
EXT. SUBURB STREET - NIGHT

A man sneaks under streetlights through the empty Dawson 
Street.  His name is SEAN MURPHY, mid 20’s. Sean arrives at 
his destination, a regular one-storey home with a For Sale 
sign mounted on the lawn. Sean inspects and frowns at the 
sticker reading AUCTION Sat 14/4 9:30.

Sean checks the no. 55 letterbox, collecting letters and a 
magazine. He creeps across the lawn to the front door, 
carefully taking out his jingling keys. Sean glares at the 
FORECLOSED sticker draped across the front door. 

The changed door lock rejects Sean’s key. He scowls and 
grunts before creeping around the side of the house to spot 
the small bathroom window. Sean quietly moves a wheelie bin 
underneath the window. His key releases latch and after 
dropping the mail in, Sean squeezes himself through, one 
limb at a time.

INT. BATHROOM - NIGHT

Crawling up from the bathroom floor, SEAN checks the basin 
tap, water running still. With wet hands he flicks the 
light switch. The light remains off, Sean picks up the mail 
and exits.

INT. HOUSE - NIGHT

SEAN makes his way through the corridor to the kitchen, the 
empty house interior lit only by his mobile phone. Some 
bare furniture is littered about. As he fills a glass with 
tap water he looks out into the backyard, sitting a hot 
tub. 

SEAN
I bought that fuckin hot tub.

INT. GARAGE - NIGHT

SEAN enters to find items left over from moving day. He 
takes rolled newspapers into a metal bucket, lighting them. 
Sean’s fire burns dimly before him seated in a wicker 
chair, drinking his water. He takes up the mail, 
Cosmopolitan mag, addressed to LICIA CASTRATO. He sighs and 
tosses it down. Three letters from the bank addressed to 
Sean. He frowns upon them, sourly opening the first.

He pulls his chair closer to the fire to read the letter, 
mumbling over the bank’s insincere greeting. Reading into 
the letter, after “we are pleased to inform you” Sean’s 
pace sharpens, further reading that his home’s mortgage had 
been incorrectly downgraded as a result of a computing 
error. The curious revelations light up his bewildered 
face. 



SEAN
(reading letter) As of the issue 
of this letter your account has 
been reinstated. You are 
immediately eligible to buy your 
property back for the sum equal 
to the amount of your original 
investment!

In joy, Sean crunches the letter, picks up the magazine. He 
takes his phone. As it dials, Sean takes out a fragrance 
from the magazine sleeve. Essence of Ether. He takes it to 
his nose. Its scent forces Sean to cringe.

LICIA
Hello?

SEAN
Hello! Licia! 

LICIA
What?

SEAN
Licia babe, tell me, what do you 
want to do most of all, right 
this minute?

LICIA
What are you talking about?

SEAN
Do you wanna go home? Do you 
wanna go home right now with me?

LICIA
What the fuck are you talking 
about Sean?

SEAN
I’m talking about coming home 
with me right now, 55 Dawson St.

LICIA
Oh yeh like being evicted from my 
own home by the bank was 
humiliating enough, like coming 
home to all my lingerie thrown 
all over the frontyard...

SEAN
... Licia, Licia listen, I have 
just received a letter from the 
bank, which says that our 
foreclosure was a computing 
error! A fuck up! Their fuck up! 
Can you believe that? ... And 
they’ve reinstated my loan ...
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LICIA
And?

SEAN
And... we can buy the house back, 
for the sum equal to my original 
investment... How’s that sound 
babe?

Beat.

LICIA
Sean, I’ve been with you for as 
long as its been worth, I mean 
you were fun for a while, but 
what I’m really trying to say is, 
the bank may have a fucked up , 
but you’re the total fuck up 
Sean.

Sean with quivering bottom lip, holding back tears, looks 
down to the Cosmo magazine on his lap. One teardrop falls 
onto it.

SEAN
Well if thats the way it has to 
be. Just tell me, how much 
Essence of Ether do you need to 
mask your scent?

Sean sprays the fragrance onto the magazine and sets it 
alight over the bucket fire.

