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EXT. TRENDY NIGHTCLUB - NIGHT

The muffled thumping of music can be heard behind the golden 
velvet doors of HEAVEN, a very trendy night club. 

The large doorman has an electronic clip board and a black 
enamel name tag that says: SAINT PETER.

He is approached by MATTHEW MARSHAK (30s, wearing pyjamas, 
looking confused).

SAINT PETER
Name?

MATTHEW
I think there's been some kind of-

SAINT PETER
Name?

MATTHEW
-- Matthew. Matthew Marshak.

Saint Peter looks at his clip board. He nods and pushes the 
door open. The music becomes much louder.

SAINT PETER
You're on the list.

MATTHEW
I don't think I'm supposed to-

SAINT PETER
You're on the list.

Matthew looks into the club before walking in. Saint Peter 
closes the door behind him.

INT. HEAVEN NIGHTCLUB

Thumping music, flashing lights, sweaty dancing crowds.

Matthew is greeted by a collar-popping dude-bro who looks 
about 20. This is GOD.

GOD
Bro! You made it! Welcome!

God puts his arm around Matthew's shoulders and walks him to 
the bar.

(CONTINUED)



GOD (cont'd)
How do you like the place? Pretty 
fucking ballin' right? I designed it 
myself, natch.

MATTHEW
What?

GOD
You don't have a drink!

MATTHEW
What? It's so loud!

GOD
Oh, right, right. Hold on.

God reaches into the air in front of him and grabs an 
invisible volume knob. A floating readout appears in front 
of him. It says: Ballin'

God turns the invisible knob and the floating readout goes 
from Ballin' to Chillin'. The music gets quieter. The 
dancers don't seem to notice.

GOD (cont'd)
That's better. Nice to chill now and 
then. Oh you gotta try this, dude, 
it's amazing!

Two drinks are placed on the bar in front of them. God takes 
both and hands one to Matthew.

MATTHEW
Look, I'm not entirely sure what's 
going on.

God knocks back his drink.

GOD
Seriously? You missed the sign above 
the door? You're in Heaven!

MATTHEW
You mean I'm --

GOD
Afraid so.

MATTHEW
And so you must be --
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GOD
I'm the almighty G.O.D. Bitch!

Matthew doesn't know how to respond to the news.

GOD (cont'd)
Speechless? Yeah, most are.

God flexes his rad biceps.

MATTHEW
I think I just -- It's not exactly 
how I expected.

GOD
Yeah, that's a PR issue. I need to 
get some flyers printed or something. 
Sweet times though, right?

MATTHEW
Lots of fun.

GOD
God is love, bra. No homo.

Matthew sits down on the bar stool. God leans in.

GOD (cont'd)
Any questions for the big man? Now's 
the chance.

MATTHEW
Well yeah. What happens now?

GOD
That's the big one right there, dude. 
Every, like, brainy dude who ever 
walked through that door has wondered 
the same thing. What's next?

MATTHEW
And?

GOD
Motherfuckin' SHOTS!

Everyone cheers except Matthew. A line of shot glasses in 
placed on the bar and filled with a dark liquor. God takes 
two and gives one to Matthew.

MATTHEW
Oh no thank you, I don't--
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GOD
Shots!

MATTHEW
No, really. I gave up when I--

GOD
Shots!

Matthew gives a nod of the head that says "fine, it will 
shut you up" and they both down the drink.

Matthew gags and coughs, choking back the urge to vomit. 
It's probably Jagermeister or some bullshit.

MATTHEW
One more question.

GOD
Hit me, bro.

MATTHEW
If this is Heaven, what's Hell like?

GOD
Pretty much the same but with a cash 
bar.

MATTHEW
Makes sense.

GOD
Whoah!

God puts a finger to his temple as if he's getting a psychic 
message.

GOD (cont'd)
Shit dude! A bus full of South 
American cheerleaders just drove off 
a cliff.

MATTHEW
Oh my god, that's horrible--

GOD
We gon' get some honeys up in this 
bitch!

Everyone except Matthew cheers. The music ramps up again and 
God goes to the dance floor. Matthew slumps into his bar 
stool, settling in.
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