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TITLE SEQUENCE.

We traverse along a fantastic structure. An architectural
oddity. Protuberances whose curves flow into one another, and
then on, into plateaus. Skirting mounds, rushing through a
forest of metal spikes, swirling along tubular whorls, and
then plunging into and along rivers of red, sinking into
deep, deep blackness

FADE IN TITLE: White on black: CARCASS

INT. SLEEPCRADLE. NIGHT

We slowly creep towards LUCY as she sleeps. She is dreaming.
Her skin, perfect, seems to glisten. The ambient light seems
to bounce off it and her. This is not the sheen that sweat
brings but the sheen of perfection

As we creep ever closer, to admire, Lucy suddenly sneezes

EXT. ROAD. DAY

The rocad cuts into the horizon like a railrocad track. The low
grass gently sways. Wispy clouds look painted onto the
metallic grey sky

As we move along the road towards the horizon we slowly
discern a silver object. It is box

The box hovers five feet above ground. As we approach it the
lid opens and we can now see inside

Inside the box is a solar system

Stars explode, universes expand and planets are formed

INT. LUCY'S FLAT. NIGHT

Lucy is pulling at the sleeve of a bodySuit she holds. Trying
to pull the arm off she fails.

Sitting on the toilet she presses the sleeve against her
crotch

Checking the sleeve, she sees the blood and returns it to her
crotch. Pressing again she tries to stop the blood flowing

Shoving the sleeve in the bowl she holds it and flushes

Bloody water fills the bowl, spilling over the rim and down
the outside of the toilet

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED:

Lucy is menstruating. The bloody water leaks around her and
as we move back to see the damage it is doing we see Lucy
isolated in her living space

The space is open plan and the absence of walls means we can
see Lucy sitting on the toilet, the sleepCradle bed, the
seating area. There is no other furniture and no spaces we
cannot see; no kitchen around the corner, no upstairs, this
is it

JIM (0.S.)
What are you doing? You got a
malfunction?

LOCY
Just doing a toilet

JIM (0.S.)
Again? What's that on your face?
Did they say this would happen?

LUCY
Nothing, nothing. They said it
might vyes

Lucy wipes the tear away

JIM (0.S.)
Fine. I'1ll see you later. Loocks
like a good evacuation. Tell me all
about it later

LUCY
See you soon

INT. LUCY'S FLAT. DAY

Lucy is using the channelAll flat screen wall as a mirror and
she examines a spot on her face extremely carefully. Examines
it in minute detail

She pokes it. She squeezes it. She tastes it

INT. LUCY'S FLAT. DAY
Lucy is on the toilet. She is doing an evacuation

The relief shows on her face as she strains to push her waste
out



INT. LUCY'S FLAT. DAY
Lucy gently pinches her bodySuit.

LUCY
Fix

The bedySuit adjusts, becoming skin-tight
We can just about read the carboSliceTM logo on the three

enhancement pills before Lucy snatches them up and hungrily
consumes them. Taking one more just to make sure

INT. LUCY'S FLAT. DAY

A 'heathRobinson' contraption holds a tomatc. Tubes, taps,
clips and bowls conspire to help the tomato grow on the wvine

Lucy tends it. The tcmato is a few days away from full, deep
red ripeness

Lucy replaces the tomato in its hiding place

JIM (0.S.)
Boo!!

Lucy jumps

JIM (0.S.) (CONT'D)
Got you. You coming?

LUCY
Yes

Lucy conceals the plant

EXT. PATH. DAY.

LUCY stands and stares at the ground. She is looking at
something she doesn't understand.

On the ground is a silver key. It's metal teeth glitter in
the sunshine. Bending, she gingerly pockes and prods it with

her finger. Picking it up she places it on the forearm of her
bodySuit and it sinks in and disappears from view.

INT. JIM'S FLAT. AFTERNOON.

JIM eyes LUCY who is watching channelAll

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED:

CHANNELATL
Current keepyup record is 52 by
Eban Stryker-Mills. Take Eban's
style and compare with your own.
Can you...

A young boy keeps a virtual ball from hitting the floor using
feet and knees only

JIM
I want some private time

LUOCY
Private time?

JIM
Yes

LUCY
Right now?

JIM
Yes

INT. JIM'S SLEEPCRADLE. MINUTES LATER.
The sleepCradle transforms to accommodate two people.
Jim lies on top of Lucy. They are both wearing bodySuits

LUCY
Squash me

As Jim pushes down Lucy's bones click and pop. Jim stops
LUCY (CONT'D)
You're squashing me good. You're so
good at this

Lucy's takes Jim's hand and uses it to strokes her arm

JIM
Have you been making out ok?

Lucy breaks wind and as Jim recoils Lucy tries to hold him in
position

JIM (CONT'D)
I don't feel comfortable up here

LUCY

I just want you to press down on
me. Squash me

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED:

Lucy retak
takes over

JIM
This triggers as very bad. I need
my booster

LUCY
You feel boosted to me!

SARA (0.8.)
Is something wrong with what the
rest of us normally do?

LOCY
Something different again is all we
do

SARA (0.S.)

Your private time clips rating
really high. Spiking every time.
This and the plant and the
diagnosis, super ratings

JIM
Can we look to do this later?