LICIA
Did my Cosmopolitan come? 

SEAN
It’s too late babe, it’s gone

Sean mumbles into song over Licia’s faint pleas. 

SEAN (CONT’D)
I wanna love you, everyday and 
everynight we’ll be together. 
With a roof right over our heads, 
we’ll share the shelter.

The magazine and its plastic sleeve curl and crisp up in 
the bucket. Sean hangs up his phone, staring into the fire. 
The sound of a vehicle parking on the street drowns out the 
fire’s crackle. Sean quickly douses it with his glass of 
water, stomps out the embers and makes for the door.
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INT. HOUSE - NIGHT

SEAN sneaks down the hallway to the front of the house. A 
flashlight shines through the front window and he takes 
cover. Sean remains concealed as the light travels across 
the lawn. He listens to the faint voices.

NEIGHBOUR
Good evening Officer.

OFFICER
Good evening sir, we had a 
disturbance call for this 
address.

NEIGHBOUR
Yes, I called, I heard a ruckus 
down the side of the house there, 
thought it might be some vandals 
you know., and its gettin sold 
tomorrow.

SEAN
Not on your life.

OFFICER
Ok, I’ll check it out.

Sean bolts back down the hallway. Entering the bathroom, he 
steps up onto the toilet seat and pulls the window softly 
shut. The torchlight flashes past. Sean waits for the 
officer to make a lap of the house before exiting.

OFFICER (CONT’D)
No sign of any disturbance sir, 
any reason to believe the 
previous owner should return?

NEIGHBOUR
No, I wouldn’t say so, he was a 
coward anyway, wouldn’t dare come 
back here. Besides, locks have 
all been changed.

SEAN
Asshole.

NEIGHBOUR
Officer?

OFFICER
Oh nothing, thought I smelt 
smoke, if you hear anymore 
disturbances, don’t hesitate to 
call us.
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NEIGHBOUR
Ok, no worries Officer and 
thankyou.

The Cop and Neighbour depart from the front lawn. Sean 
slides his back down the wall and sits. He looks over the 
bank letter again and crunches it.

SEAN
My house... in the middle of my 
street.

INT. BATHROOM - MORNING

SEAN under an icy cold shower.

SEAN
My house! In the middle of my 
street!

Sean exits the shower and dries off. He checks the time on 
his phone - 8:30.

INT. KITCHEN - MORNING

SEAN on his phone, in shorts, with towel draped over his 
shoulders. The empty hot tub sits in the morning sun on the 
backyard deck.

SEAN
Hello, First National.

RECORDING
Hello, you’ve reached First State 
Bank of Adelaide , our opening 
hours are...

Sean groans and hangs up his phone. He ponders.

SEAN
Saturday... Saturday...

His thinking is interrupted by a vehicle parking out front. 
Remaining still he watches a silhouette move across the 
lace curtains. The front door lock is opened and Sean moves 
from sight into a bedroom. 

Peeking from the door frame, he watches a woman dressed 
sharply in heels and a pant suit enter. A real estate 
AGENT. She begins to place paperwork on a table in the 
corridor. Sean retreats into the room as the Agent walks 
further into the house. 

The Agent enters the bedroom, forcing Sean to conceal 
himself within the walk in robe. 
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The Agent opens the curtains, window and exits the room. 
Inside the robe, with his eyes closed Sean ruminates under 
his breath.

SEAN (CONT’D)
This house has been sold, this 
house has been sold.

He imagines himself still in towel and wet hair confronting 
the Agent.

SEAN (CONT’D)
This house has been sold!

The Agent shrieks at him and Sean aborts his plan. He exits 
the robe and peers around the door. The agent is at the 
sink with her back to him, filling a vase of flowers. Sean 
creeps from the room and tip toes behind her down the hall 
into the bathroom. 

Sean quickly and silently dresses as the AGENT’s heels tap 
down the hallway. Peering out the door, he spots the Agent 
at the door tidying the welcome table. She moves onto other 
rooms allowing Sean to slip out.

