          EXT. LONDON - MORNING

          Opening sequence: Wet winter Monday morning in London.

          Camera travels through the London eye; traveling south of

          river to a non-descript suburb; domestic life starts to

          stir. Perky Soundtrack; run titles.

          Row of simple terraced Victorian houses in neat street.

          Postman with turban is delivering post. He approaches gate;

          stops in his tracks; faced with black Yorkshire terrier

          having a shit in the garden. The terrier looks up at

          postman; starts to growl and bare teeth. Postman hesitates.

          Dog starts barking. Postman takes bundle of mail, wraps in

          red elastic band, throws it towards the step. Post bundle

          hits step but knocks over milk bottle, which smashes. Dog

          runs to the step, starts to lap milk. Moments later large

          grotesque woman, Nora Batty style; red lipstick, curlers,

          blue eye makeup; in short tatty dressing gown comes out of

          open door and sees the spilled milk.

                              UGLY WOMAN

                    Spicey! You bad dog.

          POV postman: Postman now walking down path of the next

          garden, smiling that the dog is getting blamed. The dog

          looks at the postman, who sticks his tongue out. The

          grotesque woman bends down to pick up the post. As she bends

          down the postman gets a very vivid view under her short

          dressing gown. She is wearing a tight red thong. It is

          barely hiding the very hairy crack of her arse. It is an

          horrific sight; the postman noticeably winces in disgust. He

          quickly turns away and pushes a single letter through the

          next doors letterbox.   

          INT. HOUSE SOUTH LONDON   - MORNING   

          POV from inside house: We see letter come through letterbox

          that it has just been posted through.

          We travel upstairs to a bedroom. Large wooden ornate bed. We

          go under the bed, so as not to see who is in bed. From under

          bed we see a foot hanging off one side.

          CLOSE-UP: Ankle with small rose tattoo above the knuckle.

          We follow the leg up the bed to a ruffle of a duvet just

          about covering an attractive woman, SALLY, 30. We reach her

          face; her eyes slowly open - sleepily glance at bedside

          clock; CLICKS to 08:00 am. Instinctively she takes the

          thermometer from bedside table; hand slides under duvet with

          instrument. She waits. 

          We rise above bed. Husband, JOEL, 32, sleeping next to her;

          back to back; SNORING. After 20 seconds she removes

          thermometer from between her legs; looks at reading.

          Triumphantly returns thermometer to table; turns to face

          JOEL; with clean swift movement pulls the duvet off bed,

          onto floor. They are both naked. She turns him over; bounces

          up and sits on his abdomen.

                              SALLY

                    Come on big boy it's time to sow

                    some seed.

          Joel struggles to wake up; no interest in sex, only sleep.

                              JOEL

                    Do I have to?

                              SALLY

                    I am ovulating so yes you have to.

                    Besides you're obviously keen, I 'm

                    sitting on a full erection.

                              JOEL

                    That's cos I need a piss. What time

                    is it?

                              SALLY

                    Time you showed some interest in

                    your wife. Do you want a family or

                    not?

          Sally's getting annoyed, but continues to pump away on him.

                              JOEL

                    Wake me up when you've finished.

                              SALLY

                    Most men would love free sex. The

                    milkman asks for sex every morning

                    when you've gone.

          Joel is too tired to register a smile at her joke.

                              JOEL

                    Most men have more than 4 hours

                    sleep.

                              SALLY

                    That's your fault for coming in so

                    late. Besides once you've donated

                    your sperm you can go back to sleep

                    like you normally do.

          Sally is now pumping harder and beginning to get aroused

                              JOEL

                    This is like rape.

          Sally ignores him, closes her eyes; concentrating on her

          orgasm. Reluctantly Joel puts his hands on her waist; helps

          adjust the rhythm and angle of her hips. A few moments later

          he has an orgasm. She is still working on hers; he has

          finished and wants it to stop. He looks at the clock as it

          now shows 08:03.

                              JOEL

                    Bloody hell it's gone eight. I am

                    late.

          He goes to get up but she pushes him back down.

                              SALLY

                    You can wait 5 minutes. I have to

                    grin and bare it when you're on

                    top.

