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FADE IN:

EXT. LONDON - M25 MOTORWAY - NIGHT

Light traffic. Vehicles jockey for position battling for a 
clear spot to speed ahead. Finally, a RANGE ROVER sees a 
breakaway opportunity and zooms... passing the A7 exit. 

GEORGE (V.O.)
What’s the turn off?

WILL (V.O.)
We just passed the A7.

JAMES (V.O.)
Take the A7.

BRAKES SCREECH as the Rover skids to a stop; oncoming cars 
manage to swerve, narrowly avoid crashing.   

INT. RANGE ROVER - NIGHT

GEORGE ARKADIE drives. At 40, the eldest of three brothers is 
a lanky, put upon family man who’s most frequent response is, 
“Yes, dear.”    

GEORGE
Shit.

He throws the car in REVERSE and drives backwards to the A7.  

In the passenger seat is middle brother WILL, mid-late 30s. 
Aloof, with the rugged good looks of a world-weary 
journeyman, he follows the Rover’s sat-nav guidance.

JAMES, the youngest is baby-faced and immature. He always 
looks for the easiest way to get to who knows where.

James slides across the back seat. He accidentally crushes a 
poster board (A photo of a pale, severe woman. MADELEINE, 
frozen smile with the caption: “Madeleine Berks-Arkadie 
Realty - Making Your Home Ownership Dreams Come True.”)  

HORNS HONK. Several vehicles swerve to avoid hitting them.  



JAMES
Watch out. You’ll get us killed.

George re-gains sanity when they reach the A7 exit.

EXT. HACKNEY AREA - STREET 

Mostly warehouses.  The district seems to have benefitted 
from massive re-development with some artist work/live lofts.

The Rover crawls down the block. James notices some HOODIES 
standing on the corner, smoking and passing a bottle.

INT. RANGE ROVER

George looks for parking, but there are no spaces.  

GEORGE
Why is there never any parking?

JAMES
Just to piss you off, George.

George turns the corner and they are in AN ALLEY BEHIND THE 
LOFTS.  Plenty of parking.  George pulls into a spot.  

WILL
This is good. We won’t be long.

George warily looks around the area.

GEORGE
Maybe I should wait out here.

JAMES
Who’s going to steal a Rover with 
the price of petrol these days?

WILL
I think he’s embarrassed to be seen 
with us, James.

GEORGE
We are a bit conspicuous.

JAMES
I think it’s brilliant.



EXT. ALLEY

Will, James and George get out of the car. They are dressed 
in identical white polyester disco suits with black shirts 
and gold chains around their necks. Three very pathetic 
“Saturday Night Fever”-looking John Travoltas.  

George sees the street signs: “NO PARKING” and “TOW-AWAY.”

GEORGE
I should move the car. It’s 
Madeleine’s. If anything happens--

JAMES
Stop being a pussy.

George swallows his concern.

EXT. HACKNEY - STREET

Will, James, George strut. James can’t help but laugh. So 
does Will, and George allows himself to crack a smile.

INT. ARTIST’S LOFT

LUCIFER is an abstract artist. His studio is chock full of 
the most avant of avant garde paintings and sculptures. 

He wears a Japanese kimono and crown of leaves as he stands 
in front of an easel ready to reveal a LARGE CANVAS (4’ x 6’) 
to James, Will and George.

JAMES
Can’t wait to see it, Lucifer.

WILL
His name is Lucifer?

LUCIFER
(re: the suits)

I’m liking... no, I’m loving this.
White tigers roaming the savanna.

WILL
Where’d you find this guy?

GEORGE
One of James’ poker mates. 

LUCIFER
I think we said twelve hundred.  



Will and George both have credit cards ready for Lucifer.  
Then they all look at James who blithely examines the 
artwork.

JAMES
Stunning, this.  

He picks up a PYRITE PAPERWEIGHT.

LUCIFER
That is subconscious self-
exploration through the conscious 
rejection of consumerism. I call it 
“Rock.”

GEORGE
James, where’s your share?

JAMES
About that. Today. I was up a grand 
with two pair, but this girl from 
Slough, can you believe it, had a 
full house. What are they teaching 
girls in Slough these days?

WILL
So you don’t have the money?

JAMES
I’ll pay you back, Will, I promise.

WILL
Spent all I had getting back from 
Indonesia.

James turns to George with a puppy dog, “help me” face.

GEORGE
You already owe me five hundred.

JAMES
One big pot and you’ll get it back. 

(seals the deal)
It’s for Mum and Dad.

George hands his credit card back to Lucifer.

LUCIFER
The things you do for your 
brothers, am I right?

GEORGE
Don’t ask me for anything else.



JAMES
Promise.  Not one thing.  Ever.

WILL
Let’s have a look.

LUCIFER
I must say I’ve outdone myself.  

He throws off the sheet revealing A LIFE SIZE FAMILY PORTRAIT 
OF WILL, GEORGE, JAMES, with their parents (KATE and MICK). 
Only the faces are distorted; grotesque in garish colors. 
Kate has tentacles/umbilical cords attached to her sons.

GEORGE
Is this a joke? I gave you a 
photograph of the entire family.  

WILL
Where are our kids?

LUCIFER
I’m an artist. I paint what I see.   

JAMES
Mum will love it.

GEORGE
Mum has no arms.

LUCIFER
It’s a metaphor. No refunds.

WILL
We’re late. Let’s take it and we 
can find someone to fix it later.

