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OPENING TITLE SEQUENCE:

Video game view: a POV camera moving through a game world, 
gun in the centre of screen as if we are holding it.

A fellow soldier, an alien, runs with us. His name hovers 
above his head - GHANDI. Ghandi collects ammunition and 
situates himself with a sniper rifle looking out a window.

In the distance, gunfire, then a report on screen: “A Smug 
Jock drew first blood!”

A cartoon face of A SMUG JOCK appears in a small video feed 
- the intercom between players’ avatars. The voices belong 
to in-game “bots” (computer controlled characters).

A SMUG JOCK
(over video feed)

You suck!

Another cartoon face appears over the video feed.

LARRY DAVID
(over video feed)

I need some backup!

We round a corner and run into an enemy: A RUDE OLD MAN. We 
engage in a fire fight and get the better of him, blowing 
him to bits - literally. His body parts bounce off the 
walls.

Report on screen: “You killed A Rude Old Man.”

AVATAR (V.O.)
(over radio)

That had to hurt.

Report on screen: “A Paedophile Priest has your flag!” We 
run back to base, winding through corridors. Our weapon 
switches to a sniper rifle.

Zoomed in through sniper scope: A PAEDOPHILE PRIEST rounds 
a corner holding a red flag and ...

GAME ANNOUNCER
Head shot!

The body slumps, headless, blood gushing. Report on screen: 
“You killed A Paedophile Priest.”

We pick up a rocket launcher and continue roaming 
corridors.

Report on screen: “Ghandi is on a killing spree!”

GHANDI
(over video feed)

Boom.



Rockets hit the walls around us, then ...

Report on screen: “You were killed by George Lucas.”

GEORGE LUCAS
(over radio)

Anyone else want some?!

TITLE CARD: “MEDS”

INT. AFFLUENT HOUSE - DAY

MICHAEL, 25, sits behind a black curtain. Off-screen, 
children chatter.

Making sure no one can see, Michael removes a bottle of 
scotch from an opulent liquor cabinet. He stealthily takes 
a swig, then returns the bottle. Taking a moment to calm 
himself, Michael puts on a plastic Spiderman mask.

A dozen bored six-year-olds wait in front of the curtain. 
Parents linger with cameras poised. Michael Buble's 
crooning version of the Spiderman song bellows out from a 
portable stereo. In full costume, Michael creeps out from 
behind the curtain.

The children giggle and point.

MICHAEL
Hello!

A few kids murmur “hello”.

MICHAEL
I said “Hello”!!

A slightly better response.

MICHAEL
(feigned enthusiasm)

Yeah! That’s better. There’s a 
special boy here, a Birthday Boy, 
right? Right?

Two parents share an unimpressed look.

Michael draws a fake web from his sleeve.

MICHAEL
Where’s the birthday boy?

The Birthday Boy, 6, aims a toy gun and pretends to shoot 
at Michael.

Michael pretends to dodge the bullet.
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MICHAEL
Whoa there, Birthday Boy!

The kid keeps shooting, spraying imaginary bullets at 
Michael. Michael gives up pretending to dodge them.

MICHAEL
Now, don’t shoot at Spiderman.

The Birthday Boy bites a pin from an imaginary grenade and 
throws it, providing the explosion sound effect.

Michael drops as though he’s been blown up. Everyone 
laughs.

Michael lays on the floor, wishing he was dead. The 
Spiderman song drones on as the children wait for him to 
move.

Children look to their parents for answers.

Michael gets up and stomps behind the curtain, cutting the 
music. He reappears, ripping his mask off.

MICHAEL
(to Birthday Boy)

Well done. You killed Spiderman.

Stunned parents look to one another.

MICHAEL
Are you going to call Spiderman’s 
mother and tell her that her son 
is dead?

(miming a phone call)
“Hi, Mrs. Spiderman. This is 
Tommy the scumbag six-year-old. 
I’m afraid I blew up your son.”

The Birthday Boy’s mother is too shocked to say anything.

The Birthday Boy cries.

Michael disassembles the curtain and throws it over his 
shoulder.

PARENT
Get out before I call the police.

Enjoying the misery he has inflicted, Michael ignores the 
parents and smiles at the Birthday Boy.

MICHAEL
Spiderman's not coming back. 
Because you murdered him, Tommy. 
You’re a murderer. Happy 
birthday.
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INT. BOOKSHOP/CAFE - DAY

Sitting at a table, Michael doodles with a pen.

Michael’s POV - Faux feminists and pseudo-critics sip 
coffee, more concerned with being seen reading than 
actually reading.

Michael applies the finishing touches to a sketched replica 
of the previous shot, except everyone is dying horrific 
deaths.

Michael looks up and is struck.

At the counter, a pretty Indian woman, 25, waits for her 
coffee to be made. She looks around, tapping her foot 
impatiently. She takes her coffee and moves to a table away 
from everyone.

Michael puts down his pen and watches her.

The woman takes out a new CD from her carry bag. She opens 
the case, checks the disc thoroughly for imperfections, 
then flips through the booklet. Making sure no one nearby 
is watching, she sniffs the CD booklet with a satisfied 
grin.

Michael smiles.

The woman’s phone rings and her mood darkens. Covering the 
mouthpiece of the phone, she has a brief conversation, then 
hangs up. She snatches up her belongings and leaves.

Michael watches her go.

INT. NEALER HOUSE/BATHROOM - NIGHT

Michael stands in front of a mirror with his shirt off. 
Below the mirror, his arm jerks rapidly as though he is 
masturbating. He looks down at what he is doing, then back 
at his reflection. He holds up a shaver brush and lathers 
his face.

INT. MICHAEL’S BEDROOM - LATER

Michael sits in the dark, illuminated by the screen of his 
computer.

He peruses a dating website, clicking on photos of women.

INT. DATING WEBSITE PORTAL

Michael wanders into a white hallway. The walls are lined 
with prisoners in glass cells. At reception, a woman, 25, 
dressed like an airline stewardess greets him.
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RECEPTIONIST
Welcome. Have you created a 
profile?

Michael is confused by his surroundings.

MICHAEL
No, I’m just browsing.

RECEPTIONIST
(skeptical)

Sure.

Michael wanders down the hall, looking in on the prisoners 
behind glass. PRISONER 1, a young Asian man, looks at 
Michael nervously.

PRISONER 1
Hey, have you done your profile 
yet? Always start with a life 
affirming statement. Something 
that can be put in quotes. Mine 
says “Life is short, but love is 
forever.” What do you think?

Michael continues on, passing PRISONER 2, a well dressed 
woman with a fake smile, talking to no one in particular.

PRISONER 2
... Never thought I’d do this but 
my friends wouldn’t stop nagging 
me, so I thought “why not?” ...

On the opposite wall, PRISONER 18, a goth woman, has her 
face squashed against the glass. It looks as though she has 
been leaning against it for a long time.

PRISONER 18
(a slow, slurred croak)

... Fun loving girl looking for 
fun loving guy to have fun with. 
See where it goes after that.

The sounds of prisoners reciting their profiles rises into 
a disturbing chorus.

Overwhelmed, Michael looks at PRISONER 27, a Plain Jane.

PRISONER 27
... Enjoy going out with friends, 
cooking, trying new things but 
can also enjoy a night in with a 
movie and a glass of wine.

Michael’s gaze snaps to PRISONER 29, a guy wearing shorts 
and shirt with an up-turned collar.
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PRISONER 29
... Simple guy with simple 
tastes. Love my sport. Love my 
cars and my bikes.

Horrified, Michael backs away slowly.

PRISONER 67 (O.S.)
... Must be passionate, loving, a 
good listener with a sense of 
humour ...

PRISONER 72 (O.S.)
... Able to make fun of himself 
and enjoy good conversation.

PRISONER 42 (O.S.)
... Not looking for a Sugar 
Daddy.

PRISONER 14 (O.S.)
I like all music from all genres 
... except heavy metal.

Michael runs to the exit. As he passes the receptionist, 
she smiles creepily.

RECEPTIONIST
You’ll be back, Michael.

BACK TO:

The click of Michael’s finger on the mouse silences the 
chorus.

Michael takes two tissues from a box and rests them on his 
lap. Getting comfortable, he puts headphones on and clicks 
the mouse again.

PORN MALE (O.C.)
(over headphones)

Yeah? Want me to fuck that tight 
little ass? Want me to fuck that 
tight little ass?

The “choof” of spit is heard.

PORN FEMALE (O.C.)
(over headphones)

Yeah, fuck my dirty little ass!

The sound of skin slapping. Michael watches, hoping to be 
aroused.

PORN MALE (O.C.)
(over headphones)

Suck my dick. Suck my dick. Yeah! 
(MORE)
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Taste your ass, baby. Taste your 
ass on my dick. Fuck yeah.

Sinking in his chair, Michael’s interest wanes. The woman 
in the video can be heard gagging repeatedly. Michael 
switches off the porn.

Michael crawls into bed and cuddles his pillow. Holding it 
tight, he stares into space.

INT. BOOKSHOP - DAY

Wearing a tight black biker jacket, Michael browses a shelf 
of DVDs. Elevator music drones over the shop-wide speakers. 
The quiet is punctured by the sound of a DVD case being 
dropped.

Michael sees the source of the disruption - the pretty 
Indian woman pops into view, replacing the DVD she dropped.

Michael slinks into the same aisle as her.

She picks up another DVD and looks it over. With a roll of 
her eyes she places it back on the shelf.

Michael strains to see what DVD she didn’t like. Keeping an 
eye on her, Michael feigns interest in the same films.

Amused by Michael’s obviousness, the woman pointedly 
ignores him.

INT. BOOKSHOP/CAFE - A SHORT TIME LATER

Sitting at a table with a cup of coffee, Michael watches 
the Indian woman a short distance away. She is absorbed in 
a book.

Michael sips his coffee and tries to occupy himself. He 
looks around the cafe and spots a balding man reading the 
menu and looking lonely.

The man tries to get the attention of a waitress, but she 
doesn't notice him. Deflated, the man looks back at the 
menu.

Pitying him, Michael shakes his head. Psyching himself, 
Michael takes a deep breath and gauges the woman by the 
window.

She is oblivious, reading. Michael sucks in a breath and 
starts his approach. He advances on her slowly, weaving 
through tables like an assassin. A father and his two 
children push past, holding Michael up.

PORN MALE (O.C.) (CONT'D)
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More tables and chairs seem to have sprouted in Michael’s 
path. A kid with a bunch of balloons passes, obscuring 
Michael’s view of the woman.

The balloons pass, revealing his target, unaware.

In slow motion - like the nightclub scene in The 
Terminator, Michael pushes through tables and chairs and 
stops a few feet from the woman.

Her black hair is tied in a pony tail. Silver rings adorn 
various fingers. She has a nose stud and is dressed in 
black jeans and a simple, summery top. Aware of Michael 
now, the woman looks up.

Courage evaporating, Michael twists on his heels to leave.

WOMAN
It's not very good.

MICHAEL
(turns back to her)

Hmm?

WOMAN
This self-help crap I just wasted 
forty bucks on.

MICHAEL
(thinking on his feet)

I was reading the sign.

A sign on the wall points towards “Toilets”.

WOMAN
Now you know where they are.

With a nod, she goes back to her book.

Defeated, Michael senses that he is being watched.

At the coffee counter, the receptionist from the dating 
website prison takes orders. She smiles at a customer 
sweetly, then locks gazes with Michael. Her smile turns 
cruel.

Determined, Michael shakes off the vision.

MICHAEL
I saw you in the horror section.

WOMAN
You're stalking me.

MICHAEL
No, I’m not!

(recovers)
I just noticed you in horror. 

(MORE)
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And action. And sci-fi. That's 
all. Pretty sure I’ve seen you 
before.

WOMAN
Not that old chestnut.

(looks him up and down)
You're more creative than that.

MICHAEL 
I am?

WOMAN
And you hate fitting in. Hence, 
the jacket.

Michael adjusts the collar of his biker jacket.

MICHAEL
Biting reader's wit. Sarcasm your 
self-defense mechanism?

WOMAN
It protects me from creeps.

MICHAEL
Let me guess, you're writing a 
novel, but you know it sucks so 
you hide it under your bed?

WOMAN
(enjoying this)

The only thing under the bed is 
my porn collection.

They both stare at each other, enjoying the power game.

WOMAN
Sit.

MICHAEL
Don't tell me what to do.

WOMAN
Fine, stand.

Michael sits.

MICHAEL
What else do you “know” about me?

WOMAN
You're passionate. And you have 
secrets. Possibly a Scorpio.

MICHAEL
(rolls his eyes)

Star signs.

MICHAEL (CONT'D)
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WOMAN
Now I know you're a Scorpio.

MICHAEL
You cling to those back page 
wisdoms because there’s just got 
to be meaning in all this 
emptiness.

WOMAN
It’s all a giant hologram anyway.

MICHAEL
(smirks)

Ever get that tattoo you always 
wanted?

Intrigued, the woman raises an eyebrow.

MICHAEL
A butterfly is too cliché for 
you. So is a Chinese character. 
Not your star sign either ...

TASH
Lame.

MICHAEL
... No, I’m guessing it’s some 
word which has meaning to you ... 
maybe in Sanskrit?

WOMAN
You're good. Where have I got it?

Michael looks her up and down.

MICHAEL
Shoulder.

WOMAN
Wrong. Lower back. My father will 
never see it there.

MICHAEL
I did well, though.

WOMAN
Get over yourself.

The woman closes her book.

WOMAN
I'm Tash. Don't ever call me 
"Natasha".
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MICHAEL
Michael. But you can call me 
whatever you want.

INT. BOOKSHOP/TOY SECTION - LATER

Michael looks at figurines from films such as Predator and 
Hellraiser. Tash pops into frame, startling Michael.

TASH
Hey! Check this out.

A boxed figurine of Optimus Prime stands behind glass.

TASH (O.C.)
It's the original release.

MICHAEL (O.C.)
Wow. How much is it worth?

TASH
A lot. I always preferred 
Megatron, though.

MICHAEL
My parents never bought me 
Optimus Prime. I got the T-Rex 
guy.

TASH
Oh, he was cool.

MICHAEL
(child-like)

Yeah. But ... I always wanted 
Optimus.

TASH
My parents never bought me 
Transformers. Those were for 
boys. My brother got them all.

