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Warning. This episode contains huge plot holes, reference to rape, bad acting and is also offensive to homosexuals.
Scene 1
Quimstein Close
V.O – 

In a quiet hamlet at Quimstein Close The Fenks an everyday above average family are sitting down watching television whilst having food, a bit reminiscent of pigs in a troth. 
Their laziness is abruptly interrupted by a ringing at the door. The ringing is so high that it is only audible to dogs and creatures of the shadows

Mrs. Fenks – Was that the door bell?

Everyone ignores her
Mrs. Fenks – I’ll go tell Rayours to get the door

Mrs. Fenks leaves
Mr. Fenks – Women… aren’t they just bitches?

Ana gives Mr. Fenks an evil glance
Mr. Fenks – O except you dear, you’re a whore with an eating disorder.
Ana looks pissed off

Mr. Fenks – O please I’ve seen more meat on a cheese sandwich.

Mrs. Fenks rushes in
Mrs. Fenks – HE’S DEAD!!!

Mr. Fenks – Who? Who? Answer you ladle wench!

Mrs. Fenks – It’s just awful, I can’t believe he’s dead!

Mr. Fenks – Who you wanktart!?! The President? Nelson Mandela? Martin Luther King? The entire cast of Cheers? That odious Asian man from up cornershop who mistook me for Art Malik and tried to sell me his daughter?

Mrs. Fenks – It’s….

Mrs. Fenks is shoved out of the way by the Inspector

Inspector –Hello Mr. and Mrs. Fenks, I greet you with Salutations this forlorn evening. It is my grave duty to inform you of your son’s death, it was also my grave duty to find the bastard with his pants around his knees with his anal resembling a Japanese flag. O yes, I forgot to say he was sodomised against his will and against many other things as well, including Ms Gooders wall.
Mrs. Fenks – Raped!?!

Ana – Raped!?!

Mr. Fenks – Ms Gooders wall? O shit she’s the head of the neighbourhood watch.

Inspector – Yes she watched all right, she even filmed and a copy is now circulating the internet but unfortunately the quality was awful and it was no help with the investigation.
Mrs. Fenks – Where did you find him, how did you find him, where is he now and how did you know it was our son?

Inspector – We don’t have enough time to cover these plot holes so I’ll just say it has something to do with the supernatural, that covers everything.

Anyway….. I have my suspicions that the culprit is one of you!

Everyone shocked

Mr. Fenks – What is it that you are implying Inspector?

Inspector – …….That one of you is the culprit.

Mr. Fenks – O no you don’t you halfwit Holmes! 

Inspector – If I am a half wit you are still half as witted as me

Mr. Fenks – I’m a member of Mensa!  I have a card

Inspector – That card is as fake as my moustache

Mr. Fenks – Have a look for yourself

Inspector examines card

Inspector – You sonless retard, this is an entry card for an Italian Cafeteria, but your intelligence isn’t important, what is important is finding the culprit of your son’s murder.

Mr. Fenks – Well you just watch, I’ll end up being wrongly accused. Curiosity killed the cat but for a while I was the main suspect.

Inspector – Riveting, now seeing as you all look eager to discover the culprit I must now ask for you to pay me in advance.

Mr. Fenks – What? What the hell are we paying our taxes for? 

Inspector – You really should find these things out for yourself, I am paid a different tax that is cash in hand right now. Call it Inspector Tax or something in that nature if you please.

Mr. Fenks – Inspector Tax? What next sex tax?

Inspector – I believe that’s called children. Now let’s advance to a room with nice seating so I can tell you what I have discovered, and Mrs. Fenks I would appreciate a drink with alcoholic content.
Mrs. Fenks – Yes of course, I’ll get Rayours now. (Shouts) Rayours

Rayours – What drink sir?

Inspector – A Lafite? Year 1533?

Rayours twitches 

Mr. Fenks – Are you mad, there was no such thing as that wine in 1533!

Inspector – Of that I am well-aware, but this is going somewhere.
Scene 2
Revelation 
Mrs. Fenks looks very traumatised

Ana – Is she gonna be alright?

Mr. Fenks – Yeah, I’ll cum on her face a bit later. That always makes you feel better doesn’t it dear?

Mrs. Fenks – no response
Mr. Fenks – Well it makes me feel better.

Mrs. Fenks – I’m sorry, I’m finding this very hard to handle

Mr. Fenks – The only thing you should find hard to handle is my cock. My dear you need to relax, forget all your troubles. I recommend wearing tight shoes.
Inspector – looking at his drink Hocine bibo aut in eum digitos insero?

Mrs. Fenks – What?

Inspector – That was Latin, it reminds you that I’m superior.

