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INT. GROCERY STORE BREAK ROOM - DAY

An innocent, baby-faced MAN (23) sketches. One side of the

notebook features a young woman. On the other side, he draws

the events from the news playing in the background.

NEWS ANCHOR

In the latest streak in super

terrorism, three buildings have

been fully burnt down in under two

minutes by a man who’s identity has

not yet been released, but who

authorities believe has been the

super human behind the city-wide

burnings...

MAN (V.O.)

I bet that fire shtick’s gotten him

some grade A pussy.

Man takes a beat. Then he positions his can of soda to

center-table and concentrates on it fiercely. Something can

happen any minute...but it doesn’t. The store manager, CARL

(48), walks past.

CARL

What’re you doin’?

Man shrugs.

CARL

I sent you on break over an hour

ago. C’mon, let’s go. Chop, chop.

Man begrudgingly joins Carl.

INT. GROCERY STORE - DAY

Man clocks back in. Across the way, he sees the woman from

his sketch. Radiant, beautiful, glowing CHLOE (20) finishes

up with her last customer. He looks around the nearly empty

grocery store.

MAN (V.O.)

Damn, is this it? Okay, just go say

hey. You got this.

Man takes a few steps in her direction when a perfectly

chiseled "CHAD" (19) swoops in and starts talking to Chloe

instead.

(CONTINUED)
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MAN (V.O.)

Forreal? This Chad again?

He glares at them from the distance.

MAN (V.O.)

Every. Fucking. Time.

CUT TO: CHLOE AND CHAD’S CONVERSATION

Chad grabs Chloe’s hand, but she retracts.

CHAD

So what do you say?

CHLOE

I can’t tonight. I already have

plans, sorry.

Man is turning red in fury, watching them. Chad grabs

Chloe’s hand.

CHAD

What about after?

CHLOE

I really don’t think I ca--Oh shit.

Chloe retracts her hand again as she notices Chad’s face

swelling. A stretch mark forms across his cheek.

CHAD

What?

CHLOE

Your face. Oh my God, are you okay?

Chad realizes what’s happening.

CHAD

I-I...

CHLOE

Are you allergic to something?

CHAD

I gotta go.

Chad storms away, passing Man.

CHAD

What are you looking at?



3.

Man mockingly shrugs, holding back laughter. He looks back

to Chloe and they lock eyes. Man’s smile vanishes. She’s

definitely not getting a kick out of this. Man waves, but

she turns away.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Man sits in the dark. The only sources of light are his fish

tank and his computer, where he watches a live stream on an

incel forum hosted by FILTHYFRANK95 (25).

FILTHYFRANK95

Not sure what else to tell ya. All

these bitches are the same. They’re

all stupid foid-cunts, man.

Comments of support flood the screen. Man adds to one that

catches FilthyFrank95’s attention.

FILTHYFRANK95

Not all of them? Yeah, all of ’em.

Sorry to break it to ya, soyboy.

Man ferociously types again. FilthyFrank95 reads.

FILTHYFRANK95

No, not all of them. Okay, looks

like we got an incel here. Look,

I’m a volcel. I’m not trying to

fuck these sluts, but apparently

you are. So here’s my advice: vet

it out, then you turn it out. Gotta

make sure you’re not sticking your

dick in some Stacy, you know?

Man absorbs this advice as FilthyFrank95 drones on about

some other topic.

FILTHYFRANK95

Alright, anyway...

INT. GROCERY STORE - DAY

Man is doing go-backs.

MAN (V.O.)

Vet it out, then fuck it out. Next

time you see her, just vet it--

He turns the corner to find Chloe and Chad flirting again.

(CONTINUED)
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MAN (V.O.)

Oh, come on. What the fuck’s with

this guy?

Man spies on them, pretending to put away grocery items,

placing random objects on the shelf. A CUSTOMER (72)

approaches.

CUSTOMER

Excuse me, can you tell me where I

can find salt?

MAN

Isle 8.

CUSTOMER

I tried looking there already.

