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COLD OPEN

OVER BLACK: RIGHT NOW

MALE VOICE/ANDRE ZEUSS (O.S.)
No such thing as a hero, okay?

ON AN OLD, GRAINY TELEVISION SCREEN

ANDRE ZEUSS (60s), a sunburnt real estate tycoon and TV
personality, holds a press conference.

CHRYON: ZEUSS TO SUE LIGHTNING LORD FOR PROPERTY DAMAGE

ANDRE [ON TV]
I got people that work for me,
smart people. Brave people. The
best people around. The best, okay?
But they don’t call themselves
superheroes. Come on.

incredulous( )
I don’t call myself a superhero.

THERESA (O.S.)
Because you’re a soggy dick-sack.

INT. ZOO - VETERINARIAN WARD - NIGHT

Theresa (30s), the Assistant Veterinary Officer, fills out
paperwork with an occasional shot of disgust aimed at the TV.

Her pressed, khaki uniform stands in stark contrast to her
partially-shaved head and bright, blue hair.

ANDRE [ON TV]
I worked for what I have. No labels,
no capes. No action toys with my
face on them. Just my nose and a
grindstone. Hard work. The hardest.

THERESA
You’re rock hard right now, aren’t
you? Behind that podium-

ANDRE [ON TV]
Any guy who calls himself a superhero
is lying to you okay? Lighting Lord
is lying, okay? He’s distracting us
with his carrot while, you know, the
stick it’s dangling from- it’s not a
good stick.



Theresa CLICKS the TV off.

THERESA
Fuck. You.

Theresa shakes her head and RATTLES a tube of nicotine gum
out of her pocket. Better than nothing. She opens her mouth-

BOOM!

Theresa spills her gum-

What the fuck was that? She waits. Did she imagine it?

BOOM!

Closer this time, a sound of carnage and wrecked metal.

Theresa picks up her walkie talkie-

THERESA (cont'd)
Theresa to Gus?

The walkie SQUAWKS-

GUS  [ON THE WALKIE]
Police are coming- think it’s just
some drunk assholes. Don’t know how
they got a truck inside here-

THERESA
Truck? What was that big boom?

GUS [ON THE WALKIE]
notices something else( )

Shit... these motherfuckers tore
out the fence on Khan’s cage!

BOOM!

Whatever it is, it’s in the hallway outside.

GUS (ON THE WALKIE)
I’ll call you back.

THERESA
Gus!

The walkie is quiet. Everything is. Maybe. Theresa strains her
neck. Are those footfalls? She leans against the door and-

The handle JINGLES.
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THERESA (cont'd)
Shit-stop it!

VOICE/REX (O.S.)
It’s me. It’s okay.

The handle JINGLES again.

VOICE/REX (O.S.) (cont'd)
Let me in, okay?

THERESA
Go away- the police are coming!

Theresa fishes for a syringe and wields it like a knife.

VOICE/REX (O.S.)
What? No. Hey. I injected myself.
On accident. I’m high, but- I just
need proponal and cyclobenzaprine.

beat( )
I’m going to break the door, okay?

THERESA
lowers syringe( )

...Rex?

BOOM! The door flies off the hinges and cracks Theresa across
the temple. She drops, blood pooling out around her head as-

A COSTUMED SUPERHERO (late 20s)- we will come to know him as
REX- enters the room. His eyes are like saucers-

REX
Theresa..!

jittery( )
I’m sorry. It’s going to be okay.
I’m going to be okay. I’ll fix it.

He scans the locked glass medicine cabinet- empty. Shit. He
looks past his shaking hands and back at Theresa.

REX (cont'd)
What the fuck am I doing?

to the room/world( )
I’m a superhero.

Rex gathers himself and dashes off. Silence until-

A TIGER- KHAN- lopes into the open doorway, licking its
chops as it considers Theresa. Mercifully, it walks off.

END COLD OPEN
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ACT ONE

OVER BLACK: BEFORE

A PAIR OF HANDS

They peel and press a wall decal- realistic jungle foliage-

ZOO NOISES give way to-

EXT. ZOO - CHIMPANZEE HABITAT - DAY

Rex crouches in the grass, scraping the edges of the decal flat
with a drywall spatula. Rex, however-

He’s much scrawnier than the last time we saw him and
couldn’t fill a superhero costume without doubling in size.

He wears a zoo uniform, his lips pursed with concentration.

He pushes the last remaining edge of his decal over the
crude jungle leaves painted on the wall beneath it.

He stands to admire his work-

It almost looks real, the definition on the photo and his
application are near-flawless.

THEREA (O.S.)
Rex!

He turns around to face-

Theresa, the blue-haired girl. She holds the service door as-

The Chief Veterinary Officer, ZEE (50s), enters beside her.
To say they looked shocked is an understatement-

The grounds of the fertile habitat are littered with the
bodies of a dozen unconscious chimpanzees.

