TAINTED MILK
FADE IN:
EXT. ABRAHAM STREET – DAY

The first light of the new day shines on the morning dew. A white and blue van with a back full of milk bottles slowly makes its way down the street.
The haunting trees above plague the vans bonnet with eerie shadows.
INT. KAIL HOUSE – SAME

GERALD KAIL, 31, exits his bedroom. He wipes the sleep from his eyes as he walks to the bathroom.

A steady flow of urine is heard off screen, followed by the inevitable flush of the toilet.

Gerald exits the bathroom and makes his way toward the kitchen.

The light from under the front door is soon blocked by the shadows of two feet approaching the door step.
Glass can be lightly heard tapping the concrete door step and the shadows under the door vanishes.

Gerald exits the kitchen with a coffee in his hand. He opens the front door and...

EXT. STREET – SAME

Gerald crosses his lawn and picks up the paper that lies in the dewy grass. Once Gerald picks up his paper he looks around his street and sips his coffee.

The milk van is now a few houses down the street. The van stops at a house and the Milk man exits his car and walks to the front porch with a bottle of milk in his hand. He places the bottle near the door and begins to walk back to his van.

Gerald gives him a wave.

The milkman stops for a moment, but doesn’t wave back, instead he hurries to his van.

He drives to the next house stops for a moment and drives on to the next.

Gerald has a small chuckle to himself and walks back to the warmth of his house, picking up the bottle of milk by his door as he does.

INT. KAIL HOUSE – SAME

Gerald walks into his kitchen and places the milk bottle on the kitchen table.

ADRIANNE KAIL, 32, beautiful even after a night of sleep, enters the kitchen walks right over to Gerald. She gives him a short peck on the cheek.






ADRIANNE




You’re up early.

Adrianne sees the bottle of milk on the table.






ADRIANNE




Ooo, fresh milk. Want a coffee?

Gerald shows her the coffee in his hand.






ADRIANNE




There’s no milk in that.






GERALD




Hey, milk only gets in the way of 

the caffeine.






ADRIANNE




Alright, suite yourself.

Gerald looks out his window, taking another sip from his coffee. The milk van drives back down the road.






GERALD




The milkman didn’t stop at old 

Ned Wilkes house today, you think 

he didn’t pay the milk bill?






ADRIANNE



I doubt that old coot ever paid his 

bill.



GERALD

He’s not that bad, hun.



ADRIANNE

Have you ever had a conversation 

with him? It’s all, “back in my 

day...”



GERALD

He tells good stories, a portal to 

history he is.

Adrianne exits out of the kitchen.






ADRIANNE (O.S.)




I’m going to have a shower, care 

to join?






GERALD




Not while I’ve got Ben Wilkes on 

the mind, thanks.



ADRIANNE (O.S.)

Fair enough.

Adrianne exits the kitchen.

The streaming of the shower’s water jets can be heard.

Gerald opens a kitchen cupboard and takes out a box of cereal and a bowl.
He sits down at the table with the cereal, the bowl and the bottle of milk in front of him. He pours the cereal into the bowl.

He sees a small red object sticking out of the crisp flakes in his bowl. Gerald eyes it suspiciously. He slowly pulls it out of the cereal, to reveal a small plastic toy. Gerald gives a sigh of relief.





GERALD




Hey, I won a prize!





ADRIANNE (O.S.)





(Shouting from the shower)




What did you say?






GERALD




I won a prize.






ADRIANNE (O.S.)




What?






GERALD




N- Nothing.

Gerald picks up the bottle of milk, unscrews the lid and pours it over his cereal. He pours a large amount of milk, drowning the cereal. Something from the milk plops into the cereal causing a small amount of milk to splash onto Gerald.

Gerald instantly reacts by jumping back, pushing the chair back even further. The chair hits the kitchen counter with a bang.





GERALD




Damn it.

He waves his arms trying to get the milk off.





ADRIANNE (O.S.)




What was that?

Gerald looks at his bowl of cereal with his eyes wide open in horror.

In his bowl is an eye with the severed optical nerve.






GERALD




Annie!






ADRIANNE (O.S.)




Huh?

Gerald runs over to the tap and turns both the hot and cold faucet on.

Adrianne gives a short yelp and turns off the shower.

She comes running into the kitchen with a wrapped around her.





ADRIANNE



What do you want!

Gerald directs her attention to the eye in his cereal.






ADRIANNE




Oh.

EXT. STREET – SAME

Gerald and Adrianne both run out of their front door and in opposite directions.

Gerald runs to his neighbour’s house. He bangs on the door.

GEORGE, 47, answers the door.






GEORGE




Gerald?






GERALD




George, have you opened your milk 

yet? 



GEORGE

Uh, no.

Gerald runs into George’s house, pushing past George.






GEORGE




Hey!
INT. GEORGE’S HOUSE

Gerald runs into the kitchen with George behind him.