At the front door, Sean inspects the table. He picks up, 
frowns at and pockets a property flyer. Through the screen 
door a car pulls up. Hearing the agent’s heels again, Sean 
retreats back to the bedroom’s robe as the Agent welcomes a 
couple.

Inside the robe Sean lights up the flyer with his phone. He 
punches in the number of the agency into his phone, but 
before he can dial, the Agent & couple enter the room. Sean 
holds his breath and after some idle comments they leave. 
Sean dials.

RECEPTIONIST
Hello, Fern Gully Real Estate, 
how may I help you?

SEAN
(whispers) Hello ma’am, my name 
is Sean Murphy, I am calling this 
morning to inform your office 
that one of your properties, 55 
Dawson Street is err, 
compromised, due to a computing 
error by First State Bank, 
resulting in the foreclosure of 
the property & eviction of the 
poor sap who never missed a 
payment in his life.

RECEPTIONIST
Are you an employee of First 
National Bank sir?
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SEAN
No, I’m the poor sap.

RECEPTIONIST
Well I’m sorry sir but without 
proper notification from the 
First State Bank, the bank’s 
property will go to auction as 
scheduled.

SEAN
But you don’t seem to understand, 
it was never theirs to begin 
with, this property was never 
eligible for auction in the first 
place, it was never eligible for 
sale in the first place!

RECEPTIONIST
Our records show different sir. 

SEAN
I’ll sue, I’ll sue your ass if my 
house gets sold.

RECEPTIONIST
I’m sorry to hear you feel that 
way sir, perhaps with the money 
you’d spend on months worth of 
attorney fees, you could possibly 
use to buy your property back.

SEAN
It’s not gonna be enough, I put a 
hot tub in.

RECEPTIONIST
Well sir, if you’re still in the 
market then we have a range of 
properties in the five figure 
district available at the ...

Sean hangs up in disgust and sighs. He is interrupted by a 
small child opening the robe door. Behind him, the parents 
staring down at him. Sean stands respectfully and strides 
past them.

SEAN
Hmmm, make for a good panic room, 
you never know in this 
neighbourhood.

The couple grab their child and leave quickly. Sean 
notices, realising his comment resulted in their leaving. 
He enters into the living area, finding several people 
inspecting the home. 
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Sean moves amongst the people acting as one of them. He 
attempts for him to notice dust collecting on his finger as 
if he were inspecting it. 

Sean saunters to the kitchen bench and grasps the pantry 
door, forcing it loose, making sure those nearby notice. 

Walking down the hallway, Sean presses against one side to 
pass the Agent showing around an enthused couple. He glares 
as they brush past him. Following them back into the living 
area, Sean approaches the Agent at the rear sliding doors.  

The Agent completely ignores him, continuing on with her 
glowing sales appraisal of the property to the couple. 

AGENT
Just think of the parties you 
could have on this deck.

MAN
Hmmm, I like the thoughts that 
come with a jacuzzi.

Sean controls his scowl at the comment. The Agent moves on 
with the giggling couple, paying no heed to the peeved off 
Sean. He returns down the hallway to the front of the 
house.

Several people are assembled on the lawn. Sean spies them 
coldly through the lace curtained window. The Agent busily 
shows another inspector throughout. He watches her jovial 
display of facilitating the sale of his home and imagines a 
confrontation with her.

SEAN
This house is not for sale bitch!

Sean’s daydream is interrupted by the Agent passing through 
the room now with three people. Sean walks to stand at the 
front screen door, more people arriving on the lawn. He 
looks down at the property flyers stacked on the table. The 
auctioneer’s podium arrives and is unloaded. Sean tips over 
the vase, drenching the stack of flyers and exits onto the 
lawn.

EXT. FRONT LAWN - CONTINUOUS

SEAN walks through the crowd, shooting daggers at the dozen 
people assembled for the auction. The AUCTIONEER mounts his 
podium and addresses the crowd. As the auctioneer begins 
his friendly welcome and description of the property to the 
crowd, Sean eyeballs his opponents, those who he had seen 
showing enthusiasm about his home.
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AUCTIONEER
And since it is such a beautiful 
morning, I wouldn’t mind starting 
this number at 40 thousand.

