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                                                     FADE IN: 

EXT. NEIGHBOURHOOD GATES - DAY

The community is gathered, all facing down MR DANIELS, 42, a 
fidgety, snivelling creature of a man.

Leading the crusade is BOBBY, 28, impossibly perky, wearing 
shorts and a short sleeved shirt, not a hair out of place.

BOBBY
I do apologise Mr Daniels, but we did 
give you every chance to meet the 
basic neighbourhood standards.

MR DANIELS
Please...you're going to throw me out 
      over a damn garden?there                    

BOBBY
Garden? I think we should call a spade 
a spade Mr Daniels - and this spade is 
more like a gnome graveyard, it's 
horrifying. Their tiny faces...

Bobby flinches, quickly fixes his mouth back to a pleasant 
smile.

BOBBY
Anyway, we do wish you the best of 
luck out there and hope you'll 
remember us fondly.

MR DANIELS
You people are crazy, you can't do 
this to me!

Bobby nods to JILL, 35, carrying a huge gun and GARY, 33, 
tattooed biker. They take an arm each and drag him towards 
the open gates.

MR DANIELS
I'll trim my damn lawn! Do you hear 
me, I'll trim it!

Jill turns, puts her mouth to Mr Daniels' ear.

JILL
One wrong move bud, Betty here's dying 
for a bit of fun.



                                                          2. 

                                                             

She draws her gun 'Betty' closer to Mr Daniels neck. He is 
now shrieking very loudly like a large baby.

Gary shoots Jill a look, she lowers Betty back to her side.

Bobby is oblivious waving cheerfully as they throw Mr Daniels 
outside and close the gates behind him.

EXT. OTHER SIDE OF GATES - DAY

Mr Daniels looks on in horror at the apocalyptic wasteland 
before him, his screams turn to tiny, pathetic whimpers.

INT. MEETING HALL - EVENING

Bobby stands at a podium, the residents seated in front of 
him. MILLIE, late-forties, looks like she hasn't seen 
sunlight in a decade, stands reciting from some crumpled 
papers in her hand.

MILLIE
And as Astrid gave in to his love they 
let themselves descend back to the 
hell world to rule as one forever.

She stops, waiting for applause. One person claps, the others 
sit in awkward silence. Millie curtsies and sits down.

BOBBY
Well, yes, great. Thank you Millie for 
that...unexpected reading of your 
latest novel. Any other orders of 
business?

Camille, 48, looks like a real housewife, raises her hand.

CAMILLE
The noise issues? It's beyond a joke, 
My one pleasure left in this life is 
cocktails at sundown and she ruins it 
every time.

She glares at Jill.

JILL
Oh come on Cruella, every hour is 
cocktail hour with you...

BOBBY
Now, now let's all keep calm. Jill, 
it's just a gentle reminder to keep
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the explosives tests to the agreed 
times between noon and six pm.

Jill is about to hit back when there is a massive rumbling 
and the hall begins to shake.

JILL
What the-

BOBBY
Stay calm everyone.

The residents rush out, following the sound.

EXT. STREET - EVENING

The residents burst out of the meeting hall to see a group of 
well dressed, abnormally clean people emerge from a massive 
hole where the ground has opened up.

Leading the newcomers is MALCOLM, 48, well put together but 
has a face you'd never trust.

Malcolm gestures for his people to pause, he quickly surveys 
the surroundings and group standing in front of him.

MALCOLM
What the hell is going on here? What 
are you people doing in our houses?

Bobby and his people stand dumbfounded apart from Camille who 
glares intensely at Malcolm and the young woman on his arm.

CAMILLE
Looks like Barbie dating Ken's 
grandad.

INT. MEETING HALL - EVENING

A scene of chaos, everyone crammed in to the space arguing. 
Bobby stands in the middle trying to hold back a wildly 
gesturing Malcolm.

Jill and Gary stay at the back enjoying the chaos and Camille 
is staring down the younger woman by Malcolm's side.

BOBBY
Can we please calm down? Everybody?!

Bobby is waving his arms and no one is taking notice so Gary 
climbs on a table.
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GARY
Gonna shut up!

His gruff booming voice quiets the crowd.

Bobby straightens himself up and clears his throat.

BOBBY
Thank you Gary.I just think it's 
better we discuss things calmly, don't 
you think?

MALCOLM
Well excuse me but nothing about this 
situation is particularly calming now 
is it? We've been holed up in a damn 
bunker for a year waiting out the 
apocalypse and you lot think you can 
just saunter in and take our houses?