          He flinches, that was mean. He lies still and closes his

          eyes waiting for her to finish.

                              SALLY

                    You could at least pretend you are

                    interested in fucking me.

          His hands move straight to her nipples and he starts to

          tweak them. His eyes are still closed. She looks at him

          disappointed with him feeble attempt to turn her on.

          INT. HOUSE SOUTH LONDON - MORNING

          Joel is getting dressed, hair a mess; he hasn't had time to

          shower. Sally is lying on her back in bed; legs straight up

          in the air.

                              JOEL

                    Why are you lying like that?

                              SALLY

                    I don't want it to dribble out.

                              JOEL

                    Can't you just be natural. It will

                    happen when it is meant to happen.

                              SALLY

                    You've been saying that for 12

                    months now. Don't you want a baby?

          He stops dressing; sits next to her on the bed.

                              JOEL

                    You know how much I want us to have

                    a baby. I think you will make a

                    fantastic mom.

                              SALLY

                    So why don't you show more

                    enthusiasm or take more initiative?

                              JOEL

                    You know I am a night owl. How

                    often have I wanted it at night and

                    you've been too tired. Or had a

                    headache.

                              SALLY

                    I've never stopped you.

                              JOEL

                    Yes but self service when your

                    asleep is a little bit better than

                    necrophilia. I've never understood

                    women. They say they can

                    multi-task, so why can't they do a

                    headache AND sex.

          Sally jumps up and gives him a swipe.

                              SALLY

                    You cheeky bugger.

          Noticing that she has moved her legs down, she quickly lies

          back and sticks them in the air again. Joel moves up to her

          and gently kisses her.

                              JOEL

                    You know I love you and only want

                    you.

                              SALLY

                    Hhmm. You have a strange way of

                    showing it. How long do you think I

                    should lie like this?

                              JOEL

                    Until the milkman gets here. He can

                    give you another pint.

          She playfully grabs the pillow and throws it at him as he

          leaves the bedroom.

          EXT. LONDON - MORNING

          Joel leaves his front door, just as it starts to RAIN. He

          pulls jacket over head to shelter from rain. As he is

          walking down the street we see a large puddle in the curb. A

          car is approaching the puddle and about to splash Joel. At

          the last moment he notices the pending accident and steps

          back. The puddle misses him; he laughs and turns to stick

          his fingers up at the driver.

                              JOEL

                    Miss me you smart arse!

          As he turns back to face the way he is walking he crunches

          straight into a rubbish bin on the pavement. The bin hits

          him straight in the nuts. He keels over in pain, holding his

          testicles, slips of the pavement and falls into the puddle.

                              JOEL

                        Shit!

          He gets up holding his balls; dripping wet.

          INT. HOUSE SOUTH LONDON - MORNING

          Sally is now sitting on the toilet speaking to her best

          girlfriend. She is smoking, reading a magazine.

                              SALLY

                    We are so out sync. He wants sex at

                    night when I want to sleep and I

                    want sex in the morning when he

                    wants to sleep.

                              GILL

                    Have you tried to make him a

                    romantic meal and seduce him?

                              SALLY

                    We're too familiar for that. If I

                    did that he would be suspicious; as

                    if I was having an affair or

                    something?

                              GILL

                    Well it is your turn.

                              SALLY

                    The less said about that the

                    better. I don't think he'll do that

                    again.

          With that Sally lets loose a huge fart, Gill hears this down

          the phone; they both burst into hysterics. They finally calm

          down. Sally throws cigarette into the toilet beneath her.

                              GILL

                    Did you have a curry last night?

                              SALLY

                    I had a bottle of red wine, a bag

                    of nuts and fell asleep watching a

                    movie.

                              GILL

                    Where was Joel?

                              SALLY

                    He went to the bloody Arsenal and

                    had a piss-up with the lads

                    afterward. Got back after two. He

                    loves Arsenal more than me.

                              GILL

                    You should have called, we could

                    have had a girls night out.

                              SALLY

                    Yeah. It's been so long since we

                    had a drink and a laugh.

                              GILL

                    Why don't we have lunch today, hit

                    the hair salon and then have a

                    girls night out tonight.

