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INT. COMPUTER SCREEN/SEA OF WHALES CHATROOM - DAY

LOCUST by JUPITER C plays over the following:

An AVATAR in the shape of a BLACK STAR titled ‘PLAYER 1’ 
waits on-screen for a response.

PLAYER 1
I want to play the game.

An AVATAR of a BLUE WHALE titled ‘CONTROL’ opens. After a 
moment it REPLIES.

CONTROL
Once you start you cannot stop. Are you 
sure you still want to play?

PLAYER 1
Yes. 

CONTROL
Fifty days, fifty tasks. Carry out each 
task diligently and tell no one. When you 
finish each task upload evidence.

PLAYER 1
I understand. 

CONTROL
At the end of the game you kill yourself.

PLAYER 1
What if I can’t?

CONTROL
We have all your information. They will 
come for you. Are you ready?

PLAYER 1
Yes.

CONTROL
Prove it. 

The moment STRETCHES ...

A new window POPS open. 

A WEBCAM shows the inside of a WOMAN’S FOREARM. Freshly 
CARVED into the flesh is the RAW, BLEEDING outline of a 
WHALE.

BLOOD runs freely from the jagged WOUND.

A single word POPS UP on-screen.

CONTROL (CONT’D)
Good. 

CUT TO:
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TITLE CARD:          DAY 50. 

CUT TO:

INT. C/U TABLET - NIGHT

A BLOOD-RED HAWAIIAN GARLAND is draped loosely round a 
battered, sticker-decorated TABLET.

INT. MORGUE - DAY

ALIX, late-thirties, beautiful, but strained by too many 
years of struggling to make ends meet, stands in front of 
a bank of familiar STEEL DRAWERS. 

She looks down in SHOCK at the body of a FOURTEEN YEAR OLD 
GIRL who lays on the EXTENDABLE METAL TABLE. Her LONG 
FLOWING DARK HAIR fans around her. They share the SAME 
HAIR.  

BOON-MEE, late thirties his eyes AGGRESSIVE, stands next 
to Alix his back to the body of the girl and GLARES at two 
POLICE OFFICERS across the room. 

The first, CORDELL, male, black late twenties, is slowly 
CIRCLING around Boon-Mee trying to CALM him. The second, 
GOMES, early thirties, is the FOCUS of Boon’s ANGER.

GOMES
So, she had regular unrestricted access 
to the internet?

BOON-MEE
Of course she does. She’s fourteen!

CORDELL
Did she ever mention an online game? She 
might have called it ‘Blue Whale’ or 
maybe ‘Sea of Whales’?

BOON-MEE
Achara. Her name’s Achara!

GOMES
Parents never really know their children. 

Boon-Mee steps toward Gomes cutting her OFF. 

BOON-MEE
I know my daughter!

Alix’s voice CUTS IN. 

ALIX
No. You don’t. Neither of us did. 

Alix reaches out a trembling hand and gently STROKES the 
dead girl’s HAIR back into place. 
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Her FINGERTIPS trace lightly down her daughter’s ARM to 
the girl’s FOREARM, which is disfigured by the CRUSTED 
SCAR of a WHALE. 

ALIX (CONT’D)
Maybe she tried to tell us what she was 
going through and we didn’t understand. 
Or just didn’t listen. But we didn’t know 
her. Not really.

Boon CUTS IN.

BOON-MEE
That’s not true. I know her. 

Alix TURNS on him, ANGRY.

ALIX
Really? Who’s her best friend, Boon?  
What’s her favourite band? Has she ever 
been in love? Do you know ... because I 
don’t and I should!

BOON-MEE
She told us the important things! 

ALIX
Like this?

Boon SAGS. His anger leaves him in a rush, deflating him 
like a BLOW-OUT on the freeway. 

Silence.

Alix stares down at the WHALE carved into Achara’s arm.

ALIX (CONT’D)
What kind of game makes you do this?

CORDELL
A very sick one.

Alix LOOKS at him. 

ALIX
How sick?

GOMES
It’s a suicide game.

Alix draws in a sharp breath, SHOCKED. 

BOON-MEE
That’s ridiculous. My daughter didn’t 
kill herself. Someone did this to her and 
they’re out there right now!

Alix struggles to CENTRE herself ...
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ALIX
This game.

... and SUCCEEDS. 

ALIX (CONT’D)
(To Cordell)

How do you play?

INT. ALIX & BOON’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Alix STARTS AWAKE. She lays in a HUGE KING-SIZE BED, 
alone. 

