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FADE IN:

EXT. FUN SHOP - DAY

ROSS, 17, stands outside the shop and views the items on

display.

Magic sets, trick cards, and costumes catches his attention.

He enters.

INT. FUN SHOP

Ross stands gazing through a glass window cabinet. Inside

sits a Magic Marker perched upon a tacky gold pillow.

BILL, the shop proprietor approaches from out of sight.

BILL

May I help?

A startled Ross, looks around.

ROSS

Um, yes. Why’s that marker

displayed like that?

Bill approaches the cabinet, unlocks it, slides the door

open, then takes out the marker.

BILL

Isn’t it obvious?

He brings out a notepad tucked into his inside pocket, then

opens up to a blank page.

BILL

It’s magic. It needs to be display

like so, to catch the punter’s eye.

He starts to draw a rectangle, followed by the number ten in

the corner and a crude image of a face facing right.

BILL

And when you use it, it makes

things happen. Anything. You’re

only limited by your imagination.

He then waves his hand over the page theatrically, shakes

the pad a little, then picks up a ten pound note.
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ROSS

It makes money, sweet.

BILL

Not just money, it makes whatever

you want, happen.

He hands the pen to Ross, then pushes the pad over.

BILL

Here, try it.

Ross takes the pen, his eyes look to the ceiling, and taps

the pen off his nose.

ROSS

Got it.

He slides the pad away from Bill’s sight, then hides the

page from view using his hand.

ROSS

I’ll try for something different as

you said.

He sets the pen down, then holds up the pad for Bill to

read.

BILL

You bastard!

Bill makes an about-turn then walks towards the till.

ROSS

Sweet, it works.

He sets the pad down, then places the magic marker in his

coat pocket.

He walks over to the till, takes the bag off his shoulder,

then opens it.

BILL

You’ll not get away with this you

bastard! Trust me, the pen always

makes its way back home.

He opens the cash register.

ROSS

Put all the money in the bag.

Bill grabs the money tray, takes it out, then dumps all the

money into Ross’ bag.
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As Ross opens the door to leave, Bill shouts.

BILL

You won’t get away with this you

little bastard!

Ross smiles.

INT. CAFE - DAY

Ross and HEATHER, 20, sips her coffee as she slowly slides

into the sofa chair that appears to be swallowing her.

Ross takes out a blank pad from his bag, then places it on

the table, next to his drink.

HEATHER

So, what’s this new fan-dangle

thing you’ve got to show me?

He brings out the marker, pops the lid, then begins to draw.

ROSS

This marker. It’s got like

mystical powers or something.

HEATHER

(Speaks over Ross, rhetorical)

Marker?

Ross covers the pad with his hand.

ROSS

Cup your hands.

Heather sets her drink down, then cups her hands.

HEATHER

Why what’s going on?

Ross shuffles over to Heather, then flips the pad over.

ROSS

Here, chocolate buttons, your

favourite.

Chocolate buttons fall from the pad like rain, and fill

Heather’s cupped hands until the buttons overflow.

He flips the pad, then sets it on the table.

He holds the marker in front of Heather.
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ROSS

Told you, magic.

INT. HOME - BEDROOM - DAY

STEVE, 18, throws an American football up, then catches

it. He lies on Ross’ disheveled bed.

His room looks like one failed collection after

another. Magazine’s stacked in the corner, model planes

hang from the ceiling. This bric-a-brac room has weeks of

car boot sales in it.

STEVE

Why don’t you just rob a bank or do

the lottery? Bankers are wankers,

stuff’em.

Ross lies back in his chair, laptop on lap, Heather’s

facebook wall shows, types away.

ROSS

No not yet. I want to do something

quick and immediate. Something

worthwhile, you know?

Steve throws the ball up, tries to catch it, except it

bounces from his hands, then knocks over a pile of bottles.

ROSS

Oi!

Steve quickly gathers the ball, then brushes the bottles

under the bed with his foot.

STEVE

Sorry.

He sets the ball down under his foot.

STEVE

How about a

neighbour? Revenge? Or change

your crappy coursework result.

