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INT. TAXI - NIGHT

BRETT ANGELO (early 30s) sits in the back of a car as it 
glides through the city. Neon lights reflect off his smooth, 
good-looking face. A film star cruising through LA? Not 
quite... the car stops.

DRIVER
Ten eighty mate.

BRETT
(Californian accent)

What? Oh right, yeah.

He digs in his pockets for the money, hands it over, gets out 
of the cab.

EXT. IMAX, MANCHESTER PRINTWORKS - NIGHT

The black cab drives off. Brett straightens his tux. Nearby, 
we sense a large, raucous CROWD comprised mostly of teenage 
girls.

EXT. RED CARPET - NIGHT

Brett consults a clipboard-wielding OFFICIAL at the edge of 
the carpet. Beyond them, we see the crowd - some hold up 
posters directed at Robert Pattinson.

BRETT
(adamant)

... Brett Angelo... it must be on 
the list.

The official sighs, scrolls down the list again. 

EXT. BACK OF HOTEL KITCHENS - NIGHT

STACEY (21), pretty but exuding an air of scruffiness, looks 
at her phone. She wears a waitress uniform, name badge says 
‘Anna’. 

She scrolls through to ‘Gary’. When it starts dialling we see 
a picture of the two of them: at a demo, Gary staring 
confidently at the camera, Stacey by his side, looking up at 
him adoringly. 

Gary picks up.

STACEY
I’ve got the key. 

GARY (O.S)
OK. We’ll set off in thirty.



She’s about to say ‘goodbye’ but he hangs up. She bites her 
lip, pockets her phone, heads back into the kitchen.

INT. TRENDY HOTEL BAR - NIGHT

Stacey enters the bar area. An after-show party is getting 
going - well-dressed GUESTS chatter, laugh.

It’s Manchester’s most fashionable hotel. Posters on the wall 
promote ‘Manchester Film Festival’.

She takes a tray of champagne from the bar and moves off.

EXT. SIDE STREET, RUSHOLME - NIGHT

Two STUDENTS load backpacks into a grubby van. 

They are GARY (22): style icon Che Guevara; and well-spoken 
and well-scrubbed ANNOUSHKA (21).

HAMISH (21) appears in a balaclava, army fatigues. He looks 
and acts like someone who has taken too many drugs. A 
paintball gun done up to look like an AK47 is slung over his 
shoulder.

Gary turns and jumps at the sight of him.

GARY
Jesus, Hamish, you can’t wear that!

HAMISH
(strong Glaswegian accent)

Why not?

GARY 
You look like the bloody IRA. 

Hamish whips the balaclava off and grumbles under his breath.

ANNOUSHKA
(re: the gun)

Seriously?

Hamish shrugs.

GARY
Look, let’s just go. 

Hamish climbs in the back of the van. Gary shuts the doors.

He and Annoushka exchange a smile and a quick kiss. Annoushka 
puts her hood up and they walk to the front of the van - Gary 
gets in the driver’s seat.
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INT. TRENDY HOTEL BAR - NIGHT

Stacey stands with her depleted tray of champagne, scans the 
crowd.

Brett appears, looks her up and down. He picks a glass off 
the tray.

BRETT
Dom Perrignon?

Stacey smiles nervously

STACEY
What? Oh, I don’t know... sorry.

Brett shakes his head, ‘tuts’ and walks off.

Another young WAITRESS sidles up to her, she scowls at Brett 
in his wake.

WAITRESS
What a tosser. Can’t believe none 
of the A-listers are here!

Again Stacey replies with a nervous smile. As the other 
waitress turns her attention back to the canapes, Stacey 
glances at her watch, almost tipping over the tray of 
champers in the process.

STACEY
Shit. 

She walks off quickly towards the staff toilets. 

EXT. OUTSIDE EMERGENCY EXIT OF HOTEL - NIGHT

The van slows to a stop outside an emergency exit.

INT. VAN - NIGHT

Annoushka holds up a syringe. Hamish leans over the front 
seats to get a look.

HAMISH
What is that stuff?

ANNOUSHKA
Tranquilizer. Normally used on 
horses.

HAMISH
What like Ketamine?

ANNOUSHKA
Sort of.
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HAMISH
Aw, can you get me some?

Annoushka rolls her eyes.

GARY
Hamish! Come on. Let’s just go.