Her LONG HAIR is cut much SHORTER and twisted into two 
tight BRAIDS that start above her temples and snake back 
to the nape of her neck, pulling her hair TAUT.

Alix slips out of bed and pads across the room into the 
hallway. 

INT. HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

She PAUSES by a TALL BUSHY PLANT in a DISTINCTIVE POT and 
stares at a DOOR that stands slightly AJAR across the 
hallway. Light GLOWS FAINTLY from the room beyond. 

Alix STEELS herself, pushes the door OPEN and steps 
INSIDE. 

INT. ACHARA’S ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Achara’s room has been mostly PACKED AWAY, but there are 
still enough of her things around to cause PAIN. Alix HUGS 
herself as she gazes at the few remaining traces of her 
daughter. 

Being in here feels like a VIOLATION.

On the bed is an OPEN BOX. Alix FROWNS at it and moves 
into the room to investigate. Inside she finds a battered 
LAPTOP, Achara’s PHONE and several other DEVICES.

A SHADOW falls over her from BEHIND and someone DRAWS a 
BREATH.

Alix JUMPS, spins in FEAR and sees ...

Boon.

ALIX
Jesus! You scared the shit out of me!

He looks AWFUL. 
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His eyes are ringed with dark circles, his face is sallow 
and his hair UNKEMPT. He’s wearing a LONG SLEEVED T-SHIRT 
that looks as if it hasn’t been washed for WEEKS and holds 
a BATTERED TABLET decorated with STICKERS.

ALIX (CONT’D)
(Indicating Tablet)

What’re you doing with that?

BOON
Nothing.

He TURNS and walks FROM the room.

ALIX
Boon!

Alix CHASES. 

INT. HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

She GRABS his FOREARM. He WINCES in PAIN and pulls away.

ALIX
What’s wrong with your arm?

BOON
It’s fine. Forget it. 

He tries to TURN AWAY, but she blocks him with her body 
and RIPS UP his sleeve, revealing ...

A WHALE carved into his FLESH.

ALIX
You just decided to go ahead without me? 

BOON
I can handle it. 

ALIX
No you can’t. Not alone, that’s what 
killed her. 

BOON
I’m not fourteen. 

Alix SLAPS him. 

Boon GRABS her upper arms, HARD. His face is intense, 
DANGEROUS. 

BOON (CONT’D)
How else do we get to them? How else do 
we find them and make them pay? 

Alix BREAKS his hold on her and SHOVES him BACK. 
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ALIX
We fake it. 

BOON
(Bitter, dry laughter)

Like the police? The game knows. They 
always know. It has to be real. There’s 
no other way.

He cradles his ARM, which has started to BLEED.

ALIX
It’s too dangerous. This thing, it gets 
inside you ... it changes you! 

BOON
I can handle it. 

ALIX
Really? What day are you on?

He won’t meet her EYES. Alix steps forward, YELLING.

ALIX (CONT’D)
WHAT FUCKING DAY!

This SHOCKS him into responding. 

BOON
Eighteen. 

ALIX
And you’re already this messed up. You 
can’t do this alone.

He LOOKS at her his eyes PLEADING.

BOON
Then help me. 

Alix GAZES at him, THINKING. Slowly she takes his FACE in 
her HANDS, feeling the shape with her FINGERS. 

ALIX
I can see her in you. 

Blood DRIPS from Boon’s arm STAINING the PALE CARPET. 

ALIX (CONT’D)
We’ll find them.

EXT. PLAYGROUND/PARK - DUSK

Alix, her face looking GAUNT and STRAINED, sits on a BENCH 
smoking a CIGARETTE. CORDELL, dressed in civilian clothes, 
sits next to her. They watch a SMALL GIRL who stands under 
a nearby TREE gazing down at a COLOURFUL TABLET. 
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ALIX
She’s getting big. 

CORDELL
Happens. You picked up some bad habits.

Alix takes a pointed DRAG on her cigarette and blows out 
SMOKE.

CORDELL (CONT’D)
Been months, Alix. And this is the first 
time you ever called me during daylight 
hours. You look bad. 

ALIX
Boon’s playing the game. 

Cordell LAUGHS to himself and SHAKES his HEAD in 
resignation.

CORDELL
Again? What the hell for? They always 
sniff the fakes around twenty or thirty. 

ALIX
He’s on day fifty. 

Cordell’s mouth drops in SURPRISE.

