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BLACK SCREEN

CAPTION: 

"Midway on our life's journey, I found myself in dark woods, 
the right road lost" ~ Dante's Inferno

FADE IN: *

INT. APARTMENT, HALLWAY - NIGHT

NATHAN (28), having just entered the apartment, takes off his 
coat and hangs it up. He is still wearing his hospital 
doctor's scrubs.  

He sees the red light flashing on the answering machine. 
Presses the button. 

ANSWERPHONE
You have one new message.

(MOTHER'S VOICE)
Nathan. It's your mother. Remember 
her? Well... 

His jaw tightens at the sound of his mother's strict, 
uncompromising tone. 

MOTHER'S VOICE/ANSWERPHONE
If you want me to wish you a happy 
birthday-

He deletes the message and makes his way into...

BEDROOM

He tosses his phone and keys on the bed then starts to strip 
off.  

BATHROOM

As Nathan showers, age-old whip marks can be seen streaked 
across his back and shoulders.  

BEDROOM

He pulls on a pair of jeans and a t-shirt.

From the nightstand drawer he finds a key then makes his way 
out into...

HALLWAY

He stands before a closed door and places an ear to it.  



Silence. 

He knocks. Waits. Nothing. Then...

Using the same key he starts to unlock it. 

INSIDE THE ROOM

The door opens and light from the hallway pours into the 
darkened room. 

Nathan's silhouette pauses in the doorway.  

Directly in front of him is a high-backed leather armchair in 
which somebody sits. The top of their head barely visible.  

Nathan steps into the room. He takes a lighter from his 
pocket and begins to light the many candles that are dotted 
about.  

He lights the last candle and carries it over to the 
armchair, settling it on the floor. And crouches down.  

From the POV of the person seated and off Nathan's face... 

NATHAN
I did something amazing today.

(raises a hand)
You see this hand? In the palm of 
it, just a few short hours ago, it 
carried what once was a piece of 
creation. 

Then balls his hand into a fist. 

NATHAN (CONT’D)
But so riddled was it by cancer  
what better resting place than the 
incinerator in which it now 
resides. 

(sighs)
And so ripe was the patient. So 
much youth still ahead of her.   

He turns his hand over, stretches his fingers out, releasing 
an imaginary something to the floor. 

NATHAN (CONT’D)
And before you give me the chemo 
face, the answer is no. I did not 
feel like God. I never feel like 
Him. You know that. It's just what 
I do. Just another necessary. 
But...
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I have some good news. I have a 
date. And this one I think will 
turn out to be better news than the 
last. I met her going to work this 
morning on the train. Alone and 
aching to put a crack into the 
silence of an empty carriage. So I 
obliged. 

(rises to standing)
All I ask is that you promise to be 
on your best behavior. 

The telephone sounds from the hallway. 

He heaves an impatient sigh and stalks out of the room.  

He is heard making his way along the hallway until...

The ringing stops. 

NATHAN (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Hello?

The person in the chair remains still against a background of 
flickering shadows.

NATHAN (O.S.) (CONT’D)
No, Mother. I didn't get the 
message. It's been a busy day and 
so...well, if the mobile's out of 
batteries...no I wasn't being glib, 
I was merely saying the battery was 
flat and so...Sorry, I didn't 
mean...I apologise. Please, I don't 
want to do that...   

A long beat followed by the sound of slapping. More slaps. 

NATHAN (O.S.)(CONT’D)
(quieter)

Thank you for calling and wishing 
me a happy birthday.  

A moment of silence then...

Nathan's shouts of anger. Something is kicked over. Crashes 
to the floor. 

Nathan's angry footsteps are heard making their way back 
towards the room. 

The room braces itself. 
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NATHAN (CONT’D)



He arrives at the threshold, breathing hard, eyes wild with 
rage.    

He storms over to where the person is seated and as if seeing 
them for the first time yells...

NATHAN (CONT’D)
What the fuck do you think you're 
doing? Why are you wearing her 
things? 

The camera does a fast, eye-maddening sweep around the room 
then stops to settle on...

A MANNEQUIN DUMMY. 

Seated in the chair. 

And dressed in a white lace corset, white stockings; the 
long, flowing red wig accentuating its sensuality. 

NATHAN (CONT’D)
You know I have somebody coming 
here tonight. I told you. She can't 
see you like this. She can't.  

Nathan closes his eyes, inhales deeply, does a mental count 
to ten. 

His calm - and charm - once again restored, he crouches down 
and places his head on the mannequin's thigh. 

NATHAN (CONT’D)
I'm sorry. Forgive me. She just 
makes me so mad. So mad. 

He gazes up at it and slowly, seductively begins to remove 
the stocking.

FLASHBACK

The room is similarly candle-lit as...

Close on Nathan's hand as he slowly removes a white stocking 
from the leg of a WOMAN. Her hysterical muffled cries are 
heard. 

The stocking now off, Nathan then gently starts to secure her 
ankle to the chair leg with rope. She kicks out. 

Nathan grabs her ankle. Stilling it. Secures it. 

He picks up a candle from beside him and ever so slowly 
begins to tip it up. 
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His face remains passive as he watches the liquid wax drip 
down. 

The WOMAN'S moans turn to agonising screams.

Nathan glances up and holds a finger to his lips. Sshhh.

BACK TO SCENE

Standing behind the mannequin, Nathan slides one hand firmly 
around its throat and with the other he removes the corset. 

The doorbell sounds. 

He leans down, whispers...  

NATHAN
She's here. 

He sweeps up the stockings and wig from the floor and heads 
for the door. He looks back at the now naked mannequin. 

NATHAN (CONT’D)
Thank you. 

And just as he is about to step out of the room...

WOMAN'S VOICE (O.S.)
You're welcomed. 

He looks back. And smiles.

FADE OUT.
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