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FADE | N:

I NT. SUPER BUNKER HQ - DAY
SUPER: FEBRUARY

LEW S PRESCOTT THE FOURTH (40s) | eans across a desk, his
body | anguage fine-tuned to "dom nate".

Trophy wi fe CHYNA (20s, funky colored hair) surfs on her
phone, too politely bored to care.

LEW S
It's GOT to be confortable. That's
t he nunber one goal here.

On the other end of that comment (and desk): RANDY (30s).
Md | evel corporate, he's subtly seedy, sports a half growth
of beard. H's bright blue eyes blink, reflect surprise.

RANDY
Well, everyone wants to be
confortabl e. That goes w t hout
saying. But in matters such as this,
safety nmust cone first!

Lewis sits back. G unts.

LEW S
Touche, M. QOovious. One al ways
assunes that's inplied.

Wnding up for the zinger, he eyes Randy |ike a hawk.

LEW S
Assum ng you do your job.

Randy fans out gl ossy PAMPHLETS titled "Super Bunkers, LLC -
Wait Qut the Apocalypse in Style!"

Depicted in the full color spread: |ux furnishings and roons
that would put the Hlton to shane.

RANDY
You canme to Super Bunkers because you
know we do. Here's a sanpling of
facilities we've designed for other
clients. Everything flexible for
custom zation, of course.

Randy flips a brochure open, points out pictures - works his
sale pitch up to fever pitch



RANDY
Limted only by your budget, no
restrictions on size. Look here! This
particul ar Doonsday bunker is
equi pped with its own gym a novie
t heater and 5000 bottle w ne cellar.
If the Big One ever went off, it's
i nportant you have the necessary -
uh - accoutrenents to take the edge
off for the next ten years.

Chyna gl ances up fromher cell. Raises a hand, |ike school

CHYNA
Does it have a whirl pool ?

RANDY

Dear lady, it can - if that's what
your heart desires. And your
husband' s account backs it up. It
will, after all, theoretically be
your home. In hard times, good living
is essential. How can anyone survive
an existential crisis, if there's
nothing to keep living for?

LEW S
About that safety. Gve ne details.

RANDY
Three feet thick, radioactive-free
i nsul ation. Leak proof. Guaranteed.

LEW S
And if it's not?
RANDY
So sue us. If there are still courts.

And we're alive. Also in your

package: 360 degree caneras wth no-

j am heavy artillery. That's if
unannounced "guests" drop in. The
boys we hire for construction are the
absolutely best in the industry. From
mlitary backgrounds, top notch! Then
there's the backup systens we include
with all sales: redundant water
supply reservoirs, air filtration
systenms, seed inventory if grow ng
food ever becomes a concern.

LEW S
Proactive planni ng? Good work, Sir!



RANDY
You'll find that's our specialty. W
fail safe all our bunkers to ensure
even needs you don't know exi st.

LEW S
Sold! We'll take that package.

Lewi s taps the brochure, stands up. Chyna | anguidly follows.

LEW S
So what do | owe as down paynent?

RANDY
|'d estimate $1.5 mllion, for the
base nodel. Wat extras woul d you
li ke thrown in? Basketball court?

Arcade? We'll cater to your every
whi m

LEW S
["I'l think it over, email you those
t oni ght .

Chyna yawns. Randy sw vel s eagl e eyes her way.

RANDY
Ms. Prescott, is there any input
you' d like to add before you | eave?
We do like to ensure all famly
menbers who mght |ive in our
creations provide their input and
wal k away from sales... satisfied.

CHYNA
| dunno why we gotta waste so nuch
time on this? | mean, a bunker?
(she air quotes)
For nucl ear war? Wat's the chance
THAT' S gonna happen? | nean, in real
life n all?

Randy waves goodbye, eyes tracking Chyna as she and Lew s
head out the door.

RANDY
Life is uncertain, Ms. Prescott.
Sure, it may seemlike nuch to do
about nothing -
(chuckl es)
As Shakespeare once opined. But if
there were, uh, such a cataclysmc-



CHYNA
Cat a what?

RANDY
Unfortunate event, it's best to be
prepared! Rest assured, we at Super
Bunkers will build you and dear
husband a Fortress of Solitude you'l
both be proud to call hone!
As the door closes, the world fades to bl ack.
Saw ng, drilling and the grinding of heavy machinery fil
the air.
I NT. PRESCOTT SUPER BUNKER - DAY
SUPER: OCTOBER

A mancave for a billionaire: fully stocked bar. \Wall of
monitors - with an input panel and two joysticks underneath.