CAMILLE
I thought the only property you were 
interested in is that blow up doll on 
your arm...

A large vein on Malcolm's head is due to burst at any moment.

MALCOLM
Camille. You're alive?

Bobby steps in.

BOBBY
I understand your frustration here but 
you have to understand these houses 
were abandoned, a safe haven for 
decent people like us in a world gone 
mad. There must be a way we can co-
exist here.

MALCOLM
What exactly do you suggest?

The room is silent. Bobby did not have an answer prepared. 
Someone steps forward from the bunker people, NATALIE, 26, 
kind eyes and a gentle spirit - a complete contrast to the 
rest of her people.

NATALIE
We could share?
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Blank stares around the room. A few scoffs from bunker side.

NATALIE (CONT'D)
The houses are huge, there's more than 
enough room for everyone.

Bobby's face lights up.

BOBBY
Yes! Exactly, that's the spirit. 
There's plenty of space. We'll take a 
list of all residents and allocate 
housing to everyone. How about that?

Malcolm does not look convinced, the woman on his arm, AMBER, 
31, attractive and she knows it, whispers something in his 
ear and kisses him, making sure Camille sees it.

The residents start to try to order themselves, Bobby taking 
control of things.

Malcolm and Amber approach Camille. Malcolm opens his mouth 
but Camille doesn't give him a chance.

CAMILLE
Jesus you're like a reverse Harold and 
Maude. Better get in line, you're not 
going anywhere near MY house.

Camille stomps off.

AMBER
God, she smells like vodka and regret. 
You better fix this babe, that house 
belongs to us and she knows it.

She also walks away leaving Malcolm at the end of the line.

EXT. NEIGHBOURHOOD - DAY

Natalie and ROB, 25, hapless man child, are moving into their 
reclaimed house as an ELDERLY COUPLE depart.

Natalie helps the elderly couple to the street with their 
belongings while Rob barges past with his own things.

ROB
Gross, they've changed everything in 
there. My room smells like old people 
and there's no sign of my slime 
collection.
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NATALIE
Oh shut up Rob, are you serious? 
Everyone we know is gone, probably 
dead and you're worried about your 
slime collection. Jesus.

INT. SCHOOL HALL - DAY

A makeshift camp for the residents waiting for houses.

Malcolm sits on a camp bed miserably drinking tea while Amber 
exercises around him.

AMBER
They can't make us stay another day 
babe, it smells like poverty in here.

Malcolm takes a sip of his tea and screws up his face.

MALCOLM
Tastes like it too.

Bobby bounds over some camp beds beaming.

BOBBY
Good morning! So I know it's been a 
tough couple of days, thanks for being 
patient by the way. But I have some 
good news for you..

Amber pauses mid-lunge to listen.

MALCOLM
Camille finally succumbed to silicone 
poisoning and I get my house back?

Bobby grins awkwardly.

BOBBY
Dark humour. Love it.

An awkward pause.

BOBBY
Well yes, anyway, the news. Not 
exactly what you were hoping for I 
know but we did find you some 
accommodation. Same street as your old 
house, I'm sure you'll settle right 
in.
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Malcolm looks to Amber. She holds her lunge with scary 
precision.

MALCOLM
Well I suppose it's better than this.

BOBBY
Fabulous. It's a bit of a fixer-upper 
but you really are in luck, the last 
resident only left us a few days 
ago...

Amber grunts like a large man as she swaps legs and holds 
another lunge.

EXT. NEIGHBOURHOOD - DAY

Natalie strolls through the neighbourhood. She spots Jill 
digging in her front garden.

NATALIE
Nice guns.

Jill looks up. Natalie jokingly gestures to her biceps.

Jill smiles, sticks the shovel in the ground and approaches.

JILL
You're new right? Settling in okay to 
the neighbourhood?

NATALIE
Yes, thanks. Could think of worse ways 
to spend an apocalypse. You like it 
here?

JILL
Yeah, like you said. Nice to see some 
fresh faces though, was getting a bit 
same-y, you know.

NATALIE
I think I do.

They stand awkwardly for a moment before Natalie smiles.

NATALIE
You do anything for fun around here?

JILL
That depends, I'm on patrol shift
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later if you want to join? I'm sure 
with two of us it'd be way more fun.

Their eyes are fixed on each other.

NATALIE
I could be into that.

EXT. CAMILLE'S HOUSE - DAY

Camille locks her front door and struts down her driveway 
like it's a Fashion Week catwalk.

MALCOLM
Camille, wait!

