scene 1

INT: BATHROOM

Here we meet Ben. He shares a flat with Christopher, whom he dislikes intensely and we will meet shortly. Ben is sitting the toilet, reading the PEOPLE’S FRIEND magazine, and is absolutely oblivious to the rather hideously patterned PLASTIC SHOWER CURTAIN to the side of him.

Ben gets up eventually, and while pulling up his pants takes the opportunity to inspect the content of the toilet bowl.

ben

I don’t recall eating that. 

He FLUSHES THE TOILET. 

 (O.S.) DOOR SLAMS. MALE VOICE CALLING.

VOICE

Honey, I’m home!

Ben puts his head in his hands.

ben

Bollocks! Oh no… (sighs)

CUT TO:

Christopher picking up an official looking letter from the floor of the hall. he takes it to the lounge where he opens it, mumbles through reading the content, then in despair, tears it to shreds and throws it on a coffee table. note the lounge curtains are closed and by the side of the window is a broom.

christopher

You bastard!

Christopher paces the floor letting out a string of semi rude obscenities.

CUT TO:

ben attempting to hang himself with the cheap shower curtain. it tears, he falls to the ground, wrapped in it like a pound shop mummy. we can still hear christopher in the background.

christopher (O.S.) 

Up your pipe, you excrement eating pus ridden purveyors of piss. May your wife leave you for a man whose goal in life is to get the best park bench to steal bread from the ducks.

ben enters the room, still wrestling with the shower curtain. he eventually manages to free himself.

ben

I take it they didn’t pay up?

christopher

Nope.

ben

Maybe you ought to give up now...

christopher (interupts)

Give up what? What do I pay my car insurance for? The money grabbing bastards!

ben

But you only had Third Party, and to be honest, I don’t think it covers a depressed Coldplay fan taking a dive through your sunroof.

christopher

But, that wasn’t my fault!

ben

He was at a Coldplay gig at the time! And it was indoors! Besides, it wasn’t nice of you to go and ask the relatives if he had any insurance.

Christopher

I was polite!!

ben

It was at his bloody funeral! And then you asked his girlfriend out at the wake!

christopher (APologetically)

I thought she needed a shoulder.

ben

Yes she did, not someone to feel her up!

christopher (again apologetically)

I’d had a few, it was a wake!

Ben

What? A few barrels? 

He places his hand on christopher’s shoulder

ben

Never mind, you can forget about it when you go out on the town tonight.

christopher

Out???

ben

Yeah, out. I have a date and you promised that you’d clear off.

Christopher

But only if you were nice to me.

Ben (exasperated)

I can’t. I tried. Really I did. I hate you. Everyone hates you. Your entire family got themselves sent to the electric chair to get away from you.

christopher

It was more of an electric sofa.

He sighs 

(more)

christopher (Cont'd)

They’d always wanted to go to Florida.

we notice a picture on the tv, it’s of christopher’s family in their prison issue orange boiler suits and wearing mickey mouse ears, sat on a couch with their thumbs held aloft.

christopher’s reverie is interupted by the sound of jeering outside his window. ben opens the curtains to reveal the sight of someone mooning, and upon their cheeks are written the words “piss off”. chris grabs a broom, ben opens the window and chris sticks the broom handle through.

 (O.S.) Screams and a loud crash.

christopher

If he’d kept more to the left he could have saved himself an “O”.

DISSOLVE TO:

later the same evening, in the bathroom of the flat ben is getting ready for his date. he washes shaving foam off his face, only to see he has shaved away half his goatee beard. 

ben (singing)

My goatee, it needs more goat.

he reaches into the bathroom cabinet and finds a scissors and some hair wax. he puts the scissors into his jeans and starts snipping.

ben

Oops! Good job I’ve already had that done.

CUT TO:

chris is hanging out of the living room window, holding a water balloon and concentrating intensly. we can see a bottle and a funnel by the side of him and we can guess what he filled the balloon with.

christopher

Left a little, right a bit. Chocks away! What!

he releases the balloon to the sound of consternation on the pavement as it hits. ben emerges into the room looking unimpressed. his goatee is extremely bushy on one side.

ben

How do I look?

Christopher

You look like your balls.

ben

It is a little on the scratchy side. 

joins chris at the window and looks out onto the street.

Are you still messing with the chavs?

christopher

Nope, I’ve run out of resources, unless you want to do me a favour?

chris attempts to hand ben a balloon.

ben 

No! Why don’t you leave them al-

christopher (interupts)

No!

Ben

They’re just chavs, what harm are they doing you?

Chris

What harm? What harm? I’ll tell you what harm mister. This used to be a nice place, but it’s awash now in a sea of knocked off Burberry and souped up Ford Fiestas.

he closes the window.

Ben

So are you going out then?