The room s chock full of designer furnishings - sone so
gaudy they'd nake the Trunps' golden toilet seem|ow rent.

Lew s soaks in a jacuzzi. Snoking a Cuban cigar, he flips
t hrough stock trades on a TABLET

Chyna - nowwith different color hair - lingers at the exit.

CHYNA
This is so annoyi ng!

Lewi s gl ances her way.

LEW S
Yes, it is. So why hover |ike that,
Dear ?

CHYNA

I nean you, Silly! You never cone
out - no matter what | want!

LEW S
(chuckl es)
Sweet uns, did you just hear yourself?

CHYNA
Don't be gross. You know what | nean!

She waves her hands wildly around the room



CHYNA
This... big ole Super Bunker of
yours. It was supposed ta be in case
of enmergencies. But you' re down here
ALL the time. Days and ni ghts!

Lew s "pats" the jacuzzi water. SPLASH

LEW S
Bunny, why don't you cone join ne?
The water's nore than fine.

CHYNA
No. | wanna go outsi de!

Lew s grunts, turns back to his tablet.

LEW S
You' ve got the credit cards, suit
yoursel f. But when a nman has his
castle built to spec, you can't be
surprised if he wants to sit on his
throne now, rather than save it for
some rainy day.

Chyna opens her nouth to retort:
But only SIREN WAILS cone out.

Lewi s goggles, realizes it's not her. The scream ng sirens
are outside.

And the stock trades on his tablet have w ped.
Onscreen, the gadget blinks: NUCLEAR ALERT!

LEW S
VWhat in Hades? Can't be. No!

Wth all the grace of a walrus, Lew s bounds out of his
j acuzzi - splashes Chyna.

CHYNA
Hey!

Lewis runs to the bar, flips a swtch. The wall of nonitors
spring to life.

A whol e row of BABBLI NG REPORTERS poi nt at al arm ng
pictures. Jet fighters in the air. Explosions on the ground.
A MAP of the US flashes - whole chunks of it bl acking out.

Lewi s and Chyna stand sil houetted before the display, nunb.



LEW S
This can't be happeni ng.
CHYNA
Is this a novie?
LEW S
Boopsy, |I'mafraid not.

The door to the outer world slanms shut - CLANG Chyna runs
to it, bangs on steel.

CHYNA
Lenme out!

No good. Locks CLICK into place. The door won't budge. Chyna
breaks a mani cured nail

CHYNA
Oow

Sucking it, she remenbers the HAND SCANNER by the side of
t he door.

She slaps a palmto it - but the panel BUZZES rejection. The
di splay blinks: "Qutside environnent inconpatible with human
life. Exit not allowed."

A bonb goes off sonewhere nearby. The bunker shakes. Lew s
and Chyna fall down. Lights flicker overhead.

On the nonitor wall: ATOM C BLASTS rise fromvarious cities.
Warning lights bleat.

And the transm ssion goes bl ack.
SUPER: TWO MONTHS LATER - DECEMBER

The jacuzzi's filled up with wne bottles now Seens |ike
Lew s's been dipping into his stash... a lot.

Di shevel ed and wi | d-eyed, he drinks wine froma glass... and
pl ays a VI DEO GAME on one of the nonitors.

It's a fire fight for the ages. Digital ROBOTS swarm Lew s'
character - which beeps, then explodes into bits.

LEW S
Darn it! These new ganes are too
conplicated to be fun! Atari was far
superior. Zooners ruined everything.
Spoi l ed techo brats - they're the
reason everything turned to shit!



Fromthe other end of the room Chyna clears her throat.

She's changed her hair col or again. And her makeup's | ooking
heavy handed - eyeliner drawn on thick. She sips Four Loko
froma crazy straw

CHYNA
| bet it was a Gen Xer who pulled the
trigger.

LEW S

BS. If they did, it was under Booner
orders, for sure!

He eyes Chyna, annoyed. \Watever |ove their marriage had
seens to be wearing thin.

LEW S
You changed your hair AGAIN
Ti ddl ywi nks?

CHYNA
(flips himthe finger)
My nanme is "Chyna". Get it right!

LEW S
Sure, you call yourself Chyna. But
we're married. So |'ve seen your
birth certificate. No amount of goth
eyel i ner or Agquanet's gonna change
who you are, "Peggy Lou".

Chyna spit-takes.

CHYNA
| told you - don't use that nane!

LEW S
Why? Because it annoys you? Boo- hoo!
If we're going to survive together in
here for the next decade...