GEORGE
The only way to fix this is to 
strike a match.

LUCIFER
Hello, still in the room.  

EXT. ARTIST’S LOFT

Will, James and George lug the large painting to the alley.

EXT. ALLEY

Two of the HOODIES they saw earlier are walking toward them 
looking for trouble. Will, James and George pass them.



HOODIE #1
I didn’t know the fairy 
convention’s in town.

JAMES
Gee, you’re a clever one.  

HOODIE #2
Ain’t no poufs around here.  

JAMES
That’s what your mum said after I 
took my cock out of her mouth.

HOODIE #2
What did you say about me mum?

The hoodies stub their cigarettes and flash their KNIVES.

GEORGE
(to James)

Why do you always have to make 
things worse?

HOODIE #1
Wallets, boys.  

The hoodies hold the knives to James and Will who comply.

HOODIE #2
Don’t try anything, sweetheart or 
you won’t be so pretty no more.

WILL
Okay, relax. We’re not resisting.  

HOODIE #1
Watches. And those chains might be 
worth a few quid.

HOODIE #2
Mobile, as well.

WILL
Does it look like we’re hiding 
mobiles?

HOODIE #2
We’ll have the suits off you, then.

GEORGE
I’m not giving you my clothes.



HOODIE #2
Knickers, too, ladies.

GEORGE
You may as well kill me.

WILL
He didn’t mean that. Come on, 
George.

HOODIE #1
Hand over the undies, George.

At knife point, Will and George slowly undress.  The hoodie 
thugs grab the suits, wallets, etc. Then notice James doesn’t 
wear underwear. James smiles vainly.

All three brothers are left completely naked with only the 
painting to cover themselves.

GEORGE
(re: the portrait)

You can take this if you want.

HOODIE #1
Neo-surrealist trash.  It’s a trite 
homage to Dali without the whimsy.

HOODIE #2
You should listen to him.  He did 
an Art History course at uni.

The hoodies run off.  James looks at George and bursts out 
laughing.  Then Will stifles his own giggle.  George shivers.

GEORGE
Do you mind not laughing?

JAMES
If you had this view, you’d be 
laughing, too.

WILL
Where’s the car?

They look up and down the alley.  Where is the car?

GEORGE
I knew it. Tow zone means they tow 
the car if you park here.  

JAMES
Stop whingeing.  We’re in the wrong 
spot.  Let’s walk up there a bit.



GEORGE
No car, no keys, no clothes, no 
phone.  Madeleine and the girls 
aren’t even in the portrait.

JAMES
I didn’t think vampires could be 
photographed.

GEORGE
Oh, don’t start.

Several UNMARKED CARS move down the alley toward them.  A 
faint sound grows louder.  

WILL
Ssh. Do you hear that?

SIRENS.  The cars are POLICE VEHICLES.  OFFICERS swarm the 
block surrounding the lofts.  It’s a raid.  

EXT. HACKNEY STREET/ALLEY INTERSECTION

James hangs back as Will rips a poster from a wall and wraps 
himself. George positions his nudity strategically behind the 
painting. They approach TWO OFFICERS, MALE and FEMALE.

FEMALE OFFICER
Let me guess, she promised you a 
good time and next thing you know 
you wake up naked with a whopping 
bad headache and no money.  

WILL
How did you know?

The female office leads Will to a police car, leaving George 
with the male officer.

GEORGE
Pardon me, officer.  I left my car 
in that alley.  

The male officer looks at George and at the painting.  George 
points back to the alley.  The vacant alley.

MALE OFFICER
Aren’t any cars back there.

GEORGE
Yes.  There was a tow away sign.



MALE OFFICER
Shouldn’t have left it then.

The male officer takes his citation book and writes a ticket.

GEORGE
In hindsight, agreed, but I need to 
get my car back.

MALE OFFICER
Have you been drinking, sir?

GEORGE
Not yet.

MALE OFFICER
Name and address?

GEORGE
George Arkadie. Seven Meadowbrook 
Lane.  Richmond.  Surrey.

MALE OFFICER
Spell the surname, please.

GEORGE
A-R-K-A-D-I-E

MALE OFFICER
You’ll need to contact the impound 
yard for your vehicle. Sign here. 
Initial there.

The male officer hands George the citation.

GEORGE
This is a ticket.

OFFICER
I’ve cited you for indecent 
exposure.  Have a good evening.

Will (now wearing a POLICE rain jacket) joins George. Will 
also has a citation notice.

GEORGE
Citation?

WILL
Her phone number.  

Will gives a nod to the female officer who winks back.  
George shakes his head, part disgust, part admiration.



EXT. HACKNEY STREET

James stands behind garbage bins to cover his modesty.  As he 
watches as a BUSINESSMAN and TWO BURLY AIDES escorted in 
handcuffs by a FEMALE DETECTIVE and her younger MALE PARTNER. 
A VAN stops. The driver, DIETER, 32, always looks for action. 

DIETER
What’s all this?

JAMES
Some blokes got pinched.

He does a double-take when he looks at James.

DIETER
James Arkadie?

JAMES
Yeah?

DIETER
Dieter. Preiss.  St. Albans School.

It takes a second for James to recognize Dieter.

JAMES
Dieter. Yeah, hi. How are you?

DIETER
Good. You?

JAMES
Can’t complain, you know.

DIETER
Apart from the being naked bit.

JAMES
Well, you know.  Shit happens.