MICHAEL
They bought you Barbies?

TASH
Predictable, I know. I used to 
put them in the freezer, in a 
bucket of water. And then after a 
day, I'd defrost them like Han 
Solo.

MICHAEL
Did two geeks create you in a 
science experiment?

Tash laughs and puts her hand on Michael’s chest.
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TASH
You belong in the eighties.

MICHAEL
That’s the nicest thing anyone’s 
ever said to me.

Michael looks at Tash’s hand touching him. He kisses her. 
She is startled but likes it.

TASH
I should warn you, I’m a serial 
killer.

(kisses him)
I don't have a porn collection. I 
made that up.

Tash smiles - it’s enough to melt your heart.

PENNY (V.O.)
I don’t know!

INT. NEALER HOUSE/LOUNGE - DAY

PENNY, 52, talks on a cordless phone as she dusts. She is 
thin and conservatively dressed. Her cleaning efforts seem 
wasted on an already immaculate house.

PENNY
(into phone)

I have no idea where he’s gone. 
Nope.

(listens)
Overseas, I’m pretty sure. He 
took the big suitcase.

Penny wipes the top of the television. She laughs.

PENNY
(into phone)

Well, we just soldier on. I’m 
fine. I really don’t care. 
Michael’s started using the word 
“depressed” again lately.

(walking down a hall)
Ahh, yes. It is a popular word. 
Do you get that from Jake?

INT. SEAN’S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Penny enters a bedroom, clearly a young man’s. Posters on 
the walls, clothes on the floor. She collects underwear and 
t-shirts and tucks them under her arm.
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PENNY
(into phone)

I think it’s that late twenties 
male crisis. Where they realise ...

(finishing the other’s sentences)
... all those big dreams ... not 
gonna happen. Exactly!

Penny picks up a box of antidepressants from a bedside 
table. Checking it, she pulls out a tray of untouched 
pills. Disappointed, she drops the box on the table.

PENNY
(into phone)

Yes. Don’t even get me started on 
Sean. ...

INT. BUS - TRAVELLING - DAY

SEAN, 19, overweight, listens to headphones.

PENNY (V.O.) 
... He’s the one I really worry 
about.

ANGER MANAGEMENT MANTRA (V.O.)
(Alabaman accent)

You need to find the source of 
your anger. Think about what it 
is that gives you these feelings 
and channel it into something 
positive.

High School teenagers get on the bus.

The driver eyes Sean suspiciously through the rearview 
mirror.

The door to the bus makes an annoying hiss every time it 
opens - which is a lot.

An incessant squeak comes from somewhere within the bus. 
The look on Sean's face suggests the mantra isn’t helping.

ANGER MANAGEMENT MANTRA (V.O)
Keep it relevant, people. If you 
are fighting with your spouse 
about petty things: keep it 
relevant. What is it that ticks 
you off?

The door to the bus squeaks open, bangs, closes, then opens 
again to let somebody else on.

The bus driver looks at Sean again.
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Teenagers flick tiny bits of glue at people. The passengers 
are unaware of the glue sticking to their hair.

Sean pulls out two Uzis and opens fire, mowing down the 
teenagers. He turns in slow motion.

People scramble for the exit, screaming and falling over 
one another.

The bus driver cowers.

Sean fires a burst of bullets through the driver’s glass 
cage, squirting his blood and brains on the windscreen.

Sean's POV - like a video game: a gun sticks out the side 
of the frame and a cross-hair rests in the centre. Sean 
blows away more people, picking up red crosses that 
regenerate his health meter. He gets off the bus and police 
ambush him. They speak in cheesy video game voices, saying 
"Drop your weapon, you’re under arrest!" Sean fires, taking 
out two cops. A third cop jumps out and fires. The screen 
turns red. The words “GAME OVER”, then the video game 
camera cranes up and reveals Sean's bloody pulp, convulsing 
on the ground.

CUT TO:

Sean sitting on the bus. Everything is back to normal.

ANGER MANAGEMENT MANTRA (V.O)
Remember, anger is a perfectly 
normal emotion. It just requires 
control on your part. Time for 
meditation.

ROBOTIC VOICE (V.O.)
Insert disk two.

EXT. BUSINESS DISTRICT - A SHORT TIME LATER

The wheel of the bus rolls away, revealing Sean looking at 
a nondescript office building.

INT. OFFICE - DAY

A sea of cubicles. Sean slouches in his chair, scrolling 
through pages on the internet relating to online gaming. 
Headlines read: "Johnny Deathmatch wins again", "Johnny 
takes home $10,000 for obliterating his competitors!".

INT. OFFICE KITCHEN - LATER

Sean looks at a packet of doughnuts. ALISON, 20, 
attractive, enters with GREG, mid 20's, blonde. Greg chews 
gum incessantly and the sound can always be heard.
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GREG
Hey, Sean, tell Alison about that 
thing you do with your mates.

SEAN
(suspicious)

MMORPGS?

GREG
Yeah! What’s that again?

Sean sighs.

SEAN
Massively Multiplayer Online Role 
Playing Games.

Greg chuckles.

GREG
Again?

SEAN
Massively Multiplayer Online Role 
Playing Games.

Alison and Greg laugh.

GREG
What’s a role playing game?

SEAN
Okay. Do you know what Dungeons 
and Dragons is?

GREG
(chewing)

Nah.

ALISON
Is that, like, those people who 
paint the little men?

SEAN
No, that’s Warhammer.

ALISON
So, are you like those people who 
dress up on the weekend and fight 
with swords?

SEAN
No, those are LARPs. Live Action 
Role Playing Games. Besides, I 
specialise in FPS’s.

Alison’s face is blank. Sean sighs. 
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SEAN
First person shooters.

Greg smirks and nudges Alison.

GREG
Told you.

ALISON
Cool. That’s really ...

(bursts out laughing)
... interesting!

Alison and Greg laugh together. Alison composes herself.

ALISON
Sorry. It’s just my sense of 
humour. You’ll get used to me.

SEAN
(playing along)

Oh, that’s cool.

Sean takes a beat to prepare his retaliation.

SEAN
Actually I spend most of my time 
at work masturbating in the 
toilet. And I never wash my 
hands.

Sean makes a show of fingering through the packet of 
doughnuts, eventually selecting one.

SEAN
So, it’s almost like you’ve 
sucked my cock without even 
knowing.

Alison and Greg lose their smiles. Sean laughs.

SEAN
Ohhhh, you’ll get used to me.

A CO-WORKER pops her head in the door.

CO-WORKER
Alison, call for you on line one.

Creeped out, Alison leaves.

GREG
(clapping)

Yay, a win for the nerd. It’s the 
closest you’ll ever get to 
getting your dick sucked.

Greg walks out.
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GREG (O.S.)
Fucking loser.

Incensed, Sean’s breathing increases. The cream doughnut 
has been crushed between his fingers.

INT. TOILET - MOMENTS LATER

Sean bursts in, splashing water on his face.

ANGER MANAGEMENT MANTRA (V.O)
With depression, all the little 
things become big things.

Insert - Greg's smirking face.

Sean hyperventilates.

ANGER MANAGEMENT MANTRA (V.O)
Your thoughts torture you. And 
grow into a cancer.

Insert - Huddled in front of a computer, Alison and Greg 
laugh at a Youtube clip.

ALISON
I never knew Mentos does that!

Sean winces, his face red. He loosens his tie, pacing.

Insert - Alison's smirking face.

Insert - the bus driver’s disapproving gaze.

Sean bashes the cubicle door repeatedly. It hangs on one 
hinge. He bashes and bashes until we hear wood breaking.

Insert - Penny's face, looking at us sweetly and so full of 
love.

Sean stops, confused. His hand is a bloody mess. He takes a 
moment to absorb what has just happened.

He wets a paper towel and wipes his blood from the door. 
Hoping to hide the damage, Sean hoists the door back 
against the frame of the cubicle. It falls again, skewed 
and swinging on one hinge. Knowing that won’t work, he 
pushes the door open all the way so that it is less 
noticeable pressed flat against the cubicle wall. Sean 
backs away with an “It’ll have to do” look.

INT. TEAM LEADER’S OFFICE - LATER

Greg folds his arms. Next to him, SUSAN, 45, the office 
supervisor, eyeballs Sean.
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SUSAN
We just want to ask you a very 
serious question, Sean. Do you 
think you might know what it is?

Sitting in a small chair with his hand heavily bandaged 
with paper towels, Sean shakes his head "No".

GREG
Liar.

SUSAN
Greg.

Greg backs off.

SUSAN
Are you sure you don't know what 
we're going to ask you?

SEAN
Nup.

GREG 
We know you busted up the toilet, 
you psycho.

SUSAN
Greg, if you don't mind, I'd like 
to have a private word with Sean 
now, 'kay?

Greg hesitates, feeling rejected.

GREG
I'll go check on the team.

SEAN
Yeah, Greg. The team really needs 
you.

Fuming, Greg leaves.

SUSAN
Sean, I know you have some 
"concerns" at the moment and you 
are taking medication for those.

Uncomfortable, Sean bows his head.

SUSAN
But vandalism is a very serious 
thing. I believe that honesty is 
always the best policy, don't you 
agree?

Sean nods.
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SUSAN
Yes, of course it is. Sean, do 
you think you might have 
vandalised the bathroom a little?

Sean nods.

Susan sits back in her chair.

SUSAN
Thank you for your honesty, Sean. 
Now, here's what I'm going to do 
for you. I'm not going to press 
charges. But I would ask that you 
reimburse the company for the 
damages. Fair's fair?

Sean draws a pistol and shoots Susan in the head.

JUMP CUT TO:

SUSAN
There's one other thing. Going 
forward ... we won't be 
continuing to require your 
services. 'Kay?

Susan nods, as if talking to a three-year-old.

SUSAN
Yeah. It's best for all of us, 
isn't it?

Sean stares at Susan coldly.

INT. NEALER HOUSE/KITCHEN - NIGHT

A chicken breast is slammed onto a chopping board.

PENNY
Fired?!

Penny cuts the chicken manically. Sean lingers behind her.

PENNY
God, I can't handle this.

SEAN
I'll get another job.

PENNY
Oh, you'll just "get another 
job". You have a serious problem. 
Look at your hand.

SEAN
It's not as bad as it looks.
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PENNY
Why don’t you take your 
medication any more?

SEAN
You went through my room?

PENNY
I was cleaning and I happened to 
notice.

SEAN
That’s my private stuff.

PENNY
I’m sorry. I’m just really 
worried about you. Are they 
causing you problems?

SEAN
No.

PENNY
We can get you on a different 
prescription ...

SEAN
No. I just don't want to be 
medicated all the time.

PENNY
(softening)

I know, Darling.

Penny approaches to hug Sean.

PENNY
But you do have some problems. I 
just wish you'd let me help you.

Sean shrugs her off.

SEAN
You can't fix me, Mum. I’m 
depressed.

PENNY
Well, of course you’re depressed. 
All you do is play video games.

SEAN
Here we go.

PENNY
You need vitamin D. Exercise, 
sunlight and a healthy diet will 
do wonders for you. You don’t 
always have to rebel, you know.
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SEAN
Well look at the pseudo-
psychologist, analysing everyone. 
No wonder Dad fled.

Shocked, Penny is too hurt to respond. Sean leaves.

Penny washes her hands. She leans on the sink for support, 
then throws a tea towel at the wall.

INT. TASH'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Tash's room is decked out with movie posters and gaming 
paraphernalia. Her bed is covered in a surfing theme. The 
window opens and Tash's hand appears.

TASH (O.C.)
(whispers)

Give me a boost.

Tash squeezes herself into her room and lands awkwardly on 
her bed.

EXT. TASH'S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Michael waits below the window. He looks about as if they 
are robbing the place.

Tash pops her head out the window.

TASH
(whispered)

Okay, jump up!

INT. TASH'S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Tash helps Michael through the window. They crash onto the 
bed, but Michael bounces off and lands on the floor.

They laugh, trying to be quiet.

TASH
Shhhh! My parents sleep with one 
eye open.

Michael jumps on the bed and kisses her.

TASH
You got a condom?

MICHAEL
Yep.

Michael fumbles through his wallet and pulls out two 
condoms.
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TASH
Oh. How long have they been 
there?

MICHAEL
(checking the packet)

Don't know.

TASH
Is it still good?

Michael squints, reading the packet.

MICHAEL
Yep. We're good for another 
month.

TASH
Mmm, just made it.

They kiss and fondle each other. They take their pants off. 
Michael puts the condom on.

TASH
You need a hand?

MICHAEL
Nah, I'm good.

Tash rolls on top of Michael and sits on him. She puts him 
inside her.

Michael's POV - Tash moves back and forth on him. Behind 
her, on a Lord of the Rings poster, Gandalf looks down his 
nose at them.

Michael closes his eyes, enjoying it. He opens them again.

Michael's POV - Tash is pushed to the right of frame and 
out of focus. Gandalf dominates the left of frame, edging 
her out.

MICHAEL
(rolling her off)

I can't do this in front of 
Gandalf.

Michael moves to the poster.

TASH
What? He doesn't care. And he’s 
gay anyway.

MICHAEL
Can we take him down?

TASH
Forget it. Just get over here.
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MICHAEL
Alright, but I'm on top then.

TASH
(smirking)

Works for me.

INT. TASH'S BEDROOM - LATER

Tash and Michael lie in bed holding one another.

TASH
Do you think I'm a slut?

MICHAEL
No.

TASH
I don't ... do this ... normally.

MICHAEL
Me either. You saw the condoms.

TASH
Is it okay if you leave soon?

MICHAEL
Um ... okay.

TASH
My parents get up at the crack of 
dawn. It's the irony of 
retirement. They can't relax 
enough to sleep more than five 
hours a night.

Michael looks at the clock.

MICHAEL
I don't want to go home.

TASH
I know. But you're too big to 
hide in my closet.

Michael moves to leave, then lies back down and kisses her. 
He tears himself away from her.

MICHAEL
Okay. I'll go.

TASH
Leave something of yours.

MICHAEL
I left it all over your stomach.
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Tash swats him.

As Michael gets dressed, he pulls out a handkerchief and 
holds it out to Tash.

MICHAEL
This? I haven't used it.

TASH
(gushing)

Awwww, your hanky.

She clutches it as though it has been weaved from gold.

MICHAEL
I'll get your number.