CORDELL
What!? How ...

Understanding DAWNS. 

CORDELL (CONT’D)
You let him cut and burn himself for real 
just to get close to them? What the hell 
is wrong with you?

ALIX
He can handle it. 

Cordell, suddenly ANGRY, stands. He’s almost YELLING. 

CORDELL
And you’re sat here letting him do it 
alone!?

Alix looks up at him, INTENSE.

ALIX
He’s on day fifty, Cordell. You know what 
that means? Tomorrow, the day after, next 
week, sometime they’ll come for him. They 
have to and when they do we’ll need you!
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CORDELL
No-one’s coming, Alix! We looked, for 
months and all we ever found was 
anonymous 4Chan bullshit and Russian 
Bots! There is no ‘They’. There’s no 
‘Control’. No-ones coming, there’s just 
... nothing! 

A little girl’s frightened voice CUTS IN. 

CORDELL’S DAUGHTER
Daddy ... ?

Cordell looks over and see his daughter stood a few feet 
from him looking SCARED, the TABLET dangling forgotten in 
her hand. Cordell DROPS to one knee and forces himself to 
SMILE.

CORDELL
It’s fine, Keisha I’m fine. Go play. 

Keisha looks at Alix with open suspicion. 

ALIX
What if she found it, Cordell. What if 
they found her? What would you do then?

ANGER crosses Cordell’s face.

CORDELL
I’d keep my baby safe. 

Keisha, still holding the TABLET in one hand, HUGS her 
daddy’s long legs TIGHT. Alix GESTURES at the TABLET with 
her CIGARETTE.

ALIX
How?

He has no answer. 

INT. HALLWAY/FRONT DOOR - DUSK

Alix enters the darkened house. It’s DINGY and feels 
UNCLEAN.

ALIX
Boon?

No answer.

She wanders up the stairs, which are GRUBBY; the walls 
show FINGER MARKS and careless STAINS. 

She reaches the HALLWAY.
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INT. HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

She walks down the hallway, past Achara’s room, which is 
firmly SHUT, towards an OPEN BEDROOM DOOR at the END of 
the hall. 

As she does she passes the TALL PLANT in the DISTINCTIVE 
POT. 

It’s DEAD. 

A few sad STALKS are denuded of leaves and a small drift 
of BROWNING plant matter at the base of the plant shows 
how long it’s gone UNLOVED.

Alix reaches the bedroom door and PUSHES it OPEN.

INT. ALIX & BOON’S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

The room is DISHEVELLED; the King-size bed is a mass of 
twisted, dirty sheets. The room is littered with SMEARED 
plates, cups with DARK RINGS, and CRUSTED cutlery.   

It’s also EMPTY.

On the BED, displayed on the mound of TWISTED SHEETS like 
an offering on an altar, is the BATTERED TABLET decorated 
with STICKERS. 

As Alix slowly approaches it, the GLOWING SCREEN racks 
INTO FOCUS. 

It displays a familiar CHAT-ROOM:

‘Sea of Whales.’ 

A single message from CONTROL is visible ON-SCREEN. Alix’s 
eyes go WIDE as she reads ...

CONTROL
Prove it.

EXT. LA STREET - DUSK.

Boon-Mee wanders ALONE down the almost empty street.

He wears a RIPPED T-SHIRT, SHORTS and is BAREFOOT; he’s 
dirty, gaunt, dishevelled and his face shows the marks of 
extreme SLEEP-DEPRIVATION. 

His ARMS and LEGS are covered in CUTS, CIGARETTE BURNS and 
the WHALE on his forearm BLEEDS.

BLOOD drops TRAIL onto the concrete behind him.

He SWAYS down the street as, behind him, an OUT OF FOCUS 
CITY BUS advances. It rapidly moves INTO FOCUS as it 
CLOSES on him.
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Boon STOPS and turns to FACE the approaching BUS. 

It has NO DRIVER, just an empty DARK SPACE behind the 
wheel that continually FOLDS IN on itself.

Boon SMILES.

... and steps IN FRONT of it. 

SMASH CUT TO:

RED.

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

LOCUST by JUPITER C plays FAINTLY from somewhere BELOW.  

The room is almost antiseptically clean. It’s been emptied 
out and the King-size bed replaced by a SINGLE MATTRESS. 

The room feels more like a BILLET than a BEDROOM..

A PHONE RINGS somewhere. 

The P.O.V follows the FAINT RINGING out of the bedroom and 
into ...