                              SALLY

                    I can't I need to send my new

                    bedroom designs to Habitat by 2pm

                    and I haven't finished them yet.

                              GILL

                    Well if things change I'm having a

                    sickie today so have nothing

                    planned.

                              SALLY

                    Another one. You'll get the sack.

                              GILL

                    Not likely, I m screwing the boss.

                              SALLY

                    You bugger. Anyway, got to go. I'll

                    call you in a day or too.

                              GILL

                    See you Sal.

                              SALLY

                    Bye.

          Sally stands up, takes some tissue and wipes her arse.

          INT. SECONDARY SCHOOL LONDON - DAY

          Joel is in the staff toilet standing in his underpants,

          holding his trousers against the hand dryer. BILL FOX, 37,

          walks in.

                              BILL

                    Pissed yourself again?

                              JOEL

                    Fell in a bloody puddle.

                              BILL

                    Just pissed then.

                              JOEL

                    No it was this morning, not last

                    night.

                              BILL

                    What you drinking in the morning

                    now?

                              JOEL

                    Fuck off Bill?

          Bill goes over to the urinal and takes a piss.

                              BILL

                    We still playing squash at lunch

                    time?

                              JOEL

                    Of course. I hadn't forgotten

          From Joel face it is obvious he has forgotten. Joel starts

          to put his trousers back on just as the school bell goes.

          Bill has finished and walks towards the door. He opens the

          door as Joel is hopping on one leg trying to put his left

          leg in the the trousers. Bill gently pushes him. Joel loses

          balance and stumbles out of the door into the corridor

          outside. Miss Spencer is walking down the corridor and see's

          Joel on the floor trousers half on and half off. 

                              MISS SPENCER

                    Mr Hancock please make yourself

                    decent.

          Bill Fox walks out of the toilet door with a smile on his

          face.

                              BILL

                    Same again tomorrow morning Joel?

          A few boys are giggling at the whole scene.

          INT. SECONDARY SCHOOL LONDON - DAY

          Joel is now dressed and outside his classroom door. He is

          late. He pauses, dusts himself down, takes a deep breath and

          calmly walks into the classroom. The boys stand as he enters

          the classroom.

                              JOEL

                    Good morning boys. Please sit down

                              CLASSROOM

                    Good morning Mr. Hancock.

          He puts down his wet bag and picks up the history book on

          his desk. He opens to the bookmark and addresses the class.

                              JOEL

                    OK boys. Today let's talk about

                    Stalin.

          There is an audible groan in the classroom.

                              JOEL

                    What's the matter with Stalin?

                    Wilkinson why did you groan?

                              WILKINSON

                    Sir we've been doing the second

                    world war all term. It's becoming

                    boring. We know who won.

          There are ripples of laughter.

                              JENKINS

                    Sir, is there anything in history

                    that is interesting or unusual?

          Joel looks dejected and walks to window in thought. Sally,

          the mornings escapade still on his mind. He see's a parent

          walking out of the front door pushing a baby in a pram.

                              WILKINSON

                    Sir are you still with us?

                              JOEL

                    Pardon? What was the question?

                              JENKINS

                    Tell us something interesting about

                    history. Something that very few

                    people know.

          Joel looks back at his class. It's an all boys school; they

          are well behaved and good pupils. An idea comes into his

          head.

                              JOEL

                    Right. I've got a deal for you.

          All boys lean forward in anticipation.

                              JOEL

                    Each lesson I'll tell you a little

                    known secret about history and then

                    we get back to the boring

                    curriculum. Agreed?

          There is a unanimous yes from the class.

                              JOEL

                    OK. Let me think.

          Joel looks around the classroom. All the boys are eagerly

          looking at him.

                              JOEL

                    Few people know that the day

                    Germany invaded Poland, effectively

                    to cause of the second world war,

                    was the same day that Russia also

                    invaded Poland. However no

                    sanctions were taken against the

                    Russian. Only against Hitler.

                              PATTERSON

                    No way Sir.

                              JOEL

                    Yes way Patterson.

                              WATSON

                    So why did we not punish the

                    Russians?