TASH
You've already got it.

Michael is confused, looking at his phone.

TASH
At the museum, when you were in 
the toilet.

Michael kisses Tash again. He squeezes out the window, 
bumping his head on the way out.

MICHAEL (O.S.)
Fuck!

EXT. NEALER HOUSE/DRIVEWAY - MORNING

Michael walks up the driveway with a spring in his step.

INT. NEALER HOUSE - FOYER - MOMENTS LATER

Michael steps through the front door and nearly trips over 
a huge suitcase. Muffled voices come from the kitchen.

INT. KITCHEN - MOMENTS LATER

Michael enters and stops, stunned.

ROB, 50’s, sits with Penny. Rob is bald on top, with 
straight black hair that flops past his ears and a middle-
aged man’s pot belly. He speaks with a South African 
accent.

MICHAEL
Dad.

ROB
Mike.
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Rob awkwardly hugs Michael.

MICHAEL
Where have you been?

ROB
London. And it fucking sucked.

PENNY
Rob!

ROB
No. From now on I'm going to be 
totally honest.

(beat)
I went there to meet people I 
could have sex with.

Penny is disgusted and leaves the table.

ROB
I'm just telling the truth, Love. 
Your mother and I ...

MICHAEL
I get it.

INT. LAUNDRY - CONTINUOUS

Penny shuts the door behind her and leans on it. She closes 
her eyes and takes a few deep breaths. Rob’s and Michael’s 
conversation is still audible.

ROB (O.S.)
It'll happen to you one day, Boy. 
Anyway, when I got there ... well 
nothing's ever what it seems, is 
it?

MICHAEL (O.S.)
I guess not. This is really 
awkward.

ROB (O.S.)
Oh, fuck that. Wake up, will you? 
Your parents have sexual needs. 
At least, your Dad does. Live 
with it.

Having now regained her composure, Penny opens the door.
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INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

MICHAEL
You don't have to go to London 
for it. There's a rub and tug on 
High Street.

ROB
I just needed to get out of here. 
I think you can appreciate that.

MICHAEL
You can't just leave without 
telling anyone whenever you feel 
like it.

ROB 
I've been following orders of 
some kind my whole life. Not any 
more. I do what I want, when I 
want.

PENNY
(entering)

You’ve made that clear.

Rob sits and reads the newspaper.

ROB
Let's see what's been happening 
on this Godless, messed-up 
planet.

PENNY
(to Michael)

Where were you last night?

MICHAEL
Why?

PENNY
Did you know your brother got 
fired?

ROB
Good for him.

PENNY
Shut up, Rob.

MICHAEL
What? Why?

PENNY
He smashed a toilet cubicle.

(sees Michael’s concern)
Yeah. Exactly.
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ROB
At least he's expressing himself.

PENNY
Oh, that's great parenting. Very 
responsible, Rob. Maybe he should 
buy a rifle, then he can really 
express himself.

Rob licks his finger and flips the page.

PENNY
(to Michael)

I want him to go back on his 
medication. But he won't listen 
to me. You’ll talk to him, won’t 
you?

Michael hesitates.

PENNY
Please?

Michael purses his lips.

MICHAEL
Where is he?

PENNY
(yelled for Sean's benefit)

He's supposed to be looking for 
jobs!

INT. HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

The door to Sean’s bedroom is closed.

INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

PENNY
Why weren't you here last night?

MICHAEL
I met someone, alright?

Penny softens.

PENNY
Really? Good. Good.

Rob looks up from the newspaper.

ROB
Get the leg over?

Penny rolls her eyes.
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MICHAEL
Yes, Dad. I got the leg over.

Rob nods approvingly, then goes back to the paper.

PENNY 
And what's her name?

MICHAEL
Tash.

PENNY
Sounds exotic.

MICHAEL
Yeah. And I'm never going to 
bring her to this asylum.

PENNY
I'm going for a walk now because 
I seem to be upsetting everyone. 
So, that's very nice that you 
found someone.

Penny leaves.

MICHAEL
Mum ...

ROB
Let her go. Go see your brother.

MICHAEL
You go see him. I'm not his 
father.

ROB
Don't tell me what to do.

Michael leaves.

INT. SEAN'S BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Sean sits at his computer playing a shooter game. Michael 
enters. Sean turns and sees him.

SEAN
Hey, Poof.

MICHAEL
Hey.

On screen - Sean's gun bobs up and down in time as his 
character walks.

SEAN
Watch this. He's got my flag.
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On screen - An enemy character runs with a red flag.

SEAN (O.C.)
Thinks he's gonna make it home.

On screen - Sean's sniper sight zooms in on the enemy 
character.

SEAN
Come on. Show your little head to 
me. Show it.

On screen - The enemy character re-appears from behind a 
hill and looks left to right.

SEAN (O.C.)
There you are.

On screen - The enemy's head explodes.

SEAN
Good night, sweet prince.

MICHAEL
Good shot.

Statistics splash across the computer screen.

MICHAEL
Whoa, ninety-eight kills.

SEAN
No one’s a match for “Schizoid”.

MICHAEL
I heard Schizoid got fired.

SEAN
Yeah.

MICHAEL
Mum said he bashed a toilet.

SEAN
Yeah.

MICHAEL
Any particular reason?

SEAN
You sound like Mum.

MICHAEL
Okay.

Sean continues playing. Constant death screams are audible 
under their conversation.
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SEAN
Thinking about entering this 
online tournament soon. You can 
win cash prizes.

MICHAEL
Cool.

SEAN
There's this guy, Johnny 
Deathmatch. He's made like a 
million dollars out of gaming 
tournaments.

MICHAEL
Wow.

SEAN
Yeah. But he's probably some 
freak.

Michael raises an eyebrow as if to say “Look who’s 
talking”.

MICHAEL
Well, maybe you should enter it.

SEAN
I got fired, remember? Mum will 
keep me under a microscope until 
I get another job. Or go back on 
meds. Whichever one makes her 
feel better.

Michael opens his wallet and drops his credit card on the 
desk in front of Sean.

Sean looks up at his brother appreciatively.

MICHAEL
Not a word.

SEAN
(smiles)

Fuckin’ A.

INT. RESTAURANT - NIGHT

Rob pours Penny a glass of wine as she scans her menu.

PENNY
That's plenty.

Rob holds up the bottle.

ROB
South African.
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PENNY
Oh.

(sips)
Very nice.

ROB
There's one or two things I want 
to discuss with you.

PENNY
Okay.

ROB
Well, just one. I think we should 
get a divorce.

Penny puts her glass down sharply. She takes a moment to 
absorb this.

PENNY
I can't keep up with you, Rob. 
I’m trying to be open minded 
about your ... needs.

ROB
What? You don’t agree with me?

PENNY
No! How long have you been 
thinking about this?

ROB 
A few years.

PENNY
A few ... Rob!

ROB
Let's just be honest with each 
other.

PENNY
Don't you dare use that word with 
me again.

ROB
Okay. Fine. Look, I love you. In 
a way. But I'm not happy here. 
And I know you aren't.

PENNY
(venomous)

I'm happy. I’m very happy.

ROB
No, you're not, Darling. Maybe 
you've forgotten what it's like 
to be happy.
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PENNY
Don't patronise me. You want a 
divorce? Fine. What is with you? 
You’ve been getting worse lately. 
Don’t think I haven’t noticed.

ROB
I'm sorry, Love. I just ... feel 
nothing any more. Nothing. It's 
not personal. And it’s not just 
towards you.

PENNY
Oh, well, thank you. You're 
having a mid-life crisis.

ROB
That happened years ago. Things 
are just different now. We 
married young.

Penny thinks.

ROB
And I don't regret a moment of 
it. But this thing of staying 
together forever, it's crap.

PENNY
Well, I believe in that “crap”.

ROB
You still want to wake up every 
day to this face?

PENNY
I made a promise.

ROB 
Twenty-seven years ago. And since 
then we’ve done everything to 
make each other miserable.

PENNY
I make you miserable?

ROB
I think we both deserve to be 
happy. What’s wrong with that?

PENNY 
What will make you happy?

ROB
I don't know. But this isn't 
doing it any more.
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PENNY
We have two sons who need a 
father.

ROB
They just need women.

PENNY
What kind of example are we 
setting, Rob? That when things 
get a bit tough you just cut and 
run?

ROB
I’m making an informed decision.

PENNY
Michael’s just started seeing a 
girl. The first since Kate. He 
already doesn’t believe anything 
lasts and you’re just validating 
that.

ROB
Nothing does.

Penny looks out the window. After a moment she plasters a 
smile.

PENNY
You’re right. I should have seen 
this coming.

ROB
Think of it this way. You’re 
finally free of me.

INT. NEALER HOUSE - LATER

Rob and Penny walk through the front door. Penny leans 
tipsily on Rob. He parts from her.

ROB
I'll sleep in the spare room.

PENNY
(disappointed)

Okay. Good idea.

ROB
Good night.

Rob kisses Penny on the cheek.

PENNY
Good night.
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Rob goes upstairs.

Penny sees light flashing under Sean's bedroom door. She 
listens. She can hear a video game being played. She goes 
to knock, then thinks better of it.

PENNY
(calls softly)

We’re home.

Penny waits for a response. Only muted gunfire can be heard 
behind the door. She leaves.

INT. TASH'S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Naked, Michael and Tash lie in bed together.

TASH
My last boyfriend gave me an 
ultimatum. Said it was either him 
or the Xbox.

MICHAEL
Pfff. Big mistake.

Michael notices a Transformer on the bed-head and plays 
with it.

MICHAEL
Your brother grew out of these?

TASH
He died.

Michael puts the Transformer back.

MICHAEL
I'm sorry.

TASH
He had Down’s syndrome. They said 
he wouldn't see his eighteenth 
birthday. He showed them. Made it 
to twenty-one.

Michael runs his finger along her lower back, where a small 
tattoo in Sanskrit has been inked.

MICHAEL
Is that his name?

TASH
Yeah. Sanjay.

MICHAEL
Why don’t you want your father to 
see this?
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TASH
Because it would confirm all his 
fears about me.

MICHAEL
I’m a little afraid of you.

TASH
Good.

Michael tickles Tash’s bottom. Her buttocks tighten and 
Michael laughs. Tash hushes him.

Under Tash's door - a hallway light switches on.

Tash holds her breath. Footsteps are heard. Then a toilet 
flushes.

Michael and Tash watch the door.

The door handle squeaks, turning slowly.

Michael braces himself.

The door handle stops turning, then moves back into its 
original position.

Michael is relieved.

BANG! The door is kicked down, revealing a smoky hallway. 
Tash's FATHER, 50, emerges from the smoke, dressed in a 
turban and puffy Ali Baba pants. He is sweaty all over, his 
bare chest heaving with angry breaths. He has a long 
moustache. He doesn't look Indian at all, but like an 
Arabic folklore legend.

Tash jumps out of bed and drops to her knees at her 
father's feet.

TASH
Please, Nanna (Father)! Don't 
hurt this one!

Tash's father growls and backhands her, sending her flying.

Still in bed, Michael backs up against the wall.

Tash's father draws a scimitar and lifts up a fishing net 
filled with testicles.

TASH'S FATHER
(shakes the bag)

You’ve blown your last load, 
little man.

Michael trembles in terror.

Tash's father lunges at him.
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MICHAEL
(covers his face)

No!

CUT TO:

The closed door. The light is still on underneath.

Tash and Michael lie together staring at the door. Michael 
looks like he has wet himself.

Finally, the light under the door switches off.

Tash and Michael exhale.

MICHAEL
This is ridiculous. I have to 
meet them eventually.

TASH
No, you really don't.

MICHAEL
How bad could it be?

TASH
Bad.

MICHAEL
I don’t need their approval. I 
just don’t want to have to keep 
climbing through your window.

TASH
It’s romantic.

MICHAEL 
Come on. I'll show you my freaks 
if you show me yours.

Tash sighs.

TASH
Alright, I'll meet your freaks.

EXT. NEALER HOUSE - NIGHT

Booming gladiatorial drums echo. The Nealer house looks 
demonic in the moonlight.

INT. NEALER HOUSE/KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

BOOM! In slow motion, Penny takes a roast out of the oven.
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INT. SEAN’S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

BOOM! Smiling psychopathically in slow motion, Sean thumbs 
the controller of his Xbox.

INT. LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

BOOM! A newspaper is lowered, revealing Rob.

INT. DINING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

BOOM! The table is immaculately set.

BOOM! Floral patterns adorn the “good china”.

BOOM! A cork is pulled from a wine bottle.

PENNY
I'm sorry this is so rushed.

Penny puts the tray of meat on the table. Tash sits 
awkwardly, afraid to touch anything.

TASH
No, this is amazing. You haven't 
gone to too much trouble, I hope.

PENNY
It's nothing. Tell me if the 
meat's a little dry.

MICHAEL
Mum, just sit down and relax.

Rob pours Penny a glass of wine.

PENNY
I am relaxed.

ROB
(pouring a big glass)

Here, this always does the trick.

PENNY
Well, chin chin.

Sean, Michael, Tash, Rob and Penny chink glasses.

ROB
Tash, why don't you say grace?

Fearful, Tash doesn’t know what to say.

PENNY
Stop it, Rob.
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ROB
(smiles)

Just kidding. We're Atheists.

Tash is visibly relieved.

Under the table, she squeezes Michael’s hand hard.

Michael flinches.

PENNY
Please, Tash, help yourself.

TASH
Okay.

Tash dishes herself some meat and vegetables.

TASH
Wow, this looks delicious.

PENNY
Take plenty, don't be shy.

Tash passes the dish to Rob.

PENNY
So, Tash. Is that short for 
Natasha?

Tash and Michael exchange glances.

SEAN
(sarcastic)

Usually it is.

PENNY
You’ve met Sean.

SEAN
(to Tash - gleeful)

I’m the disappointment.

Penny forces a smile.

TASH
(laughs)

So am I.

MICHAEL
She hates being called Natasha.

PENNY
Okay then. Tash it is.

(gasps)
I didn’t even ask if you ate 
meat. I’m so sorry.
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TASH
No, it’s fine. I eat anything.

PENNY
(fishing for Tash’s race)

Spicy food?

Sean rolls his eyes. Michael takes a big gulp of wine.

TASH
(catching on)

My parents are Indian. So ...

PENNY
Wow. So, mainly curries ...

