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CRUSHED VELVET

Lisa Jane Walden

EXT. LONDON, 1976 – NIGHT

Long-shot view of London.

SUPER TITLE: LONDON, 1976

CUT TO: EXT. DIRTY BACKSTREET IN LONDON – NIGHT

VELVET (mid twenties with blonde hair, pale and thin) walks down the street, wearing a long black jacket and spiked boots. The street is deserted and dirty. Cat calls in her direction are heard and Velvet keeps walking, ignoring them. 

CONT EXT. ALLEY WAY – NIGHT 

She turns a corner into an alley, where MARC (mid twenties, tall, pale and thin) waits in the shadows. Velvet comes to a stop in front of him.

VELVET

You got it?

MARC

Nice to see you too, babe. 

They kiss.

VELVET

Sorry. But have you got it?

Marc withdrawals a small, clear pouch of a white powdery substance and offers it out to Velvet.

MARC

Yeah, I got it. You got the money?

Velvet withdrawals a roll of bills from her pocket, peals off several and hands them to Marc, who gives Velvet the white substance. Both put their purchases in their pockets.

Thanks, babe.

Marc looks at Velvet when she doesn’t respond.

This isn’t for you, is it, Vel?

VELVET

Of course not. When have you know me to take this shit?

MARC

So who’s it for then?

VELVET

Joey.

MARC

Boyfriend?

Velvet shifts from foot to foot. She seems nervous and absentminded.

VELVET

I’ve told you before. Joey ain’t my boyfriend. Just cause I fuck a guy doesn’t make them my boyfriend. I’ve fucked plenty of guys and none of them have been my boyfriends.

There’s an uneasy silence. After a moment, Marc stuffs his hands in his pockets and turns to walk away. He doesn’t look at Velvet.

MARC

We’ve got what we wanted, so I’ll be off then. You okay getting back?

VELVET

I’m not a little girl.

MARC

Yeah, I know but… oh, fuck it, Velvet.

Marc turns away and starts heading down the alley.

I’ll see you around!

Velvet pauses, then digs her hand into her pocket and feels the packet of white substance.

VELVET

Yeah, I’ll see you… thanks.

Velvet turns and walks back up the alley the way she came, up out onto the street.

CONT EXT. DIRTY BACKSTREET IN LONDON – NIGHT

Velvet continues to walk along the street. She takes care to walk quickly past CAT-CALLING MEN, PROSTITUTES and DRUNKEN MEN. She walks up a short flight of stairs to the front door of a run-down block of flats and lets herself inside.

CUT TO: INT. RUN-DOWN FLATS, HALLWAY – NIGHT

Velvet slowly walks up a flight of stairs up onto a hallway with peeling doors off it. She walks up to one door and takes out a key out of her pocket, but the door is already unlocked and open a crack. Velvet sighs and opens the door, walking inside.

CUT TO: INT. VELVET’S FLAT, LOUNGE ROOM – NIGHT

There’s the slamming of a door off screen, then Velvet walks into the lounge room and pauses for a moment.

VELVET

Hey, Joey, you around? I got the coke… Joey? 

Pizza boxes and empty wine bottles are strewn around the room. An electric guitar lies on the floor. A piece of paper with cocaine remains and a straw is left on the coffee table. Velvet walks to the coffee table and throws down the packet from Marc on the piece of paper.

VELVET

You just gotta make yourself at home, don’t you, Joey? At least lock the fucking door…

Velvet trails off as laughter is heard behind one of the shut doors leading off the lounge room. She walks over to it and throws it open, walking in.

CONT INT. VELVET’S FLAT, BEDROOM – NIGHT

Velvet stops inside the doorway, staring. TWO naked MEN, TWO naked WOMEN and a barely dressed TEENAGE GIRL, MARIANNE, look up from the bed to see Velvet in the doorway. One of the men, JOEY (mid forties, handsome, pale and thin) smiles at Velvet.

JOEY

Hey, Vel, baby. How are you?

VELVET

Was feeling a hell of a lot better before I walked in and found you people in my bed.

JOEY

You get the coke?

Velvet points at Marianne, who is now sitting embarrassed on the edge of the bed, searching for her school socks in the pile of clothing on the floor.

VELVET

Who’s she?

Joey looks a bit lost.

JOEY

Oh, she’s… she’s… uh…

Velvet walks into the room, standing in front of Marianne, who is desperately tugging on her socks.

VELVET

Hey, kid, who are you? And shut up, Joey.

Marianne looks nervously up at Velvet.