Mrs. Fenks – O right, then could you give us a better idea of what happened to our son?

Inspector – Yes of course, I know it is a tender subject and shall be as sensitive as possible.   

Your young Master Fenks left your house early evening, don’t ask me how I know because plot holes are many and we don’t have enough time. Your son was on a stroll down Bugger Bush when he was attacked from behind with a dustbuster, as his trousers were being ripped off the attacker bludgeoned him on the head with a coat hanger then proceeded to sodomise your son. To add salt to the wounds and Celine to Titanic the attacker stole your son’s shoes, leaving him with bad condition holey socks that led to his death. Yes he died of cold feet.
Mrs. Fenks – O god, you’re great auntie Jerome died the same way. It was a harsh winter and the series finale was on and she only had one electrical socket. She had to choose between T.V and her Heater….she chose T.V

Inspector – Riveting. Now we must proceed to the revelation due to time and budget constraints. A dance number and a shoot out were planned but there you go.

Mr. Fenks – I didn’t get that memo,  I bought my thong aswel.

Inspector – Thank god for cut-backs. 
I first suspected your daughter ‘Ana’ but after extensive research I discovered females do not have a penis.

I then suspected you Mrs. Fenks

Mrs. Fenks gestures that she couldn’t possibly either due to lack of penis

Inspector – You’re not fooling anyone. But at the time of the rape she was soliciting at Minge Court, by the way I owe you a tenner.

I then suspected Mr. Fenks but due to a sexual favour he has been crossed off my list, it was very kind of you to offer.

Mr. Fenks – My pleasure

Inspector – So all fingers point to the butler who hasn’t appeared yet… Rayours Pedoni!
Mrs. Fenks – Well pinch my nipple and flick my fringe!

Rayours seems to appear out of nowhere
Rayours – Yes it’s true but it is also true that you are all lazy ass bastards and I’m quicker than a bulimic to the bog at a buffet!

Rayours attempts to run away

Mr. Fenks – Birds of Europe!

Rayours collapses on the floor 

They all look at Mr. Fenks confused

Mr. Fenks – Pavlov’s Bell, conditioning or whatever you want to call it. I used that when I wanted to substitute him for my son’s ass - signment, my son’s assignment on…..the effect of drunken charades on gas mining.

Inspector – Now let’s get some answers out of him.

Rayours wakes up tied up in an awkward way

Mrs. Fenks – to Mr. Fenks why did you tie him up like that

Mr. Fenks – Easier access, after all my entire son is dead now.

Inspector – Entire?

Mr. Fenks – Yeah the spell check on Microsoft Word corrected it from my son to entire, odd I know.

Mrs. Fenks – How did you discover it was him?

Inspector – The first thing was that while I was investigating the crime scene I came across a serviette for serving. Second, earlier on you may remember me asking for a Lafite 1533, I was well aware it did not exist but I wanted to see Rayours reaction. He twitched, because it’s a known fact that all gay men have the date 1533 engraved into their souls from their ancestors, 1533 was the year of The Buggery Act! The first Legistration against Homosexuals.

Ana – This all seems very offensive

Inspector – Don’t worry there’s a Jewish episode that will balance it out.

Thirdly his full name ‘Rayours Pedoni’ is an anagram for ‘I Raped Your Son’ and fourthly he has your son’s blood all over his hands and your son’s shoes on his feet.

Everyone shocked

Mrs. Fenks – Why did you do it?

Rayours – I was fed up of being treated like shit but this family. I was a young boy when I was abducted by Mr. Fenks while he was on holiday, I was his slave and he has been just awful to me, I spent 2 weeks in a coma after he convinced me that licking an electric socket turns you into a Mighty Morphin Power Ranger. Even then he still used me as a cum bucket whilst his wife was away at a health spar. So I took revenge on this loathsome family!
Mrs. Fenks – Surely you could have talked to us about it rather than killing our son, we could have phoned up Denise on This Morning.

Rayours – I wanted revenge though, not a 5 minute chat with a delightful agony aunt!

Inspector – Now Rayours will you leave me to sum up the events that have taken place today.

Rayours looks confused then leaves

Mrs. Fenks – But surely he will get away

Inspector – My colleagues are waiting up the road, plus I’m trying to get fired.

Now let offer closure to this tale of woe and collection of continuity errors that rival Titanic and some so blatant they could take on Julia Roberts and that croissant/pancake incident in Pretty Woman. I shall also offer a moral or two. You should never abduct small children from foreign countries to be your servant because they will end up sodomising your son and leaving him to die. Also beware of holes, for holes are a very dangerous thing. There are black holes, plot holes, bottomless holes, Rik Waller’s hole and finally the most dangerous... holes in the socks.
Fade Out