Ross continues to type away, his eyes don’t flinch away from

the screen.

ROSS

I want to have fun, not cheat in

life.

Steve throws himself back, arms above his head.
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STEVE

You’re on your own buddy, I’m out

of ideas. If I had to choice, I’d

find a way to get out of this shit

hole.

ROSS

Oi! Do you mind not telling me I

live in a shit hole. It’s bad

enough I have to live here as it

is.

Steve stands up and looks outside, the dreary surroundings

perfectly compliments Ross’ bedroom.

STEVE

Do you mind hurrying up here. I’m

getting hungry and bored.

Ross places the laptop back on the table.

ROSS

I’ve got it.

He sits back in the chair, looks up, as his eyes move slowly

left then right. An expression of a thousand thoughts going

through his mind.

ROSS

That’s it. The safe.

Steve turns around.

STEVE

Safe?

Ross takes out the marker from his pocket, then leaves.

Steve follows.

PARENT’S BEDROOM

Ross stands in front of safe that has a dial and a metal

fork handle.

STEVE

Whoa. What do you think you’ll

find in it?

Ross, a picture of concentration.
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ROSS

Don’t know. Doubt there’s money in

here. Never ever seen it opened.

Steve rolls his eyes.

STEVE

Not what I wanted to here. This is

getting boring already.

Ross kneels to the side of the safe.

ROSS

Shhh. You never know when they’ll

come back.

Ross draws a circle on the side. Then colours it in.

He then moves his hand thorough the hole.

ROSS

Ahhh, what the fu-ck.

His hand whimpers out of the safe with a mouse trap firmly

capturing four fingers.

Steve laughs.

STEVE

Think your dad has a sense of

humour.

He chuckles some more.

Ross slides the trap off, then shakes his head.

ROSS

Bastard.

He then retrieves a dusty metal rectangular box.

He blows dust from it’s top, then shakes it.

ROSS

Doesn’t feel like there’s much in

it.

He stands up, then opens the box. Steve stands opposite.

STEVE

What is it, important papers?

Ross picks up the first document.



7.

ROSS

It’s a birth certificate.

STEVE

Who for?

ROSS

Don’t know. Nicholas

Branson. Don’t recognise the

name. Although the birth date is

the same as mine.

STEVE

Oh. Interesting.

ROSS

I’m sure it’s a coincidence.

STEVE

Boring. What’s next?

Ross picks up a key.

ROSS

A key.

STEVE

To what? Another safe

maybe? Genius. Break into a safe

just to get another safe key.

Ross picks up a receipt.

ROSS

It’s a receipt, and it says Coutts

& Co. Whatever that means.

STEVE

Google it. Problem solved.

Ross nods.

INT. BANK SAFE - NIGHT

Ross and Steve walk through a makeshift door into a

booth. A mahogany table sits to the left with a chair. A

curtain remains unpulled.

They walk into a larger room full of stainless steel boxes.

Ross glances at the key number, then strolls down, glancing

at all the boxes.
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He stops, then looks at the key once more.

ROSS

This is it.

They look at each other, before Ross inserts the key, swings

the door open, then slides the tray out.

His hand scoops up the tray’s contents.

ROSS

(Looks at the document)

It’s a share certificate for

Richard Branson. Says, one hundred

percent share in the Virgin Group.

STEVE

Fuck. You’re rich, and a love

child. I smell a newspaper story

coming.

Ross looks at Steve.

ROSS

You wouldn’t?

STEVE

I wouldn’t for say a hundred

million pounds. No, no I wouldn’t.

ROSS

Bastard.

STEVE

Make that, rich bastard.

FADE OUT.

CREDITS

FADE IN:

INT. BATHROOM - DAY

Ross stands within a toilet cubicle, door closed, pen in

hand.

He writes on the back of the door, as he speaks:

TEXT: For a good time, call Steve on 07885 282 352
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ROSS

Don’t try to blackmail me you

bastard! Let’s see how you like

it!

He flips open a notepad, a series of locations are noted

with some ticks.

He ticks off Men’s Bathroom In Gay Club.

FADE OUT.