                              JOEL

                    We were frighten of the Russians.

                    Hitler was a short arse and German

                    was a much smaller country. We

                    guessed we could kick his ass.

                              JENKINS

                    Are you shitting us Sir?

                              JOEL

                    Not at all. Honest is one of my

                    strengths. (beat) So now you know

                    how sneaky the Commies are lets

                    talk about Stalin.

          Joel is pleased with his victory. In his enthusiasm turns

          around to write on the blackboard, however turns too

          quickly, loses his balance and falls to the floor, twisting

          his ankle. The boys laugh but when they realise he is hurt

          then get up and surround him. We pan away from the classroom

          capturing the painful grimace on Joel's face. This is not

          going to be his day.

          INT. HOUSE SOUTH LONDON - DAY

          Sally is working from home. She is an interior designer. She

          gets out her laptop and turns it on. She is faced with a

          blue screen that declares her laptop will not boot. She is

          sitting in her dressing gown, smoking again.

                              SALLY

                    Shit!

          She moves over to Joel's desk, which is full of exercise

          books to be marked. She turns on his computer. She is faced

          with a desktop of Arsenal football club.

                              SALLY

                    Bloody typical. He wouldn't think

                    to have me on his desktop.

          The screen prompts her for a password. She spells out the

          password as she types it.

                              SALLY

                    A-R-S-E-N-A-L.

          The computer logs on.

                              SALLY

                    How predictable you are. Do I

                    really want you to father my child?

          She opens up his email client; starts to type a new email.

          Sally talks as she types.

                              SALLY (V.O.)

                    Dear Gill. Don't delete this email

                    it's from me Sally, not Joel. My

                    laptop is fucked so I am using his

                    computer. I've been thinking about

                    us having some fun, so I've booked

                    a cottage for this weekend; a

                    girlie weekend. Hope this is OK

                    with you. I haven't told Joel yet

                    but as I will have stopped

                    ovulating by next week there not

                    much else I can use him for. Why do

                    we get all the shit guys. (beat)

                    Mental note delete this email after

                    I've sent it.

          She presses return and takes a break from the keyboard; sips

          her coffee. Just then DING; an email comes into Joel's

          mailbox. She is shocked when she reads the title. CLOSE-UP:

          'Another blowjob tonight Joel?' She stares in disbelief and

          quickly opens the email. We hear her narrate the email in

          her head as she reads it.

                              SALLY (V.O.)

                    Hi Joel. I really enjoyed giving

                    you that blowjob after school last

                    night. I can't believe your wife

                    doesn't like sucking your wonderful

                    dick. She must be a selfish bitch.

                    Anyway my friend Sharon wants to

                    come and watch me do it tonight.

                    She may even want to have a suck as

                    well. As you haven't got a car, we

                    can use mine again. Email me to

                    confirm. Amy xx.

          In rage she pushes all the exercise books off his desk. She

          then pushes everything off his desk. His framed picture of

          Arsenal crashes to the floor, glass spilling everywhere. She

          goes under the sink and brings out a pot of white paint and

          a paintbrush. She thunders towards his closet and starts to

          paint all his clothes white. After a few seconds she loses

          patience and just empties the whole paint pot onto

          everything in his closet. After throwing a few more things

          around the flat she returns to the computer; starts a new

          email.

                              SALLY (V.O.)

                    Gill. Fuck the weekend. I can't

                    wait. I am coming over there now.

                    The wanker has been cheating on me.

                    Again. Make up the spare bed.

          Sally hits return and the email is sent. See goes under the

          cupboard under the stairs and pulls out two suitcases. She

          begins to pack.

          INT. METALWORK ROOM AT SCHOOL - DAY

          Joel hobbles into the metalwork room during morning break.

          His shoe is off and his ankle is bandaged. Bill Fox is

          working away at the furnace heating up some metal. He turns

          to see Joel.

                              BILL

                    You'll do anything to get out of

                    squash.

                              JOEL

                    Sorry mate. I was looking forward

                    to playing today. I was ready to

                    beat you.

                              JIM

                    Yeah right. So whose arse did you

                    kick? Patterson's?

