes him warily as he approaches. The love-filled

familiarity has gone.

ANNA

Is everything okay?

SIMON

Not really, why are we here?

CATALYN

Tell Doctor Tate that

hypnotherapy has had no effect.

If anything it has worsened his

psychosomatic symptoms. He

doesn’t even recognise the source

material!

She gets up from the chair and slams her clipboard on the

desk.

CATALYN

Fuck!

ANNA

Would you like me to take him

back to his room?

SIMON

Room? I don’t - what?

CATALYN

Yes please, Mandy, we’ll try

again tomorrow.

Mandy takes Simon gently by the arm

ANNA

Come on then Si.

Simon shrugs himself free
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SIMON

Anna. Sweetie, this isn’t funny.

Anna looks at him sympathetically and retakes his arm.

ANNA

Simon, I thought we were past

this.

SIMON

Past what?

ANNA

I’m not your wife.

SIMON

Yes you are.

ANNA

No, honey, I’m not. I’m your

carer. I have been for three

years. We occasionally eat lunch

together, and play scrabble. But

we’re not married.

SIMON

No. What? We - we’ve been

together for three years, we got

married at Welbeck hall because

it’s right by your parent’s

house. We went for our

anniversary meal last night and

you -

ANNA

No we didn’t.

SIMON

Anna -?

ANNA

- My name is Mandy.

SIMON

You’re lying! She’s lying! We’re

married!

ANNA

Come on honey let’s get you back

to your room, you’re clearly

tired.

Simon grabbing Anna and shaking her:

SIMON

You’re Anna, you’re my Anna. Anna

Nicholls. I’m sorry for whatever

(MORE)
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SIMON (cont’d)
I’ve done wrong. I can pretend I

didn’t see anything if this is

what this is about. Please, I

want to go home. Stop this and

let’s go home.

Anna, startled, fumbles for the chain around her neck and

presses an alert button. Two security staff, Ian and the

Hostess, enter and pin Simon’s arms behind his back.

CATALYN

Mr Tate will see you at the same

time tomorrow, Mr Nicholls.

They pull Simon out of the door. Anna follows.

14 INT.CORRIDOR - OFFICES - SAME 14

The corridor is long with dirty fingerprints marking the

walls. Simon doesn’t resist, stunned into a zombie-like

amble as he is led along. They turn a corner, following a

sign marked ’inpatient private rooms’

15 INT. CORRIDOR - RESIDENTS BEDROOMS - SAME 15

These doors are marked with Numbers. They stop outside a

door with a keypad. Anna enters the code D15. The door

opens and he is led into

16 INT. SIMON’S MENTAL HOSPITAL BEDROOM - SAME 16

The room is a shrine to the ’Riverside’ and ’Anna

Fletcher’. There is a hardly used bed and a desk cluttered

with painting materials. Taped to the walls are paintings:

a shrine to the book. Each painting shows a scenario or

area from the restaurant e.g the woman in maroon, dead

bodies in the bathroom, the moonlit riverside. It is a

crazy mans shrine.

Ian and Hostess leave the room to stand outside. Anna

walks over to the desk, placing the book on the desk like

a final puzzle piece.

Simon stares at the room open-mouthed, doubt washing over

him like a plague. Tears glaze his eyes.

SIMON

How long have I been here?

ANNA

Try to get some sleep, Simon.

I’ll see you at breakfast.

She begins to close the door behind her.
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SIMON

Anna?

Anna stops in her tracks but doesn’t look at him. She

can’t look at him.

ANNA

Goodbye, Mr Nicholls.

The door shuts and Simon slumps to the floor, broken.

17 INT. CORRIDOR - OUTSIDE SIMON’S ROOM - SAME 17

Click of heels can be heard coming down the corridor. Anna

quickly wipes her eyes, composing herself before turning

to greet Catalyn.

CATALYN

I’ve told everyone to meet for a

debrief in five minutes.

Anna nods, trying to remain outwardly stoic but her

sadness still creeps in.

CATALYN

You did good, Anna. You did good.

Catalyn continues down the corridor, leaving Anna alone,

her hand lingering on the handle.

SIMON(O.S)

(wailing)

Anna!

She recoils from the handle and follows Catalyn as Simon’s

cries echo.

FADE OUT