TASH
No, pizza.

Penny is confused.

TASH
(touching Penny)

I'm joking. I’ll cook you a curry 
one night. Unless Michael breaks 
up with me!

She laughs. Everyone laughs a little too hard to break the 
tension.

PENNY
This is so nice. Having everyone 
here. It’s been a while since 
we’ve had ...

(catching herself)
Well, we don’t have many people 
over. Have some more wine, Tash. 
Michael, pour Tash some wine.

Michael pours Tash a glass, then offers some to Sean. There 
is an acknowledgement between the brothers that the bottle 
might ease the pain.

CUT TO: LATER

An empty glass of wine.

TASH (O.C.)
Rob, is that a South African 
accent?

ROB
Is it still there?

TASH
How long have you been here?
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ROB
About thirty years. I stepped off 
the boat, picked a football team 
and in the same week I met Penny.

SEAN
Now you're getting divorced. 
You've come full circle.

ROB
That's right, Son. Impeccable 
judgement, as always.

Michael kicks Sean under the table. Sean kicks Michael 
back.

MICHAEL
Ow! Why are you being a fuckwit?

PENNY
Michael! Sean.

SEAN
What? I’m just stating a fact. 
You and Dad are getting divorced.

Penny glares at Sean.

Tash smiles awkwardly.

MICHAEL
Have some judgement, Dickhead.

SEAN
You’re a dickhead.

PENNY
Who wants ice cream?

TASH
I'd love some.

Penny gets up.

PENNY
Sean, come and help me please.

Sean takes his time getting up.

Tash smiles at Rob, trying to ignore the awkwardness.

Michael is enraged.

INT. KITCHEN - MOMENTS LATER

Penny puts the plates in the dishwasher. Sean brings his 
plate to her.
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PENNY
If you want to be miserable, 
that's fine. Don't want to take 
your medication, fine. But I am 
not going to let you ruin tonight 
for your brother because you are 
hellbent on embarrassing me. You 
know what a big deal this is for 
him.

Sean says nothing.

PENNY
Are you jealous?

SEAN
No. She’s ugly.

PENNY
You're not fifteen anymore. Show 
a little respect. At least to 
your brother if not to me. Come 
back to the table when you can 
behave.

Penny walks off. Sean looks at his watch. Alerted by the 
time, he goes to his room.

INT. DINING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

ROB
No, I'm grateful for the time I 
spent in the army. It taught me 
discipline. How to clean up after 
myself. You should see this place 
sometimes. It's like a bunch of 
pigs, they just eat and run.

Michael is almost underneath the table from awkwardness. 
Penny enters with bowls of ice cream.

TASH
I guess it's also about your up- 
bringing.

PENNY
(announcing)

Ice cream!

ROB
My Dad used to beat the shit out 
of me if I left the place in a 
mess. He probably overdid that.

TASH
Which army were you in?
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Michael grabs Tash's thigh hard. Tash grabs Michael’s 
crotch in retaliation.

ROB 
South African. That's the only 
reason my Dad spoke to me. He 
fought in the second world war, 
so when I went into the army, all 
of a sudden I was his son and 
he'd talk to me.

Michael looks to Penny for a life-line.

PENNY
I'm sorry about Sean, he’s having 
some problems at the moment.

TASH
It's okay.

(to Rob)
Did you see any action?

ROB 
Angola. Fighting terrorists.

(lost in thought)
That’s what they said.

Michael breathes out loudly.

MICHAEL
We probably should ... 

PENNY
Yeah, it's probably time to make 
a move.

Rob stares vacantly.

TASH
Thank you so much for the meal.

PENNY
It was our pleasure.

Sean runs in, sweat pouring off his face.

Everyone looks at him.

SEAN
I won.

INT. MICHAEL’S CAR - LATER

Michael pulls up to the kerb outside Tash’s house.
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MICHAEL
So, I’ll come over for dinner 
next week?

TASH
Not a chance.

MICHAEL
Surely they’re more sane than 
what you just witnessed.

TASH
More sane. Less welcoming.

Michael grows concerned.

TASH
They’re not abusive. If that’s 
what you’re thinking.

MICHAEL
Okay. What are they then?

TASH
Just ... really overprotective. 
They wouldn’t like you.

MICHAEL
I don’t see how that’s possible.

Tash smiles, but Michael can tell she is hiding something.

TASH
You coming to my room or not?

MICHAEL
I don’t know, I’ve got my period.

TASH
Then I’ll stick a tampon up your 
arse.

She kisses him passionately. She wants to say something but 
refrains. She blushes and plays with his hair.

TASH
I like you a little bit.

MICHAEL
I like you a little bit too.

EXT. TASH’S HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

Michael helps Tash up through her window. He watches her 
legs disappear into her bedroom and then she shrieks.
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TASH (O.S.)
Amma!

A flurry of Telugu dialogue blares from Tash’s bedroom. 
Michael hides in the shadows.

TASH (O.S.)
Because you guys sleep so light 
and I didn’t want to wake you.

Tash reappears at the window. Faking having trouble closing 
it, she uses the opportunity to give Michael a desperate 
“Save yourself!” look.

Michael nods.

Tash closes the window.

Michael walks to his car.

INT. NEALER HOUSE/MICHAEL’S BEDROOM - LATER

Slumped on his bed, Michael eats potato chips scattered 
across his belly. He begins drifting to sleep and is nearly 
there when-

Michael’s phone rattles across the bedside table, jolting 
him awake.

MICHAEL
(answering)

Tash?

Crying can be heard on the other end of the line.

MICHAEL
(into phone)

Tash? Are you okay?

INT. TOOL SHED - NIGHT

A dirty, grimy tool shed. Tash is strung up, semi-naked. 
She has been beaten and tortured. Her face is bruised and 
blackened. A phone is being held to her ear. Pull back to 
reveal Tash's father holding it. He brings the point of his 
scimitar up to her throat.

BACK TO:

Phone pressed to his ear, Michael waits for an answer.

TASH (V.O.)
(over phone)

I'm okay.
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MICHAEL
(into phone)

What happened? I'm coming over.

TASH (V.O.)
(over phone)

No. I look like shit.

MICHAEL
(into phone)

You didn't answer my texts. I 
thought something had happened.

TASH (V.O.)
(over phone)

I told them I’ve been going out 
walking at night. Now my Dad is 
going to put locks on my window.

MICHAEL
Why are they like this? Don’t 
they trust you?

TASH (V.O.)
(over phone)

They don’t think I can look after 
myself.

MICHAEL
Why?

TASH (V.O.) 
(over phone)

I'm sorry. You must think I'm a 
freak.

MICHAEL
(into phone)

A totally lovable one.

Tash laughs. It sounds very wet.

TASH (V.O.)
(over phone)

I’m just a bit fragile.

Michael chooses his words carefully.

MICHAEL
(into phone)

I’ve been on Lexapro for a while.

INT. TASH'S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Tash's bedroom is a mess. We can see the curled up shape of 
her body under the covers.
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TASH (O.C.)
(into phone)

Lexapro’s good.

Under the covers with Tash - tears stream down her cheeks.

MICHAEL (V.O.)
(over phone)

This is a good thing, right? What 
we have.

TASH
(into phone)

Yeah. It’s a good thing.

MICHAEL (V.O.)
(over phone)

When can I see you?

Tash grabs her face, trying to hold back the dam that is 
breaking. She holds the phone away for a moment.

INT. MICHAEL'S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Michael listens closely.

TASH (V.O.)
(over phone)

You really do like me.

MICHAEL
(into phone)

Like you? I want to smell your 
dirty socks.

Tash laughs.

TASH (V.O.)
(over phone)

Weirdo.

MICHAEL 
(into phone)

When can I see you?

TASH (V.O.)
(over phone)

Soon. Just lie here with me. 
Don't hang up.

MICHAEL
(into phone)

Okay.

Michael lies down, resting the phone on his ear.
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INT. PENNY’S & ROB'S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Dialing a number on the cordless phone, Penny busies 
herself with arranging the drapes.

PENNY
(into phone)

Hi, Mum. Only me. I know, I’m 
sorry. We’ve just been so busy 
here. No, everything’s fine.

(beat)
They’re good. Michael’s getting 
lots of offers to be on 
television. Yes, very exciting! 
And he’s got a new girlfriend, 
who’s lovely. Sean’s job is going 
really well. It’s all very 
technical but he’s a supervisor 
now.

(sits on the bed)
Well, he finally came out of his 
shell. Yes.

Hating herself, Penny bites her lip.

PENNY
(into phone)

He’s also seeing a lovely girl. 
Not that we see either of them 
very often nowadays.

(listens)
Rob? He’s fine. He’s building 
another um ... what do you call 
them? A bird home? It’s for 
birds. Wood. He’s happy. Mmmm, so 
we’re just soldiering on.

(listens)
Were you?

(checks her watch)
Oh, sorry, Mum. I didn’t realise 
the time. Okay, I will. Love you. 
Bye.

Penny hangs up, then stands. Noticing that she has left a 
crease on the quilt cover, she irons it out with her hand.

INT. PUB - NIGHT

At the bar, Rob nurses a whiskey. A WOMAN, 44, with fading 
beauty sits down beside him.

ROB
Hi.

WOMAN
Hi.
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INT. WOMAN’S APARTMENT - LATER

With beast-like grunts, Rob fucks the woman. Sweat rolls 
off his nose and drips on her face. Not noticing or caring, 
she laughs elatedly.

INT. WOMAN’S APARTMENT - MORNING

The woman lies asleep. Rob is absent.

Under the bed, Rob is curled up, awake.

EXT. SYDNEY HARBOUR - DAY

The Sydney Opera House glistens in the midday sun. Seagulls 
glide past a yacht floating on the harbour.

On computer screen - A soldier bursts into flames and dies.

Two men hold hands. One points at something and jokes about 
it. The other man giggles and kisses his boyfriend.

A blonde heterosexual couple lick ice-creams on the beach.

On computer screen - Chasing an unarmed enemy with a 
chainsaw, a comical game of cat and mouse ensues until the 
enemy is backed into a corner. The chainsaw slices through 
him, blood spurting everywhere.

EXT. ART GALLERY - DAY

Michael and Tash stand in front of a painting. Michael puts 
his arm around her.

TASH
Thanks for bringing me along.

MICHAEL
No problem.

TASH
Am I too clingy?

MICHAEL
No.

She kisses him, then looks at him suspiciously.

TASH
Okay, you're freaked out now.

MICHAEL
No, I'm not.
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TASH
(prodding him)

You are. You think I'm a psycho.

MICHAEL
(laughs guiltily)

Noooo.

Michael holds her tight. She stops playing and melts into 
him. They cuddle and examine the painting in front of them.

TASH
I wish I was creative.

MICHAEL
(hesitant)

I used to draw a little.

TASH
Really? Were you good?

MICHAEL
Nah, not really.

TASH
What did you draw?

MICHAEL
Lame portraits.

Tash looks around the room.

TASH 
Could you draw him?

A LARGE MAN, 30's, with a beard and stern look about him, 
waits by the door.

MICHAEL (O.C.)
Bear man?

Tash laughs.

Bear Man looks at them.

TASH (O.C.)
He does look like a bear! With 
his big paws and his belly. Aww, 
I want to go cuddle him.

MICHAEL
Everyone looks like an animal.

TASH
What do I look like?

Michael looks her up and down.
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MICHAEL
Don't be offended. But ... 
there's a bit of fish there.

TASH
What kind?

MICHAEL
Mackerel.

Tash laughs.

TASH 
Your brother is definitely an 
otter. He's got those short arms. 
Like little flippers.

Michael laughs.

TASH
And you ... you’re a mousy ratty 
thing.

MICHAEL
Thanks.

TASH
A cute one.

They look at the painting again.

TASH
Why'd you stop drawing?

MICHAEL
I don't know. The art scene is a 
complete farce. Run by black 
rimmed glasses, turtlenecks and 
people with agendas.

TASH
That’s a nice speech, but I don’t 
believe you.

MICHAEL
Really, the art scene is fucked.

TASH
No, I know that. But that’s not 
why you stopped drawing.

Michael hides behind a smile as Tash scrutinises his face. 
Seeing that he doesn’t want to play, Tash lets him off the 
hook.

TASH
You're an angry man, Mike. It's 
all bottled up.
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She tickles his stomach.

TASH
You could let it out some time.

MICHAEL
(avoiding her gaze)

It's pretty ugly.

TASH
I’ll still find you attractive.

MICHAEL
In that case, I'll beat you when 
we get home.

Tash acts devastated, but it is convincing enough to worry 
Michael.

She laughs. Michael relaxes.

TASH
Beat me up. Ha! You?

Michael tickles her.

TASH
You think Bear Man is an artist?

Michael squints, observing Bear Man.

MICHAEL
He's a sculptor.

(beat)
And Poodle-Lady does classic 
portraits.

A WOMAN, 60's, who looks uncannily poodle-like, observes a 
painting. Tash giggles.

CUT TO:

On computer screen - through a sniper scope, we zoom slowly 
towards a low wall. A soldier pops out of cover and his 
head is blown off.

EXT. STREET - LATER

Michael and Tash wait outside a skyscraper.

Sean skips out, fists pumping.

SEAN
I’m going to get my chance to 
take on Johnny Deathmatch!
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MICHAEL
You’re going to L.A.?

SEAN
Trigger Fingers Championship. The 
big one. And ... 

(punches Michael)
... they gave me two tickets.

TASH
Wow! L.A. You guys are gonna have 
so much fun!

Sean grins from ear to ear.

EXT. TASH'S HOUSE/DRIVEWAY - DAY

Michael loads a suitcase into the boot of a car. Tash 
rushes to get in the passenger side.

INT. CAR - CONTINUOUS

Michael jumps in and starts the engine.

TASH
Is this too fast?

MICHAEL
No. Why? Do you think it's too 
fast?

TASH
No.

MICHAEL
This will be good. For both of 
us.

Tash nods.

MICHAEL
You're sure I shouldn't at least 
meet them?

TASH
No.

MICHAEL
What about our deal?

TASH
Let's just go.

MICHAEL
Okay. You ready?
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Tash nods.

EXT. DRIVEWAY - CONTINUOUS

The car backs out of the driveway, but a second car is 
pulling in. The two cars jerk to a halt to avoid collision.