MAN

It’s isle 8. Don’t know what else

to tell you.

CUSTOMER

You don’t have to be so rude.

Chad just put his hand on Chloe’s shoulder.

MAN (V.O.)

He’s totally going to fuck her,

isn’t he?

CUSTOMER

I’d like to talk to your manager.

MAN (V.O.)

Lady, if you don’t shut up, I swear

to God...

CUSTOMER

Excuse me? I’m talking to you.

MAN (V.O.)

I’m gonna blow the fuck up!

Another customer screams. Chaos breaks out. Man looks around

and then looks up to find the customer blown up like a blow

fish--skin inflated like a balloon, stretch marks instantly

spread across her body, which is barely covered by her

ripped clothes. She moans in pain, unable to speak, as she

floats to the ceiling.

Man looks back to Chloe who is strangely calm and staring

right at him. His gaze returns to the customer.

(CONTINUED)
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MAN (V.O.)

Did I do that?

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

Man floods in. He paces back and forth.

MAN (V.O.)

Okay, okay, okay. Calm down. You

don’t know that you actually did

that.

He kneels down to his pet fish and concentrates.

MAN

Okay, buddy. Blow up.

Nothing.

MAN

Blow up!

Nothing. His MOM (50) knocks on the door.

MOM (O.S.)

Honey?

MAN

Come on, dude. Blow up.

MOM (O.S.)

Honey, are you okay? I heard--

MAN

Not now.

MOM

But the woman at the--

He turns to the door.

MAN

Jesus Christ. What part of "not

now" don’t you understand?

He looks to his fish. Still nothing. He swipes the tank off

his dresser and storms out. His mom follows.

MOM

It’s okay to talk about this.

The fish floats from the floor toward the ceiling.
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EXT. ICE CREAM PARLOR - DAY

Man licks his ice cream cone between deep, soothing breaths.

A group of girls smile as they walk past him. Man takes

another confident lick. They wave. The hunky CASHIER (19)

behind him waves from the serving window. The cashier goes

to the back as Man continues licking his cone. Another cute

GIRL (20) walks past with her dog. Man takes another lick

and smiles at her.

MAN

Hey.

She grimaces.

MAN (V.O.)

Is this bitch for real?

The girl continues walking away.

MAN

Yo! I was talking to you.

GIRL

Fuck off, dude.

Man turns red. He squeezes his ice cream cone in his fist.

Ice cream seeps between his fingers.

MAN (V.O.)

Fucking foid.

The girl’s dog blows up. People instantly rush to help her

as she screams in horror. He tries to stop himself from

laughing by covering his mouth with his filthy hands.

EXT. ANOTHER STREET - LATER

Man walks past a woman with her small dog in a bag. He

smiles. She doesn’t smile back. He blows up her dog.

EXT. DOG PARK - EVENING

Man sits across the street, watching at different women with

their dogs.

MAN (V.O.)

Tell me, how do you love a shit

eater more than a real man? Meh.

Fuck ’em.
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He blows up several dogs at once. This time, he doesn’t even

try to hide his laughter.

EXT. CITY STREET - NIGHT

Man strolls past a homeless person. He retracts his steps.

MEMORY FLASH - The face of his first victim as she floats

above him.

Man tests his powers by deeply focusing on this homeless

person, who blows up. Man jumps up and down in celebration,

then abruptly halts. He looks around to see if anyone saw

him.

INT. SUBWAY STATION - NIGHT

Man gleefully strides down the platform, leaving a stream of

rats blowing up and floating to the ceiling behind him. It

looks like someone released a ton of balloons, but they’re

rats. A subway pulls in, smashing all of them. He hops

aboard, grinning ear to ear as the doors close.

SMASH CUT

INT. GROCERY STORY BATHROOM - DAY

Man aggressively plunges a toilet. Carl enters.

CARL

Hey, when you’re done here, you’re

all set for the day.

MAN

What? It’s only three.

