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INT. WOMEN IN CHAINS LAUNCH - DAY

A high level charity event. Angelina Jolie and the Foreign 
Secretary are present.

(We cut to some FOOTAGE of the real Angelina here, talking 
about human trafficking or war rape.) 

ON THE FRONT ROW: A group of women who have been trafficked, 
defiantly listen, proud to be survivors.

BEHIND THEM: a bunch of suited, smug dignitaries. 

BEHIND THE DIGNITARIES: A bunch of charity workers, also 
smug. 

At the very back of the room, we sense a gang of paparazzo 
twitching, waiting to take pictures of Ms. Jolie.

ED (30), in a checked shirt and corduroy pants. He sits near 
the front with EMMY (28), his wholesome girlfriend. Behind 
them, sits COLIN (32), another charity type, with a hipster 
beard. He stares at the back of Emmy and Ed’s heads.

Applause as Angelina stops talking.

TAMARA, a hippy-turned-smart charity CEO, takes to the stage.

TAMARA
It’s a great honour for Planet Aid  
to be involved in this vital 
initiative. Over 900,000 people are 
trafficked each year, many of them 
vulnerable women.

We cut to the front row women, nodding. 

TAMARA (CONT’D)
So it gives me great pleasure to 
present a short film that we’ve 
made to launch this campaign. Ed... 
where are? Why don’t you come up 
here and tell us more about it?

Mild applause as Ed smiles bashfully at Emmy, who squeezes 
his hand. Colin’s eyes narrow as he sees this. Ed stands and 
moves out of his seat, to get to the stage. 

TAMARA (CONT'D)
Ed spent five months in a 
portacabin in  Dafur shooting this 
film.

A suited dignitary yawns and checks his watch. 



ON THE STAGE: Ed gets on stage and can’t help but grin from 
ear to ear. 

IN THE AUDIENCE: Colin gets out of his seat.

ED
Hi everyone, well, thanks, yes...

WITH COLIN: Colin stands behind the AV GUY who is operating 
the sound etc. The AV guy wears huge headphones. Colin sees a 
USB stick on the guy’s desk. He quickly leans in, swaps the 
USB stick with another one, then scurries away. The AV guy, 
oblivious to the change, puts the USB stick in the computer. 

ED (O.S.) (CONT’D)
I... I can’t stress enough how 
humbling it was to work with these 
people who have, erm, maintained 
dignity is such trying 
circumstances. So, er, without 
further ado, let’s watch the film, 
‘Women in Chains’. 

He turns to the screen. We cut to Angelina and the Foreign 
Secretary looking on, the ex-trafficked women looking on.

ON Ed, his proudest moment ever... but that soon changes to 
absolute horror as on the screen suddenly flesh writhes, 
women groan, men grunt. 

Tamara screams. Angelina faints and is immediately surrounded 
by a cluster of aides. Some of the dignitaries snigger. Emmy 
stares at the screen, gob-smacked and closely watched by 
Colin. The paparazzi snap gleefully away as Ed looks for a 
hole to swallow him up. 

ED (CONT’D)
This isn’t my film...

But two SECURITY GUYS are already on the stage, hauling him 
off. 

ED (CONT’D)
This isn’t my film!

INT. ED'S FLAT - DAY

Ed, several day's of stubble and still in pyjamas, follows 
Emmy around the flat as she packs things into a large 
backpack. 

Their flat is small, but cluttered with books, ethnic nick-
nacks, records, ethnic throws. An OLD BEAGLE, CHE, sits in 
his basket, watching his owners.
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ED
Emmy, please...

Emmy sorts though some records putting a Billy Brag CD into 
her bag, Ed notes this.

ED (CONT’D)
That’s mine, isn’t it?

EMMY
I just can't bear this anymore. 

The TV is on in the background - the news.

NEWS ANNOUNCER (O.S)
The charity worker in question has 
been sacked after his alleged 
mistake caused Angelina Jolie to 
faint...

She picks up a carved wooden Elephant, puts it in the bag.

EMMY
I can't deal with this humiliation.

She examines a small Buddha statue. Ed tries to take it off 
her. 

ED
That was a gift to both of us from 
the Tibetan monks. Emmy, you 
remember - 

Emmy grabs the Buddha back.

EMMY
You’ve got a long way to go to get 
to enlightenment now. 

Emmy picks up an Amnesty International scented candle. 

ED
Emmy, think of the times we’ve had. 

NEWSREADER
Ms Jolie said she was physically 
sickened by the actions of Edward 
Cummings.