MARIANNE

Marianne.


Velvet tosses Marianne’s clothing at her.

VELVET

Here. You’re too young for this. Get out.

Marianne walks out the bedroom door quickly with her clothing. Joey gets out from the bed, pulling on a pair of jeans. He’s angry.

JOEY

What the hell were you doing, Velvet? She was having fun, we were having fun! Why’d you wreck it?

VELVET

What the hell were you thinking, Joey, by bringing some teenage girl into a fucking orgy? 

JOEY

She was looking for some fun. We were around, so we taught her a few things. What’s the big problem?

Velvet turns around and walks out of the bedroom.

CONT INT. VELVET’S FLAT, LOUNGE ROOM – NIGHT

Velvet walks into the lounge, furious. Marianne has gone and left the front door wide open.

JOEY (V/O)

Hey, you guys can stay here, I’ll go see what’s up with Queen Bitch.

VELVET

You’re what’s up with the Queen Bitch, Joey, so get your worthless ass out here!

Joey walks into the lounge room, still just wearing jeans and his skin covered in sweat, and faces Velvet. He’s still angry, but he lowers his voice.

JOEY

What’s your damn problem? Just cause you don’t want to join in doesn’t mean you gotta –

VELVET

What’s my problem? Fuck, Joey, you said you wouldn’t be in any more happy sex parties, let alone have them in my flat!

JOEY

Get over it, Vel. It’s the seventies. Anyone over the age of twelve is fucking merrily. Except for you, of course. And it’s our flat.

VELVET

It’s my flat, or are you too far gone to remember that?

JOEY

Too far gone. 

Joey notices the packet of cocaine on the coffee table and takes a few steps towards it.

Hey, cool, you got the coke. Where’d you get it?

VELVET

Not that it’s your damn business, but Marc.

Joey looks up at Velvet, his facial features taunt with anger.

JOEY

Marc? You went to Marc?

VELVET

Yeah, I went to Marc, I know what I’m getting from him. And no, I didn’t go to him to fuck him. I don’t fuck everyone, apparently unlike you.

Velvet grabs the packet before Joey can get his hands on it.

And it’s not for you.

JOEY

What do you mean, it’s not for me?

VELVET

It’s not for you. Last time you got your hands on it you thought you saw a dark shadow on the bottom of the swimming pool, and believed it was the mark of Satan! At three in the morning!

JOEY

You saw it, too.

VELVET

And the time before that, you told me that you were about to be with the devil, for some Satan-related reason!

Joey stares at Velvet. The anger has disappeared and his face pale.

JOEY

You don’t believe me.

VELVET

Who the hell would? 

Velvet takes the packet of cocaine and stuffs it back into her pocket.

I’m going to get my cash back from Marc. You can piss off, and take your sex slaves with you. If you want coke, you can buy it yourself and don’t yell for me when Satan drowns you.

Taking a packet of cigarettes from the coffee table, Velvet walks out the front door and slams it shut behind her. Joey stands, looking lost, in the lounge room for a moment, before walking into the bedroom.

CONT INT. VELVET’S FLAT, BEDROOM – NIGHT

Joey walks into the bedroom and grabs a black leather jacket off a chair, shrugging it on. The one man and two women remaining in the bed are entangled and stare at him. Joey looks at them.

JOEY

Velvet wants you guys out of here. We’re leaving.

Joey leaves the bedroom.

CONT INT. VELVET’S FLAT, LOUNGE ROOM – NIGHT

Joey walks into the lounge, picks up the electric guitar and throws it over his shoulder by its strap. He opens the front door and walks out, pulling it shut behind him.

FADE OUT

FADE IN

EXT. DIRTY BACKSTREET IN LONDON – NIGHT

Joey stands on the steps to the block of flats, pulling the door shut behind him. He looks down both ways of the street. Under a lit streetlamp is a PROSTITUTE and a MAN, with the man handing the prostitute some bills. Disappearing down one end of the street is Velvet, her blonde hair visible and a speck of red light coming from a cigarette in one hand.

JOEY

Vel!… Hey, Velvet!
Velvet keeps walking. The prostitute and the man turn around to look at Joey, then go back to what they’re doing. Joey jumps down the few steps, then doubles back for a moment, pressing his head into his hands.

Oh, shit…

Joey pauses for a moment, then looks up and in Velvet’s direction. He walks quickly down the street, chasing up with Velvet. He pulls sharply on her hair, only for Velvet to spin around and punch him in the nose. Joey buckles and buries his face in his hands again.