Chris (making another piss bomb)

In a minute. So who’s this girl?

Ben

Somebody I met on the internet. 

chris

What’s her name?

ben

You don’t know her, but she shares a name with an old friend of yours.

chris (while trying to tie balloon)

Name?

ben (Reluctantly)

Lisa.

chris squeezes the balloon so hard it pops over him, showering him in piss.

ben

I knew you’d act like that. It’s been 5 years man, come on.

Chris

Yes, 5 years since that emotion sucking siren ripped my heart out and stamped it so thin it could make a tissue die of envy.

ben

You were lucky I’ve been here to support you.

chris

It was you she slept with!

ben

That’s besides the point. I helped you get over it.

chris

Yeah I remember.

(mimics ben)

Here’s some Anadin Extra and a bottle of Bells. Cheer up pal.

ben

They were to help you forget.

chris

What, for eternity?

Ben

You can’t go insane every time I date someone called Lisa.

 (O.S.) Doorbell rings

ben

She’s here. Time for you not to be.

He drags chris to the door.

ben

Back before midnight and I’ll kill you, understand?

chris

Ok.

Ben

And one more thing.

He punches chris as they get to the door, which ben opens to reveal a beautiful young woman who seems to be carrying an old fashioned doctors bag.

Lisa

Hello, I’m Lisa.

Ben

Hello, I’m Ben.

Chris

Hello, I’m..

ben punches chris in the balls and pushes him through the door.

ben

Just leaving.

grabs chris’s coat from behind the door and throws it down the steps after him.  (O.S.) the sound of chris falling down the steps, stops, then starts, then stops.

Int: living room of flat

ben and lisa are stood in the middle of the room, unsure of what to do next.

ben

Hang on a sec.

he runs to the coffee table where he hides their stash of pornographic literature behind a cushion, rendering it visibly higher than the others.

Please sit down.

lisa sits on the higher cushion and nearly falls off.

ben

Coffee?

Lisa

Please.

ben exits to the kitchen where we hear him rattling cups. lisa opens her bag and takes out a beautifully sharpened butcher knife, a look of madness on her face.

ben (yells from kitchen)

Sugar?

Lisa 

Two please.

lisa returns the knife to her bag.

ben

Hey, put the TV on and relax, I got us a DVD to watch!”

Lisa picks up the remote from the coffee table and uses it. the sound of a rude film comes out. ben runs in, dives to the floor and switches off the tv.

ben

I have to apologise for my flatmate. He’s very lonely, and I can’t move around the flat for him...

ben gesticulates masturbation

Lisa

Oh.

she puts her hand to the side of the sofa, and comes up with a tissue stuck to it. she scrambles madly to get it off.

Ben

Be right back.

their phone rings and is picked up by their ansaphone.

 (O.S.) chris

Mate, just to let you know that you have left Amazonian Butt Worshippers 12 in the DVD. Could you get it out? Your dad phoned earlier, he wants it back in the morning.

enter an embarassed ben with coffee tray.

ext – night, the street outside the flat

chris puts his phone in his jacket pocket.

chris

Think I’ll take the car.

He looks towards his car, which has is caved in with a taped body outline on the roof.

chris

Shit.

he heads off down the road and is approached by a tramp who is looking at him. they reach the same spot on the street.

tramp

30p for a cup of tea? Come on mate, 30p!

chris

What?

tramp

30p, please mate. I haven’t had a drink in days.

chris

Where’s your cup then? You want money for tea, you bring me a cup. Prove it ain’t going on paint thinner or something!

tramp

You have no heart!

chris

Maybe not, but I do have 30p more than you, so bugger off!

they go their separate ways.

int: back in the living room

Ben and Lisa are back on the couch, still not sure of each other.

ben

How about more coffee?

lisa (clearly bored)

Nope, 12 is my limit.

ben

How about some music?

lisa

Something romantic would be nice.

ben (in a state of happiness)

I know the very thing.

ben puts on the stereo and starts dancing to “the safety dance” by the men without hats. his goatee is coming off and he looks pathetic and lisa begins to get irate.

Lisa

Perhaps we ought to just go to bed.

She switches off the stereo.

Ben

Leaving already?

lisa

No, I mean your bed.

ben

Where will I sleep?

lisa

Who said we were going to sleep?

she takes his hand and they leave the room. we can clearly see that lisa has her butcher knife in the other hand.

ext: night, the street

Chris is continuing is walk to the pub. in the distance but coming near is the sound of a car stereo and laughter. 

chris

Oh no, Chavs!