CARL

I’m sorry. I gotta cut hours with

how slow it is here. Guess people

don’t want groceries from a place a

woman blew up at.

Carl leaves the aggravated Man.
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INT. GROCERY STORE - DAY

Man walks to clock out, realizing he’s only a few steps

behind Chad, also clocking out for the day. Perfect.

EXT. GROCERY STORE - DAY

Chad puts his headphones on. Man comes out shortly after.

MAN

Hey. Hey!

Man picks up the pace. He pulls Chad’s shoulder.

CHAD

Jesus. What?

MAN

Got cut early, too?

CHAD

Yep. I actually gotta go this way.

MAN

Oh, word. Me too.

They both turn. Man take a look around. Coast is clear.

MAN

Hey Chad?

CHAD

Dude, my name’s not...

MAN

Yeah, I don’t really care. Go fuck

yourself.

CHAD

Excuse me?

Chad whips around to confront Man, who intensely glares at

him until Chad blows up like his other victims. As Chad

floats to the sky, moaning in pain and inflating more and

more, Man double looks over his shoulder. The coast is

clear.
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INT. GROCERY STORE - DAY

Man confidently approaches Chloe, even though she’s helping

a customer.

CARL

I thought I sent you home.

MAN

Yeah, just forgot something.

MAN

What are you doing tonight?

CHLOE

Like after work?

MAN

Mmhmm.

CHLOE

Um...I’m meeting--

MAN

Get dinner with me.

CHLOE

...my boyfriend.

MAN

Your boyfriend?

MAN (V.O.)

She doesn’t have a boyfriend.

Man begins getting red.

CHLOE

Yeah, we, uh...we’re going to go

see a movie tonight. Sorry.

MAN

Does your boyfriend know you’ve

been flirting with that fucking

Chad?

CHLOE

What? I wasn’t flir--

Chloe feels a pinch of pain on her hand, which is starting

to swell. Man turns more and more red.

(CONTINUED)
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MAN (V.O.)

Don’t be a fucking bitch. Just say

yes.

Her hand is noticeably larger now.

CHLOE

Okay! Yes, let’s go out.

Her hand deflates as Man calms down.

MAN

Perfect.

INT. DINER - NIGHT

Man scarfs down a sloppy joe and fries. Chloe observes as

her food gets cold. Man smiles at her and gazes down to her

chest.

MAN (V.O.)

Her nipples are so hard for me

right now.

Chloe looks up at the vent, then folds her arms across her

chest.

CHLOE (V.O.)

How is it that this nipple-loving

prick gets to blow people up and

I’m stuck listening to this

bullshit? God really is a man.

Their WAITRESS (54) pops over.

WAITRESS

Hey kids, just a heads up I’m gonna

clock out soon. Mind if I bring ya

the check?

MAN

Yeah, whatever.

CHLOE

I think we’re heading out soon

anyway.

The waitress shuffles away. Chloe stands up.

MAN

Where are you going?

(CONTINUED)
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CHLOE

I have to pee.

He gestures his approval.

INT. BATHROOM - NIGHT

Chloe empties her pockets and finds a pen. She writes on a

piece of toilet paper "Call 911. With a super. He’s

dangerous." She crumples it up, fake flushes and comes back

out.

INT.DINER - NIGHT

Chloe drops the note by the waitress’ feet.

CHLOE

Hey, you dropped something. Looks

like a note or something.

She sits back at the table. The waitress just puts the note

in her pocket.

MAN (V.O.)

I want her to piss on me later.

Man takes a long sip of water, uncomfortably staring at

Chloe again. She remains disengaged.

EXT. DINER - NIGHT

The duo come outside.

MAN

So...

CHLOE

So...

MAN

I’ll walk you home.

CHLOE

It’s getting late. You should get

yourself home.

MAN

I just bought you dinner.

(CONTINUED)
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CHLOE

Yes, thank you for that. Have a

good night.

Chloe turns away, but Man grabs her arm.

CHLOE

Ow! Get off me.

MAN

What’s your problem?