INT. HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

... the hallway to find the TALL PLANT GONE. 

In it’s place, the facing wall is carpeted in POST-IT 
NOTES of varying sizes all FRAMING a LARGE MIRROR covered 
in neat WRITING. 

But the camera’s eye passes it all too quickly for the 
DETAIL to register. The phone keeps RINGING from somewhere 
BELOW.

A machine PICKS UP.

ALIX
(Phone Message)

Leave a message ... 

Cordell’s voice RINGS OUT as the P.O.V follows the sound 
along the hallway.

CORDELL
(On phone)

Alix ... Alix, it’s your daily welfare 
call. Pick-up. 
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INT. STAIRS - CONTINUOUS

The P.O.V follows Cordell’s voice DOWN the STAIRS, which 
are BARE of carpet, their boards BUFFED to a high sheen 
the WALLS washed CLEAN. 

Locust by Jupiter C RISES as the camera DESCENDS. 

CORDELL
(Growing louder)

Come on, girl. I know you’re there.

INT. LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

The P.O.V GLIDES into the LIVING ROOM as the MUSIC and 
Cordell’s voice grow LOUDER. 

Alix sits at the FAR END of the room next to the PHONE. 
She’s bent over the familiar STICKER COVERED TABLET it’s 
glow HALOING her outline. 

Her HAIR is clipped almost MILITARILY short. She wears a 
TANK TOP and her MUSCULAR shoulders and arms are sharply 
defined in the tablet’s GLOW.

CORDELL
... you do know I can get Gomes to come 
by and legally bust your door down, 
right?

Alix’s GRABS the phone.

ALIX
Hey, I was in the shower. What’s up?

CORDELL
(Suddenly chill)

Just checkin’ in. How’s the plan? 

ALIX
Holding. Just went out for Fat Burger and 
next on the list is laundry. I’m good.  

Through all this Alix has been staring down at Achara’s 
tablet. The screen shows a CHAT ROOM: ‘Sea of Whales.’ 

CORDELL
Cool.

An Avatar in the shape of a BLACK STAR titled PLAYER 1 
waits for a RESPONSE to the following message. 

ALIX/PLAYER 1
(Chat room)

I want to play the game. 

Alix FLEXES her SHOULDERS.
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ALIX
(To Cordell)

How’s the surf?

CORDELL
Amazing. Keisha’s ridin’ waves like a 
native.

ALIX
I bet.

CORDELL
(On phone)

We’ll come by when we’re back next week, 
cool?

ALIX
Sure. Bring me back a Garland.

CORDELL
Red or nothing, right?

ALIX
Always.

On-screen an AVATAR in the shape of a BLUE WHALE pops up. 
Alix immediately HANGS UP on Cordell to focus on the 
incoming message.

CONTROL
(Chat room)

Once you start you cannot stop. Are you 
sure you still want to play?

Alix takes a DEEP BREATH ... and TYPES:

ALIX/PLAYER 1
Yes. 

The reply appears. 

CONTROL
Fifty days, fifty tasks. Carry out each 
task diligently and tell no one. When you 
finish each task upload evidence.

ALIX/PLAYER 1
I understand. 

CONTROL
At the end of the game you kill yourself.

ALIX/PLAYER 1
What if I can’t?

CONTROL
We have all your information. They will 
come for you. Are you ready?
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ALIX/PLAYER 1
Yes.

CONTROL
Prove it. 

Alix closes her EYES and takes a series of DEEP BREATHS in 
an effort to CENTRE herself.

She SUCCEEDS. 

She rolls back her SLEEVE and exposes the MEAT of her 
INNER FOREARM. She produces a SCALPEL and, without 
hesitation, begins to CUT.

She GASPS with PAIN as, millimetre by agonising 
millimetre, she CARVES the CRUDE IMAGE of a WHALE into her 
FLESH. 

BLOOD oozes from the wound and DRIPS onto the PALE CARPET.

Finally, it’s FINISHED.

She FOCUSES a WEBCAM on the Whale CARVED into her arm. A 
NEW WINDOW pops up on-screen displaying her HANDIWORK.

CALM, Alix waits for a VERDICT. 

The moment STRETCHES ... 

A SINGLE WORD appears on-screen.

CONTROL (CONT’D)
Good.

A SMILE as cold as a WINTER’S DAY crosses Alix’s face.

ALIX
Come get me. 

CUT TO:

END CARD:           DAY 1.
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