SCARY MUSIC IN THE BACKGROUND! CHRIS STANDS AGAINST A WALL WHICH IS BACK LIT, AND A SHADOW OF SOMEONE IN A BASEBALL CAP DANCES ACROSS HIM. CAMERA FOLLOWS CHRIS THEN FROM BEHIND, MUSIC BUILDS UP AS CAMERA GETS CLOSES. CHRIS REACHES FOR A PIECE OF WOOD WHICH IS LEANING AGAINST THE WALL. CAMERA IS ALMOST ON HIS BACK.





CHRIS



Aggrh!!

HE TAKES A SWING WITH THE BOARD, AND FALLS OVER. BUT THERE IS NOBODY THERE.

VISIBLY SHAKING AND LOOKING TERRIFIED, CHRIS STARTS TO RUN BUT FALLS ONTO THE GROUND. ON THE GROUND ARE EMPTY CIGARETTE PACKETS AND STUBS, AN EMPTY BOTTLE OF CHEAP WHITE CIDER AND A PLASTIC BAG WITH WHAT LOOKS LIKE PARSLEY SAUCE IN IT (HOMEMADE CONDOM).





CHRIS

Chav spore! They’re here!

HE’S LIT UP BY THE HEADLIGHTS OF A CAR.

CHRIS starts praying. FOUR OR FIVE CHAVS EXIT THE CAR, LIKE A PACK OF WILD HYENAS, THEY START CIRCLING CHRIS WHO ACTS LIKE AN UNLUCKY GAZELLE. THE LEAD CHAV POINTS AT CHRIS.





LEAD CHAV

You!





CHRIS

What do you want of me?





LEAD CHAV

You will serve us. You will go to Londis for cider and fags.





BACKGROUND CHAV

We wanna get monged.





LEAD CHAV (TO HIS PACK)

SILENCE!

Walks up to Chris and gets right in his face. He hands Chris a knocked off designer baseball cap.

Soon this will be your crown.





CHRIS

Never!





LEAD CHAV

Do not fight your destiny. If you join me we can bring order to this estate. Did they never tell you what happened to your father?

CHRIS LOOKS PUZZLED.





BACKGROUND CHAV

Did you know your father then?





LEAD CHAV

Well I think it was the window cleaner, no, hang on, that was my brother…

THE CHAVS MUMBLE AMONGST THEMSELVES, DISCUSSING THEIR PARENTAGE. IN THE BACKGROUND WE SEE CHRIS SNEAKING AWAY.





LEAD CHAV

No. I ain’t your dad mate. 

HE NOTICES CHRIS’S ABSENCE.

After him! I want him alive!

TWO CHAVS JUMP ON BMX’S AND START DOING THE CRAZY FROG IMPRESSION, THEY MOVE OFF.

THE TWO BIKES PASS A WHEELED BIN, THE LID OPENS AND CHRIS POPS HIS HEAD OUT OF IT, COVERED IN VARIOUS ITEMS OF REFUSE. AS HE STRUGGLES TO GET OUT, THE BIN TIPS UP AND THE CHAVS NOTICE. HE RUNS TO A DEAD END WHERE THE CHAVS FOLLOW. ALL OF A SUDDEN A SHAMBLING FIGURE APPEARS AND SCARES OFF THE CHAVS BY MAKING NOISES AND WAVING ITS ARMS ABOUT. THE CHAVS FLEE, THE FIGURE HELPS CHRIS TO HIS FEET. WE SEE AN ELDERLY MAN.





OLD MAN

The estate should not be traversed lightly, especially at night. Chavs are easily startled but they shall return, and in greater numbers. We must seek shelter.

THEY WALK AWAY.

INT: BEN’S BEDROOM

BEN REGAINS CONSCIOUSNESS, CAMERA JUST SHOWS HIS SMILING FACE.





LISA (SEDUCTIVELY)

Wake up.

BEN WAKES UP, THE CAMERA PANS BACK TO REVEAL HIS SPIDERMAN COSTUME AND THE FACT HE IS TIED TO THE BED.





BEN

Am I Spiderman? Am I dreaming?





LISA (in psycho mode)

Nope, but soon you will be Captain Cadaver!





BEN

Oh dear.





LISA

I’m going to make you wish for death!





BEN

Well, I wish for that daily, living with that tosser!





LISA

When he gets back it’s his turn.





BEN

Could you do him first? At least I can go with a smile on my face.





LISA

Quiet penised scum. You mean are all the same and I hate you all.





BEN

I used to be a woman you know, girl power!





LISA

Even worse, a woman who became a man and embraced a phallus. Your suffering will be legendary.





BEN

Balls!





LISA

Not for long..

INT NIGHT – OLD MAN’S HOUSE

OLD MAN BRINGS CHRIS A CUP OF TEA.





OLD MAN

You must be tired after your little adventure.





CHRIS

I’m fine, I’d better be going.

CHRIS NOTICES A PHOTO ON THE WALL, IT’S OF LISA, AND SHE’S IN A STRAITJACKET.





