
FRIDAY NIGHT GIRL

LOGLINE: Sally Hopkins flies back into Manchester after a long 
working week - she just wants to get into her Mercedes and drive 

home. All she has to do is cross the airport car park.
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INT. MANCHESTER AIRPORT AIR SIDE - EVENING

We hear the sound of a pair of heels clacking on a hard 
floor. As we catch up with the sound, we see SALLY HOPKINS 
(40+) walking through the "Nothing to Declare" section. Her 
appearance screams success and control - Louboutin shoes, 
Hermes briefcase, smart yellow Burberry trench.

SALLY
(murmuring quietly)

Nearly home, Sally, nearly home.

She goes out through the sliding doors into the arrivals 
hall.

INT. TERMINAL 3 MANCHESTER AIRPORT - CONTINUOUS

Two airport security guards, JEFF (50, bulky) and ED 
(mid-20s, compact) are propping up the walls near the 
parking ticket machine. They watch as the last stragglers 
walk back into the real world. Sally comes up to the 
machine, starts to sort out her ticket. Jeff nudges Ed.

JEFF
There she is, look. That's my 
Friday night girl.

Sally hears him, shoots him a suspicious look.

JEFF
Oh. Sorry..uh..Ma'am. I didn't 
mean.. Look, I was just telling Ed 
here how I rely on you every week.

SALLY
(suspicious)

On me? What on earth d'you mean?

JEFF
Every week. You're like clockwork. 
Half past nine, every Friday night 
and here you come.  

SALLY
You seem awfully familiar with my

schedule.

JEFF
Oh..I'm not..I mean, I don't..it's 

just that when I see you, I know

it's not long till shift change. 

Then I can go home myself. That's 

all.
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ED
Back to the wife and kiddies, eh 
Jeff?

JEFF
Oi! Less of your lip, sunshine.

SALLY
(half-hearted smile)

Hmh. OK.

She puts her credit card into the machine.

SALLY (CONT'D)
Well, I'd better get on. The Merc 
won't drive itself home. Even if 
it is an automatic.

The two men smile dutifully. Sally retrieves her card and 
ticket from the machine.

JEFF
You in long stay?

SALLY
Yup. Same space every week. If I 
can do it.

ED
Why?

SALLY
Otherwise I can never find the 
bloody thing. 

They all laugh and the atmosphere eases a little.

SALLY
Besides..

JEFF
What?

SALLY
(a little uneasy)

I've tried parking in different 
places. It doesn't make any 
difference.

ED
Uh, OK.

Sally looks at them both, seems to want to say something.
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SALLY
I, um..

She changes her mind.

SALLY (CONT'D)
Well, anyway, enjoy your weekend, 
gentlemen.

She turns away from them and walks out of the terminal 
building. On the shiny floor, her killer heels sound loudly 
until she is out of the door.

JEFF
There you are. Told you she was 
nice.

ED
Pfft! She's a ball-breaker.

Jeff looks wistful.

JEFF

What do you reckon? Me and her? Do 

you think she'd..?

Ed can barely contain his laughter.

ED
Waaay out of your league, mate.

JEFF

Oi!

ED
Oh come on!

EXT. OUTSIDE THE TERMINAL BUILDING - NIGHT

Sally turned left outside the door. Now, she is looking 
towards the long stay car park. After the bright terminal, 
it is abruptly dark. It's a beautiful night, the car park 
can be seen with clarity. Row upon row of blank, faceless 
cars, stretching as far as the eye can see.

SALLY
(murmuring again)

OK, here we go. It'll be OK this 
time. 

She starts to walk in a determined manner, we hear her heels 

clacking.



4.

SALLY (CONT'D)
One thousand steps, that's all it 
is. One, two, three, four..

INT. TERMINAL 3 MANCHESTER AIRPORT - CONTINUOUS

Jeff and Ed are patrolling the terminal at a relaxed pace.

JEFF
Did she seem OK to you?

ED
(shrugging)

I dunno. What do you mean?

JEFF
I dunno either, really. Sort 
of..nervous.

ED
(shrugs again)

What you gonna do?

EXT. LONG STAY CAR PARK - NIGHT

Sally reaches the long stay car park. She stops at the edge 
for a moment, takes a deep breath and then carries on. She 
counts in time to her audible footsteps, reciting the 
numbers like a protective mantra.

SALLY
Two hundred and eighteen, 
nineteen, two hundred and twenty..

INT. TERMINAL 3 MANCHESTER AIRPORT

The two guards are still touring the perimeter of the 

arrivals hall.

JEFF
I dunno. She really did seem
anxious, if you ask me.

ED
(a bit baffled by this)

And?

JEFF
I might go after her. Just make 
sure she gets to her car OK.
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EXT. LONG STAY CAR PARK - NIGHT

Sally is walking along a row of cars, counting in time to 
her footsteps.

SALLY
Three hundred and one, three 
hundred and two..

INT. TERMINAL 3 MANCHESTER AIRPORT

Jeff and Ed have ambled close to the main door of the 

building.

JEFF
I'm just going to pop outside, see 
if I can see her.