She's stopped in her tracks by Malcolm who has been staking 
her out from behind a bush across the street. He looks fresh 
as ever and is for no apparent reason wearing a suit.

CAMILLE
Oh for god's sake Malcolm, look at 
you. Have you been hiding in those 
bushes all night?

Malcolm straightens his tie, turns on the charm.

MALCOLM
I just think we need to talk honey, 
could you give me one minute of your 
time?

CAMILLE
I have nothing to say to you      . I                              honey    
suggest you go and take a shower. You 
might look good but you stink.

She tries to walk away but Malcolm pivots in front of her.

MALCOLM
Camille, just one minute. Please. I 
know we didn't end things on good 
terms but there is the matter of the 
house and it needs to be resolved. 
Look, I'm glad you survived the 
outbreak, really. I felt terrible you 
didn't make it to the bunker with the 
rest of us-

CAMILLE
Didn't make it?! That's rich, we both
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know who took my spot in that bunker.

MALCOLM
The point is darling what happened was 
unfortunate. But I'm back now and that 
house is legally mine so-

CAMILLE
I think you better listen up. While 
you were down there in your luxury 
bunker doing god knows what, the world 
has changed. I will not - EVER - be 
letting go of that house so you and 
your twelve year old better get comfy 
in your shack otherwise...

She leans in and looks him dead in the eyes.

CAMILLE (CONT'D)
..crawl back into your bunker and rot.

She pushes past Malcolm, forcing him to step into a muddy 
puddle, and storms off down the street. Malcolm is left 
trying to get the mud off of his shoes.

INT. BOBBY'S HOUSE - EVENING

Bobby stares at the street from his window, a look of 
hopelessness as neighbours scream at each other and fight.

He turns and crashes onto the sofa next to Gary who looks as 
if he's been paid to be there.

BOBBY
This can't go on.

GARY
Ah, it'll settle down mate, wouldn't 
worry. Why don't we all just have a 
big piss up?

A grave look falls over Bobby's face.

BOBBY
No Gary. Remember what happened last 
time. The Robertsons were never the 
same.

Gary realises his mistake, looks Bobby in the eye solemnly.
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BOBBY AND GARY
(under their breath)

Never again.

Bobby looks at a poster centred above the fireplace - it's of 
Buffy the Vampire Slayer, attached to the top of the poster 
is a hand written mantra:                                                 'What would Buffy do?'

Bobby stands, paces for a moment and leans his head against 
the wall (unknowingly resting directly on Buffy's crotch).

BOBBY
We can't just wait for things to 
settle down Gary. We have to take 
control of our own destiny.

He turns, sliding down the wall until sitting on the floor.

BOBBY
I need to re-energise, fire up the 
pistons and fix this mess.

He gets up, runs to a box full of old video tapes and rifles 
through them until he finds '                                                      The Ultimate Motivation'.

BOBBY
This is exactly what we need.

GARY
I don't follow...

Bobby puts the tape into his old VCR and jumps on the bicycle 
attached to the tv and player. He cycles frantically, 
powering the machine.

A reel of motivational movie and speeches play from Rocky 
Balboa to Buffy to Braveheart.

Bobby soaks them in, pumping himself up.

BOBBY
Come on Gary, get up. FEEL the 
motivation.

Gary backs away slowly and sneaks out the door as Bobby beats 
his chest and punches the air.

BOBBY
Gary?!

He jumps off the bike as the motivational tape reaches it's
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peak, sees that Gary is gone then turns back to Buffy.

BOBBY
We've got this.

INT. MR DANIEL'S HOUSE - DAY

A dirty, shabby house. Falling apart with damp and covered in 
rodent droppings.

Amber stands at the window with binoculars. She's watching 
Camille relaxing in her garden with a cocktail.

Malcolm is trying to clear up but is repulsed by everything.

AMBER
I can't believe the audacity of her. 
She really denied you ownership of 
your OWN HOUSE. Ridiculous.

Malcolm moves furniture. Something squeaks and he squeals.

AMBER
Are you even listening?

Malcolm climbs on an old sofa to escape what he uncovered.

MALCOLM
Yes, yes of course I am honey. I know 
it's not an ideal situation but 
Camille does have a point... we did 
leave her to die in the apocalypse, 
what can I do?

MALCOLM
We'll make the best of it here for now 
and see what we can sort out later.

AMBER
Does that witch have your balls in a 
jar somewhere? Man up Mal or get cosy 
with the rats cause I'm not sticking 
around this pit.

She goes back to her spying position at the window as Malcolm 
goes back to the clean up.