INT. CAR - CONTINUOUS

Michael closes his eyes.

MICHAEL
Sssshhhhit.

He pops his door open.

TASH
Let me handle this.

EXT. DRIVEWAY - CONTINUOUS

Michael and Tash get out of the car.

Tash's parents approach. SUMIN, 50's, is a short Indian man 
with a moustache and glasses. He is dressed neatly and 
looks like an accountant. THULSI, 50's, also Indian, looks 
like an older, conservative Tash.

SUMIN
Natasha, what's going on? Who is 
this boy?

TASH
Nanna, this is Michael. My 
boyfriend.

Michael holds out his hand to be shaken.

MICHAEL
I'm sorry this has taken so long. 
Nice to meet you.

Sumin absorbs this.

SUMIN
(shakes)

Michael. I'm Sumin. This is my 
wife, Thulsi.

THULSI
(suspicious)

Hello.
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TASH (SUBTITLED)
(in Telugu)

I'm going to stay with Michael 
for a little while.

THULSI
You will not!

SUMIN
I'm sorry you have to see this, 
Michael. I’m sure you’re a nice 
enough gentleman. Natasha ...

(in Telugu - subtitled)
... this is unacceptable.

TASH
It’s my decision.

THULSI (SUBTITLED)
(in Telugu)

You are not going with this boy 
and that is final.

Michael doesn't know what to do. Tash links fingers with 
him, standing her ground.

TASH
I'm going.

Thulsi starts to protest, but Sumin holds up his hand. 
Thulsi stops immediately.

SUMIN
Alright.

THULSI (SUBTITLED)
(in Telegu)

You're not going to let ... ?

SUMIN (SUBTITLED)
(in Telegu)

Shh, Woman!

Michael looks down awkwardly.

SUMIN (SUBTITLED)
(in Telugu)

You obviously feel you are 
capable of this, Natasha.

TASH
English, Nanna.

SUMIN
It shames me that you feel the 
need to do it this way, but that 
is my fault as a parent.
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Tash holds firm.

SUMIN
Now, if you wouldn't mind, I'd 
like a quick word with Michael 
before you go.

Michael looks up like a deer in headlights.

SUMIN
You can go and wait in the car, 
Natasha.

Thulsi throws her hands in the air and walks away.

THULSI (SUBTITLED)
(in Telugu)

You know how I feel about this.

MICHAEL
It's okay. I'll just be a minute.

Michael gives Tash a reassuring look and separates his hand 
from hers. She leaves. Sumin waits until Tash is in the 
car.

SUMIN
I am not as naive as my wife. I 
know young people these days move 
in without marrying. Whether you 
intend on marrying Natasha ... 
well, that doesn't matter right 
now.

Michael listens.

SUMIN
I'm not sure how long you've 
known my daughter, but she is ... 
not well.

MICHAEL
Everyone's got problems.

SUMIN 
You don't have the expertise to 
cope with hers.

MICHAEL
I accept the responsibility.

SUMIN
Are you a psychiatrist, Michael?

MICHAEL
I’m a children’s birthday 
performer.
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SUMIN
You don't have the first clue 
what you're up against.

MICHAEL
Well, I know we have you and your 
wife to call upon for support.

SUMIN
And when you can’t call on us, 
are you going to do a pantomime 
for her?

MICHAEL
I’ll give her a cream pie.

SUMIN
(misunderstanding)

A “cream pie”?
(beat)

I can see you’re in love, so I’ll 
stop trying to talk sense into 
you. You'll have to learn for 
yourselves.

MICHAEL 
No wonder she didn’t want me to 
meet you.

Sumin is sobered by this.

SUMIN
Despite whatever she’s told you, 
we do love her. Please just ... 
keep a close eye on her.

Sumin walks away.

Michael watches Sumin stiffly walk up the steps to the 
front door and go inside.

INT. CAR - MOMENTS LATER

Tash stares out the windscreen. Michael gets in the car.

TASH
He tell you I’m crazy?

MICHAEL
(turning on the engine)

You're the sanest person I know.

Tash tries to smile. She looks at the house sadly.

MICHAEL
Let's go home.
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INT. MICHAEL’S & TASH’S APARTMENT/LOUNGE - DAY

Boxes everywhere, Michael helps Tash pin the poster of 
Gandalf up on the wall.

Michael looks into an open box and is struck by what he 
sees.

Inside, a drawing of a woman sits in a pile.

Deeply affected, Michael stares at the drawing.

MICHAEL
Where did you find this?

Tash stops unpacking and looks at him.

TASH
In your room. I found a stack of 
them. They’re really good.

Feeling exposed, Michael picks up the drawing.

TASH
I’m sorry. Are they private?

MICHAEL
No. Of course not.

Michael carefully places the portrait back in the box, 
making sure the drawings underneath are undamaged.

TASH
I didn’t know.

MICHAEL
It’s fine. Let’s just ...

Michael picks up the box and puts it inside a closet.

MICHAEL
... put those there.

TASH
(hesitant)

She’s beautiful.

Michael forces a smile.

MICHAEL
What else have we got left? Ah, 
my books.

Michael busies himself with unpacking another box.

Tash watches sympathetically.
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EXT. NEALER HOUSE/DRIVEWAY - NIGHT

Carrying a full garbage bag, Rob walks to the kerb and 
dumps it in the bin. He notices a car idling across the 
street. Inside, a woman watches him.

Curious, Rob approaches the car. The window rolls down, 
revealing the woman he picked up in the bar.

Rob stops dead in his tracks.

The woman has been crying.

ROB
Hi.

WOMAN
You’re married?

ROB
Sort of. How did you find me?

WOMAN
I work for the taxation 
department.

ROB
Oh. Are you ... okay?

WOMAN
I’m pregnant.

INT. LAUNDRY - NIGHT

Penny stares into the tumble drier. Socks, underwear and t-
shirts topple over one another.

The drier stops, but Penny takes a moment to snap out of 
her reverie. She takes a deep breath, returning to reality.

INT. SEAN’S BEDROOM - A SHORT TIME LATER

Slumped on his bed, Sean plays Xbox.

Penny knocks and enters with folded underwear and socks. 
Sean ignores her. She places the clothing on Sean’s bed and 
picks up a newspaper jobs page covered in red circles.

PENNY
Did you call those people?

SEAN 
Yep.

PENNY
What did they say?
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SEAN
Position’s already been filled.

PENNY
Did you push?

SEAN
Yep.

PENNY
(not fooled)

What are you doing?

SEAN
Reflex training.

Penny looks at the television.

On screen - Sean fires freely, killing soldiers.

Penny gives a dramatic sigh to voice her disapproval.

PENNY
I’ll let you get back to it then.

SEAN
Yep.

INT. MICHAEL’S & TASH’S APARTMENT/KITCHEN - NIGHT

Tash cooks a curry. She tastes it, then puffs for air and 
quickly gulps down water.

TASH
Shit!

Wearing Spiderman’s trousers, Michael walks in and throws 
his keys on the table.

MICHAEL
Hey.

TASH
Hey!

Michael goes to taste the curry but Tash stops him.

TASH
Wait! I still have to add a few 
things. Just open your present.

MICHAEL
What present?

A messily wrapped box sits on a table.
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MICHAEL
Wow, what have I done to deserve 
this?

Michael unwraps the box, revealing a brand new Transformers 
figurine of Optimus Prime.

MICHAEL
Oh, my God.

Tash giggles.

Michael turns to her, his face like a six-year-old boy on 
Christmas day.

MICHAEL
Thank ... you.

TASH
You owe me now.

MICHAEL
Anything.

TASH
I want you to draw me.

MICHAEL
(smile falters)

Wow. Ah ...

Tash senses she has hit a nerve.

TASH
Just kidding.

(beat)
You have to go down on me every 
day for the rest of your natural 
life.

MICHAEL
(laughs)

Done!

TASH
Even when I get really heavy 
periods.

MICHAEL
Bring 'em on.

TASH
Even if you've had your tongue 
cut out.

MICHAEL
I’d use my chin.
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Tash finds the thought amusing.

MICHAEL
I'm your slave. Would you like 
... anal ... pleasure?

TASH
Nice try.

MICHAEL
What?

Tash smirks and turns back to the curry on the stove.

TASH
Hey, why don’t you stay home 
tomorrow? We could do something 
fun.

MICHAEL
I gotta do a school tomorrow.

TASH
Call in sick.

MICHAEL
I don’t think that’s a good idea.

Sulking, Tash stirs the curry. Michael notices.

TASH
Just wanted to spend some time 
with you.

Michael holds her from behind and kisses her neck.

MICHAEL
I’m here now.

Tash tastes the curry with her finger, then lifts the wok 
off the stove and tips the contents into the sink.

Michael backs off.

MICHAEL 
Hey, hey. What’s the matter?

TASH
(disappointed)

I fucked it up.

Michael embraces Tash. She rests her head on his shoulder.

MICHAEL
I’ll order some pizza.
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INT. SEAN'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Asleep, Sean’s eyes flicker behind their lids.

INT. CREEPY WAREHOUSE - NIGHT

Dressed as futuristic marines and armed to the teeth, Sean 
and a FRIGHTENED MARINE, 18, sneak through a warehouse. The 
Frightened Marine’s armour is way too big for him and he 
struggles to carry his assault rifle. They activate torches 
on their weapons.

FRIGHTENED MARINE
I can't see a thing, man.

SEAN
Shh.

An evil laugh echoes from somewhere in the dark.

FRIGHTENED MARINE
It's him. Johnny Deathmatch! He's 
here!

Sean shoves the Frightened Marine against the wall.

SEAN
You'll give away our position.

FRIGHTENED MARINE
Oh, God, oh, God, we're gonna 
die.

SEAN
Shut up and stay frosty.

Sean turns back to the darkness ahead. A cackle echoes. 
Panicking, the Frightened Marine fires into the dark.

FRIGHTENED MARINE
Take this, you son of a bitch!

The Frightened Marine gets riddled with bullets, going down 
firing and screaming.

Sean dives out of the way. Silence.

VOICE (O.S.)
Noob.

Sean switches off his torch and scans the darkness.

VOICE (O.S.)
You're good, Schizoid. But I'll 
still 'pown' your arse.
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SEAN
You'll find I'm full of 
surprises.

Sean fires successive shots into the dark. The enemy 
laughs.

VOICE (O.S.)
Impressive.

Sean keeps firing and ducking behind cover.

VOICE (O.S.)
Most impressive.

Sean dives out heroically and fires. The laughing stops 
abruptly.

Sean keeps low and listens. A shot goes through his arm, 
another through his leg.

VOICE (O.S.)
Epic fail.

A futuristic marine emerges from the darkness, aiming a 
giant gun at Sean. It is Rob.

ROB
Boom. Head shot.

SEAN
(pleading)

I've cooked bacon and eggs!

Rob fires.

INT. SEAN'S BEDROOM - MORNING

Sean wakes.

PENNY
Do you want some?

SEAN
(groggy)

What?

PENNY
You want some bacon and eggs?

SEAN
Um ... sure.
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INT. KITCHEN - A SHORT TIME LATER

At the table, Rob sips a coffee. Sean sits as Penny puts a 
plate in front of him.

SEAN
Thanks.

Still affected by the dream, Sean looks at Rob suspiciously.

PENNY
I was doing some research into 
this "gaming".

SEAN
Really?

PENNY
Scientists have found a link 
between video games and 
depression.

Sean’s face says “it’s too early in the morning for this.”

PENNY
It makes sense. It's an escape 
from reality, Sean.

SEAN
It’s taking me to L.A. to compete 
in the championships. That’s 
quite real.

PENNY
Just read the article.

SEAN
You refuse to accept it. I’m a 
pro gamer. My ... depression is a 
separate thing.

PENNY
I think if you read the research 
you'll find they’re connected.

Rob sips his coffee. Penny is keenly aware of his 
indifference.

SEAN
Where did you find this ...

(doing quotations)
... “research”? Mothers Against 
Gaming?

PENNY
Fine. Hide behind sarcasm.
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SEAN
Will you stop analysing me?

ROB
How about lowering your voice?

PENNY
Those violent games make him 
irritable.

SEAN
Oh ... you're here now, are you? 
Didn't notice you there, Dad.

ROB
I don't like your sarcasm either, 
Boy.

SEAN
Fuck you.

Sean lunges at Rob and the two wrestle to the floor. Rob 
pins Sean.

Penny covers her mouth, her hand shaking.

SEAN
(muffled under Rob)

You wanna see irritable? I'll 
show you fucking irritable!

ROB
Just take it easy, mate. You're 
out of control.

Sean struggles, but Rob has got him pinned.

ROB
Take it easy! I don't wanna hurt 
you.

Sean stops struggling and sobs. Rob lets go of him.

SEAN
Michael was always the talented 
one. Not me. That’s fine. ‘Cause 
I’ve found what I can do.

PENNY
It has no real value! Can't you 
see that it's ruining your life?

SEAN
(sniffling)

I’m a professional. I’m feared 
across the internet. No one wants 
to take on Schizoid!
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PENNY
I can't do this anymore, Sean. 
You’re deluded. You won't take 
your medication. You won't help 
yourself.

She leaves.

SEAN
(yelling after her)

I'm going to win! I'm gonna beat 
Johnny Deathmatch!

INT. SEAN’S BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Penny stares at the Xbox. She checks behind her, then 
unplugs the console and takes it with her out the front 
door.

INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Sobbing, Sean sits up on the floor.

ROB
Suck it in, Boy. Chin up.

SEAN
Don’t pretend you care. It’s 
insulting.

Sean stomps off to his bedroom.

Rob gets up slowly.

SEAN (O.S.)
Oh, my God! Oh, my ... GOD!!!!! 
OH!!!! MY!!!!! GOD!!!!!!!

Follow Rob to Sean’s bedroom. Inside, Sean stands in 
disbelief, staring at the space his Xbox used to inhabit.

SEAN
(an irate squeal)

She took it!!!!

INT. SEAN’S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Rob enters.

ROB
What?

SEAN 
I’m going to kill her!

66.



Sean makes to leave, but Rob blocks his path.

ROB
What are you talking about?

SEAN
My Xbox!

Sean smashes his keyboard on the desk, spilling the keys 
everywhere.

ROB
Settle down.

SEAN
Settle down? Settle down?!

ROB
You’re losing your bloody mind.