CHYNA
Ten years? HELLS to the no. A few
nmont hs, at nost!

LEW S
Ch sweet child, so naive. The |east
you can do is join nme for nowin a
few hobbi es. That's how peopl e bond.

CHYNA
Hobbi es? Li ke what ? Dri nki ng enough
to fill a sw mm ng pool ?



Lew s sighs, points at the nonitor.
LEW S
Well, that helps. But also - this!

Let's play a video gane. O Netflix
and Chill?

SUDDENLY: novenent on a second nonitor catches Lew s' eye.
Text on the screen reads: Front door canera.

Qut in the bl eak desol ati on, SOVETH NG npves. In fact,
several things!

Lewi s rubs his eyes. Excited, he turns to Chyna, points.

LEW S
Honey, | ook!

Chyna cones over. Cocks her head |ike a spaniel, curious.

CHYNA
Sur vi vor s? Wow.

It's a rag-tag CROAD of about twenty humans. Sone arned with
primtive weapons. Radiation burns. Mssing linbs. Starving.
But approaching. And alive.
The nonitor flashes red. | NTRUDER ALERT!
A third nonitor activates, shows even nore.
LEW S
(grunbl es)

So much for the "Super" Al Security

System After three of these...
He waves his wi ne glass, which sloshes.

LEW S
| still saw "em first.

He | ooks over the input panel. Pushes buttons.

The nonitor read changes again. This tinme to: ARVED

Lew s grabs a JOYSTI CK, guides crosshairs onto one survivor
And stabs a button. External machine guns spit death!
Direct hit! The man goes down in a spray of bl ood,

"survivor" no nore. The people around him scream scatter.
Lew s fist-punps.



LEW S
Boo-yah! That's how cl assic video
ganes are DONE!

Chyna freaks, grabs his arm

CHYNA
Wait, you're shooting people?

LEW S
| nvaders. Labels count!
CHYNA
You can't! That's so.... so evil.
Lewis whirls on her.
LEW S

No, it's not! It's survival of the
fittest, babee! That's what this
bunker was al ways about. | earned
every inch of security we've tucked
into this after-war hidey-hole, and
I"'mnot gonna share it, just because
sonme riff raff fromthe bad side of
t own-

(chuckl es)
VWhich is pretty nmuch everywhere now,
deci de they want to hang out!

Breaking free of Chyna's grip, Lewis tap-taps buttons, guns
down several nore. He | aughs giddily from sheer joy.

LEW S
Wot! One order of tension relief
served up
He pulls Chyna over.
LEW S

Your turn, baby. Take the joystick.
This video ganes' better in 2 player
node!

Chyna hesitates, but eventually submts.

She swings her cross hairs around - finds a particularly
brutish I ooking MAN... and SHOOTS.

Her shot turns his head into a spray of red mst. Chyna
shrieks in nervous delight. CLAPS.

Then | ooks over at Lewis, guilt sinking in.



CHYNA

| liked it. Does that nmake ne... bad?

LEW S

No, sweetie. It's very right. And a

sign! C non, | need back up. Don't

stop, keep shooting... | paid for the
bul k ammb package. W won't run out!

The two go to town -

10.

nmow ng down survivors like they're orcs

in a fantasy RPG Lewis how s as he and Chyna spray bullets:

LEW S

This is for wal king across ny | awn,

t hug!
CHYNA

And for going outside with THAT hair!

LEW S
M ght makes right, baby!

Soon the crowd i s massacred. No nore npvenent on the

nmonitors. Except for the occasional twtch

Chyna and Lewis step away fromthe panel, pant.
each other with new passion sparked.

CHYNA
Ww. That was. ..

LEW S
(1 eers)
VERY good!

They di ve at each other. Paw ng. Sl obbering. The worKks.

Lew s hoists Chyna up onto the panel, grabs her
Both interrupted by a H SSSSSS.

The door behi nd t hem opens-

They gaze at

hi ps-

And three MEN W TH HASMAT SU TS and Rl FLES saunter in

door cl oses behind them reseals.

Lew s steps back, shocked. Chyna slides off the panel

the fl oor ass-first.

CHYNA
Oow

LEW S
(to the nen)
Who... who are you?

The

Hts



The | ead man takes off his mask, revealing it's...

LEW S
Randy?! ?

Chyna | ooks up. Rubs her sore butt - scow s.

CHYNA
The guy fromthe Super Bunker store?

RANDY
If you want to put it that way? Sure.

LEW S
What are you doing here? Is this sone
sort of quality control check?
Because if so, you've got repairs
due. After the bonbs dropped, baby
and | here found a few cracks.