EXT. STREET - MORNING

Bobby hands Gary a pile of home made flyers. In big bold 
letters they say:                                                  NEIGHBOURHOOD GAMES. BIG PRIZE!
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BOBBY
You take the east side of the 
neighbourhood and I'll take the west. 
Don't skip anyone, okay. Oh and don't 
forget these -

Bobby presents a pink sparkly child's bicycle with a small 
cart attached filled with gift bags.

BOBBY
Make sure every new resident gets one, 
something to welcome them to the 
neighbourhood and entice them to join 
the games.

Gary reluctantly takes the tiny bicycle.

GARY
Alright, I hope this plan of yours 
works mate.

BOBBY
Of course it will. Nothing better to 
bring people together than a bit of 
competitive sport!

GARY
I'm not sure that's -

Bobby has already stopped listening having spotted a 
neighbour down the street. He pats Gary on the shoulder and 
skips away.

BOBBY
Thanks again Gary.

EXT. NEIGHBOURHOOD - DAY

Natalie and Jill walk through the neighbourhood together.

JILL
So normally the patrol is pretty 
boring but today I've scheduled an 
extra stop.

A group of neighbours all wielding large guns walk past, they 
give a wave of acknowledgement to Jill.

Natalie watches in shock at the amount of weaponry they have.
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NATALIE
Are they really allowed to have 
weapons here?

JILL
Yeah sure, no rules anymore so we can 
do what we like.

NATALIE
That's crazy. I guess part of me hoped 
after an apocalypse that people might 
realise violence solves nothing, 
right?

Jill has no idea how to react, she smiles, pushing her pistol 
further down her trousers and out of sight.

JILL
Oh, yeah.... Oh man, I definitely 
agree. Violence and guns and bombs and 
stuff are the worst.

Natalie is slightly puzzled but immediately distracted by 
shooting sounds.

FRANK
Hey Jill!

They are waved at by FRANK, 70s, clad in military wear.

Behind him is a small field, several men are shooting bottles 
and make shift targets.

NATALIE
What the hell is this?

JILL
This is the...eh, neighbourhood 
shooting range.

EXT. NEIGHBOURHOOD - DAY

Bobby is covering the neighbourhood with his flyers. He sees 
Malcolm up ahead taking his trash out.

BOBBY
Malcolm! Just the man I was looking 
for. Can I steal a moment of your 
time?
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MALCOLM
I've rather got my hands full at the 
moment.

BOBBY
Ah yes, settling in to the new home I 
hope?

MALCOLM
Hardly.

Bobby extends his hand with a flyer.

BOBBY
Just wanted to give you one of these. 
I do hope you'll join our 
neighbourhood activity day.

MALCOLM
I doubt I'll make it to your little... 
sports day? I have a rather pressing 
rodent infestation to take care of and 
Amber is distraught.

He gestures to his front window where Bobby can see Amber 
doing zumba and sipping on a green juice.

BOBBY
Yes, transition times are always 
difficult.

Bobby re-adjusts his pitch knowing the importance of getting 
Malcolm on board.

BOBBY
I did think you might enjoy the 
competition but then again, maybe 
you'd rather Amber compete in your 
place? She seems to be very capable of 
getting things done...

Malcolm can't help but take the bait.

MALCOLM
Amber may be fit but she could get 
lost on a straight line. If anyone is 
going to play your game it'll be me.

BOBBY
Well then great, I'll see you 
tomorrow.
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He leaves Malcolm a flyer and walks towards his house, a big 
beautiful mansion - the grandest of the whole neighbourhood. 
Malcolm watches him go. Amber strolls out putting her arm 
around him.

MALCOLM
He lives there?

AMBER
That's the kind of man who gets things 
done.

EXT. NEIGHBOURHOOD - DAY

Bobby stands on a home made podium before the residents of 
the estate, they are strictly divided down the middle, top 
siders facing bunker dwellers.

BOBBY
Welcome all and thank you for coming. 
It has been a difficult time here in 
the estate but I hope by working 
together we can move forward and 
continue to co-habit this wonderful 
place.

He pauses for reaction. Nothing.

BOBBY
With that in mind I am glad to 
announce the first annual 
neighbourhood games. Participants will 
each be given a map and a list of 
items to collect. The first to 
complete the obstacles with the most 
items in hand will win.

Malcolm steps forward, game face on.

MALCOLM
Hold up Bob, isn't it a bit rigged if 
you are implying you will be 
participating too?

The crowd is perked up by the prospect of some drama.

BOBBY
Great point Malcolm...and it's Bobby 
just so you know. It says so here.