SEAN
Pot calling the kettle black, 
isn’t that?

ROB
Look at yourself!

SEAN
No, you look at yourself! How 
dare you judge me? You selfish 
fuck up! Running to England to 
meet your internet whores. You’re 
a coward!

ROB
That’s right. I am a coward.

SEAN
And a fuck up.

ROB
Yeah. But don’t hate your mother. 
Anything she does is out of love. 
Even this.

SEAN
(incredulous)

Love? Out of love?!!!

ROB
You’re too blinded to see it.

SEAN
You arrogant Baby Boomers! I hate 
you both! I’m leaving!

ROB
No, you’re not.
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SEAN
Try and stop me.

Sean tries to get past Rob. Rob grapples with Sean, holding 
him back. Both overweight, they look like two walruses 
fighting over territory.

Sean kicks Rob in the shin.

ROB
Ah! Fuck!

Sean breaks free and storms out the front door.

Rubbing his shin and panting from exertion, Rob watches the 
door slam.

INT. MICHAEL’S & TASH’S APARTMENT - DAY

Michael walks Tash down a hallway, covering her eyes with 
his hands.

MICHAEL
Okay, you ready?

Tash squeals excitedly. They stop at the bedroom door and 
Michael opens it.

INT. BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Still covering her eyes, Michael walks Tash inside.

TASH
Why can I smell poo?

Michael’s hands drop from Tash’s eyes.

MICHAEL
Oh, no!

A puppy sits on their bed next to a neat dollop of shit.

Tash opens her eyes and gasps.

TASH
Look at you!!!

Tash sweeps up the dog and cuddles him whilst Michael frets 
about the poo.

TASH
I love ...

(checks the dog)
... him! You didn't have to get 
me a doggy.
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MICHAEL
He’ll be good company.

TASH
What should we call him?

(to puppy)
You’re a little too cute to be 
Megatron.

MICHAEL
Bumble-bee?

TASH
(gasping)

That's perfect!

She runs away with the dog to play outside.

MICHAEL
(to himself)

Okay, go and ... play with the 
dog. I'll just ...

(called after her)
It’s okay, I’ll clean this up!

INT. “BABY KINGDOM” - DAY

JULIE, the woman Rob has made pregnant, tests a stroller 
out. Rob lingers awkwardly. He is startled by a baby crying 
somewhere in the store.

JULIE
I’ve got a few ideas. Donald, 
after my grandfather. It’s a bit 
old fashioned.

ROB
How do you know it’s a boy?

JULIE
Because I’m already getting 
morning sickness.

Confused, Rob takes her word for it. Julie tests the 
sunshade on another stroller.

JULIE
You can have the middle name.

ROB
(shrugs)

Vernon. After my father. He was a 
paratrooper.

JULIE
I like it.
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Julie kisses him. They kiss the way a brother and sister 
might. Pulling away, Julie pinches Rob’s nose playfully. 
Playing along, Rob smiles.

INT. NEALER HOUSE - NIGHT

Sean sneaks in the front door. The house is dark. The only 
light comes from the kitchen.

INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Sean goes to the table where a place has been set. Between 
the cutlery, a sticky note reads: “In the oven.”

Sean opens the oven and finds a plate with tinfoil covering 
a meal.

CUT TO:

At the table, Sean eats alone.

INT. SEAN'S BEDROOM - A SHORT TIME LATER

Sean stares despondently. A glass of water sits on his 
desk.

Sean lifts the glass. He closes his eyes, deliberating. 
Finally, he pops a pill in his mouth, then washes it down 
with the water.

INT. MICHAEL’S & TASH’S APARTMENT/LOUNGE - DAY

Sean and Tash sit on the couch, playing Xbox together. 
Bumble-Bee sits on Tash’s lap.

SEAN
That's a noob weapon.

In the background, Michael rummages around, searching for 
something.

TASH
Still going to pown you.

SEAN
You're playing the future champ 
here. 

TASH
How could I forget?

On television - Tash's avatar dies.
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SEAN
Ha! Told you it was a noob 
weapon.

TASH
This game sucks. Mike, you play.

MICHAEL
Nah, I'll just watch.

TASH
What are you looking for?

MICHAEL
I forgot to take my Lexapro.

TASH
Just have one of mine.

MICHAEL
You take Zyprexa.

TASH
They’re all placebos.

MICHAEL
(sarcastic)

Right.

TASH
You want one of these peanuts?

MICHAEL
No, thanks.

TASH
I’m sure they’re around here 
somewhere.

(in a silly voice)
Bumble-bee, have you seen Daddy’s 
Serotonin Re-uptake Inhibitors? 
No, of course not.

INT. CAR - EVENING

Penny sits in the driver's seat. Michael hops in, carrying 
a barbecued chicken.

PENNY 
Don't put the chicken on your 
lap. It's not good for your 
testicles.

Michael rolls his eyes and puts the bag of hot chicken at 
his feet.

Penny drives. Michael looks out the window and sighs.
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PENNY
What's wrong?

MICHAEL
Nothing.

PENNY
Is it Tash?

MICHAEL
What's that supposed to mean?

PENNY
Nothing. Never mind.

MICHAEL
She isn’t used to being on her 
own.

PENNY
It might be good for both of you 
to have a break from each other.

MICHAEL 
I’m thinking about maybe not 
going to L.A.

PENNY
Out of the question. It would 
kill Sean if you weren't there. 
He's even smiling at the moment. 
Not at me, of course.

MICHAEL
I heard about that.

PENNY
It’s not like he can hate me any 
more.

MICHAEL
Maybe Dad could go.

PENNY
Are you serious? It's only a few 
days. She'll survive.

MICHAEL
Yeah.

PENNY
Is she ... like Kate was?

MICHAEL
Sometimes.
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PENNY
You’re just like me, Mike. How do 
we find them? She on medication?

MICHAEL
They don’t seem to do much.

PENNY
Is she on the right ones?

MICHAEL
Bandaids don’t fix bullet wounds, 
Mum. The meds help. They 
stabilise. But they can’t solve 
her problems. Or Sean’s.

PENNY
No, I ... I know.

Penny focuses on driving.

MICHAEL
It'll be okay. She’ll just have 
to deal with being alone for a 
few days.

INT. NEALER HOUSE/SEAN’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Sean painstakingly replaces the keys on his keyboard. Rob 
enters, carrying a large plastic bag.

Sean sees Rob and shakes his head.

SEAN
What.

Rob closes the door and offers the bag to Sean.

ROB
Take it. Don’t let your mother 
see.

SEAN
Just leave me alone.

ROB
Don’t be a fucking idiot. I 
bought this for you.

Sean snatches the bag and reaches inside, pulling out a 
brand new Playstation console.

SEAN
Um ... this is a Playstation.

ROB
Yeah.
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SEAN
(letting Rob down easy)

I had an Xbox.

Rob’s heart sinks.

SEAN
Doesn’t matter. Thanks.

ROB
Got you a couple of games too.

SEAN
Cool.

ROB
Don’t play until she goes to bed.

Rob hands Sean a pair of headphones.

ROB
Use these.

SEAN
Do you wanna play?

ROB
I get motion sickness.

SEAN
Yeah, of course.

An awkward silence.

ROB
Okay.

Rob leaves. A hint of a smile crosses Sean’s lips.

INT. MICHAEL’S & TASH’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Walking in the door, Michael and Tash are greeted by a 
cacophony of barking. Tash shuffles to the couch and sits.

MICHAEL 
Oh, fuck. I knew we should have 
left him outside.

Michael bends down and inspects the floor - a pile of poo 
sits in the corner.

Bumble-Bee barks excitedly.

MICHAEL
It's okay. Shhh! We're home now.

The dog keeps barking.
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Michael pours food pellets into a bowl. Bumble-Bee eats 
feverishly, tail wagging.

MICHAEL
How can so much shit come out of 
such a tiny thing?

Michael picks up the turd in a bunch of tissues and throws 
it in the bin.

Inside the bin, an empty box of Lexapro is crushed amongst 
the trash.

Disappointed, Michael glances back at Tash watching 
television.

MICHAEL
I’m going to have a shower.

Tash doesn't answer. Michael waits a moment, then 
disappears into the bedroom.

On television - a promo for an upcoming episode of a soap. 
A slow motion close-up of a female nurse.

PROMO VOICEOVER MALE (V.O.)
What dark secret could Denise be 
hiding?

The close-up of the nurse dyes red and splits into four 
images.

PROMO VOICEOVER FEMALE (V.O.)
(dramatic whisper)

Multiple personality disorder.

PROMO VOICEOVER MALE (V.O.)
A devilish new episode of “Love 
Practice”. 9:30 Friday.

INT. BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Michael undresses. Bumble-Bee is still heard barking.

INT. BATHROOM/BEDROOM - A SHORT TIME LATER

Michael steps out of the shower and wraps a towel around 
him. Follow Michael into the bedroom, drying his hair. It 
is quiet now. He pulls on a pair of trousers.

MICHAEL
(shouting out to Tash)

I'd give it a few minutes if you 
want to have a shower.

Michael opens the bedroom door and walks into the lounge.
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INT. LOUNGE - CONTINUOUS

MICHAEL 
Think I ran us out of hot water.

Tash stands in the middle of the room, covering her mouth 
in shock.

Michael grows concerned. He looks and sees Bumble-Bee 
hanging by his collar from a door handle.

MICHAEL
Jesus!

TASH
(childish denial)

I didn't do anything!

Michael unhooks Bumble-Bee and eases him onto the floor. 
The dog is alive, barely.

MICHAEL
What the fuck have you done?

Tash cries uncontrollably.

TASH
I don't know! I didn't do it!

Michael grabs her by the shoulders and shakes her.

MICHAEL
You fucking psycho, what were you 
thinking?

TASH
Michael ... 

Michael scoops up the limp dog.

MICHAEL
He's a harmless little dog and 
you tried to fucking kill him! I 
should have listened to your 
father.

Tash is heartbroken.

MICHAEL
Just get in the car, we gotta 
find a vet before it's too late.

Tash tries to touch Michael, but he recoils.

TASH
(sobbing)

I'm sorry.
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MICHAEL
Just get in the car, okay? Get in 
the car.

Tash hesitates.

MICHAEL
Get in the fucking car!

Tash runs out the door. Michael races out with Bumble-Bee 
in his arms and slams the door shut.

EXT. STREET - NIGHT

A Veterinary Clinic lit by a neon sign.

INT. VETERINARY CLINIC - CONTINUOUS

The VET, a woman in her 50's, brings Bumble-Bee out. He 
patters across the floor shyly.

Tash and Michael, shirtless, wait. Tash's eyes are puffy 
from crying.

VET
He's a bit banged up. But he'll 
be okay. I'd prune that tree out 
the back so he can't climb any 
more.

MICHAEL
I'll do it when we get home. 
Thank you.

The Vet nods. She is not fooled by their story.

Tash bends down to pick up Bumble-Bee. He is hesitant, but 
she hoists him up into her arms.

TASH
(whispered)

I'm so sorry, Bumble-Bee.

Bumble-Bee shakes from fear and wets himself.

VET
Oh, dear. Let me get that.

TASH
(crying)

I didn't do anything.

MICHAEL
I got him.
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Michael takes the dog, getting wet. Tash stands at a 
distance while the vet gathers some wet wipes.

MICHAEL
Can we ... keep him here tonight, 
just for observation?

The vet looks up from mopping the floor.

VET
(reading between the lines)

Of course.

EXT. STREET - CONTINUOUS

Rob and Julie sit in her car down the street from the 
house.

INT. JULIE’S CAR - PARKED - CONTINUOUS

Rob looks at a printout of an ultrasound image.

ROB
Is that the head?

JULIE
It will be. Isn’t it the most 
beautiful thing you’ve ever seen?

(touches the image)
Donald Vernon.

ROB
He’s growing fast.

JULIE
I’m on lots of vitamins.

Rob looks at Julie, waiting for an explanation. Her smile 
fades. She takes the ultrasound picture back.

JULIE
You probably don’t want to keep 
that.

Tears brim in Julie’s eyes. Rob waits awkwardly as she 
bursts into tears. He pats her hand.

JULIE
What are you doing, Rob? We’re 
having a baby. Are you going to 
leave your wife and live with me 
and Donald? Do you even want 
this?

ROB
I don’t know what I want.
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JULIE
I’ve heard that before. What are 
men so afraid of?

ROB
Repeating all the mistakes 
visited upon them.

Seeing Rob through new eyes, Julie wipes away the tears and 
composes herself.

JULIE
I took this off the internet. 

She stuffs the printout into her handbag.

JULIE
I’m not pregnant.

ROB
I had a vasectomy ten years ago.

Julie is dumbfounded. Her mouth agape. She tries to speak 
but has no clue where to begin.

JULIE
Why did you ... ?

ROB
I liked the idea of starting 
again.

They sit in silence. Eventually, Julie starts the engine.

JULIE
Goodbye, Rob.

ROB
Bye.

Rob gets out of the car.

EXT. DRIVEWAY - NIGHT

Michael's car pulls in.

INT. CAR - PARKED - CONTINUOUS

Michael shuts off the engine. Tash is next to him, 
catatonic.

MICHAEL
I love you. I’ll be away for five 
days.

Tash finally looks at him.
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TASH
When you drive away, you'll feel 
relieved.

MICHAEL
Why would you think that?

Tears stream down Tash’s face.

TASH
I love you too.

EXT. DRIVEWAY - CONTINUOUS

Michael leads Tash down the driveway. A security light 
turns on, illuminating Tash's parents’ house.

Michael rings the doorbell. The door opens, revealing 
Sumin. Tash walks in without a word. Sumin acknowledges 
Michael.

Michael nods to Sumin, then turns away.

EXT. SCHOOL PLAYGROUND - DAY

Screaming children chase each other. Haggard and sleep 
deprived, Michael weaves his way through the crowd.

INT. GYMNASIUM - LATER

A gymnasium, packed with six-year-olds. Michael enters. A 
TEACHER, 40’s, meets him at the door.

TEACHER
Hi, I'm Trish.

Michael sweats profusely, looking on the verge of collapse.

MICHAEL
Hi.

TRISH
We've set up a curtain for you 
over there.

(concerned)
Can I get you anything?

MICHAEL
(a croak)

Some water would be nice.

TEACHER
Okay. You've got a few minutes. 
We're still waiting for the grade 
ones.
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Michael walks behind the curtain and drops his bag.