Bitch! What the fuck was that for?

Velvet spins around on her heel to face him.

VELVET

For following me! What the hell you following me for?

Joey moves his hands away from his face and tips his head back. A thin stream of blood runs from his nose down to his chin.

JOEY (thickly)

To make sure you don’t stuff yourself up, you ungrateful bitch!

VELVET

What makes you think anything’s going to happen? You didn’t come with me to get your damn coke! Oh, that’s right, you probably knew your sex buddies were coming around.

Velvet turns back around and keeps walking. Joey attempts to wipe the blood away with his sleeve, then catches up with Velvet.

JOEY

Look, Vel. Okay, I shouldn’t have dragged along the kid. Big deal. But will you calm down? 

VELVET

It’s not about the damn kid! Don’t use my bed as a fucking orgy centre! 

JOEY

All right, fine, whatever. Just hand over the coke. You gotta give me the coke, babe. 

VELVET

I don’t gotta give you anything. All you’d do if I hand it over is snort it, go racing off to the devil and Satan and declare temporary insanity.

Velvet and Joey turn into the alley.

CONT EXT. ALLEY WAY – NIGHT

Velvet and Joey walk into the alley. The alley is dark, the only light coming from a streetlamp and Velvet’s cigarette.

VELVET

Hey, Marc! Marc! You still here?

JOEY

How long ago you buy it?

VELVET

On my way back to the flat. Marc! You around?

The sound of a rat scurrying away can be heard.

MARC

Velvet? What are you doing back here?

Marc walks up from the other end of the alley to join Velvet and Joey in the dim light. He gives Velvet a slight smile which disappears when he sees Joey.

And what’s he doing here?

JOEY

I followed.

VELVET

He just came with me. 

Velvet grabs the packet of coke from her pocket and pushes it into Marc’s hand.

Here. I want my money back.

Marc looks down at the coke, then back up at Velvet and Joey.

MARC

There’s nothing wrong with it.

VELVET

I don’t care if it’s laced with poison. I want my damn money back.

Joey grabs Velvet’s hand suddenly.

JOEY

Vel, come on. Don’t do this.

MARC

Your… acquaintance doesn’t seem to want to give it up, Velvet.

Joey leaves Velvet’s hand and slips his arm around her back, making sure Marc notices. Velvet elbows his arm out of the way.

JOEY

Shut the hell up, Marc. I never give up what’s mine.

There’s a long, uneasy silence. Finally, Velvet sighs.

VELVET

Look, Marc, just give me my money back and we’ll be out of your hair for at least tonight.

MARC

I can’t give your money back, Vel.

VELVET

Why not?

Marc looks down at the ground. Velvet and Joey watch him in confusion, then realise.

JOEY

You’ve gone along and spent Velvet’s fucking money, haven’t you? In twenty fucking minutes, you’ve blown the lot.

Marc looks up at Joey in anger.

MARC

Now you shut up! It’s none of your damn business!

VELVET

What the hell have you spent it on?

Marc looks at Velvet in apology.

MARC

Just… stuff. 

Marc pushes the coke into Joey’s hand.

Here. I’m sorry, Velvet, but I can’t give you the money back. Joey, make sure you take the lot, overdose yourself and drown yourself in the Thames. 

VELVET

Don’t you speak to Joey like that!

Joey and Marc both look at Velvet in surprise. Velvet falls silent, which turns into a few moments of silence between the three. Marc turns to leave.

MARC

Anyway, I’ve got to go. See you, Velvet.

Marc walks off down the alley the way he came. Velvet and Joey stare after him, and after a moment Joey pulls out a piece of paper from his pocket. He crouches down on the concrete, spreads out the paper, takes two straws out of his pocket and sprinkles some of the coke on the paper. Velvet stares down at him.

VELVET

You’re not going to do that right now, are you?

Joey looks up at her. A thin stream of blood runs from his nose.

JOEY

Yeah, of course.

Joey hands Velvet one of the straws.

Here, Velvet, have some fun. You’ll feel better, I promise.

Velvet takes the straw and sits down against the wall next to him. They stare at each other for a moment.

What?

VELVET

You’ve still got blood running from your nose. Looks like you’ve overdosed all ready.

Joey shrugs and leans down towards the paper.

JOEY

A little bit of blood and coke never hurt anyone.

VELVET

It can’t be safe.

JOEY

Since when have I acted safe? You worry far too much, babe.

Joey begins to sniff the coke as Velvet rests against the wall next to him.

FADE TO BLACK
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