The auction begins. Several bidders halt at 80 thousand. 
Sean continues eyeballing them and enters himself.

SEAN
90 thousand.

The three men bid back and forth until Sean’s limit of 
135,000 is called. Irate Sean kicks the lawn, retreats back 
from the group and walks around the side of the house. The 
NEIGHBOUR watches him curiously.  

EXT. BACKYARD - CONTINUOUS

SEAN is fuming in the backyard, still able to hear the 
AUCTIONEER. He notices that lemons from a tree have 
collected in the hot tub. He lobs them over the house onto 
the frontyard. The auction is bombarded by the lemons, one 
hitting the auctioneer on the head. There is an outcry and 
Sean hides in the toolshed. 

A few people including the AGENT inspect the backyard, 
mistaking an idle standing child for the culprit whom they 
chide back inside the house. Sean sniggers, but is sprung 
by the NEIGHBOUR, who backs him into the shed.

NEIGHBOUR
You, I knew that was you scum!, 
last night as well! Now what are 
you up to? You think I’m gonna 
let you sabotage this auction so 
you can squat in this place, nooo 
, nooo way I don’t think so, no 
bad neighbours for me, I’m 
getting some good neighbours, 
some good neighbours, BBQs for a 
Sunday Driver, not displays of 
vulgarity and drunken hot tub 
shenanigans! 

Sean is pushed right back against the a delfted kiddie pool 
hanging on th wall. In his defence he sticks in his hand in 
his pocket and pulls out the Essence of Ether fragrance, 
spraying the neighbour, who gets it right up the nose. He 
instantly goes drowsy onto his knees, slurring his speech. 
Sean calms himself down looks at the tiny bottle in his 
hand. 

SEAN
Bad neighbour? Us? Me? 

Sean looks out the shed door at the hot tub, still hearing 
the auctioneer. 
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SEAN (CONT’D)
Bad neighbour? Wait on, bad 
neighbour?

Sean turns to look at the half inflated dusty kiddie pool 
resting in the shed, then back at the drowsy neighbour. 

SEAN (CONT’D)
Bad neighbours.

EXT. FRONTYARD - CONTINUOUS

The auction is nearing the death with the highest bid 
currently on 212,000. Two men currently remain. 

The auction rests on a bid of 212,000.

AUCTIONEER
I have 212,000 with this 
gentleman on the left, do I have 
a raise on 212,000? You sir?, No 
sir.

In rapid haste, SEAN lumbers the drowsy NEIGHBOUR over his 
fence.

AUCTIONEER (CONT’D)
212,000 with the gentleman on the 
left in the cardigan, last 
opportunity folks, 212,00 going 
once.

Sean inflates the kiddie pool with all of his breath.

AUCTIONEER (CONT’D)
212,000 going twice...

Sean turns the garden hose on maximum. 

AUCTIONEER (CONT’D)
It’s all over folks, 212,000 
going ...

SEAN
Yoo Hoo!

The auction-goers, look over to the source of the voice. In 
the Neighbour’s front yard, Sean sits in the kiddie pool 
along with the still drowsy Neighbour. He takes him around 
his shoulder, making affectionate connotations with the 
garden hose. The auction-goers look on in shock as Sean 
takes on the gay facade. 

SEAN (CONT’D)
We’re just going to love having 
you here, whoever buys the place!
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The auction-goers stare in bewilderment as the Neighbour 
and Sean splash about. 

SEAN (CONT’D)
Oh and if you’re worrying about 
us not accepting any alternative 
lifestyle don’t worry.

Sean stands up revealing himself to be bare naked.

SEAN (CONT’D)
We’re open minded.

The auction-goers start to turn away and disperse. The 
bidders each retract their bids, riling the Agent & 
Auctioneer.

As the final car pulls away from the street, Sean now 
laying down in the pool watches from over its edge.

SEAN (CONT’D)
Hehehehe, MY house...in the 
middle of MY street.

CREDITS.
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