SARA (0.S.)
Stopped by to arrange later.
Stimulator when you can, as close
to usual as normal

LUCY
It's always been that way

SARA (0.S.)
Well let it be so

es Jim's hand and uses it to caress herself. Jim
. He begins to unfasten her bodySuit and slips his

hand onto her shoulder.

Caressing her shoulder Jim feels the downy hair and recoils

in shock.

INT. JIM'S

JIM
GOOGLE! !

FLAT. EVENING.

Lucy is seated on the toilet. She is doing an evacuation

JIM
What is that thing you are
creating?

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED:

LUCY
Tomato

JIM
TOE MAR TOE. What does it do? Is it
to be traded? There's alot of
chatter about it

LOCY
Eat. I'm going to eat it

JIM
What? How? Is this why you are
taking so many slices?

LUCY
Taking what I need

JIM
Should you be taking so many?

LUCY
The symptoms are what they are

JIM
Two evacuations today, three months
of food supply today. This wasn't
the conversation had

LUCY
And I might not take any tomorrow
or after

Jim motions the channelall screen wall on

JIM
Take a look at this. I found this.
Probability's suggesting a minimal
solution though

All the feeds of people in their flats from numerous
openessCameras switch to the Avatarium promo. It plays

The shop title morphs into three dimensional virtual reality
bodyshapes. Each bodyshape morphs intoc a different bodyshape

Jim taps the screen and a section of the wall shows the
Avatarium's diary

JIM (CONT'D)
Appointments to view right now



INT. CORRIDOR. THE AVATARIUM. DAY.
Jim, Lucy and SPICER stroll along the corridor

SPICER
So we have the avatar
reconstructure rooms along here.
What we do is explode the body.
Explode our idea of the body

JIM
So it could work

SPICER
No. What you are talking about
is... The cell is still going to be

the cell, transformation not
elimination is this procedure

JIM
It wouldn't work

LUCY
It's socmething I've carried inside
me since the beginning

SPICER
You are trying to find a solution
to the.. It's the perfect problem

LUCY
Can we see some more?

SPICER
reconstructureMachine.

They move along the corridor

SPICER (CONT'D)
You go into long-term sleep mode at
eighty?

LOUCY
Forty years from now

SPICER
That's potentially one hundred and
nineteen avatars in your forty
years remaining?

LUCY
Does it hurt?

SPICER
We explode the body. Can't make an
omelette without breaking few eggs.
(MORE)

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED:
SPICER (CONT'D)
I've always wondered where that
comes from. One of those things you
just repeat without.....

INT. STIMULATOR BAR. NIGHT.
The STIMULATOR Bar is a riot of muted colours.

No touch screens sit in the walls, no audiovisual adverts are
pushed at the clientele. There are simply curved, soft,
slightly battered furnishings; non-frenetic people sitting
around; soft chatter and the low tones of the sea washing up
against a beach. A soft, sandy, beach

LUCY, JIM, and SARA sit in deep soft 1999 sofas. A mahogany
table holds their drinks. SARA swirls her finger on her
commdevice's touch panel. The screen remains dead

Lucy explodes into a coughing fit

SARA
You're coughing like a foreigner

LUCY
It'll... pass... in a.... moment

JIM
Could you keep it down?

SARA
Yes be quiet. Let's get another
drink

LOCY

I was looking at colds today. I
would like to get one

SARA
So you'll just get older quicker
will you?

LOUCY
Something like that

SARA
And will you be any use to us?

JIM
Will vou just stop one day or
gradual atrophy?

SARA

I was looking at a baby today.
Getting a baby

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED:

LUOCY
Slowly diminish. My hair will
change colour. My bones will change
shape curving me up, and then I
won't be able to walk well

JIM
No to private time then

SARA
You would tell me? If I wasn't
suited

JIM
You're not getting a baby

SARA
Right, right but if you I were you
would tell me?

LUOCY
And then I'll piss more, evacuate
more
SARA
That's started
LUCY
Daily
JIM

That's started

SARA
Are you still having that dream?
The box dream?

Lucy looks down at the table
SARA (CONT'D)
So this is why you stop taking the
pills?

LUOCY
I. The pills. I.

SARA
It's just if you're not going to be
useful...

JIM
Its inefficient

SARA
To spend time

(CONTINUED)



10.
CONTINUED:

JIM
Forty years you say with twenty
useful ones?
(to Sara)
Did you run it?

SARA
Yes. Twenty at this rate of
degradation. With enhancement pill
consumption. So it might be useful
to keep... not to just stop taking

JIM
It might be useful

Lucy sneezes. And then again. Louder. Jim glances around the
bar. Lucy sneezes again

JIM (CONT'D)
You should stop

Lucy sneezes adain

JIM (CONT'D)
We should go. Let's go. We should
go

EXT. STREET. NIGHT.

Jim revs the electroBathchair and it increases speed
slightly. An opennessCamera refocuses to their position and
follows them as they traverse along the street

Lucy closes her eyes and steps off the eBc

JIM
What are you doing? Get on? Get on

Lucy starts to jog and as she passes him she shouts

LUOCY
Using my legs. I'm using my legs

INT. JIM'S FLAT. NIGHT.

It is quiet. Dark. The walls are set to window mode.
Reflecting the low light in the room they are acting like
mirrors. We can see Jim as he changes into a new bodySuit

LUCY

We're just spewcoding here.
Pause, reflection, spew.

(CONTINUED)






