GEORGE




What the hell are you doing?

Gerald looks around the kitchen.






GERALD




Where is the milk bottle?






GEORGE




It’s in the fridge.

Gerald opens the fridge, spots the milk right away and takes it to the sink. He begins pouring it into the sink.

George runs across the kitchen and grabs the milk bottle from Gerald’s hands.

The bottle is empty. Gerald just stares into the sink.

GEORGE




Gerald what the hell is going 

on? And why did you waste my milk.



GERALD

Look.

Gerald is pointing at the sink.

George looks into the sink, he opens his mouth is disgust and drops the bottle.

The bottle breaks into a sea of jagged shards.






GEORGE



Did that come from my milk?

Gerald nods his head.

In the sink is a severed finger.






GERALD




There was an eye in our milk.






GEORGE




Why the fuck would there be 

body parts in our milk?!

EXT. STREET – SAME

Gerald and George run out of George’s house. Adrianne comes running up to Gerald with WINONA, 23, and OWEN, 22.






ADRIANNE




I found a toe.






GERALD




A finger.






WINONA




Who the hell would cut someone up 

and put them in milk bottles?!

Owen holds Winona to comfort her.





OWEN




Should we tell everyone?

Ned Wilkes house is the eye sore of the street. The house’s paint is cracks and weathered and all the plants in the sun dried soil are over grown or dead.

Gerald and Adrianne cautiously cross the house’s front yard.

Gerald knocks on the front door.

No reply.





ADRIANNE



Mr Wilkes!

Gerald grabs the door handle.





GERALD



You think it’s open?

Adrianne shrugs.

Gerald twists the door hand and opens the door a crack.





GERALD



You think we should go inside?

Adrianne pushes the door open. An unpleasant odor suddenly hits Gerald and Adrianne’s noses. They retort with disgusted faces.




ADRIANNE



Smells like death.

Adrianne takes a step into the pitch black house, Gerald grabs her arm.





GERALD



What are you doing? You said it 

yourself, smells like death.



ADRIANNE

I need to see.

Gerald releases his grasp on Adrianne’s arm and follows her into the house. They are both consumed by the dark.

INT. OLD WILKES HOUSE – SAME

The volume of Gerald and Adrianne’s breathing is increased as everything is silent around them.

They have a difficultly seeing anything except the light from the front doorway.





GERALD



I think I’ve found a light switch.

Gerald flicks the switch and suddenly a bloodbath is illuminated. The handless, footless and eyeless body of BEN WILKES is hung by rope right next to where Adrianne is standing. His mouth is agape, he hangs still.
Adrianne screams into the face of Ben and runs to Gerald.

The walls of the room are smeared with blood. The furniture is all up turned and slashed.





GERALD



Oh god.

EXT. STREET - SAME

The milk van is parked at the side of the street.

INT. MILK VAN

The unseen milkman watched as people run around the street in panic.

INT. OLD WILKES HOUSE – SAME

Adrianne stands at the edge of the room away from Ben, but Gerald is slowly edging towards Ben.




ADRIANNE



What are you doing?





GERALD



We have to get him down.





ADRIANNE



What if he- he gets up.





GERALD



Hun, I don’t think he’ll-

All of a sudden Ben starts moaning and moving. Its apparent that his tongue is also missing.

Gerald jumps back, tripping over himself and falling to the floor. 

Adrianne screams with tears in her eyes.


Ben’s moving weakens the ropes knot to the ceiling and it comes undone.
Ben falls to the ground. He lands on his knees, facing Gerald.





BEN



Elp ee.

Gerald, unable to get up, pushes himself backwards.

Ben falls forward onto his stump arms and begins to crawl towards Gerald. A blood trail is left behind from his missing hands and legs.

Gerald screams in terror as Ben crawls forward. Gerald’s back hits the wall. He can’t go any further back.

Ben is at Gerald’s feet.

Adrianne holds a golf club over his her shoulders.





ADRIANNE



Sorry Ben.

She swings it hard and it hits Ben square in the head. She furiously hits Ben over and over again until all the life out of him is gone.

Gerald stands and embraces Adrianne. He kisses her and they hold each other for a moment.
The light is cut and the front door is slammed closed. The unsheathing of a blade is heard over Gerald and Adrianne’s deep breathing.





GERALD



Who’s there?

Horrible inhumane screams come from Gerald and Adrianne.

EXT. ABRAHAM STREET – DAY

The morning sun rears its glow over the houses. The milk van drives down the street.

The uniformed legs of the milkman walks down a front yard’s path. His face is still unseen as he bends down and places a bottle of milk on the doorstep.
The bottle is a perfect shade of white. The foot steps of the milk mans feet can be heard. A shadow appears in the bottle, soon enough the shadow is revealed to be an eye.

The milk vans motor starts up and the van drives down the road.

FADE OUT

END

