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FADE IN:

INT. - OFFICE - DAY

Poster-sized project plans occupy the walls of this one
window, two desk office. The critical paths are picked out
in red. As we pass them, we read milestones like “Volcano
Base Complete”, “Install Shark Tank”, “Launch Satellite
Laser Weapon” and “Blackmail World”.

There’s a health and safety poster with diagrams of how to
lift nuclear missiles without doing in your back, and a
hatstand with a cycle helmet on it. A mission statement
poster reads: We Aim To Lead The World In (”in” crossed out
and replaced with “using”) Terror, Extortion and Revenge.
At the bottom of the poster is a picture of a
mephistophelian man in black, wearing an eye-patch and
cradling a white cat. Above this is a “Human Resources”
sign.

A phone RINGS. We pass by a shelf of folders with titles
like “Death Benefit Forms”, “Ninja CVs”, “Accounts:
Extortion” and a picture of the Employee of the Month, a
man with barbed metal hooks instead of hands, looking
psychotic. In the mean time we hear TRISH answer the phone.

TRISH
Human Resources; Trish speaking.
Good morning, Number One. Hmm?

A fastidious woman in early middle age, smart in a
conservative suit, sits tapping at her computer while she
talks into the phone. Her desk is as neat as her
appearance.

TRISH
I'll check, dear.

She turns to her younger and scruffier subordinate at the
other, messier desk, putting her hand over the mouthpiece.

TRISH
James.

JAMES is playing Solitaire on his PC.

TRISH
James.

He quickly minimizes the window.

JAMES
Yes!



TRISH
(chewing her pen)
Professor Von Teufel’s expenses
haven’t gone through. Did we need
to come back to him about
something?

James 1is looking dreamily at Trish and the pen, his head on
one side. He jerks out of his reverie.

JAMES
Right. Hang on.

He reaches for a filebox and is about to open it. It makes
a clicking sound, like a gun being cocked.

TRISH
Not that one!

James opens the locks and skates back in his chair as a
knife blade SPRINGS out to protrude five inches, where his
chest was a moment before. He puts the box back on the
floor gingerly. He picks up a similar one and opens it,
taking out a form with receipts stapled to it.

JAMES
Ah, he’'s put down all this
weapons—-grade plutonium on his
expenses instead of going through
Purchasing.

TRISH

(into phone)
The plutonium should have gone
through Purchasing, that’s why.
No, I know, dear. Yes, I know.

(to JAMES)
He says if he doesn’t get his
expenses before the cheque clears
then there’ll be no nuclear
missiles and -

(listens)
and he’ll crush you like an
insect.

(into phone)
I'll sort it for you, dear, don’'t
WOrry.

Trish puts the phone down.

TRISH
Ooh, he thinks I’'ve got all the
time in the world to listen to
him moan... Just print out an
approval and I’'1ll sign it off.

James hits “Print”. An error message appears on his screen.



TRISH
Now, where are we with that
insurance claim?

James goes round his desk to wrestle with the printer,
which isn’t doing anything.

JAMES
What insurance claim?

TRISH
The piranha handler.

Trish gets up to help James prise the cover off the
printer.

TRISH
The chap who did the piranha pool
in the boss’s office. He fell in
and he’s claiming it counts as an
industrial accident.

As they fumble around, James’ hand touches hers, as if by
accident. They freeze. Trish snatches her hand away,
embarrassed. James gets it open and Trish goes back to her
desk.

JAMES
Er, I haven’t got round to that
yet. What did the boss say about
it?

TRISH
He said it was the price of
failure. Don’'t pay up.

James has the top of the printer off and is rummaging
around.

JAMES
Right. Um... are you going to the
birthday thing later?

He pulls out a a nasty-looking shuriken.

TRISH
What was it?

JAMES
Ninja throwing star again. From
last week.

TRISH
Good lord, they’re still turning
up everywhere. Whose birthday is
it, then? Not that man with
the...

(MORE)



TRISH (cont'd)
(mimes pirate hooks)

...instead of hands?
James returns to his desk as the printer starts working.

JAMES
God no. No, the guy who does the,
er...
(mimes stabbing someone)
Kevin something.

TRISH
Will it be lots of drinking with
all the henchman types? I don’'t
like that. Just give me the card
to sign.

James passes her a large, bunny-themed birthday card full
of signatures. Trish picks a pen out of the pot on her desk
and clicks its button.

JAMES
Not that one!

A small dart WHOOSHES into the side of James’ monitor, a
few inches from his face. Trish freezes, then replaces the
pen very carefully, and swaps to another.

TRISH
(signing)
From Trisha... with love...
There. That’1ll do.

JAMES
Ooh go on, come to the party; you
only live once. There’ll be

dancing.

TRISH
No, no. Which reminds me, dear -
CVs.

JAMES

For the new henchmen?

TRISH
For the volcano base guards. Have
you locked through them?

James pulls out a folder of CVs marked "“For H.R. Eyes Only”
from under the crap on his table and shuffles through.

JAMES
Actually, yeah. All a bit wussy.
They really don’t look as good as
the last lot.



TRISH
Now that’s a problem, isn’t it,
because half the last lot got
blown up when that spy got into
the Professor’s laboratory. And
one team got thrown out of the
stealth plane at 20,000 feet.

JAMES
(shuffling CVs)
Ooh, there’s one guy here who’s a
certified parachute instructor.

TRISH
Well it’'s too late for that now,
isn’t it? And will you remember
to send them the personality
questionnaire this time? Half of
the last lot weren’'t psychopaths
at all.

JAMES
All right, all right. You’'re
right, though; they were more
stroppy than actually
psychopathic.

TRISH
Well, James, that'’s partly
because of your payroll cock-up
last month.

Trish holds up a ragged piece of paper with “process
payroll or I dissolve you in acid” written on it in cut-out
newsprint letters.

JAMES
See; stroppy. Still, live and let
live, that’s what I say. I'm
still going out with them
tonight. The surviving ones. Sure
you won’t come, Trish?

TRISH
I can’'t keep up with it. Two
vodka martinis and I’'m anybody’s.

JAMES
(embarrassed)
Well, that’s... is that right?
Oh, go on, just come for a bit.

TRISH
You expect me to drink?

JAMES
No, Trish, I expect you to dance.



James mimes dancing, then stops, embarrassed.

TRISH
Silly boy. Behave, before I have
you laminated.

James covers his embarrassment by sipping his coffee and
picking up the cling-film wrapped sandwich on his desk.

TRISH
Not that one!

James freezes.

TRISH
That’s my lunch.

JAMES
Hey, can you smell burning?

TRISH
Oh, I can always smell burning.
What do you expect if your office
is a hollowed out volcano?

Suddenly, a loud KLAXON sounds. Trish and James jump up and
look at each other nervously.

JAMES
It's not fire drill day is it?

TRISH
That’'s Friday mornings.

There is a loud EXPLOSION from outside the room. They both
cross to the window and peer through the closed blinds.

TRISH
Can you see anything?

JAMES
Just smoke.

Scared, James sneaks his hand into Trish’s. Another loud
BANG, closer this time.

JAMES
What do we do?

TRISH
Should we shred the accounts?

The startlingly near sound of automatic GUNSHOTS rings
outside the door. There are a couple of single shots and
screams, suddenly cut off. Trish and James dive behind
Trish’s desk and hide underneath it. Footsteps approach the
door. The handle jiggles.






