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INT.  APARTMENT—DAY

Gunther knocks upon the final third story door.  Douchemate answers and speaks through the crack in the door.  Summers can be seen somewhere in the background (ESTABLISH LATER).
GUNTHER

Hey, listen, my friends and I live on the first floor, and it really isn’t safe.  We were hoping maybe you could spare a little space in there?

DOUCHEMATE

No.

GUNTHER

C’mon, man.  We really need help, here.

Douchemate considers for a moment.

DOUCHEMATE

How many?

GUNTHER

Four.

DOUCHEMATE

What is this, a fucking hotel?  No.

He goes to close the door, but Gunther sticks his foot in.
GUNTHER

Listen.  We’re got our own supplies, and we just need a place to stay.  That’s all.
DOUCHEMATE

Get away from the door.  Go try someplace else.

GUNTHER

They’re not letting us in.  You are.

Douchemate applies more pressure on the door.

DOUCHEMATE

Like fuck I am.

From the hallway, the door explodes open, and Douchemate is flung back.  Summers stands and peeks his head around the corner.  Fred opens his door and looks out.

Gunther explodes forward on Douchemate, taking him down by the legs and tackling him into the sofa in the living room.  The sofa juts sideways from the impact.  Gunther mounts Douchemate and unleashes a flurry.
Summers gets his wits about him, reaches over the counter to the sink and withdraws a dirty knife.  He slashes Gunther across the back, but Gunther is too preoccupied hitting Douchemate.  Fred runs forward in an attempt to restrain Summers, but is too late:  Summers thrusts the knife forward, but Gunther sidles his back against the wall in time and Douchemate is inadvertently stabbed in the ribs.  Fred manages to pull Summers back after.
Douchemate flails about violently.  Gunther punches him close to the wound, causing a sickening bubbling sound and a little geyser of torso goo to spout nastily from his side.  The flailing stops and Douchemate curls up on himself.
Gunther stands and moves to the side.  Fred gets up and rushes to check on Douchemate.  Comments and the Funboys crowd around Douchemate.

Summers stares in horrified awe at Douchemate, the knife still held out.  Gunther walks up to him, eyes the knife, gives him a wickedly strong glare, and without breaking eye contact, snatches his wrist and takes the knife away from him.  He maintains the glare for a few seconds more and then turns to Fred.

GUNTHER

How is he?

The group opens up a little to show excessive blood spill and Fred trying to clean it off Douchemate.  Fred speaks without turning to look at Gunther.

FRED

Dead.

Gunther looks down at the ground.

COMMENTS
You killed him, dude.  You fucking killed him.

FUNBOY

Gunther didn’t bring the knife into this.

FRED

I don’t know who the fuck you guys think you are, but if you mean to stay here, you either fucking chill or you fucking leave.  There is no third option.

SUMMERS

I really didn’t mean for it to go that far.

COMMENTS

Fuck you!  What the fuck were you doing, bringing a knife into this?

SUMMERS

I dunno, what the hell was he doing, beating up people for their rooms?

JESUS

Bullshit.  You bring a knife to a fist fight, you better be Baraka, because there’s just no other excuse.
Summers squints at him in incomprehension.  Comments rolls his eyes.

COMMENTS

…shut up.
Fred stands and goes into his bathroom.  Funboy follows him in.

INT.  FRED’S BATHROOM—DAY

Fred is having a quiet moment and washing Douchemate’s blood from his hands as well as he can while Funboy speaks quietly and sincerely.

FUNBOY

Look, we’re sorry this all happened, we just got desperate and everyone else wouldn’t let us in and everyone let their emotions get kinda high.

Fred pauses in consideration.

FRED

Alright.  You all can stay.

FUNBOY

Thank you.

Fred resumes cleaning and takes a soap bar to his arms.  Funboy goes back out to the main room.

INT.  APARTMENT—DAY

Funboy enters from Fred’s room.

FUNBOY

He’s letting us stay.

COMMENTS

Good.  And we got an extra bed now.

FUNBOY
So are you the biggest asshole ever, or just the biggest asshole ever?

The front door opens and Gunther comes in toting bags and supplies.

JESUS

Maybe Comments was onto something, though—

FUNBOY

Like a big moldy penis?
JESUS

Yes.  Yes.  But this body’s only taking up space that we now need.

COMMENTS
Well, yeah, but what are we gonna do with a human body?

Gunther sets down a final bag as he hears this.  He stands upright, a terribly wonderful idea striking him.  He nods, smiles, and turns to them.

GUNTHER

I’LL tell you what we’re gonna do with a human body.

CUT TO
EXT.  APARTMENT BALCONY—DAY

Gunther drags Douchemate’s body from underneath the arms out to the balcony.  He drops the corpse’s back up against the railing.  Summers walks out by the balcony door behind him.
SUMMERS

What are you doing with him?

Gunther looks back at him.

GUNTHER

Trust me.

Gunther picks up the corpse by the feet and flips it over the side, causing it to fall to the ground with a rather simple “thud”.

SUMMERS

What the hell?  What about cops?  What about—

GUNTHER

Just.  Trust me.