CHRIS (POINTS AT PHOTO)

Is that your daughter?





OLD MAN

Granddaughter. Terrible business, she spent the last five years in an institution. She loves doing harm to men. Escaped yesterday from the computer room of the hospital, in fact, I was out looking for her when I came across you. She always liked it here, I thought she would come back.





CHRIS

I think I’ve..





OLD MAN

You’ve seen her?





CHRIS (EVILLY)

Nope, not a sign. Perhaps I’ll have another cup of tea, it’s still a bit chavvy out there for me.

CHRIS LOOKS PLEASED WITH HIMSELF, AND STARTS HUMMING THE FUNERAL MARCH. THE OLD MAN BUSIES HIMSELF IN THE KITCHEN.





OLD MAN

It’s not surprising really, mental illness has run through the family for years, and luckily I don’t seem to be affected  by it.

OLD MAN EMERGES FROM THE KTICHEN NAKED, EXCEPT FOR AN OPERATIC TYPE VIKING HELMET, THE SMILE FALLS FROM CHRIS’S FACE.





OLD MAN


Would you care for some sugar? He has scouring powder which he is using like talc.

CHRIS STARTS TO CRY.





CHRIS

Please don’t bugger me.





OLD MAN

Bugger you? No my friend, we are going on a mighty adventure! 


HE GRABS A VIKING SHIELD AND STARTS A WAR DANCE.

We will take my long boat and attack the evil hordes at their very homestead!
Then and only then will we participate in the ritual of buggerment!

CHRIS TRIES TO GET UP AND THE OLD MAN PUTS A SWORD TO HIS THROAT.







OLD MAN

You’re thinking of leaving, coward.





CHRIS

Umm, no...





OLD MAN

You know what we do to cowards, don’t you?





CHRIS

Send them to the pub.





OLD MAN

No! We bugger them.





CHRIS

Then I have no choice but to take you to your granddaughter.

OLD MAN PULLS CHRIS TO HIS FEET AND SLAPS HIM ON THE BACK.





OLD MAN

Yes! Then it is agreed, we will partake, but first we must enact the mighty dance of buggerment!





CHRIS

No, we must hurry, the evil barbarian has your granddaughter.





OLD MAN

Yes, but once we have my grandchild safely returned..





CHRIS

Yes, I know, buggery.





OLD MAN


Spoken like a true Viking, let us go!

INT: BACK IN BEN’S BEDROOM

LISA IS AT THE END OF THE BED JUST ABOUT TO STAB BEN, WHO IS STRUGGLING TO FREE HIMSELF. SUDDENLY A VIKING HORN SOUND IS HEARD AND CHRIS ACCOMPANIED BY THE OLD MAN BURST THROUGH THE DOOR.





OLD MAN

Lisa! No!





CHRIS

Bugger!





OLD MAN


Later, my friend.





CHRIS

Not you, Hagar the moron!





LISA

GRANDDAD! 

SHE RETURNS TO HER NORMAL SELF.

I’ve missed you so much.





CHRIS (TALKING TO BEN)

Did you miss me?





BEN

No, I still hate you.

EXT: OUTSIDE THE FLAT

LISA AND HER GRANDAD ARE LEAVING.





BEN (TO LISA)

If you ever want to go out on a date, here’s Chris’ mobile number.

THEY LEAVE.

CHRIS FOLLOWS BEHIND, CLEARLY LIMPING.





BEN

What happened to you?





CHRIS

Never have dancing lessons from a naked Viking.

BEN WATCHES LISA AND HER GRANDAD WALK DOWN THE STREET.





BEN

That’s it, no more girls for me.





CHRIS

You gonna become gay?





BEN

No, dickface. I’m going to have a break from women. Take time, reflect, see where I...

HE TAILS OFF, AS A PRETTY GIRL WALKS PAST ON THE PAVEMENT. HE JOINS HER AND THEY HAVE A MUFFLED CONVERSATION. CHRIS TUTS IN DISAPPROVAL.





BEN (rejoining Chris)

You got any money for the pub?





CHRIS

Yeah, I could murder a pint. 

HE PRODUCES A TENNER, WHICH BEN SNATCHES AND RUNS OFF TO REJOIN THE GIRL.





CHRIS SIGHS HEAVILY.

HE TURNS TO GO BACK INTO THE HOUSE, THE TRAMP FROM EARLIER TAPS CHRIS ON THE BACK, AND PRODUCES A MUG WITH A FLOURISH, CLEARLY PLEASED WITH HIMSELF. CHRIS TAKES THE MUG, SMILES AT THE TRAMP AND THEN SMASHES IT ON THE PAVEMENT.





CHRIS

I said a CUP not a mug!!!





The End
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