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INT. SUBURBAN BEDROOM - NIGHT

PREM, an 18 year old British Indian boy is slumped at a computer, clicking and moving the mouse, the screen a constantly changing canvas of windows opening and closing.

A tone sounds, he clicks and brings up a CHAT WINDOW. 
CHAT WINDOW

RICK: You’ve gotto come Prem.
PREM sighs, fishes about in a drawer and pulls out a bottle of cheap vodka, two-thirds full. 
He notices a photograph in the drawer and picks it up. It’s a photo of his Dad, VIK, 45. He shakes his head and places it face down on the desk.

PREM takes a swig of vodka and taps out a message.
CHAT WINDOW

PREM: Check this site. www.midnightcomes.com
PREM clicks again and another window opens to fill the screen, the logo, MIDNIGHT COMES, in blood-red letters, dripping with glistening blood on a black background.

As he scrolls down the web page, images and words flash past. “Sign of the Beast”, “666”, “Black Magic”, “Death”, are some of the phrases that are visible, along with images of vampires and zombies. 

He scrolls past a picture of a beautiful girl, CHER. He scrolls up again. Her dark eyes stare at him. Her face is white and her hair is black, her lips are full and blood red. She is wearing a long black robe. 

PREM is transfixed.
The message tone sounds again and PREM is startled back to awareness. 
CHAT WINDOW

RICK: Man, that’s dark. You OK?
PREM laughs, swigs some vodka, puts the bottle on top of the photograph of his father and taps at the keyboard.
CHAT WINDOW

PREM: I’m cool - c u soon.
He leans towards the screen, kisses the girl’s lips and stands up unsteadily. He grabs the vodka, the photo is stuck to the base.
Prem takes a plastic water bottle from a shelf and fills it with the vodka. He knocks back what’s left in the vodka bottle, pulls the photo off the base, and rolls the bottle under the bed. He turns the photo over and squeezes back a tear.

PREM
Sorry Dad. It’s too hard. I can’t do it any more. I have to go now.
INT: SUBURBAN DINING ROOM, NIGHT.
10 MINUTES LATER
CONNIE, a 42 year old woman sits at the dining table, nibbling a chapatti. As well as her own half-empty plate, there is another opposite her, piled with untouched food.
There are marble statues of the Hindu Gods, Brahma and Shiva on the sideboard.
CONNIE sighs and looks up as PREM enters; he’s freshly showered and dressed in a clean shirt and smart trousers, the vodka-filled water bottle in his hand. CONNIE forces a smile.

CONNIE

You look nice Prem. Very smart. 

PREM smiles and nods.

CONNIE (CONT’D)
You enjoy yourself.

PREM

Are you all right Mum?

CONNIE
Of course I am. I’m going to have to get used to being on my own when you go to university.
PREM tucks the bottle down the back of his trousers, leans forward and kisses her on the head.
PREM
Sorry Mum, I have to go now.
CONNIE
It’s just that, since your father went.
PREM
I know.
CONNIE
Will that girl be there? That Norma?

PREM
I don’t want to talk about her. I told you.

CONNIE
You’re not going to drink I hope?
PREM
Everything’s going to be all right Mum.
INT: NIGHTCLUB FOYER, NIGHT.

PREM enters as part of a steady stream of people of about the same age as he is.
The DOORMAN spots PREM’s unsteadiness.
DOORMAN
Hold on you.

PREM carries on walking, staring ahead and smiling. The DOORMAN clicks his fingers in front of PREM’S eyes.

DOORMAN
Hey you, I said don’t move.

PREM nods and stops walking.

PREM sways with an absent smile as he waits for the DOORMAN to check the tickets of other party-goers.
A COUPLE OF LADS in the queue are shoving each other. The DOORMAN moves quickly towards them, his back towards PREM.
PREM shrugs and walks into the club.
INT: NIGHTCLUB, NIGHT.
PREM enters a packed nightclub. The music is loud drum and bass.
PREM makes his way through the crowd towards a group of people. These are RICK, 18, NORMA, 18, SAL, 17, JAKE 16, FARAH 18, JEZ 19, ALED 18, CRAIG 17 and JESSICA 17.

