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FADE IN: 

EXT. UNLIT HIGHWAY - NIGHT 

A green Honda speeds along an unlit road, its headlights 
lighting up the trees on the verge. 

The SOUND of THUNDERING HOOFBEATS and a CHEERING CROWD. 

INT. CAR (MOVING), UNLIT HIGHWAY - CONTINUOUS 

Inside, only the LOW HUM of the engine can be heard. In the 
dim light, GINA (early 20s), dressed for the races in 
fascinator and skimpy dress, wearing a man's suit jacket for 
warmth, is lit up by her mobile phone on which she is 
texting. She puts it in her pocket and turns in her passenger 
seat to face driver, KEVIN (early 20s), landscaped hair and 
facial hair, pastel tie and shirt. 

GINA 
So, what are we gonna do with it all? 

KEVIN 
I don't know. Maybe a holiday in the 
Maldives to think about it? 

GINA sits back with an exultant sigh. Oncoming headlights 
illuminate the pleasure on her face. 

GINA 
I still can't believe it. I knew you 
were a lucky guy the first time I met 
you. 

KEVIN 
Luck? Luck has nothing to do with it. 
It's skills, sweetheart, skills and 
good judgement. 

He smirks and taps his forehead to emphasise his point. 

GINA 
We could set up that courier business 
me and Alex always talked about. 

KEVIN 
Let's not go overboard. I mean I like 
Alex and everything, but it was me who-
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GINA 
But Alex is family! 

KEVIN 
Yeah, but he's your family. And to be                ____                   
honest, I don't see Alex being a 
courier, do you? What is he going to 
do - deliver everything in that pill-
box of a car of his? 

GINA 
It's a Porsche and don't be stupid. 
We'd get a van... or a fleet of vans.                        _____          

KEVIN snorts. 

KEVIN 
There are a couple of things I'd like 
to do first before giving it all away. 

GINA 
Like what? 

KEVIN 
Like... I don't know. Have a holiday. 
Put down a deposit on a house... 

A beat. 

GINA's pout dissolves and she looks coyly at KEVIN. She 
reaches across and squeezes his thigh. 

GINA 
Clever thing. 

KEVIN glances down at her hand and adjusts his seat. Revs 
increase, speedometer rises as he inadvertently puts his foot 
down on the accelerator. 

KEVIN 
I was going to say you could thank me 
later but... 

EXT. CAR (MOVING), UNLIT HIGHWAY - CONTINUOUS 

The central broken line moves from the side into the centre 
of the frame, sweeps down at increasing speed. 

Sound of THUNDERING HOOFBEATS, the STRIKE OF WHIPS, the 
STRAINED BREATHING OF HORSES. 
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INT. AMBULANCE (MOVING) - NIGHT 

In contrasting brightness, Kevin lies on a gurney. AMBULANCE 
SIRENS WAIL. The gurney is rocked from side to side as the 
ambulance hits a bump and takes a corner. A saline drip 
swings across. 

STATIC from a dash radio cuts in. 

RADIO VOICE (O.S.) 
ETA ten minutes confirmed... One-k to 
win at sixty-six-to-one, thank you 
sir. 

KEVIN's face is bloodied and bruised, his silk shirt and tie 
stained with blood, his hair matted. Pupils dilated, his eyes 
dart around. 

The siren turns into the BUGLE of the CALL TO POST. 

KEVIN 
Gina? Gina! Where... GINA! 

INT. CAR (MOVING), UNLIT HIGHWAY - NIGHT 

GINA laughs and slaps KEVIN's leg. 

GINA 
Don't be so - so... 

KEVIN 
(laughing) 

So what? 

GINA 
So rude! I want to get home in one 
piece, thank you very much. 

Another set of headlights light up their faces in a quick 
flash. 

Faint SOUND of HOOFBEATS and HOARSE BREATHING rises with the 
speedometer. 

KEVIN 
We won't crash. 

GINA 
What would we tell the police or the 
paramedics? 
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KEVIN shrugs, still grinning. 

GINA (CONT'D) 
You can wait. 

KEVIN 
Okay, when we get home. 

GINA hesitates. 

GINA 
When we get home. 

A beat. 

KEVIN 
Do you think the cash'll be all right 
till Monday? I mean I could call the 
bank and ask them to open up 
especially... I don't know. Do you 
think they would? 

GINA 
I don't see what the hurry is. No one 
knows about it. Unless... 

She twists in her seat to look behind. 

GINA (CONT'D) 
Are we being followed? 

KEVIN looks in his rearview mirror. A band across his eyes is 
lit up by a tailing car. He frowns. 

KEVIN 
I don't think... I don't know. Do you 
think we are? 

GINA 
How long have they been behind us? 

KEVIN 
I don't know. I was... 

KEVIN looks down to where Gina's hand had been on his leg. 