REX (PRE-LAP)
I didn’t hurt them.

INT. ZEE’S OFFICE

Zee sits behind his sprawling desk and a mess of papers, his
face buried in his hands. This is not their first sit-down.

Theresa sits on the sill behind Zee, arms folded. Judging.
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THERESA
Are you insane?

Rex sits opposite Zee, slumped in a massive leather chair.

REX
Wait until they wake up-

THERESA
We could be shut down. You know
what would have happened if someone
saw this? With their phones?

REX
fuck you( )

We’re closed!
to Zee( )

The chimps'll flip. Just wait.

THERESA
Fuck you.

Zee straightens to raise a hand, admonishing her language.

REX
You know how many times I’ve caught
them staring at those awful ferns
we painted on the walls? Carl-

this is his life( )
Carl sat in front of the wall for
ten hours last week. If the chimps
don’t like it, fire me. Seriously.

THERESA
If they wake up.

REX
I used etorphine and- and a touch
of pentobarbital. Like a drop. And-

Theresa’s beside herself( )
And just something I wanted to try-

amused with himself( )
A little Mountain Dew. They’re
having the best dreams of their
life right now-

THERESA
What kind of sick, Dr. Moreau-
motherfucker do you think you are?

ZEE
Okay.
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REX
Says the girl they throw shit at.

THERESA
Fuck you!

ZEE
Okay!

Zee shakes his head, more parent than boss to these two.

ZEE (cont'd)
No one is going to question who
makes these animals happier-

Music to Rex’s ears-

ZEE (cont'd)
But our job is to take care of
them. To follow routine. And
protocol and laws.

Music to Theresa’s ears-

ZEE (cont'd)
I’ve never seen something so dumb
from someone so smart. Ever.

Zee can’t help but LAUGH-

THERESA
Because he’s not.

ZEE
You’re book smart, Rex. The
smartest. Ever. I mean it-

Rex beams-

ZEE (cont'd)
But something in between here and
here, you’re just...

Zee points between his head and his heart-

REX
I made their house a home.

His face is lit with a smug smile, waiting for either of
them to tell him otherwise. What, me worry?

REX (PRE-LAP)
Fuck-fuck-fuck!
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EXT. ZOO - EMPLOYEE PARKING - DAY

The sound of SPRAYING WATER  accompanies Rex’s outrage-

He grips his cheap bicycle by the handlebars and pounds the
rusty frame against the pavement, the lot dotted with cars.

REX
Mother-

In a burst of rage, Rex windmills his bike around his body
and throws it against the back, brick wall.

REX (cont'd)
-Fucker!

The helpless bike is beat to shit, the front wheel warped.

REX (cont'd)
Fuck...

He picks it up, rage now turned to guilt. It’s completely
un-ridable. He walks it, awkwardly, finally revealing-

ERNESTO, the garden superintendent. He’s holding the hose,
the hard spray of water frozen on a single spot of asphalt.

Rex pauses, looks at Ernesto... and Ernesto turns with the
hose as if he hasn’t heard a thing... he definitely did.

EXT. MCCAULEY FAMILY HOME - DAY

Somewhere in the weeds and the faded, peeling paint of this
two-story home is a diamond in the rough. Somewhere deep.

JOANNE (PRE-LAP)
How did you get here?

INT. MCCAULEY FAMILY HOME

Rex is stalled out mid-staircase, anxiety writ all over his
face as he looks down at his older sister, JOANNE (40s).

REX
How?

JOANNE
I mean why- why are you here?

She’s the portrait of NorCal suburbia, bleach-blonde hair
spiced up with a dark black undercoat.
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REX
Why are you here?

Whatever she’s hiding, it’s enough to flush her own face
with anxiety. The silent, awkward moment grows until-

Rex turns up the stairs for his bedroom, victorious.

INT. REX’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Rex stares at veterinarian jobs on an old computer screen.

The surface of his desk is stacked with an assortment of
science, chemistry and biology books, many of them focused
solely on zoology. On the shelf overhead-

-A children’s chemistry set, beakers and the like.

-A stack of hobby board games, a la Catan.

-A dusty swim trophy poised to leap off the edge.

-A photo of a Savannah, a cutout tiger glued atop it.

Rex leans back in his battered chair, hands atop his head.

The last bit of character in his room is the brightest-

-A giant, framed memorabilia box. Inside, a bright, WWE-
style wrestling costume, complete with a cowl and cape. It’s
the same uniform we’ve seen in the cold open.

Also inside we see-

-A photo of a much younger Rex alongside his sister Joanne
and three others we can assess to be his brother, mother and
father. The muscled, costumed wrestler is in the middle-

Autograph: “Ain’t No Time Like The Present!” - Brett Dooley

There’s a KNOCK at the door.