He points out the prominent badge on his chest, it says
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'                                    ' it has a distinct home  Bobby Graham: Neighbourhood Chairman                         
crafted look about it and illicits a wave of sighs and eye 
rolls from the top sider half of the crowd.

BOBBY (CONT'D)
I did organise the event but I had my 
trusty side-kick set up the obstacles 
and hide the treasure items so I have 
no advantage.

Malcolm feels the pressure of his people to retort.

MALCOLM
Well that may be so but...

He looks around for something to pick out.

MALCOLM (CONT'D)
But what about this prize you so 
prominently advertised. What could be 
worth taking part in this buffoonery?

BOBBY
Well I didn't want to spoil it so soon 
but we will all be playing for this!

He whips out a cheesy old trophy, with a clumsily attached 
plaque saying '                               '.               Champion of Neighbourhood Games  

BOBBY
Isn't it great.

He beams.

MALCOLM
That is utterly ridiculous. You expect 
us to go through this childish 
activity for that?

Bobby stares blankly.

MALCOLM
I'll play for some real stakes. You 
want us to play then offer us 
something we want.

Bobby shows a crack of nervousness.

BOBBY
Well it's certainly something we can 
discuss but the real objective was
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really team building and to return the-

MALCOLM
Your house.

BOBBY
What?

MALCOLM
We'll play for your house. If you 
really care about this neighbourhood 
you'll put that over your own 
comfort..especially as most of us are 
living in sub-standard accommodation.

BOBBY
That's ridiculous, you can't just 
demand people's houses.

MALCOLM
So you're happy to keep possession of 
the grand mansion while the rest of us 
struggle to find accommodation?

Bobby's face is slowly turning red as people in the crowd 
start to mutter in agreement with Malcolm.

BOBBY
Fine. We play for my house.

Malcolm grins.

A pause as the participants line up at the starting point. 
Bobby turns to face the others.

BOBBY
Without further ado I do declare the 
games open.

He waves his arms in the air dramatically. Nothing happens. 
He shoots Gary a look and waves his arms a second time.

Gary jolts into action and fires a prop gun. The games have 
begun. They're off, Bobby already knocked over and trampled 
by the other players.

EXT. NEIGHBOURHOOD - DAY

The crowd is dispersing after the race has begun. Camille 
approaches Amber.
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CAMILLE
Did you put him up to that? How sad. A 
man like Malcolm reduced to bartering 
and children's games.

She watches Amber light up with fury at every word.

CAMILLE
Bet you wish you'd run off with one of 
your other clients...beggars can't be 
choosers though, ay?

Camille chuckles. Amber is seething.

CAMILLE
Have a lovely day.

She swaggers back towards her house. Amber is ready to 
explode.

AMBER
(under breath)

I will destroy you, you drunk stick 
insect...

INT. ROB AND NATALIE'S HOUSE - DAY

Rob is playing an old gameboy. He is interrupted by frantic 
knocking on the door. He opens and Amber barges in.

AMBER
I'm calling on the favour you owe me. 
We need to destroy that Vanderpump 
wannabe Camille.

ROB
What did you have in mind?

AMBER
I want to ruin that house she's so 
proud of. I don't know, drive 
something through the wall, set her 
vodka on fire, dump sewage into her 
pool..

ROB
Ew, Amber. Too gross.

AMBER
Sorry. She got to me.
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ROB
I see that.

They pause for a moment, thinking.

AMBER
The rats.

ROB
What?

AMBER
The dump they have me staying in is 
infested with rats. What if we let 
them loose in her house?

ROB
That sounds deliciously devilish.

Amber grins.

AMBER
Go to my house and gather the rats, 
I'm gonna figure out how we get them 
in.

Amber walks out with purpose.

ROB
Gather the rats. Yes.

He looks around the room, confidence turning to confusion.

ROB
'Gather' the rats?

EXT. PIT - DAY

Bobby and Malcolm are leading the race. They come to a stop 
at the biggest obstacle yet. There is a deep pit with two 
ropes cast across it. Next to the ropes are a pile of eggs 
and some spoons.

They both consult their maps, catching their breath.

MALCOLM
What is this?

Bobby reads his map. His face falling into a rare expression 
of fear. He gulps.
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BOBBY
The Robertsons.

Sounds from the pit: growling, animalistic sounds.

MALCOLM
The who?

BOBBY
Old neighbours of ours actually...they 
took a funny turn so had to throw them 
down there.

MALCOLM
What do you mean funny turn?

BOBBY
Cannibalism.

MALCOLM
oh.