INT. GYMNASIUM - LATER

Michael is dressed as Spiderman. The crowd of children 
chatters off-screen. Michael’s phone rings.

MICHAEL
(answering)

Hello?

SUMIN (V.O.)
(over phone)

Hello, Michael. It’s Sumin, 
Natasha’s father.

MICHAEL
(into phone)

Oh ... hi.

SUMIN (V.O.)
(over phone)

I thought you should know. 
Natasha is in hospital.

MICHAEL
(into phone)

What? Why?

SUMIN (V.O.)
(over phone)

She ... We had no choice ...

MICHAEL
(into phone)

What do you mean? She needs your 
help, you can’t just put her 
away.

SUMIN (V.O.)
(over phone)

It’s not like that. You must 
listen to me.

TRISH
They're ready for you now.

Michael holds Trish at bay.

Trish looks unimpressed.

SUMIN (V.O.)
(over phone)

Michael ...

TRISH
Michael?
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MICHAEL
(to Trish)

Just a minute!
(into phone)

Yes?

SUMIN (V.O.)
(over phone)

Natasha attempted suicide this 
morning.

In shock, Michael hangs up the phone. He switches it off 
and lays it on a table.

TRISH
Everything okay?

MICHAEL
Yes. Yes, sorry about that. I’ll 
be right there.

Trish leaves. The children hush.

Shaking, Michael sips a bottle of water. His chest tightens 
and his breathing is strained. He tries to calm himself, 
wiping sweat away and trying to shake out the anxiety.

He peeks through the curtain and sees one hundred innocent 
faces waiting patiently.

On his knees now, Michael fixes the Spiderman mask over his 
face. He stands determinedly and takes a deep breath.

Sitting cross-legged, the children wait expectantly.

Teachers put fingers to their lips, shushing the children.

The Spiderman song starts up on the loudspeaker. Michael 
appears from behind the curtain, creeping nimbly across the 
stage.

CHILD
(pointing)

Spiderman!

Michael pretends not to notice them, then springs to life.

MICHAEL
Hello!!!!

CROWD
Hello!!!

MICHAEL
Helloooooo!!!!

CROWD
Helloooooo!!!!
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MICHAEL
Who am I?

CROWD
Spiderman!!!

MICHAEL
That's right, kids! I'm here, 
because there is a terrible 
problem ...

Michael takes a beat, trying to suppress his emotions. His 
eyes are shiny with tears.

MICHAEL
Ahem, a terrible problem in the 
city. The police have arrested 
lots of criminals, but they need 
your help to count them all!

A GIRL, 6, points.

GIRL
You're not Spiderman!

Michael stops.

MICHAEL
Oh, no?

The girl shakes her head. She seems angry at being duped.

MICHAEL
What's your name?

GIRL
Francesca.

MICHAEL
Well, Francesca. You'd make a 
very good detective. But I'm 
afraid you're wrong this time. I 
am Spiderman.

GIRL
No!

Michael creeps up to within arm’s reach of Francesca.

MICHAEL
If I'm not Spiderman, how come I 
can do this!

Magician-like, Michael draws a web from his sleeve and 
throws it over Francesa. She screams with delight and the 
crowd cheers.
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MICHAEL
(laughs)

I need a volunteer!

One hundred hands shoot up.

INT. NEALER HOUSE - FOYER - NIGHT

Michael drags Bumble Bee and a large suitcase in the front 
door. Penny shuffles past in her dressing gown. Bumble Bee 
is excited and sniffs her feet.

PENNY
Why did you bring the dog?

MICHAEL
Don’t ask.

Penny sees that Michael is preoccupied.

PENNY
Tash? Did you two have a fight?

MICHAEL
No. She’s fine. She’s at her 
parents’ house. It’s ... it’s all 
good.

PENNY
Okay. You sure?

MICHAEL
Everything’s fine.

PENNY
Good. I like her.

MICHAEL
Yep.

PENNY
And I’m just really happy you’ve 
finally found someone special.

Tortured, Michael forces a smile.

PENNY
Kate was special too, but ... no 
one could help her. As much as 
you tried.

Michael’s jaw clenches, trying to hide the hurt.

PENNY
You’ve been through enough. I’ve 
got a good feeling about this 
one.
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Penny kisses him on the cheek.

PENNY
Handsome.

Michael makes a show of being shy.

MICHAEL
Night.

EXT. ANGOLA - DAY

A desert gun fight. South African soldiers fire into a dust 
cloud.

Dressed in pyjamas and clutching a rifle, Rob shields his 
eyes.

A young Angolan rushes from behind the cover of a shrub.

Rob lifts his rifle and -

BANG!!

Rob looks down and is horrified.

Clutching an AK-47, a teenager lies dead on the sand, 
staring up at Rob.

INT. SPARE BEDROOM - NIGHT

Under the bed, Rob wakes in tears. He wipes his eyes and 
rolls out.

He sits on the bed and takes a few deep breaths. Tears come 
unbidden again and he shuts his eyes tightly.

ROB
Suck it in.

Rob manages to stifle the tears for a moment, but they 
return. He punches his thigh and clenches every muscle.

ROB
Chin up.

Losing the battle, tears flow down Rob’s face.

ROB
Keep your fucking chin up. Suck 
it in, for fuck’s sake. Weakling.

Finally, Rob manages to suppress the tears. He sucks in a 
deep breath and holds it, releasing slowly.
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INT. SEAN'S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Sean has a 'Video Game Face' - intense concentration and 
tongue sticking out to one side.

MICHAEL (O.C.)
Fuck.

Also playing, Michael has a Video Game Face of his own.

MICHAEL
Shit. This fucking boss. I hate 
her. She always does that stupid 
move with the whip. Now half my 
health is gone. I hate games that 
don’t play by the rules.

SEAN
You gotta jump.

MICHAEL
(agitated)

I am jumping! Fucking thing 
sucks.

Michael throws down the game controller. Sean is amused by 
his brother's anger. Michael's phone rings.

MICHAEL
Let's play something that's not 
shit.

SEAN
You gonna answer that?

INT. PENNY’S AND ROB’S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Penny sits on the bed, staring at a photo on her night 
stand of Michael and Sean, aged 10 and 4 respectively. 
Covered in mud, they are cuddling and laughing.

INT. PENNY’S AND ROB’S ENSUITE - A SHORT TIME LATER

Sitting on the toilet, Penny holds the cordless phone to 
her ear. She is on the verge of breaking down.

PENNY
(into phone)

Mum ... have you got a minute?
(listens)

Oh, I didn’t realise that was on 
tonight. No, it’s nothing ...

Penny cups her face, muffling the sound of her tears.
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PENNY
(into phone)

No, everything’s fine.
(listens)

Of course. No, I’m sorry. You 
better go or you’ll miss your 
show. I just ... okay. Bye. Love 
you.

Breathing out slowly, Penny controls her emotions. She 
closes her eyes, calming herself. She wipes away the tears 
and goes to the bathroom door. She takes a moment, 
composing her posture and facade.

INT. PENNY’S AND ROB’S BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Penny exits her en-suite and sees Rob in their bed.

ROB
I’m an idiot. I don’t want a 
divorce.

Penny smiles. She almost bursts into tears but holds it in.

PENNY
I know.

Penny crawls under the covers and cuddles Rob.

ROB
I think I need to go back and see 
about this little problem I have.

PENNY
(catching on)

You sure that's a good idea?

ROB
No.

PENNY
We could face it together.

Relieved, Rob holds Penny tight.

INT. SEAN’S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Sean collects a game from a shelf. Michael’s phone 
continues to ring.

SEAN
(holding up a game)

How about this?

MICHAEL
Yeah!
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Michael throws his phone.

SEAN
You ... um, you alright?

Michael fingers the game controller, starting up a new 
game.

MICHAEL
Yeah.

Ignoring the situation, Michael plays the game absently. 
Sean takes the game controller off Michael. Feeling 
cornered, Michael submits.

MICHAEL
She’s ... under observation.

SEAN
At the hospital?

MICHAEL
Yeah.

SEAN
She alright?

MICHAEL
I don’t know.

SEAN
What the hell are you doing here?

MICHAEL
(fighting tears)

I don’t know.

SEAN
Go.

MICHAEL
I’m letting you down.

SEAN
Don’t be an idiot.

MICHAEL
It’s happened again.

SEAN
Yeah. But she’s alive.

Michael bursts into tears.

SEAN
You’re, y’know, into her, right?

Michael nods.
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SEAN
You’ve been feeling sorry for 
yourself and waiting like a turd 
for the perfect girl to walk into 
your life.

(shakes his head)
Doesn’t exist.

Michael is struck by Sean’s wisdom.

SEAN
But this one? She’s cool, sexy 
and for some ridiculous reason 
she likes you.

(beat)
And she plays Halo. Yes, she’s 
got problems. But this is as good 
as it gets.

Michael smiles through his tears.

MICHAEL
How can I help her?

SEAN
Don’t try to “fix” her. Just be 
there.

Michael nods and stands. He hugs his brother.

MICHAEL
Kick arse.

SEAN
Fuckin’ A.

EXT. STREET - A SHORT TIME LATER

Michael's car screeches away.

INT. HOSPITAL/ROOM - NIGHT

Michael sits by Tash's bedside, holding her hand as she 
sleeps. Her wrist is bandaged heavily.

Sumin and Thulsi enter with cups of coffee. Sumin hands a 
cup to Michael.

Shaken up, Thulsi sits whilst Sumin comforts her.

INT. AIRPORT TERMINAL - THE NEXT DAY

A queue of passengers line up to board. Penny and Sean are 
among them.
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PENNY
(fussing)

Where's your boarding pass?

SEAN
In my pocket.

PENNY
Don't keep it there, someone 
could steal it.

SEAN
Like you did my Xbox?

They reach the front of the queue. Penny tries to take 
Sean's boarding pass, but he snatches it away from her.

SEAN
Leave it.

PENNY
The lady wants to see ...

SEAN
I know.

An airline employee smiles and takes Sean's boarding pass.

EXT. NEALER HOUSE/BACKYARD - DAY

Rob waters the garden. Bumble-Bee saunters up to him and 
sits on the grass. Rob looks down at the dog, then goes 
back to watering the plants. Bumble-Bee sits quietly 
watching the water spray. Rob checks on Bumble-Bee again, 
then resigns himself to his new friend.

INT. HOSPITAL/ROOM - DAY

Michael’s and Tash’s fingers are interlocked.

Asleep in a chair, Michael’s head rests on the bed.

Tash stirs. Her eyelids peek open and she is surprised to 
see Michael. She caresses his hair to check that he is 
real. He wakes slowly.

TASH
(groggy)

Hi.

MICHAEL
Hi.

TASH
Shouldn't you be on a plane?
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MICHAEL
No.

INT. HOSPITAL/HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Looking in on Michael and Tash, Sumin’s emotions overwhelm 
him. Behind him, Thulsi rubs his back. Sumin sucks in a 
deep breath and takes a moment to compose himself.

INT. HOSPITAL/ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Inaudible, Michael and Tash whisper tenderly to each other. 
Sumin and Thulsi enter. Sumin has regained his stiff 
composure.

SUMIN
Good morning.

MICHAEL
Morning.

TASH
Nanna. Amma.

THULSI (SUBTITLED)
(in Telugu)

He's been here all night.

Michael looks from one to the other, not sure what is being 
said. Tash squeezes Michael's hand.

MICHAEL
I'll give you guys a minute.

TASH
No. Stay.

SUMIN
Natasha.

TASH
That's not my name.

SUMIN
Do you remember anything from 
yesterday?

Tash looks down and nods.

TASH
So, I guess you’ve seen my 
tattoo.

THULSI
Natasha, be serious.
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TASH (SUBTITLED)
(in Telugu)

I am. I'm not a good person. I'm 
dangerous. I've done terrible 
things that I can't make up for.

SUMIN
English. What things?

TASH
I hurt my dog. I hurt him so 
severely. I couldn’t handle him. 
I scared even myself.

SUMIN (SUBTITLED)
(in Telugu)

You need care.

TASH
I’m not spending my life in a 
hospital.

THULSI
Come home then.

SUMIN
We want to care for you, but you 
won’t let us. Your Amma and I are 
at a loss.

TASH
I hate that house. It’s so quiet.

SUMIN (SUBTITLED)
(in Telugu)

We like it quiet.

TASH
English, Nanna. You know what I'm 
talking about. It's so full of 
grief.

THULSI
You wouldn't let us throw 
Sanjay's things away.

Thulsi sits on the bed.

THULSI
(softly)

It's you who is holding on.

TASH 
You don't understand.

THULSI (SUBTITLED)
(in Telugu)

He was my son. I loved him.
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Move in slowly on Michael, listening.

TASH (O.C.) (SUBTITLED)
(in Telugu)

When he died ...

SUMIN (O.C.) (SUBTITLED)
(in Telugu)

You blamed yourself ...

TASH (O.C.)
Speak English! No! I don't blame 
myself.

SUMIN
I know he was difficult and 
sometimes he'd hurt you by 
accident.

TASH
That was nothing. I know he 
didn't mean it.

SUMIN
But you felt responsible.

TASH
Yes! No.

SUMIN
Then what, Natasha? What?

TASH
(erupting)

I felt relieved!

Michael closes his eyes. Tash cries, shame and grief 
overwhelming her.

Sumin stands still, absorbing this. Tears roll down his 
cheeks.

Thulsi looks away, her lip quivering.

MICHAEL
I know what you feel.

Tash looks at Michael. He strokes her hand and kisses it.

Slowly, Sumin joins his wife on the bed, putting an arm 
around her. He strokes Tash's hair. The sound of a cheering 
crowd grows in volume.

INT. LOS ANGELES CONVENTION CENTRE - NIGHT

On Sean, anxious. Pull back to reveal Penny beside him. 
They look like they are about to face a dragon.
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A showroom floor filled with computers confronts them. Each 
screen displays the "Trigger Fingers Championship" logo in 
red lettering.

LADY'S VOICE (O.C.)
Are you competing?

A LADY, 30's, holding a clipboard waits for Sean to snap 
out of it.

SEAN
Yeah. Sean, um, Nealer.

The lady ticks off the name.

LADY
(points)

Booth 32.

PENNY
I'll be over here. You want 
anything to drink?