                              JOEL

                    Not as much fun as that. I just

                    turned and lost my balance. Miss

                    Spencer says it's only twisted.

                              BILL

                    I beginning to think there is

                    something between you two.

                              JOEL

                    She was a little offish after this

                    mornings episode in the corridor.

                    Didn't say a word.

                              BILL

                    I can see that. There's enough

                    bandages there to mummify old

                    Fletcher. Not that anyone would

                    notice.

          Without warning Bill takes the hot piece of metal out of the

          furnace goes to push it at Joel, turns at the last moment

          and pushes it on to a piece of hide on the work bench. There

          is a HISSING sound as hot metal burns leather. Acrid smoke

          fills the air.

                              JOEL

                    What the fuck? You could have had

                    my eye out.

                              BILL

                    I know what I'm doing.

                              JOEL

                    Maybe you want to share that wisdom

                    with me.

                              BILL

                    It's Sam's birthday on Saturday and

                    I've bought her a horse. But better

                    than that I've bought her a leather

                    saddle, leather riding hat, leather

                    boots and now I've made a branding

                    iron with her initials, to brand

                    all the leather. Do you like it?

          Bill lifts the branding iron and neatly burnt into a piece

          of leather are the letters SAM.

                              JOEL

                         (banally)

                    Yeah. Awesome. Can I use it for

                    Miss Spencer's arse.

                              BILL

                    You don't sound that enthused with

                    my handy work.

                              JOEL

                    It's not that.

                              BILL

                    What is it then?

                              JOEL

                    Well it's just that you and Sam

                    seem so happy together.

                              BILL

                    And the problem is?

                              JOEL

                    I just wish me and Sal did.

                              BILL

                    I thought you were nuts about her.

                              JOEL

                    I am. But she's getting impatience

                    about starting a family.

                              BILL

                    Don't you want kids?

                              JOEL

                    Of course I do. But somehow I'm not

                    hitting the target.

                              BILL

                    We at least you've got a great

                    excuse to keep practicing.

                              JOEL

                    I can't just perform at the drop of

                    a hat.

                              BILL

                    Something wrong with the old pecker

                    then?

                              JOEL

                    Not at all. It works very well. But

                    this morning she nearly raped me

                    because she is ovulating.

                              BILL

                    You lucky bugger. Waking up to a

                    horny bitch.

                              JOEL

                    Well I didn't enjoy it and I don't

                    think she got much out of it

                    either.

                              BILL

                    I thought you said she was a

                    fabulous shag.

                              JOEL

                    I told you that?

                              BILL

                    You were extremely pissed at the

                    time. You also told me you loved

                    me.

          Joel looks hard at the branded piece of leather thinking.

          SAM. He is in the zone.

                              BILL

                    Well is she?

          Joel snaps out of his trance

                              JOEL

                    Is she what?

                              BILL

                    A fabulous shag?

                              JOEL

                    None of your business.

                              BILL

                    We could swap car keys.

                              JOEL

                    What you on about, I 'aint got a

                    car.

                              BILL

                    It's a euphemism for wife swapping.

                    Then I could tell you if it's true.

                              JOEL

                    If whats true?

                              BILL

                    If she's a great shag.

                              JOEL

                    Fuck off Bill

          Joel turns and hobbles off. Bill shouts after him.

                              BILL

                    I'll throw in Sam's horse to make a

                    threesome.

          The school bell RINGS.

          INT. TEACHERS STAFF ROOM

          Joel hobbles into the staff room. Two people are in there;

          Fletcher who is asleep and dribbling on the sofa, and Miss

          Spencer drinking tea at the only table, reading 'Buddhism

          today'. Joel goes to the coffee pot and pours a black

          coffee. He goes over to Miss Spencer; sits down.

                              JOEL

                    I am sorry about this morning, Bill

                    was just fooling around.

          She doesn't look up.

                              JOEL

                    Thank you for attending to my

                    ankle. It feels so much better in

                    this bandage.

          She look's up but doesn't say anything. Joel is thinking of

          what to say next when Sally bursts into the room in a rage.

          She is carrying a bulging ASDA bag.