BOBBY
Yes, very unfortunate.

They both look at the obstacle before them, squaring 
themselves up and trying to ignore the cannibal screams.

MALCOLM
This is sick. You've got us doing an 
egg and spoon race over a pit of 
cannibals.

BOBBY
I didn't set the obstacles Malcolm. 
Think my friend got a bit carried 
away.

They pick up the eggs and spoons waiting for them and start 
the precarious journey across. Small steady steps.

MALCOLM
This is pathetic. I had a very 
different idea about this apocalypse.

Their ropes wobble, both struggle to retain balance without 
dropping the eggs.

BOBBY
Well you've been living in some luxury 
bunker the whole time, seems like
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you've had it easy to me.

MALCOLM
Easy?! You don't know what you're 
talking about, you're an opportunist, 
you lucked out with this place.

BOBBY
You have no idea what I had to do to 
get here. You wouldn't last a day on 
the outside.

MALCOLM
Oh don't be so dramatic, look at you. 
You have the build of a fourteen year 
old, can't be so harsh out there.

BOBBY
Talk to me when you've had to save 
your pet tortoise from being eaten by 
your own mother, Malcolm.

He gestures angrily, ropes wobble, both could fall any 
moment.

MALCOLM
I'm telling you now you overgrown boy 
scout. This estate belongs to me and 
my people and we will get it back at 
any cost.

BOBBY
There's no need for threats. We can 
all be neighbours here.

MALCOLM
I don't think so.

He grabs Bobby, both their ropes wobbling treacherously. 
Bobby drops his egg. Malcolm smiles, rips off Bobby's 
precious chairman badge and throws it to the cannibals. He 
knocks Bobby and runs on making it to the other side in a few 
swift steps.

Bobby is left dangling above the hungry Robertson family.

EXT. SHOOTING RANGE - DAY

Jill and Natalie walk behind Frank.
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FRANK
We've got you a private range set up 
ladies, follow me!

Natalie turns to Jill.

NATALIE
What is he talking about? Is this part 
of the patrol?

Jill looks around, desperately searching for an answer.

JILL
No, no.... it's Frank, he's um not all 
there if you know what I mean, better 
to humour him.

NATALIE
Oh, I see, poor guy.

They approach a small hut with several guns and a bottle of 
wine with two glasses set up. Frank grins excitedly.

FRANK
Not bad ay?

Jill grits her teeth and smiles awkwardly at Frank.

JILL
Great, thank you.

Frank starts to potter about getting the targets set up.

NATALIE
What is he doing? He's set up weapons 
and alcohol, that's a recipe for 
disaster.

Jill is visibly sweating.

FRANK
You first Jill, show us how it's done!

EXT. NEIGHBOURHOOD PARK - DAY

Malcolm arrives at the next obstacle, in front of him is a 
sad looking swing-ball set. He stares at his map, puzzling at 
what he's supposed to do with it.
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MALCOLM
From cannibals to...swingball? Not 
exactly building jeopardy here are 
they.

EXT. CAMILLE'S HOUSE - DAY

Amber sneaks gracefully through Camille's garden like a 
suspicious gazelle. Rob struggles behind with two make shift 
containers full of rats.

AMBER
Hurry up, I think we've got the all 
clear.

They watch Camille go from the kitchen at the back of her 
house to the front room and out of sight.

AMBER
I'll get the door, be ready.

Rob tries to catch up to Amber who is lunging from bush to 
bush towards the back door. A rat tries to make it's escape, 
Rob gives it a gentle slap back in the container.

EXT. SHOOTING RANGE - DAY

Frank approaches with two guns in hand.

FRANK
Got your faves!

Jill swiftly intercepts, grabs Frank and steps to the side.

FRANK (CONT'D)
What the hell Jill? Why does your girl 
look like I just peed on her 
hydrangeas?

JILL
The plans bust man, turns out she 
hates guns. We need to abort mission.

Frank bursts out laughing. Natalie turns, confused, Jill 
grabs Frank and takes another step away.

FRANK
You're really trying to date a girl 
who hates the thing you love most?

Jill stares at him blankly.
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FRANK
How the hell are you gonna pull this 
off?

JILL
I don't know yet but you cannot tell 
her I set any of this up, okay?

FRANK
Okay.

JILL
Also, I told her you're crazy so play 
the part.

FRANK
Got it.

They nod in agreement then turn back to Natalie.

FRANK
Well I'll be going now girls, the 
voices in my head are getting hungry.

NATALIE
What?

FRANK
That's right, what's that? Yup we do 
love cheeseburgers...