PREM scans the faces of his friends, everyone is happy and smiling. When he focuses on NORMA’s face her smile drops and she looks down towards her feet. PREM shrugs and turns to RICK, producing the water bottle with the vodka – it’s almost half-empty. He unscrews the bottle top.
PREM
Here Rick, have some of this.
RICK
(sniffs the vodka)

How did you manage to get that in? (He doesn’t take the bottle)

PREM laughs and takes a mouthful. He hands the bottle to RICK again.

RICK takes the bottle, takes a small sip and hands it back to PREM, who is energised, almost hyperactive, scanning the room.

PREM
Who’s here?

RICK
The usual tossers.
PREM grabs RICK’s sleeve and drags him into the throng. PREM tries to hide it but can’t help looking back at NORMA.

PREM’s eyes meet NORMA’s again. She gives a weak smile, her eyes flick over towards RICK, she looks down towards her feet.

PREM 

(to RICK)

Let’s go man.

As PREM and RICK move into the crowd. RICK turns to PREM, he has to shout into PREM’s ear to be heard above the noise of the Drum and Bass.
RICK
Are you OK with the Norma thing?

PREM
Everything comes to an end. It’s cool.

PREM jigs around to the music.

PREM (CONT’D)
This is a tune man.

RICK
Good, good. Don’t forget, the cabs are booked for midnight.
PREM takes another swig from the vodka. RICK watches him and shakes his head.
RICK (CONT’D)
You’ll kill yourself at that rate. 

PREM laughs and drinks some more.
INT: NIGHTCLUB (SAME LOCATION), NIGHT

OVER THE NEXT HOUR

PREM and RICK moving amongst the revellers.

PREM drinking swigs of the vodka.

PREM hugging SAL
RICK shaking his head at PREM’s antics

PREM hugging JAKE
PREM dancing energetically.

RICK standing still watching PREM disappear into the crowd.

PREM staggering, obviously very drunk.
PREM falling, FARAH and JEZ helping him up

JEZ
Are you all right mate?

PREM stands up and pushes JEZ away.

PREM lurches towards the toilet, one hand over his mouth, the other hand clutching the empty bottle.

INT: NIGHTCLUB TOILETS, NIGHT.

PREM is retching into a sink over the empty bottle.
ALED and CRAIG stop and laugh at him.

ALED
Amateur - shall I phone your mammy?

CRAIG
Shut up Aled. I’ll go and get Norma (he hesitates) or someone . .
PREM jerks up from the sink and turns to face the boys. The colour is drained from his face, his eyes are red, there is puke spattered on his shirt.

PREM
Go boil your puny heads.

PREM makes a grab for CRAIG. The boy easily dodges him. PREM falls to the floor.

CRAIG
OK mate. It’s up to you.

ALED and CRAIG leave the toilets.

PREM is crying, his head buried in his hands as he sits on the floor.

INT: NIGHTCLUB, NIGHT

PREM staggers out of the toilet and moves into the crowd.

He grabs JESSICA and throws his arms around her, using her for support.

JESSICA is uncomfortable with this. She pushes him away.

JESSICA
Sort it out Prem. Don’t be such a baby.
PREM’s POV
The scene is wobbling, people fade in and out of focus, the bass tones of the music get louder and faster.
PREM focuses on NORMA and RICK, they are kissing passionately. PREM retches and his world becomes a swirling scene of coloured light. The light fades to complete darkness, the music fades to silence.

A second of silent blackness.

First the music then the world of vision returns. It’s all a blur. Focus returns and he looks up from the floor into the deep dark eyes of the girl, CHER, he saw on the Internet earlier. She is dressed in the same black robe; her lips are the same blood-red; her raven-black hair frames her whitened face under the cowl of her robe so that she looks like a beautiful porcelain doll.