Emmy zips up the backpack.
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EMMY
I don’t know what happened to you, 
Ed, but I just... you need space, 
on your own. 

ED
What?

She goes to Che’s basket, clips his lead on.

ED (CONT’D)
Not Che too. Emmy. You and him are 
all I have now!

A knock at the door. They both look at it. 

EMMY
I’ve got to go. 

Ed rushes to get between her and the door. 

ED
Emmy, please!

She shoves him out of the way and Che nips his ankle. Ed 
cries out and grips it, as Emmy and Che get out of the door.

He runs to the window. 

OUT OF THE WINDOW: Colin helping Emmy put the backpack into 
the boot of his car. 

Ed’s face darkens. He turns back to the TV: His picture, 
smiling, underneath - 'pervert charity worker’.

Ed whimpers. 

INT. LUMP OFFICE - DAY 

Bright colours, impractical lighting and efforts to be cool 
in the form of a swing suspended from the ceiling, turn-
tables. Amongst all this, QUENT (45), Lump's CEO who dresses 
far too young, watches as MIKE, a former employee, is taken 
away in a straight jacket by TWO MEN IN WHITE COATS.

Quent shakes his head. When he talks it’s with a faux-cockney 
accent. He’s actually very posh.

QUENT
Bleeding hell.

MAUREEN (42), the perpetually stressed project manager walks 
with Mike and the White Coats.
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MAUREEN
Mike, I know this isn’t the right 
time, but the deadline....

The men in white coats glance at her annoyed, and walk fast.  
She sighs, stops and turns to Quent.

MAUREEN (CONT’D)
What are we going to do? We’ve got 
to launch the campaign tomorrow 
Quent, we don’t even have any 
creative!

Close by, JOCELYN (32) is on the phone. She tries to be 
slick, but there’s an air of chaos about her.

JOCELYN
I’ve told you, no! Not if it was 
with children.

QUENT
Well, we need a replacement, some 
geezer who can do edgy. Some geezer 
who’s disruptive. 

CHRISTIAN (39), Lump’s head creative who looks like an ex-
member of an 80s avant grade Kraut-rock band runs past, 
chasing a FAT MAN in a gimp costume.

CHRISTIAN
Come back, it was all in the name 
of art!

Behind them the TV is on, silent, the same news. 

LETISHA (22), the pretty and knows it receptionist appears.

LETISHA
Er, Quent, Kavana’s outside, again, 
he’s threatening to smash the 
windows in.

Quent waves her away. 

Jocelyn looks up at the TV: Ed’s picture.

JOCELYN
What about this guy?

Quent studies Ed’s picture and smiles, thinking about it. 

QUENTIN
Might be worth a punt, what you 
reckon?
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INT. ED'S FLAT - DAY

Ed, now with more stubble, sits on the sofa eating pizza. 
Radiohead or something equally miserable plays in the 
background. A pile of unpaid bills next to him, including one 
from the organic supermarket. 

His phone rings, he silences it. Takes a bite of pizza. It 
rings again. He silences it. Swallows the pizza.

It rings again.

ED
I’ve told you, no interviews - 
what? A job?

(hesitates)
Who? Lump of Creative? 

A knocking on the door, loud insistent. Ed stands and walks, 
still on the phone. 

ED (CONT’D)
I'm not sure agency work is what 
I’m looking for -

He opens the door and two BAILIFFS burst in.

ED (CONT’D)
(to the bailiffs)

What the hell? 

The bailiffs march in the living room and grab the TV.

ED (CONT’D)
Hey!

(into phone)
Erm, well what sort of stuff do you 
do? 

The bailiffs now grab an ethnic vase.

ED (CONT’D)
No, not the Indian water jug!

(into phone)
OK, alright, yes, I’ll take the 
job. 

INT. ED'S FLAT - MORNING

Ed stands in front of a mirror and holds a shirt up against 
himself. He looks at himself intensely.

ED
You are a good person. 
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EXT. STREET - MORNING

Ed in full cycle gear and shades cycles along. He stops when, 
in front of him, Jocelyn walks out into the road while on her 
phone and is almost run over. Brakes screech. 

She's totally oblivious to the fact she nearly caused a car 
crash. 

Ed gets off his bike and goes over to her.

ED
Are you okay?

She pauses her phone conversation, looks Ed up and down with 
a look of absolute contempt on her face.

JOCELYN
What?

(to phone)
No sorry, just some weirdo. Yes...

Ed stands gaping at her, as she walks off. Then he turns and 
jumps into action as he sees a KID riding off on his bike. 