Frank awkwardly backs away talking nonsense to himself.

NATALIE
He really is mental, huh?

JILL
Yeah, that's our crazy Frank. Nice guy 
but he's out there.

Jill picks up the bottle of wine.

JILL
He did leave this though. If you can 
ignore the weaponry maybe you'd like 
to share it?

NATALIE
I thought you'd never ask.
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INT. BUNKER - DAY

Bobby stumbles around in the dark, he's muddy and covered in 
various cuts and bruises. Definitely worse for wear.

He hears someone up ahead, and unable to make out the route 
on the map, he runs towards them.

BOBBY
Malcolm!

He rounds a corner fast and goes face first in to Gary who's 
loading the child size bicycle and cart with booze.

GARY
Jesus Bobby, watch yourself will you.

BOBBY
Gary? What are you doing here?

GARY
Figured the fat cats must be hiding 
booze down here. What happened to you?

BOBBY
The Robertsons. What were you thinking 
with that? I gave you one rule - 
nothing life threatening.

Gary tries to conceal a chuckle.

GARY
Hey, come on boss, I thought we should 
include the whole neighbourhood.

Bobby nods, distracted. The stakes of his race finally 
sinking in.

BOBBY
Doesn't matter anyway. I've lost. The 
whole thing was supposed to be about 
building bridges, instead we're all 
trampling each other to get to the 
finish line. We're no better than 
what's outside of our gates Gary.

Bobby sits, deflated. Gary has a rare moment of empathy.

GARY
Hey boss, it's not over yet. And from 
what I've seen top side this has the
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whole neighbourhood talking. And I 
mean both sides - to each other. Might 
be a riot down here but your plan 
worked up there.

BOBBY
Really?

Gary nods.

BOBBY
Then it's worth it. Even if I do lose 
the house.

GARY
Are you fucking nuts?! You're gonna 
let that toff get his grubby hands on 
your house? Come on man.

BOBBY
You're right Gary. I never give up.

GARY
How far behind do you reckon you are?

BOBBY
No idea. I lost him after the 
cannibals.

GARY
He might have beat you there but that 
guy looks hapless to me. I'm sure he's 
stumbled somewhere. You get a push on 
and you'll catch him.

BOBBY
Maybe, but my legs can't carry me much 
further.

GARY
Then we use other means.

He unhooks the bicycle from the cart and gives it to Bobby.

GARY
No rules against vehicles, right?

BOBBY
That's my story and I'm sticking to 
it.
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Bobby mounts the tiny bicycle with renewed energy. Gary 
offers up a bottle.

GARY
You want a drink before you go?

BOBBY
There's no time for that Gary. You be 
careful with that stuff.

GARY
Suit yourself.

He takes a swig as Bobby rides off into the darkness.

EXT. CAMILLE'S HOUSE - DAY

Amber is trying to open Camille's kitchen door while Rob 
juggles the rats.

AMBER
Why aren't you helping me?

ROB
Amber I can't let go of the rats!

Behind them Camille appears, a cocktail in hand. They freeze.

CAMILLE
Shouldn't you two be in play group or 
something?

ROB
It was all her idea! I'm sorry, you're 
a terrifying and beautiful woman.

Rob bows his head. Amber whips around.

AMBER
You took my house you cocktail 
guzzling gargoyle -

Camille scoffs.

CAMILLE
Your house?! Honey, I moved in here 
when you were still in nappies.

Amber speaks without thinking, desperate for a retort.
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AMBER
I never wore any nappies!

INT. BUNKER - DAY

Malcolm stumbles into a room, map in hand. In front of him a 
stack of 'W                     ' mugs. He takes one, almost            orld's Best Neighbour                             
leaves but stops himself.

He peers out of the doorway making sure no-one else is around 
then turns back and knocks down the tower of mugs, making 
sure they're all smashed to pieces.

He catches his breath, pushes a piece of furniture in front 
of the wreckage to cover his tracks and sprints onwards to 
victory.

EXT. NEIGHBOURHOOD - DAY

Malcolm is sprinting, the finish line in sight. A crowd is 
gathered and they cheer him on.

For a moment he thinks he's got it in the bag but behind him 
Bobby emerges from the bunker atop the child's bicycle - 
there is fire in his eyes.

EXT. NEIGHBOURHOOD - DAY

Jill and Natalie walk along the street hand in hand. 
Approaching Camille's place they hear the commotion.

NATALIE
Do you hear that?

JILL
Better go check it out.

EXT. CAMILLE'S HOUSE - DAY

Camille is closing in on Amber.

