Title: The Visit.

FADE IN

INT. FRONT BEDROOM – EARLY MORNING.

The bedside clock shows 3.05am.

In a king sized bed, a MAN (34) is in a deep sleep, partly covered by a doona.  A soft light from a bedside lamp reveals an empty vodka bottle and a torn up photo of a young blonde woman on his bedside table.

He mumbles, rolls over, continues sleeping.

At one end of the bedroom, opposite the window, a black clad FIGURE withdraws from the bedroom doorway into the hallway.

INT. HALLWAY.

The hallway is briefly illuminated by the head-lights of a turning car.

The light shines through the opened venetian blinds, briefly passing over the wall where a second ago the black clad figure in a ski mask was standing.
The figure moves quickly and silently along the hallway, checking rooms to the left and right.

All are empty.

The figure moves, cat-like, back to the first bedroom.

INT. FRONT BEDROOM.

The man in the bed snores quietly.

The clock shows 3.07am.

The figure moves to the bedside table, picks up some pieces of the torn photo, replacing them and opening the top drawer, revealing a police ID card and wallet.

Another car’s head-lights briefly brighten the bedroom, then switch off.

The noise of a car door is heard opening and closing.

The figure tenses, then relaxes and backs into the hallway.

Footsteps are heard, quietly crunching on the gravel path to the front door.

EXT. FRONT DOOR.

A man in police uniform fills the small porch.  He thumps loudly on the door.






POLICEMAN



C’mon – open the bloody door – it’s cold



out here and the party’s swinging.
INT. FRONT BEDROOM.

The clock shows 3.09am.

The sleeper, continues sleeping.

EXT. WALL OF HOUSE NEAR BEDROOM WINDOW.

The policeman walks to the bedroom window.  He directs the torch beam into the room, illuminating the wall opposite.

He taps loudly on the window with the torch, calling out loudly.






POLICEMAN



Jay, can you hear me?  I’m not allowed



back without you.



(Pause)



Have some pity, man!

INT. BEDROOM 1.

The clock shows 3.10am.

The sleeper sleeps.

Back at the front door the Policeman runs his fingers over the top of the door frame.  He steps back and looks around the porch.

A metal foot scraper is visible.  He lifts it, detaches a small metal box magnetically attached to the underside.  He opens the box – it is empty.  He curses quietly as he replaces the box.






POLICEMAN



Shit!  Bloody typical!

He walks towards the bedroom window again.

EXT. AREA AROUND FRONT BEDROOM WINDOW.

The policeman shines torch, scanning immediate area, the torch light beam shines on a large plant pot, moves on, then returns to the pot.  He turns torch off.
INT. HALLWAY.

The figure stands still, then rapidly strips off the ski-mask and top, her long dark hair falling to her shoulders.  She leaves on her black tracksuit pants and sneakers, and moves silently to the front bedroom.

INT. FRONT BEDROOM

The clock shows 3.12am.

The woman removes her bra, draping it over the bedside lamp.  Gently, she lowers herself onto the bed, face down and covers her lower body with the doona.  She fans her long dark over the pillow obscuring her face.  Her breathing is fast and shallow, but she forces herself to breathe deeply and slowly.  
EXT. AREA AROUND FRONT BEDROOM WINDOW.

The policeman manhandles the pot to the window, placing his feet either side of the pot, he struggles to get a better view of the sleeping occupant.

He taps again on the window, once, twice.  He shines his torch on the sleeping man’s face, the torch beam picks up the naked back of the woman, the bra on the lamp.

INT. FRONT BEDROOM.

The clock shows 3.15am.

The sleeping man rolls away from the torch light and throws and arm over the woman, moving closer to her.

He sleeps.

EXT. AREA AROUND FRONT BEDROOM WINDOW.

Policeman snaps off the beam of light, chuckles and retreats. 

A couple of seconds later a car is heard to start and drive away.
INT. FRONT BEDROOM.

The woman waits a few seconds, then gently extricates herself from the man’s embrace, slowly she exits the bed.

She retrieves her bra and hesitates next to the bedside table.  She picks up his police ID, and replaces it.  She looks at the sleeping man, shrugs and makes for the hallway.

INT. HALLWAY.
The woman retrieves her top and ski-mask, pulls her top over her head and opens the front door, closing it gently behind her.

EXT. FRONT DOOR.

She lifts the foot scraper and returns the front door key to the metal box.

She scans the front of the property and vanishes into the shadows.

INT. FRONT BEDROOM.

The bedside clock shows 3.17am.

The man snores gently.

THE END.
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