CHER reaches her hand out to PREM. He takes it and as he touches her skin he shivers and the world of the nightclub become surreally sharp and colourful. 
END OF PREM’s POV

PREM pulls himself to his feet. He stands up and stares into CHER’s eyes.
CHER leads him across the dance floor towards the rear exit.

They pass unnoticed through the crowd.
EXT: REAR OF NIGHTCLUB, NIGHT

PREM and CHER emerge and she leads him to a dark doorway.

PREM stares into her eyes.
PREM
Who are you?

CHER lifts her finger to her lips, the fingernails a perfect glossy black.

CHER
Ssh. My name is Cher. I am death.

PREM
Am I dead?

CHER
Is that what you want?
CHER leans towards PREM, her lips poised to kiss his.

PREM’s POV

CHER’s beautiful face fills his vision as she is about to kiss him. She stops and looks up. PREM turns his head. There is a girl CRIS, who looks identical to CHER, except she is dressed in a glittering white gown and her face is full of life and colour.
CRIS
Is that what you want?
PREM turns to look at CHER.

EXT: REAR OF NIGHTCLUB (SAME LOCATION), NIGHT

PREM is comatose, sprawled on the cold concrete.

A group of his friends are crowded around. These are RICK, 18, NORMA, 18, SAL, 17, JAKE 16, FARAH 18, JEZ 19, ALED 18, CRAIG 17 and JESSICA 17.

RICK is shaking PREM.

PREM does not respond.

CRAIG

Leave him. Come on - the cabs are waiting.
NORMA
Is he dead?

Rick shakes harder.

INT: SUBURBAN BEDROOM, DAY - THROUGH A TIME-WARP
A FEW MONTHS EARLIER
PREM’s POV

PREM’s father, VIK - 45, nods his head sadly. As he speaks he fades in and out of focus - what PREM sees alternates between the darkness and his father.

VIK
These things happen. Now you have to be a man. 

Life doesn’t always work out the way you imagine. It’s the same for all of us.

It’s a choice between life and death - in the end you have to make that decision for yourself.

I just want you to know my love will never die, but you will have to find your own inner strength.

You have to fight it.

Fight it . . .

Fight it . . . 

PREM (OOV - DISTANT)

Sorry Dad. I can’t do it any more.
VIK

It’s not death PREM. It’s change, It is life.

(The scene fades. VIK’s voice echoing.)

Fight it.
Find the strength.

EXT: REAR OF NIGHTCLUB, NIGHT

PREM’s POV. 
He reaches out to CRIS. She’s smiling.

INT: SUBURBAN BEDROOM, DAY

NOW

PREM’s POV
A blur of light and colour

CONNIE (OOV)

Come on Prem - we’ve got a lot to do today.

PREM’s eyes open and he scans the room. Everything is in its place. CONNIE, his mother is fussing with his clothes in the wardrobe.

CONNIE (CONT’D)

We’ve got to pack, get things ready, if you’re going to start that new life you’ve always wanted.

END OF PREM’s POV

CONNIE (CONT’D)
Now, don’t be too long getting up. I’ve got some tea and toast on the go, and for goodness’ sake turn that computer off - think of the environment.

PREM smiles and sits up

PREM
Mum - I love you, you know that. Thanks for all this.

CONNIE
Oh stop it. Come on, shake yourself, your tea will be cold.

CONNIE leaves the room carrying a bundle of PREM’S clothes.

PREM gets out of bed and stretches. He goes over to his desk and shakes the mouse on the computer. The screen clears.

The website window is still open, the picture is still there. It is the same pose, the same eyes, but instead of CHER in her black robe it is CRIS, dressed in a glittering white gown. Her face is full of light and colour and her smile is as serene and mysterious as the Mona Lisa’s.
PREM smiles and leans forward to kiss the screen.

PREM
Thank you.

PREM clicks the mouse and closes the window

- THE END -
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