Annoushka puts the syringe away and they get out.

EXT. BACK OF THE HOTEL - NIGHT

They go to the emergency door, Hamish seems most on edge.

Gary puts his ear to it and lightly taps. The door opens and 
the three of them enter.

INT. CORRIDOR - NIGHT

Stacey stands on the other side of the door.

STACEY
Hi guys, Gary.

Hamish and Gary nod silently. Stacey steps back as Annoushka 
barges past her, ignoring her. 

STACEY (CONT’D)
307, top floor. Here’s the card.

She smiles at Gary but he doesn’t smile back as he takes it 
off her.

STACEY (CONT’D)
But he’s not at the party. I’ve not 
seen him at all.

Gary, uneasy, turns to Annoushka who shrugs.

ANNOUSHKA
Probably out at a strip club or 
something. 

Gary ignores this. 

GARY
Well, we’ll wait.

They walk off down the corridor. Stacey watches them 
disappear round the corner. 

INT. HOTEL CORRIDOR - NIGHT

Outside room 307, Gary puts the key card in - it doesn’t 
work.
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Annoushka looks up and down the corridor. 

He tries it the other way. The lock beeps and the door opens. 

INT. ROOM 307 - NIGHT

The room is empty, but obviously occupied - a few clothes 
strewn on the bed. 

They wander around. Annoushka goes up to a table on which 
sits an empty bottle of wine and a dirty glass. There are 
traces of powder on the table. She wets her little finger and 
tries it, then pulls a face. 

Hamish picks up a card off the bedside table - it’s for a 
high class hooker service. He giggles.

Annoushka grabs the card off him, a look of disgust on her 
face.

ANNOUSHKA
They’re all the same. Misogynistic 
bastards. 

HAMISH
You sure this is the right room?

GARY
Yeah, look, let’s just take up 
positions and wait. Come on Hamish. 

He motions towards the bathroom. Annoushka beds down behind 
the side of the bed away from the door. She takes out her 
compact and checks her make-up.

INT. TRENDY HOTEL BAR - NIGHT

Stacey scans the room again. Her eyes pass over, but don’t 
linger on, Brett talking loudly, drunkenly, to a GIRL.

BRETT
God, this party is so lame.

The girl doesn’t look impressed.

INT. SHOWER - NIGHT

Gary and Hamish in the shower cubicle. It’s a tight, 
uncomfortable squeeze. 

After a few seconds Hamish let’s out a large fart.

GARY
(whispering)

Jesus Christ, man!
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HAMISH
Sorry, it was that curry. 

Gary pulls a face, wafts the smell away and mutters under his 
breath.

INT. TRENDY HOTEL - NIGHT

The party is drawing to a close. Brett downs one last glass 
of champers, puts it on Stacey’s tray. He assesses her again 
before stumbling off. 

She’s too stressed to take any notice of him.

INT. OUTSIDE ROOM 307 - NIGHT

Brett struggles with the key card. He mumbles with annoyance.

Finally the door beeps open...

INT. ROOM 307 - NIGHT

... He staggers in, turns to close the door. 

Before he turns around again, Annoushka leaps from behind the 
bed and stabs him in the arse with the needle. He cries out.

Gary and Hamish, in balaclava, rush out of the bathroom. 
Hamish shoves a supermarket cloth ‘bag for life’ over Brett’s 
head. This all happens very fast.

Annoushka shoots a quick nervous glance at Gary. Brett cries 
out, flaps around a bit, crashes into the mini bar. Almost 
crashes into Gary who darts out of the way. 

Brett’s cries become slurred and then he slumps to the 
ground, out cold. Hamish laughs.

GARY
Good.

ANNOUSHKA
Are you sure it-

Gary’s already getting hold of Brett’s feet. 

GARY
Well give us a hand!

Hamish rubs his hands together.

HAMISH 
Let’s do him over a bit! 
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GARY
What? No, just get his legs.

INT. LADIES TOILET - NIGHT

Stacey quickly takes off her waitress uniform and puts on 
black clothing but with a RED SPARKLY face scarf. She’s 
breathing fast and heavy. 

EXT. BACK OF THE HOTEL - NIGHT

Stacey comes through the back-door and climbs in the back of 
the van, leaving the doors ajar. 

A moment later, Annoushka kicks open the emergency exit 
doors, they bring their captive out. 