                              SALLY

                    So slime bag. Thought you could get

                    away with it?

                              JOEL

                    What is the matter with you? Lets

                    go outside.

          Joel tries to cajole her out of the staff room. Fletcher

          wakes up looking straight at Sally in full flight.

                              SALLY

                    Don't you push me around. This wont

                    take long. You cheating bastard!

                              JOEL

                    What are you on about, I've done

                    nothing.

                              SALLY

                    So who gave you a blowjob last

                    night?

          At this Miss Spencer looks up in horror. Sally glares at

          her.

                              MISS SPENCER

                    It wasn't me?

                              JOEL

                    Have you lost your mind?

          Sally gets a printout of the email from her ASDA bag.

                              SALLY

                    So what is this then?

          She thrusts the paper at him. He starts to read it still in

          shock. His eyes widen as he reads the email.

                              JOEL

                    I have no idea about this email.

                    It's total fabricated. I don't know

                    what to say.

                              SALLY

                    Your a liar. This email knows all

                    about you. It also explains why you

                    were late last night and didn't

                    want sex this morning.

          Miss Spencer puts a hand to her mouth in disgust, closes her

          magazine and leaves the room, giving Sally a wide berth. Old

          Fletcher wakes up again hearing about sex.

                              FLETCHER

                    Did I miss something? Can I watch?

          Sally bends down, flashing her cleavage in Fletcher's face.

                              SALLY

                    Go back to sleep old man.

          She turns back to Joel.

                              SALLY

                    After the last time I said this was

                    your last chance and I meant it.

                    We're through.

          She empties the ASDA bag onto the table. It has her house

          keys, wedding ring and other romantic memorabilia that they

          have shared as a couple. Joel is reading the email again

          stunned, not really taking it all in. He is in the zone

          again. With one last barrage Sally closes in on Joel and

          slaps his face.

                              SALLY

                    Don't come and find me. You're out

                    of my live. For good. You will be

                    hearing from my lawyer about a

                    divorce. I am taking you to the

                    cleaners lover boy.

          Sally heads towards the door, which opens just as Bill Fox

          enters

                              BILL

                    Hi Sally

                              SALLY

                    Fuck off Bill.

          Sally leaves the room. Confused Bill turns to Joel.

                              BILL

                    Was that about the car keys or the

                    horse?

          Joel says nothing for a few seconds and then solemnly speaks

                              JOEL

                    She wants a divorce

                              BILL

                    Shit. There goes that fabulous shag

                    then.

          Fletcher wakes up again.

                              FLECTHER

                    Where's a fabulous shag? Can I have

                    one?

          INT. METALWORK ROOM AT SCHOOL - DAY

          Bill is reading the email. Joel is looking at the floor

          desolate.

                              BILL

                    Bugger me this is a shit spreader

                    if I ever saw one. Is it true?

                              JOEL

                    You're a great friend. Thanks.

                              BILL

                    Well I kinda guessed the mood you

                    came in this morning you can't have

                    had your cock sucked last night.

                              JOEL

                    Is that all you think about?

                              BILL

                    What else is there? How many

                    blowjobs do you think I'm going to

                    get from Sam for buying her a horse

                    and all that leather?

                              JOEL

                    What about my marriage? What about

                    the family we were planning? What

                    the fuck do I do now?

          Bill scratches his head.

                              BILL

                    OK buddy, let's be serious for a

                    minute.

                              JOEL

                    Is that possible for you?

                              BILL

                    I'll try anything once. If you know

                    nothing about this then either

                    someone is winding you up or the

                    email was sent in error.

                              JOEL

                    It's addressed to me, knows I am a

                    teacher, that I am married. Knows

                    my sex life isn't great, that Sally

                    doesn't like giving blowjobs and

                    that I don't drive. There is

                    nothing random about that. This

                    email is to me.

                              BILL

                    Have you tried replying to?

                              JOEL

                    And say exactly what? Thanks for

                    ruining my life and as I now have

                    nothing to do tonight a blowjob is

                    just nice and dandy thank you.

                              BILL

                    No you idiot. If you reply you

                    might find out who it's actually

                    from.

                              JOEL

                    I suppose that makes some sense.