KEVIN (CONT'D) 
I was concentrating on other things. 
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EXT. UNLIT HIGHWAY - CONTINUOUS 

The Honda speeds along, followed by a black car. The revs 
climb higher as Kevin accelerates away. A warning sign for a 
sharp bend flashes past. 

THUNDERING HOOFBEATS, WHIPS CRACKING, HOARSE BREATHING. 

They approach the dark bend without slowing. 

INT. CAR (MOVING), UNLIT HIGHWAY - CONTINUOUS 

KEVIN looks again in his rearview mirror. No band of light 
illuminates his face. The other car has turned off. 

KEVIN relaxes and looks ahead again. His expression changes 
to surprise as he encounters the bend. 

EXT./INT. HOSPITAL - NIGHT 

Pan into A&E doors that whoosh open at last second as Kevin's 
gurney bumps through entrance. 

KEVIN stares up at the stark ceiling lights rushing past his 
field of vision like the road's broken white line. 

A dressing has been secured to the laceration on his 
forehead. Dried blood fills the cracks around his bruised 
eyes. 

A baby CRYING, uncontrollable COUGHING from the waiting room 
is replaced with telephones RINGING, machines BEEPING, nurses 
CALLING TO ONE ANOTHER as Kevin is wheeled through the ward. 
All sounds bounce off his shocked face. 

P.A. VOICE (O.S.) 
Doctor Fletcher to Trauma Two. Doctor 
Fletcher to Trauma Two. 

A CALL BUTTON ALARM turns into the ELECTRIC BELL of the start 
of a race. The CRASH of starting stalls opening coincides 
with his gurney BUMPING into a doorway. 

The P.A. voice starts to commentate on race as the gurney is 
pushed through the busy hospital. 

P.A. VOICE (O.S.) (CONT'D) 
And they're off. Lucky Break is first 
to show; Money For Nothing and Van Go 
take up second and third on the rail. 
Around the turn they go; Lucky Break  
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by a length; Brother Al making 
progress in fourth around the outside 
of Strike Out and Speed Limit pulling 
hard; Sweet Gee brings up the rear. 
Into the backstretch now; Brother Al 
moving up to challenge Lucky Break. 
Lucky Break and Brother Al now; Strike 
Out moving ahead of Money For Nothing 
into third... 

Finally stillness, a CURTAIN is heard being PULLED AROUND 
him, the noises fade to a DISTANT HUM. 

KEVIN stares at the ceiling, in shock. 

P.A. VOICE (O.S.) (CONT'D) 
(suddenly) 

Brother Al bumps Lucky Break. Lucky 
Break stumbles! He's down! Lucky Break 
is a faller! The others side-step but 
he's brought down Sweet Gee... 

KEVIN blinks, his breathing quickens. He suddenly sits up in 
desperation. 

KEVIN 
GINA! 

INT. CAR (MOVING), UNLIT HIGHWAY - NIGHT 

GINA is thrown against the door as they take the bend too 
fast. The tyres SQUEAL as they momentarily lose traction. 

They safely come out of the bend and the revs decrease as 
KEVIN slows down. He relaxes. 

GINA 
Fucking hell, you're going to get us 
killed! 

KEVIN 
You were making me paranoid. 

GINA 
I was joking. Jesus! I don't want to 
die. Not now that we're rich. 

KEVIN 
Strictly speaking, it's me who's rich. 
And you... well, I guess I could share 
some. 
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Gina smacks him playfully on the arm. 

A mobile phone BEEPS, the THREE-TONE CLAXON of a stewards 
enquiry, and Gina takes out her phone again. The screen 
illuminates the small smile on her face. 

KEVIN (CONT'D) 
Who's that? 

GINA's expression becomes nonchalant. 

GINA 
Hmm? No one. 

She quickly texts a reply then puts her phone away. 

EXT. KEVIN'S STREET, SUBURBIA - A SHORT TIME LATER 

The Honda travels slowly down an ill-lit residential street 
between parked cars. A PORSCHE is parked by Kevin's house. 

INT. CAR (MOVING), KEVIN'S STREET - CONTINUOUS 

GINA's gaze follows the Porsche as they pull into their 
parking bay. A deep breath. 

EXT. CAR (STATIONARY), KEVIN'S STREET - CONTINUOUS 

KEVIN closes his driver's door and opens the backseat door. 
He delves inside and pulls out a heavy overnight bag. He 
opens the flap to look inside. A brief sound of CHEERING 
CROWDS as he runs his fingers over the wads of banknotes 
before closing the bag again. 

He smiles to himself, shakes his head. 

GINA 
Kevin? Will you help me with my bag? 

KEVIN walks around to the open boot where GINA is standing to 
the side. He peers inside. 

KEVIN 
You brought a bag? Why did you- 

A SCUFF of boot on loose gravel. 

KEVIN looks up just as a baseball bat swings towards his 
head. 

                                         SMASH CUT TO: BLACK. 