ED
OK, if you want.

JEFF
You be OK here for a few minutes?

Ed carefully looks around the deserted terminal building 
for a couple of moments.

ED
I think I can manage.

Jeff pats his partner abstractedly on the arm and leaves 

through the terminal door.

EXT. LONG STAY CAR PARK

Sally is walking along that row of cars. At the end, she 
stops to get her bearings. Although she's standing still, 
the sound of footsteps behind her continues. She hears it 
and shudders. She hurries forward.

SALLY
(a little breathless)

Three hundred and sixty two, sixty 
three. Don't look back, Sally, 
just keep going..keep going.

EXT. LONG STAY CAR PARK

Jeff reaches the car park. He stops to look around him, 
spots the yellow figure of Sally some way away and goes in 
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her direction.

EXT. LONG STAY CAR PARK

Now, we're looking through someone else's eyes. We can see 
Sally walking ahead of us, hear the clack of her heels on 
the hard ground. When she stops, we continue forward, 
accompanied by the sound of footsteps. We get a little 
nearer to Sally.

EXT. LONG STAY CAR PARK

Sally is walking along the next row of cars.

SALLY
Six hundred and ten, x'hundred and 
eleven, x'hundred and twelve.

She stops, listens. The sound of footsteps behind her 
continues relentlessly. She starts walking again, more 
quickly.

SALLY (CONT'D)
It's OK. 

She peeks quickly over one shoulder

SALLY (CONT'D)

There's no-one there. It's 
just..just..some weird echo 
or..something.

She keeps walking and counting.

SALLY (CONT'D)
Six hundred and twenty, twenty 
one. Get to the car, that's all. 
Get to the car.

EXT. LONG STAY CAR PARK

Jeff is gaining on Sally. He can see her up ahead, moving 
in stops and starts. He picks up his pace.

EXT. LONG STAY CAR PARK 

We're looking through someone else's eyes. We're closer to 
Sally now. We can still see her walking forward, still hear 
the clack of her heels. When she stops and listens again, 
we get even nearer.
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EXT. LONG STAY CAR PARK

Sally is walking, getting close to her parking space.

SALLY
Nearly there, come on. Nine 
hundred and one, hundred and two.

She stops, listens. The footsteps continue, get louder. She 
puts her head down with her hands over her ears, starts to 
run as well as she can in those shoes.

SALLY (CONT'D)
(panicky)

There's no-one there. It's just an 
echo, just that ol' echo. Come on, 
Sally, keep going.

She looks up and ahead for a second.

SALLY (CONT'D)
(almost weeping)

There's the car. Oh thank God, 
there's the car. 

EXT. LONG STAY CAR PARK

We're looking through someone else's eyes. Now, we're right 
up close to Sally. We can hear her heels clacking and now 
we can even hear what she's saying to herself.

SALLY
Nine hundred and seventy. Almost 
there, almost there..oh!

She turns her ankle, stumbles a little but desperately 
throws herself forward. That stumble has let us get right 
up to her.

EXT. LONG STAY CAR PARK

Jeff is gaining on Sally. He sees her bent over, running 
for her car, fumbling in her handbag. He sees her 
straighten up and then suddenly turn around as if tapped on 
the shoulder. But there's nobody behind her. He sees - and 
hears - her scream and scream, clawing at her face, until 
she falls to the ground. There is no more sound.

JEFF
No!

He starts to run.
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EXT. LONG STAY CAR PARK 

Jeff reaches Sally. She is sprawled akimbo on the ground, 
handbag tipped over, car keys and other detritus spilled 
out. Her face is frozen in a horrible rictus.

Jeff is breathing hard. He bends down to her, makes a 
cursory attempt to find a pulse in her neck but quickly 
abandons that idea. He stands and speaks into his walkie-
talkie.

JEFF
This is 3734. This is 3734. I need 
emergency assistance. Woman down.. 

..yes, that's right. She's dead, 
oh God she's dead, I'm pretty 
sure. Yes, police and an 
ambulance.. 

..what? Long stay, terminal 
3..uh..Sector D, near lot 259.

He ends the call and paces around Sally's body, can't keep 
still. At this hour, the car park is silent.

EXT. LONG STAY CAR PARK

We're looking through someone else's eyes. We see Jeff 
pacing around Sally's body. We focus on Jeff.

EXT. LONG STAY CAR PARK

Jeff is still pacing. His eyes are wet.

JEFF
Jesus Christ, Jesus, Jesus. What 
the hell happened here?

He walks a little way away from the body, looking back 
towards the airport buildings. He stops but the sound of 
footsteps carries on. He doesn't notice. He walks back 
towards Sally.

EXT. LONG STAY CAR PARK

We're looking through someone else's eyes. Now we're 
following Jeff as he paces around. When he stops, we get a 
little nearer.
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EXT. LONG STAY CAR PARK

Jeff is still pacing. Again, he wanders a little way from 
Sally's body. He stops, checks his watch. The sound of 
footsteps continues behind him and this time, he hears it. 
He swings round urgently.

JEFF
What the..? 

SMASH TO BLACK

END