REX
No.

He spins, anticipating an entrance regardless.

Joanne pokes her head in.

JOANNE
Who’s making dinner tonight?
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REX
I’m not hungry.

Rex turns back to his screen.

JOANNE
But you’ll sneak downstairs at
three in the morning and eat my
leftovers.

He doesn’t respond.

JOANNE (cont'd)
Since we’re having such a good
time, might as well show you this.

She walks into the room and forces a letter between his face
and the screen. She pulls it away before he can read it-

JOANNE (cont'd)
Why are you looking at jobs?

He spins to kick her away from his computer.

REX
Can you get out of here?

JOANNE
The bank’s taking the house.

He yanks the letter out of her hand and studies it.

JOANNE (cont'd)
Rex-

REX
Shut up for a minute.

reading( )
We have a week? How did this-

She waves at his computer screen-

JOANNE
I guess asking you to work more is
out of the question. So that's cool.

Rex notices she brought more than the letter-

Joanne’s unsteady hand spots his carpet with a generous glass
of red wine. He tosses the letter away and spins around.

JOANNE (cont'd)
You’re a dick.
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She SIGHS and shakes her head, settling on-

The family photo inside the memorabilia frame.

Rex, unsettled by the quiet, turns to face her and catches
her staring at their past. It’s his turn to twist the knife-

REX
Mom would kill herself again if she
saw what you did to this house.

Joanne’s eyes race with tears, her hurt too sharp to put
into words. She turns without a word and races out the door.

REX (cont'd)
You try calling Gerry?!

Joanne replies by SHATTERING HER WINE GLASS against a wall.

INT. MCCAULEY FAMILY HOME - GARAGE

THE SOUND OF AN OVERTLY-SOCIAL GROUP OF BOARD GAMERS GROWS AS-

Rex POUNDS the wheel of his busted bike back into shape.

EXT. NEIGHBORHOOD STREETS - NIGHT

Rex wobbles on his bike and the GAMING SOUNDS GROW LOUDER.

EXT. AERO HOBBY SHOP - NIGHT

Rex walks the bike inside and straight into the NOISE.

INT. AERO HOBBY SHOP

The place is packed.

Three felt-lined tables stretch across the middle of the
room, with all manner of game and gamer arranged around them.

Rex rolls his bike behind the register, his sour demeanor
and color palette at odds with the upbeat mood and all the
bright, cardboard boxes lining the modest store’s shelves.

Rex takes it in and looks squirmy enough to bail, but-

DAVID
Rex!
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DAVID (20s), a handsome, suit-wearing mashup of Harry Potter
and Anderson Cooper, waves Rex to his table. He feigns anger
towards Rex as he loosens his tie. Sit.

INT. AERO HOBBY SHOP - LATER

Rex is mid-game with David and three other GAMERS. A giant
board is spread in front of them, scattered with components.

In spite of a smile, Rex’s eyes betray very little enjoyment.

DAVID
Rough day at the zoo?

Rex gives a slight nod and picks up a pair of ornate dice.

David whispers in Rex’s ear as he rolls-

DAVID (cont'd)
indicating BRENT( )

Brent hump a hyena again?

BRENT (20s), the hairy, hyena-looking gamer, watches with
anticipation as Rex moves his plastic warship.

REX
We don’t have hyenas at the zoo.

DAVID
I know, I just-

noticing Rex’s blunder( )
Are you serious?! Rex!

The other gamers LAUGH as Brent reaches across the board to
fill Rex’s vacated spot with his own ships.

DAVID (cont'd)
You gave him Centari-Two?!

Rex looks like he might cry.

DAVID (cont'd)
uh-oh( )

Of course you did, because that’s-

Rex gets up from the table and walks off.

DAVID (cont'd)
losing steam( )

-cause that’s a dogshit planet...
raises a finger( )

I’ll be right back.
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EXT. AERO HOBBY SHOP - NIGHT

Rex has wobbled halfway down the street on his bike by the
time David gets outside to give chase.

DAVID
Hey..!

Rex MOANS and comes to a reluctant stop as-

David jogs up beside him.

DAVID (cont'd)
Did I do something?

REX
I need to not be here. I’m sorry.

DAVID
Well, I think I have shin splints
now. I haven’t run since high school.

Rex doesn’t react.

DAVID (cont'd)
Since I stopped chasing assholes.

REX
What do you want?

DAVID
You to go on a date with me.

REX
I can’t do that. Like not at all.

DAVID
Tell me I haven’t been hitting on a
straight guy again.

Rex LAUGHS.

DAVID (cont'd)
Oh, it has laughter!

REX
I’m a mess, okay? A big, gay mess.

DAVID
shrugs( )

Grab a mop. Clean it up. Call me.

Rex looks ready to reject the offer, but his face softens-
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DAVID (cont'd)
What?