Randal | shrugs.

RANDY
Maybe sone ot her tine. But no.
LEW S
No - what? You refuse to fix the
defect?
RANDY
No. | nean, that's not why we're
her e.

Randy and his guards raise their weapons - point them at
Lew s and Chyna's face!

Chyna bounds to her feet. Squeaks.

LEW S
VWait. Is this about the intruders we
just... neutralized? YOU RE the one

who outfitted this bunker wth
def ense weapons. So if anyone's to
bl ame for carnage, Mster, it's you

RANDY
I"mnot here to arrest you. Those
folks you killed were sure to die
anyway. In the long run, no harmno
foul. But in the short run? Lew s,
we're taking over. And kicking YOU
out.

Lewi s chokes, unable to believe his ears.

11.



12.

LEW S
Ki cking me out of ny honme? You can't!

RANDY
After a nuclear war? Survival of the
fittest - and smartest - applies. |
pl anned ahead, so of course | can.
Super Bunkers installs a little
speci al sonething into all the

products we sell. It's in the fine
print you signed. So, no fraud on our
part... in case you'd like to know.

Randy dangles a KEY FOB in Lew s' face.

RANDY
See? Keys to a back door you didn't
even know you had.

Randy gestures with his gun.

RANDY
A door you can | eave through now.

Terrified, Chyna clings to Lewis. Realizing bluster doesn't
beat an AK-16, Lewis switches into placation:

LEW S
Look, | get it. We're in the mddle
of nuclear winter. So of COURSE you
need a place to crash. Wiy don't we
just share this space for awhile? You
of all people knowit's big enough. |
bought the del uxe package, right?!?

The door HI SSES behi nd Randy. A few nore MASKED MEN strol
in. Randy shakes his head sadly.

RANDY
No, I"'mafraid that's incorrect. As |
told you last tinme we net, those who
wor k construction on our bunkers are
good mlitary nen - professionals who
deserve to be treated right.
Especially when it cones to shelter
intimes like these. So I'mafraid
you'll have to go.

LEW S
Fuck you, Benedict Arnold. My
Fortress of Solitude's gonna stay
exactly that!



Goi ng berserker, Lewis smashes his w ne
Randy with the shards.

The guards nmow hi mdown instantly. Lew
and dead before he hits the floor.

Chyna clutches herself and shrieks. Ran

RANDY
No so much fun in real Iif

CHYNA
Un no. | -

Hovering a few feet away, Chyna ti ptoes
corpse, does her best not to step in pu

CHYNA
So now, it's just ne. Cone
l... | don't take up nuch
" msure you can see | don
guys any harn?

13.

gl ass - lunges at

s drops - shredded

dy chuckl es darkly.

e, Isit?

around Lew s'

ddl es of gore.

right in!
room And
"t nmean you

Randal | eyes the frightened girl, regret in his blue eyes.

RANDY
Ms. Prescott, you know th
gane" you played just now?

CHYNA
You... you saw what we did

RANDY
The master key gives us ac
security caneras. Renenber
man you killed? Great shot
novi ce, by the way.

CHYNA
Thanks!

Her smle quickly nelts. Randy's face d
wor ds.

RANDY
That guy was ny | ead contr
A good friend of mne for

CHYNA
You said those people were
di e anyway!

at "video

? How?

cess to al
that first
for a

oesn't match his

actor, Sam
many years.

all gonna



14.

RANDY
Except for Sam He was just there to
|l ead themto your bunker as a
distraction, while we snuck in from
behind. If it weren't for your very
"ent husi astic" shooting, Sam woul d be
Wi th us now.

Chyna's eyes grow wi de. She inches towards the back door

CHYNA
Un OK 1'll be |eaving now

RANDY
No, you won't. You understand we
can't have any w tnesses? And the
radi ation would kill you - so this is
really a nercy... long term

He nods to his nen, who FIRE

Chyna screans, gets riddled worst than Bonnie OR Cl yde. Her
body drops to the floor. Randy nudges her body with a toe,
checks. Waves to his squad.

RANDY
The squatters are evicted. Everyone,
time to set up canp. We're hone!

Randy side eyes Lewis' over the top furnishing. The gold
trim Velvet on the walls.

RANDY
Cl ean out the bodies. W'll talk
about redecorating tonight.

SMASH TO BLACK
An ad fl ashes:
"Super Bunkers: Worried about the Apocal ypse, and What it

Means to You? Then buy one of our custom nmade Fortresses of
Solitude, and add our safety to YOUR hone!!"