ED
Hey....

He gives chase but the kid is off through the London traffic. 
He sighs, distraught.

INT. LUMP RECEPTION - MORNING

Letisha sits behind her desk, playing with her phone.

Ed enters, sheepishly, still in cycle gear. He approaches the 
desk, waits, expecting her to look up, but she doesn't.

ED
Erm, hi, I'm Ed... My bike was 
stolen.

Now Letisha looks up, looks him up and down, pulls a face.

LETISHA
What?

ED
My bicycle was stolen, that's why 
I'm late...

LETISHA
Yeah, and? Oh my god, you're that 
pervert guy. 
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She looks amused.

ED
Erm, I'm starting here today.

LETISHA
What, you're going to work here?

Jocelyn appears. Letisha's demeanor changes, she sits 
upright, smiles - Jocelyn's number 1 fan. 

Ed's eyes widen as he recognises Jocelyn, but she makes no 
sign she recognises him.

JOCELYN
Are you... Edward Cummings? What on 
earth are you wearing?

ED
My bike... it was stolen...

JOCELYN
I asked what you were wearing, not 
for a crime report.

Ed, taken aback, hesitates a moment. 

ED
I'm wearing cycling clothing.

Jocelyn motions for him to follow. They walk.

JOCELYN
Why the hell are you doing that? 

ED
Well, I was cycling - 

JOCELYN
I thought you said your bike was 
stolen.

ED
It was, but before -

LETISHA
Would you like a coffee Jocelyn?

Jocelyn doesn't turn to look at her. 

INT. LUMP OFFICE - MORNING

We go with Jocelyn and Ed as they move through the office. 
Jocelyn walks ahead, not looking at Ed when she talks.
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JOCELYN
I simply can't comprehend why 
anyone cycles.

Ed chuckles nervously, not sure what to make of her.

INT. QUENT'S OFFICE - MORNING

Quent sits at his desk, in front of his giant Mac screen. 

On his desk there’s a picture of his wholesome family: wife, 
two kids, and also a picture of himself with Noel Gallagher. 
On the wall, a massive framed Trainspotting poster, posters 
from Ibiza club nights in the 90s, 90s model pictures.

Jocelyn enters, followed by Ed. 

Quent grins at Jocelyn, who just glowers back. He strands.

QUENT
Alright, Jos Jos. This the new 
geezer then?

He looks Ed up and down. 

QUENT (CONT'D)
Cool outfit, mate... yeah. I'm well 
into the Lycra thing too. Just 
wearing this suit, you know, for 
old school.

JOCELYN
It's cycling clothing.

QUENT
Oh, yeah. Right. Cool.

Jocelyn turns and leaves. 

QUENT (CONT'D)
(cheerfully)

She's a nasty piece of work.

Ed looks round clocking the decor. As he does so, Quent turns 
a photo of his family face down on his desk.

Ed looks behind him, back to Quent. Quent laughs.

QUENT (CONT'D)
So, the infamous Ed Cummings...

An awkward pause as Quent just stares at Ed, smiling and 
nodding. Ed laughs nervously.
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ED
Yeah.

QUENT
Or do they call you Ed Cum-on-your-
face?

Quent laughs. Ed’s gob-smacked.

ED
Excuse me?

QUENT
Just having a giraffe, know what I 
mean?

Ed is finding it hard to understand.

ED
Sorry, I don’t...

QUENT
You're probably pondering why we 
hired you, ain’t you? 

ED
Erm, well...

QUENT
Well, I ain’t gonna lie. We need a 
geezer who can make disruption. An 
edgy geezer, know what I mean?

ED
Edgy? OK, I can do edgy. I mean, 
that trafficked women film...

QUENT
I love trafficked women! That thing 
with Angelina was the dog’s 
bollocks. Well subversive.

ED
Oh, erm - 

QUENT
You’re Patrick Swayze mate! Bet you 
love the birds and the charlie, eh? 

ED
I’m not Patrick...

(catching up)
I think the cocaine industry is 
pretty barbaric actually. 
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QUENT
Brutal innit!

Ed is thinking 'how much coke has this guy done?'

QUENT (CONT’D)
I can see we’re going to get 
along.... So anyways, we’re totally 
stacked. We got this massive 
account with DPS...

ED
The weapons company?

QUENT
Oh great, you know them? Well, the 
last guy, he went a bit mum and 
dad, so er...

He laughs, hollow this time. Ed waits for him to finish, but 
he doesn’t just looks at his watch then stands. 

QUENT (CONT’D)
Anyway. We better get going.
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