CAMILLE
If I see you and Ashton Kutcher 
anywhere near me or my house again I 
will make your life a living hell in 
this estate. Do you understand?

Camille is getting closer forcing Amber to back away.

CAMILLE
I invented the game you're trying to
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play here girl so don't insult me, 
you'll lose every time.

Amber tries to muster a response. Camille gets right in her 
face, the smell of vodka is overwhelming.

CAMILLE
Oh, and just so you know. You sound 
like a large man when you work out.

She prods Amber who trips backwards into Rob. The containers 
of rats spin and spill the creatures out all over Amber.

Rob makes a run for it, Camille steps back as Jill and 
Natalie arrive.

AMBER
Help me!

The rats are all over her. Jill is sweating, eyes darting, 
hand twitching around her hidden pistol.

NATALIE
What do we do?!

Jill grabs Natalie, kisses her and looks her dead in the eye.

JILL
Forgive me.

She whips into action, pulls the pistol out of her pocket and 
starts shooting the rats one by one. She's a machine, the gun 
an extension of her body.

A round of shots over, Amber groans. Natalie is appalled.

NATALIE
Jill-

Jill whips around and starts to shoot again.

Reload. Jill is pulling bullets from all over her person.

NATALIE
How-

Jill shoots, Amber screams.

NATALIE
You-
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Another round of shots, Jill's really enjoying herself.

CAMILLE
Pretty sure they're all dea-

And she's off again, shot after shot.

AMBER
They're dead damn it!

JILL
One more for luck.

She cocks the gun for a final shot.

NATALIE
I can't belie-

BANG.

EXT. NEIGHBOURHOOD - DAY

Bobby and Malcolm are in their final sprint to the end when 
the sound of Jill shooting distracts Bobby and he falls from 
his bike.

EXT. CAMILLE'S HOUSE - DAY

Amber wails softly on the floor. Jill turns to Natalie.

NATALIE
You lied to me.

JILL
I can explain.

They hold each others gaze for an agonising moment before 
Natalie walks away.

EXT. NEIGHBOURHOOD - DAY

Bobby clambers to his feet, a final push to win. The crowd 
are going wild.

Bobby almost catches up but Malcolm edges ahead and reaches 
the finish line first.

Bobby falls to his knees.
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EXT. NEIGHBOURHOOD - DAY

Camille approaches Malcolm as he catches his breath. She has 
a dishevelled Amber in tow.

CAMILLE
Take back your infant. I don't want to 
see either of you on my property 
again.

Malcolm is stunned.

MALCOLM
What-

Camille throws Amber towards Malcolm. She laughs, they are 
both a disastrous picture.

CAMILLE
You two deserve each other. Pathetic.

She storms off victorious. Malcolm opens his mouth but 
doesn't get the chance.

AMBER
Not one word.

EXT. JILL'S HOUSE - EVENING

Natalie tentatively knocks on the door, Jill opens.

JILL
Hi.

NATALIE
Hi.

Natalie looks as though she is about to speak.

JILL
Before you say anything you have to 
know that I'm sorry. I lied because I 
wanted you to like me. I didn't lie 
about everything - just the violence 
stuff. I'm an ex soldier. I like big 
guns and chaos and blowing stuff up... 
but I also like you.

NATALIE
No, please, you saved that girl. I 
came to apologise to you actually. I
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shoved my moral agenda down your 
throat before you even had a chance 
and that was wrong...I loved our date 
until the whole rat shooting thing.

Jill smiles.

JILL
Me too.

NATALIE
So maybe we could try this again 
sometime? I'd like to get to know the 
real you, guns and all.

JILL
Sounds great. But you'll need to get 
Betty's seal of approval, she can get 
a bit overprotective sometimes.

Jill gestures to the gun by the door. They both smile.

INT. MR DANIEL'S HOUSE - DAY

Bobby watches from the window as Amber and Malcolm move in to 
his old house. He turns to face the decrepit state of his new 
home.

He is about to give in to his despair when he glances one of 
his boxes, a rolled up poster sticking out. He unrolls the 
Buffy poster then hangs it on the wall, giving it pride of 
place.

BOBBY
You never gave up so neither will I.

He pulls his papers out onto the desk and starts to write: 
'                      '. BOBBY'S COME BACK PLAN  

EXT. THE ESTATE - SUNSET

A beaten up and armour clad Mr Daniels marches towards The 
Estate with an apocalyptic army in tow. He lets out a feral 
battle cry.

They hold up their weapons and charge.

                                               FADE TO BLACK. 