Chloe pulls away, but Man grabs her arm again.

MAN (V.O.)

Get back here, slut.

CHLOE

What’d you just call me?

MAN (V.O.)

Shit. Did I say that out loud?

Man and Chloe both look stunned.

MAN

There’s just a lot of creeps out

here. I don’t want you walking

alone.

CHLOE

I’m fine.

MAN (V.O.)

What’s your problem, bitch? Chad’s

gone and you still won’t fuck me?

CHLOE

What’d you do to him?

Chloe’s eyes dart back at the diner, where the waitress

uncrumples her note, then sprints to the phone to call

9-1-1. Chloe’s plan worked.

MAN (V.O.)

Wait, are you in my head?

CHLOE

I know it was you who blew that

lady up at work.

(CONTINUED)
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MAN

You don’t know shit.

Sirens blast in the distance. Chloe gets more confident.

CHLOE

Oh, come on. You can’t really think

you’re the only super here.

MAN (V.O.)

Can you hear my thoughts?

CHLOE

Surprise.

MAN

She got what she deserved. So did

he.

The waitress rushes out.

WAITRESS

Get off of her! I called the

police.

MAN

What did you do?

CHLOE

Guess we all get what we deserve,

huh?

Chloe breaks from from his grip. Chloe and Man stand face to

face in silence for a moment before she races off the

waitress. The sirens crescendo.

MAN

Hey! Are you kidding me right now?

Man grows more aggressive with each step Chloe takes.

MAN

Fuck you!

Chloe isn’t fast enough. She and the waitress blow up, just

like everyone else. Man’s temper is unleashed as he storms

off.
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INT. SUBWAY STATION - NIGHT

Man enters right as the extremely crowded train is boarding.

He’s about to occupy this last space, but someone cuts him

off and the doors close.

MAN

Goddamnit!

The train pulls out of the station and all of the people in

the car blow up, causing the train to derail and windows

crack. People on the platform break into chaos.

EXT. CITY STREETS - NIGHT

Man frantically slices through pods of people. Without even

trying, people sporadically blow up around him. More sirens

blast off in a distance. They’re getting closer. He turns

into an alley and paces.

MAN (V.O.)

What the fuck? What the fuck? What

the fuck?

MEMORY FLASH - Chloe floating to the sky.

MAN (V.O.)

She deserved it right? They all

did.

A police car passes by and he freezes.

The police car returns. Man makes a run for it. He’s running

through more and more crowds, leaving behind a wave of

victims.

INT. TIME SQUARE - NIGHT

Man finds himself in the middle of this tourist-filled

chaos. Sirens blast from all directions now. He stops dead

center. Like the early stages of a bag of popcorn, the tempo

and quantity of people blowing up around Man slowly

increase. He holds his head in his hands, muttering to

himself.

Cops and SWAT team members surround him and get out of their

vehicles. He panics. The blow up tempo picks up.

COP 2

(to cop 1)

Jesus, another white boy losin’ his

shit.

(CONTINUED)
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COP 1

Listen to me, you don’t want to do

this, okay? These are a lot of

innocent people that didn’t do

anything to you.

COP 2

Yeah, kid. Let’s take it easy.

MAN

Fuck off. She deserved to pay. You

all deserve to pay!

COP 1

Let us help you.

Man is more red than ever. He screams.

COP 2

Woah. What’s he doing?

COP 1

I don’t know.

COP 2

Let’s back up.

This bag of popcorn is almost ready to come out of the

microwave; everyone within 50 feet begin to rapidly blow up.

Finally, Man himself also blows up and floats to the sky.

EXT. CLOUDS - NIGHT

Man is surrounded by all of his victims, equally paralyzed.

A plane quickly approaches from the distance, heading right

for Man.

MAN (V.O.)

Oh no. Oh no, no, no, no, no!

The jet grows larger and larger and then...SPLAT. Man is

sucked into the engine and ripped to pieces like a piece of

wood in a wood chipper. Everybody else continues to float.