REX
Nothing. Something. I got to go.

David tries to pulls Rex by his hand before he can pedal
away, but- Rex pulls it back as if David is diseased.

DAVID
Are you kidding me..?

REX
I just get uncomfortable in public.

DAVID
One of those.

REX
I got family issues, okay?

DAVID
You got you issues.

REX
I think you're cute?

David shakes his head and walks away-

DAVID (O.S.)
He says with a question mark...

A WHIRRING NOISE  takes us to-

EXT. TOWN STREET - NIGHT

Rex pounds the pedals on his bicycle, riding past-

-A peeling elementary school.

-A neglected park, littered with HOMELESS MEN.

-A tired donut shop, a lone WOMAN, lost in her coffee.

Each spot is of little interest to Rex until he reaches-

EXT. MAIN STREET - TOWN HOUSE MOTEL - NIGHT

Rex slows as he rides past the dingy, drifter-friendly
motel. He focuses on an upstairs door as he glides past-

The door is ajar.
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Rex doubles back, gliding into the parking lot.

EXT. GERRY’S MOTEL ROOM

Rex hovers outside the open doorway... and pushes inside.

INT. GERRY'S MOTEL ROOM

The room looks like a gutted fish. Clothing and food debris
litters every inch of the tiny bedroom and kitchenette. The
only sign of decor is a Full Metal Jacket poster on the wall.

REX
...Gerry?

Rex pulls his bike inside the room, stopping when he steps in
a mysterious SQUISH beside the filthy coffee table. Gross.

Rex drops his bike and twists away, focused now on-

A dust of yellow-white powder on the table. Meth.

The powder draws his disgust and curiosity. Rex reaches and-

Gerry (40s), rushes from the bathroom wielding a large knife!

Rex SCREAMS and puts up his hands-

REX (cont'd)
Stop, stop- it’s me!

Gerry, despite being bare-chest and emaciated, seems wired
for primal violence. His body is covered in cheap military
tattoos and his eyes are anxious. This is Rex’s brother.

REX (cont'd)
Gerry!

Gerry smiles, a wild, crooked shape.

GERRY
T-Rex, in the flesh.

Gerry reaches in for a hug, though it's made impossible and
slightly dangerous by the knife- he awkwardly abandons it on
the table and squeezes Rex in his arms.

GERRY (cont'd)
How’s it hanging, baby brother?

Gerry lets Rex go and slaps a playful tap on his genitals.
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GERRY (cont'd)
Long and lean?

He slaps Rex on the face, probably harder than he means to.

GERRY (cont'd)
You crushin’ cakes or what?

Rex can hardly keep up, instead-

He looks at the dust of meth again.

GERRY (cont'd)
Oh, I see-

laughs( )
You need some chicken feed?

nods( )
You and me both, T-Rex.

Rex looks completely lost.

REX
...what?

Gerry shadow-boxes around the room.

GERRY
If I call the cops right now, are
you violating the restraining order
or am I?

Rex suddenly realizes this trip was a mistake.

REX
Hey, Gerry, maybe we could-

Gerry catches Rex moving toward the door and-

He tosses him- roughly- back towards the center of the room
and KICKS the door closed with the heel of his foot.

GERRY
Listen, I need some money, okay?

REX
What? No. I can’t. I thought...

He doesn’t know what the fuck he thought anymore.

GERRY
Come on, Dr. Dolittle. A few bucks.
You’re probably rolling in cheddar.
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REX
I came to ask-

one last try( )
We really need your help, Gerry.

Gerry LAUGHS like it’s the funniest joke he’s ever heard.
Until tears roll down his face and he turns bright red.

Rex moves for the door again and-

Gerry SLAPS Rex across the face. Hard and purposeful.

Rex’s eyes water with pain as he wipes under his nose. Blood.

GERRY
focused( )

Fuck that bitch, alright? Fuck both
of you. All that Brady Bunch shit.
That shit died with mom.

He extends a palm.

GERRY (cont'd)
Give me your wallet.

REX
Please.

GERRY
Don’t make me.

EXT. GERRY'S MOTEL ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Quiet until-

The SOUNDS OF A STRUGGLE  inside the room-

One man completely dominating a boy in a fight-

SQUEALING and SCREAMING and PUNCHING and-

A slender shape fills the window curtain with a silhouette as-

Rex is tossed against it, SHATTERING a bit of the glass
before the silhouette slumps to the floor.

Gerry EXHALES in exhaustion as we hear him ROB REX. Suddenly-

The door opens and Gerry emerges, pushing the bike.

He looks back into the room one final time-
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GERRY
This isn’t anything, alright?

He spits.

GERRY (cont'd)
I love you, T-Rex. No matter what.

Gerry pushes the bike down the landing and out of view.

Silence, again, until...

We hear REX SOBBING .

END ACT ONE
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