SEAN
No, thanks.

PENNY
Which screen should I watch?

SEAN
Don't pretend. I'll be done in an 
hour. Just grab a coffee and ...

PENNY
I didn't come all this way for a 
cup of coffee.

Accepting this, Sean points above him.

SEAN 
Watch the big screen. My name is 
Schizoid.

PENNY
Lovely. Well, good ... killing.

SEAN
Thanks.

Sean sits down and flexes his fingers. He touches the 
mouse, testing the feel of it.

A fellow competitor, 28, sits down beside Sean.

COMPETITOR
Good luck, man. I'm Leper 
Messiah.
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SEAN
You too.

(pointing to himself)
Schizoid.

LEPER MESSIAH
He's here, you know. Johnny 
Deathmatch.

SEAN
Where?

LEPER MESSIAH
I don't know.

SEAN
We gotta take this guy down.

LEPER MESSIAH
He’s a giant.

SEAN
Yeah, I’ve seen his work online.

(beat)
We could work together. Split the 
winnings.

LEPER MESSIAH
Don't even think about it. It's 
impossible.

SEAN
Nothing's impossible.

LEPER MESSIAH
You don't even stand a chance, 
Cowboy. It's suicide! When you 
stand opposite Johnny Deathmatch 
in the field ... it's like 
staring at the devil himself.

SEAN
Have you got my back?

LEPER MESSIAH
Don't make me ... 

SEAN
Have you got my back?

Fear overcomes Leper Messiah. He looks away, steeling 
himself.

LEPER MESSIAH
Yeah ... I got your back.

(beat)
(MORE)
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Just make sure of this, Cowboy: 
If you see Johnny Deathmatch in 
your sights, you take that shot, 
you hear? You take that shot.

Sean nods, determined.

LEPER MESSIAH
Oh, shit ... here he comes.

Sean looks, desperate to catch a glimpse of his enemy.

A set of doors open. Everyone stands.

A wheel enters frame. Pull back to reveal a foot resting on 
a metal plate beside the wheel. Continue pulling back to 
reveal a pair of thin legs in a wheelchair, then finally 
... a boy, 12 with a cute button nose. He blinks hard and 
frequently, rather like a squirrel.

Sean is shocked. Leper Messiah is terrified.

Johnny Deathmatch wheels himself down the ramp towards the 
rows of computers. His FATHER, 40’s, a Ned Flanders look-a-
like, helps him to a computer near Sean.

Everyone sits, but Sean stays standing, watching his 
archenemy’s father fuss over him. From a distance -

FATHER
Are you comfortable? You want me 
to get you a soda?

JOHNNY DEATHMATCH
A Coke, please.

FATHER
Okay. I love you. Go get 'em.

Sean sits, dejected. The lights dim. The crowd erupts into 
cheers. The competitors don their headphones.

An ANNOUNCER, 40’s, steps up to a dais.

ANNOUNCER
(into microphone)

Ladies and Gentlemen. Welcome to 
the annual Trigger Fingers 
Championship!

Applause.

ANNOUNCER
I'll keep this brief because I 
can see the players are just 
itching to get started. The first 
player to reach thirty-five frags 
wins.

LEPER MESSIAH (CONT'D)
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On screen - fifty names appear with scores of 0 next to 
them. Crash zoom on Johnny Deathmatch's name, then tilt 
down to Schizoid.

Sean mentally prepares.

ANNOUNCER
I want to thank Twin Galaxies for 
officiating and our sponsors, 
Epic and Mountain Dew, for 
contributing to the cash prizes 
of over thirty-thousand dollars.

Applause.

ANNOUNCER
Players, get ready. And good 
hunting.

On screen - The words “Begin!” Then, a battlefield. Long 
grass and a stack of crates. Sean's gun points out of the 
side of the screen.

Flashing on screen - “Johnny Deathmatch drew first blood!”

Sean grits his teeth.

An enemy comes at Sean, but Sean pulls off a quick head 
shot. Words on screen read: “Schizoid put a bullet between 
the eyes of Psycho Boy”.

Leper Messiah clicks frantically. It's doubtful he'll be a 
contender.

Johnny Deathmatch blinks. His boyish fingers click the 
mouse buttons.

On screen - three enemies take him on and go down one by 
one.

The crowd cheers.

Johnny Deathmatch wipes his nose.

Sean concentrates hard, his tongue hangs out of his mouth.

On screen - He kills two soldiers. He runs over a hill and 
is met by Leper Messiah.

Sean looks at Leper Messiah beside him. Leper Messiah looks 
back at him, begging for mercy.

Sean's avatar walks away, letting Leper Messiah live.

LEPER MESSIAH
Thanks.

Stirring a cup of coffee, Penny watches, mildly interested.
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On big screen - At the top of the list of names, Johnny 
Deathmatch has a score of 18. Below him, Master Chef with 
16, FPS_Doug with 15, then Schizoid on 12.

Schizoid ticks over to 13.

On Sean's screen - Through his sniper scope, he kills two 
more, then aims at a third. The name flashes above the 
enemy's head - Johnny Deathmatch.

Sean bursts with adrenaline.

He takes the shot, but the bullet hits the wall beside 
Johnny Deathmatch. Moments later, he is gone.

On big screen - Johnny Deathmatch: 21, Master Chef: 20, 
FPS_Doug: 18, Schizoid: 18.

Captivated, Penny finishes her coffee and drops it in a 
bin.

Sean takes off one ear of his headphones.

SEAN
You still with me?

LEPER MESSIAH
It's all over for me, man. I'm 
only on eight kills. You?

SEAN
Nineteen.

LEPER MESSIAH
Holy shit. You're right up there!

SEAN
I need you to cover me. I only 
want one thing: Deathmatch.

Leper Messiah looks afraid. Sean spares a moment to grab 
him.

SEAN
Pull yourself together. We can do 
this.

Leper Messiah nods, gaining confidence and a sense of 
purpose.

LEPER MESSIAH
Alright, Cowboy. Alright.

On screen - FPS_Doug creeps out from behind cover with a 
shotgun. He fires at Sean. Sean is hit and returns fire. 
They strafe one another, both missing by a hair's breadth. 
Sean runs in and rifle butts FPS_Doug, killing him.
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The crowd cheers.

On big screen - Schizoid replaces FPS_Doug in third place.

PENNY
(to spectator)

That's my son. Schizoid.

The spectator looks embarrassed. Penny is oblivious.

LEPER MESSIAH
Behind the barrels. You got him?

SEAN
Yeah, I got him.

On screen - “Johnny Deathmatch stir-fried 7eet_Hornet”.

LEPER MESSIAH
He's still out there!

SEAN
Stay frosty!

On screen - Leper Messiah stands in front of Sean's avatar. 
It is as though their avatars are talking.

LEPER MESSIAH (O.S.)
Behind you!

SEAN (O.S.)
Shit! I can't see him!

A gun shot ...

On screen - Master Chef falls to his knees, blood seeping 
from a head wound. Applause.

PENNY
(clapping)

Yes! Come on, Sean!

Sean looks at Leper Messiah, nodding an acknowledgment.

LEPER MESSIAH
We're even, Cowboy.

On big screen - Johnny Deathmatch: 29, Master Chef, 28, 
Schizoid: 27.

Sean looks over at Johnny Deathmatch. Pull focus to reveal 
Johnny Deathmatch already looking at him.

On screen - Sean's avatar reloads.

Sean flexes his fingers.

Johnny Deathmatch wipes his sweaty hand on his jeans.
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On screen - Johnny Deathmatch runs into Sean’s field of 
vision and then disappears, followed by the words: “Johnny 
Deathmatch split Ryu Hyabusa in half”.

SEAN
He's like a ghost. Fuck this, I'm 
sniping.

Sean closes his eyes for a moment and takes a deep breath.

On screen - Sean’s sniper scope. He picks off three enemies 
in a row. Then suddenly, an enemy face fills the scope. 
It's Master Chef. He's right there! Sean zooms back and 
uses the sniper rifle without a scope. He fires.

Sean breathes out, relieved.

CROWD
Boom! Head shot!

On big screen - Johnny Deathmatch: 32, Schizoid 30.

The crowd claps appreciatively.

Penny grips the railing in front of her, staring at the big 
screen.

On screen - two more enemies go down, blood gushing from 
head wounds.

On big screen - Johnny Deathmatch: 34, Schizoid: 34.

Johnny Deathmatch blinks rapidly and wipes his nose again.

SEAN
I can do this.

LEPER MESSIAH
I'm with you all the way. I got 
nothing to lose now.

SEAN
All I need is one frag. One more 
frag.

On screen - Sean runs over a grassy hill and is met by 
Johnny Deathmatch. The two avatars run past each other 
firing. Some shots hit, but not enough to kill. They take 
cover behind rocks.

SEAN
Stay hidden.

LEPER MESSIAH
Where are you? I can't see.

SEAN
Just stay hidden.
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LEPER MESSIAH
I'm trying to find cover!

On screen - Leper Messiah comes into view. Sean aims at 
him.

LEPER MESSIAH
Take the shot! Kill me! Take the 
shot!

On screen - Leper Messiah falls to his knees, then dies. 
The words: “Johnny Deathmatch put a bullet between the eyes 
of Leper Messiah”, then: “Game Over”.

On big screen - “GAME OVER!!!”

Cheers and applause. Sean is gutted.

On big screen - “Johnny Deathmatch WINS!!!!”

Other competitors pat Sean on the shoulder and congratulate 
him.

LEPER MESSIAH
Keep the winnings. It was an 
honour.

Sean tries to hide his disappointment.

SEAN
See you online, bro.

The crowd disperses, revealing Johnny Deathmatch in his 
wheelchair. He approaches Sean.

JOHNNY DEATHMATCH
(holds out his hand)

Good game.

SEAN
(shaking hands)

You too.

There is an awkward pause.

JOHNNY DEATHMATCH
What's your real name?

SEAN
Sean.

JOHNNY DEATHMATCH
My name's Eric. Where are you 
from?

SEAN
Australia.
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JOHNNY DEATHMATCH
Wow. Maybe with the prize money, 
I could visit. But first we have 
to pay for my treatment.

SEAN
You're welcome at our place any 
time. My brother plays too.

JOHNNY DEATHMATCH
Cool. You've got a brother.

Johnny Deathmatch looks a little sad.

JOHNNY DEATHMATCH
There's my Dad. Maybe I'll see 
you later.

SEAN
Yeah. I'll buy you a ... Coke.

Johnny Deathmatch wheels away.

Penny stands awkwardly before Sean.

PENNY
You did so well.

SEAN
At least I can pay off the broken 
toilet.

PENNY
(smiles)

Watching you reminded me of when 
I used to spy on you playing with 
your G.I. Joes in the backyard. 
You were such a happy little boy.

Penny’s eyes moisten.

PENNY
You are really good at this. It’s 
a bit weird and I don’t 
understand it, but ... I respect 
it. And it makes you happy.

Sean hugs Penny, taking her completely by surprise. She 
melts, as if this is their first hug in a decade. Tears 
roll down her face.

PENNY
And I didn’t get rid of the Xbox. 
Those things cost a fortune. I 
hid it in the boot of the car.

Sean laughs.
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INT. MICHAEL AND TASH’S APARTMENT/LOUNGE - DAY

Michael rummages through the closet and empties the box of 
his drawings.

He looks at the picture of the woman we saw earlier. He 
closes his eyes and tears it in half. Keeping his eyes 
closed, Michael methodically tears up each beautiful 
drawing and fills a garbage bag.

Michael sees the figurine of Optimus Prime standing on the 
window sill and his face softens.

He goes to the cupboard and pulls out a pad of A3 paper.

He clears a desk and opens the pad. Sitting, Michael slides 
the blank paper in front of him and holds up a pencil. He 
notices that the pencil shakes in his hand.

He puts the pencil tip on the paper and draws.

TASH (V.O.)
I took 20 Zyprexa and ... Dad 
doesn’t keep sharps in the house 
so I used a piece of glass.

INT. HOSPITAL/SUPPORT GROUP ROOM - DAY

Addressing a support group, Tash draws her finger down her 
wrist.

TASH
You’re supposed to go “down the 
lane”, not “across the street”. 
I didn’t do my research.

(smiles)
Fortunately. Because ... I want 
to live.

Hold on Tash, at peace with herself.

MICHAEL (V.O.)
You ready?

INT. HOSPITAL HALLWAY - DAY

Covering Tash’s eyes, Michael leads her into the ward. He 
is wearing his biker jacket again.

TASH
(a squeal)

Yay!

Michael removes his hands. Tash covers her mouth in shocked 
delight.
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Propped up on her bed is a framed drawing of Tash dressed 
as a superhero. She looks sexy, tough and totally cool.

TASH
Mike ...

Tash steps closer to analyse the picture.

TASH
Look at my breasts! Is that how 
you see me?

MICHAEL
It’s how you are.

Liking this, Tash kisses Michael passionately. They hold 
each other close.

TASH
Do you think we’ll be okay?

MICHAEL
There’s hope for us.

TASH
How can you be sure?

MICHAEL
‘Cause you’re a Pisces and I’m a 
Scorpio.

TASH
You’ve been converted!

MICHAEL
Nah, it’s still bullshit. But 
it’ll do.

TASH
You know just what to say.

They smile lovingly at one another.

TASH
Mike, I’ve decided to stay here 
for a while.

MICHAEL
Stop punishing yourself.

TASH
I’m not. Really. I need help. 
There’s some good people here. 
Some weirdos too, but ... I feel 
safe. I want to get better.

Michael nods.
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TASH
I don’t expect you to wait for 
me.

Michael holds Tash’s face. He caresses her eyebrows and 
smiles.

MICHAEL
I’m not going to wait. I’m going 
to be here every day.

Relieved, Tash squeezes Michael.

MICHAEL
(referring to the drawing)

We better find a wall to hang 
this on.

They look at the picture together.

TASH
Looks like I owe you.

Tash seductively shuts the door.

MICHAEL
Big time.

They kiss again. Michael is a little unsure if this is 
appropriate. Tash pulls away and raises an eyebrow.

TASH
We can do anal if you want.

Now, Michael doesn’t care what is or isn’t appropriate. He 
grabs Tash’s arse.

MICHAEL
(raising his fist)

Yes!

Michael kisses Tash and they fall out of frame together.

FADE TO BLACK.
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