Stacey flings the doors of the van open. Hamish and Annoushka 
hoist Brett in, and climb in after him, shutting the doors 
behind them. Gary goes up front, starts the engine. The van 
moves off with a rev of the accelerator.

INT. VAN - NIGHT

It’s dark in the van as it hurtles through the Manchester 
streets, Gary up front driving. Someone puts on a torch.

STACEY
(whispers)

Jesus. You did it. You actually 
kidnapped Robert Pattinson!

No one says anything for a few seconds. Just the sound of he 
engine and Hamish and Annoushka trying to get their breath 
back.

ANNOUSHKA
Yeah.  

They all stare at the slumped hooded figure.

Gary throws some handcuffs from the front to Hamish.

GARY
Here.

In the torch light Stacey notes they are furry and pink.

Hamish sniggers.

HAMISH
Raided the bedroom did you?

GARY
It’s all we had.
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Stacey looks away and bites her lip. Hamish cuffs Brett.

HAMISH
Let’s have a gander then...

He lifts the hood a little, looks, pulls a face. He looks at 
the girls... 

HAMISH (CONT’D)
Erm... 

STACEY
What?

... He pulls the hood off.

HAMISH
I don’t think it’s him from 
Twilight. 

They stare at Brett’s slumbering face. For a few seconds no 
one says anything.

ANNOUSHKA
Oh my god. Who the hell is he?

GARY
(from the front)

What’s going on back there?

ANNOUSHKA
It’s not... it’s not Robert 
Pattinson... 

From the front, Gary tries to turn and see.

GARY
What? Oh for Christ’s sake 
Annoushka, you’ve jabbed the wrong 
fucking guy.

ANNOUSHKA
It’s not my fault. Stacey must have 
got the room wrong!

STACEY
No, I checked the VIP register. He 
was staying in that room.

ANNOUSHKA
Well, he wasn’t, because this guy 
turned up instead. 

STACEY
Didn’t you notice it wasn’t-
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ANNOUSHKA
He had his back turned to me. You 
told us it was his room!

She sighs and crosses her arms, aghast at Stacey’s error. 

Stacey shines the torch over Brett’s face to get a better 
look.

STACEY
He was at the party.

GARY
Well, who is he?

STACEY
I dunno, he was - is  - kind of 
familiar... I think he shagged 
Paris Hilton or something. 

HAMISH
That narrows it down. 

ANNOUSHKA
This is ridiculous.

Gary, in the drivers seat, shakes his head with annoyance.

STACEY
He’s American, was acting like a 
right twat. 

Annoushka throws her arms up, totally incredulous.

HAMISH
Let’s just kill him. I mean, no one 
would know. Haven’t you always 
wanted to kill a man? 

STACEY
No! Jesus Hamish!

GARY
(shouting)

No one’s going to kill anyone. 

STACEY
What shall we do Gary?

Gary thinks for a moment.

GARY
Same as we planned. We’ll get him 
to Blackpool, then tell the world 
he’s our hostage... He’s got to be 
worth something, right?

Now Annoushka leans over the front seat.
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ANNOUSHKA
What?! Gary, we’re supposed to be 
kidnapping Robert Pattinson. 

GARY
Well, what can we do? Go back to 
the hotel and be, like, ‘Oh sorry, 
we appear to have kidnapped the 
wrong person. 

BRETT’S POV: Coming to... darkness... movement... Slowly, he 
becomes aware of voices. He gets more lucid as the 
conversation progresses. 

GARY (CONT’D)
...Is Mr. Pattinson here? Can we 
stab him with some ketamine 
instead, please...

ANNOUSHKA
Oh, so what, we’re just going to 
kidnap any old guy? 

GARY
This guy is obviously famous... in 
some capacity. Stacey said -  

STACEY
Well, I’m not sure - 

HAMISH
What an almighty fuck up this is 
already.  

Brett moans quietly. They all turn to look.

ANNOUSHKA
Shit, he’s waking up...

The covered and balaclavaed faces of Stacey, Annoushka and 
Hamish, come in and out of focus, staring back at him.

BRETT
(slurred)

Hey...

STACEY
(whispers)

What shall we do?

Brett groans quietly.

BRETT
Trippy..

Then he tries to move his arms but realises he can’t. Panic 
starts to break through the haze.
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