          INT. GILL'S FLAT IN HAMMERSMITH - DAY

          Sally is crying and Gill in comforting her. There are two

          large glasses of red wine and an empty carton of cigarettes

          on the table.

                              SALLY

                    How could he do this? I thought he

                    loved me.

                              GILL

                    All men are bastards. They can only

                    think with their dicks.

                              SALLY

                    What really hurts is that he's told

                    this slag Amy that I don't like

                    giving blowjobs.

                              GILL

                    That's getting too personal. I

                    don't like giving blowjobs either.

                              SALLY

                    Really? I thought it was just me.

                              GILL

                    Course not. Who wants to suck

                    something that's been pissed out

                    of. Dicks smell to high heaven. No

                    woman likes to give a blowjob.

                              SALLY

                    Well Amy and Sharon do!

          Sally bursts into tears again.

                              GILL

                    I tell you what. Go and have a bath

                    and relax. I'll cook us some tea

                    and tonight let's hit the town and

                    get pissed.

                              SALLY

                    Thanks Gill, you're a great mate.

                              GILL

                    That's what friends are for. If

                    there is anything you need, just

                    ask. We are in this together.

                              SALLY

                    Well there is a very small thing.

                              GILL

                    Nothing is too small for a friend.

                              SALLY

                    Have you got any natural yogurt?

                              GILL

                    I got some strawberry yogurt? Are

                    you hungry?

                              SALLY

                    No. I just got a bit of thrush that

                    needs attending to.

          EXT. HOUSE SOUTH LONDON - EVENING

          Bill is driving Joel to his house. They are planning to send

          a reply email.

                              JOEL

                    I really appreciate you bringing me

                    home. I feel like I've been kicked

                    in the nuts. Again.

                              SALLY

                    Who else has kicked you in the

                    nuts?

                              JOEL

                    A rubbish bin?

                              BILL

                    A what?

                              JOEL

                    It doesn't matter.

          They have arrived the house. The old large woman from next

          door is watching her dog shit in the garden again. She is

          dressed like a trollope. When she sees Joel she smiles and

          gives him a wave.

                              UGLY WOMAN

                    Hi Joel darling. How are you? Who's

                    your nice friend.

                              JOEL

                    His Mrs. Franklin. I m well. This

                    is Bill.

          Bill, rather than be disgusted by the woman is intrigued. He

          likes big breasted woman, which is obvious as he is looking

          at her cleavage.

                              BILL

                    Hi Mrs. Franklin. I bet you don't

                    get many of those to the pound.

                              UGLY WOMAN

                    You are a naughty boy.

          Joel quickly opens the door and drags Bill in.

                              JOEL

                    Are you absolutely mad. She's the

                    local bike.

                              BILL

                    She's gagging for it. Once you ride

                    a bike you never forget.

                              JOEL

                    You've obvious never rode a penny

                    farthing.

                              BILL

                    Eh?

                              JOEL

                    Forget about it.

          Joel is first to enter the study.

                              JOEL

                    Oh shit!

          The place is destroyed. Sprayed on the walls is graffiti.

          CLOSE-UP on each wall: LIAR - BASTARD - CHEAT - WIMP

                              BILL

                    Bloody hell. Hell has no rat like a

                    woman's ferry. Or something like

                    that.

                              JOEL

                    Oh no!

          Joel runs over to the display cabinet. All the glass is

          broken and his Arsenal pictures, rosettes and prize

          programmes have been sliced with a stanley knife and are now

          in tatters. Bill sees how distraught he is.

                              BILL

                    She's a fucking nutter. Where's the

                    bathroom I need a piss.

          Joel says nothing, he points upstairs. Bill goes upstairs as

          Joel inspects the damage. A few seconds later we hear Bill

          from upstairs.

                              BILL (O.S)

                    Bloody hell. She's a bunny boiler.

          Joel rushes to the bottom of the stairs and looks up at

          Bill. He is holding a dinner jacket and smart trousers.

          Joel's wedding suit. It is dripping in white paint.

          INT. GILL'S FLAT IN HAMMERSMITH - NIGHT

          The girls are putting on their make-up.

