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 SIX MONTHS EARLIER


 


 


 (EXT. A deserted road in the mountains, mid-morning. It is a peaceful atmosphere


 with a bit of fog, slight drizzle of rain, and cloudiness.  A bus pulls up the winding, 


 elevating road.  It looks like an old run down school bus painted all black.  It reaches


 a certain point and stops. Two Komissars and twenty-three other regular passengers


 get out. The Komissars, Simeon and Issacher, line up the people and address them)


 


 Simeon: This is our final stop, everybody.  My assistant, Mr Issacher, and I leave


 with the bus.  From here on out, you must traverse Mount Nekropolis by yourselves......


 


 (Everyone looks off at the distant fortress atop a far cliff.  Clouds swirl by it.  The


 structure is a huge,  foreboding castle-like construction.  It is the central training


 ground for the Komissars.  One man, short and balding with glasses, speaks in protest)


 


 Bowman: You gotta be kidding!  I haven't done anything like this in years!! You


 mean we gotta climb all the way up there by *ourselves*????


 


 Issacher: Yes.


 


 Bowman: That's insane.  I thought you were gonna train us!


 


 Simeon: Sir, you have to earn the right....


 


 (Simeon looks at them all.  Some express doubt, some are bewildered.  Some


 prepare themselves for the challenge)


 


 Simeon: You must EARN the right.......the right to become a protector like us.


 It takes more then training, a nice uniform......it takes more to do what we do.


 You need patience, stamina, endurance. This test will prove to us and to yourselves


 if you've got what it takes. Those who feel they cannot may come back with us. 


 Those who continue on do so at their own risk.  You must endure the elements, the


 loneliness, the great heighth you must climb to reach the gates......not to mention the


 wolves that roam the countryside, and the occasional rattler.  Some of you may very


 well die doing this, but those that survive will be worthy of membership in this sacred


 group.


 


 (Simeon goes up to a larger, black man)


 


 Simeon: You, sir, look like you're ready for this.


 


 Johnson: If you say so, sir.


 


 Simeon: Why are you here?


 


 Johnson: Huh?


 


 Simeon: Are seeking justice?  Revenge?


 


 Johnson: I need to protect my family, sir.  We've been......harassed lately.


 


 Simeon: Your determination will save you.  You hear that everybody?  Think about


 why you are here......... if you want this badly enough, you will climb that mountain,


 and you will endure pain and sacrifice to reach the training hall.  If you can justify


 your reasons...... you will succeed!  Now, is anyone coming back with us?


 


 (The crowd looks around at each other.  They are silent. Finally, two people, a


 guy in a mechanic's jumpsuit and a younger, athletic looking man retreat quietly to


 the bus.  After a few minutes, Issacher gets on board. Simeon gets on. He looks


 back at the remaining crowd one last time)


 


 Simeon: God speed to you all.


 


 (The bus takes off.  The remaining hopefuls look at each other.  Some team up to


 help each other out.  Some go alone.  Bowman looks at a young woman in


 jeans and a blue blazer)


 


 Bowman: So.....why are you here?


 


 Meggan: Is that any of your business?


 


 Bowman: Just wondering.  I decided to do this after my wife, uhhh.....was killed


 by a drunk driver......they, uhh, let him go with a slap on the wrist.  Just because it 


 was the governor behind the wheel......


 


 Meggan: I'm sorry to hear that.  Look, I've got a long climb and no time for


 group hugs.


 


 (Meggan takes off.  Johnson comes up behind Bowman sympathetically)


 


 Johnson: Here, we can get farther by helping each other.  The name's Johnson. 


 Adrian Johnson.


 


 Bowman: Bowman.  Michael Bowman.  Well, where do we start?


 


 Johnson: May wanna find shelter.  It's gonna rain soon......


 


 


 


 *****************************************





 SIX MONTHS LATER-PRESENT DAY


 


 (Ext. The countryside, somewhere on a stretch of road in Oklahoma.  It is dawn. 


 Near an aging gas station/dairy mart, two Komissars rest on their Harleys.


 They are Simeon and Issacher, dressed in oppressive grey and black outfits, sit


 and drink cartons of milk for an early breakfast)


 


 Simeon: I see the Reds didn't do squat again.


 


 Issacher: Ah, just wait!  Now that they got Pete Rose back, you can bet they're


 gonna kick butt!  Besides, it beats the hell out of the Cubs!


 


 Simeon: Hey, hey, hey!  I'll have you know that the Cubs have been-


 


 Issy: -Yeah, yeah, whatever!


 


 Simeon: (chuckling) I'm serious


 


 Issy: Whatever, white boy.


 


 Simeon: Whiteboy?  What's with the whiteboy??


 


 (They laugh for a moment)


 


 Issy: Hey, uhhh.......thanks man.  Thanks for saving my life last night.  I saw that


 guy aim his rifle at me..... I thought it was all over.


 


 (Simeon looks at him thoughtfully and smiles)


 


 Simeon: It was a privelage........hell, come on! You're making me pay a higher


 water bill here!  I don't wanna get mushy.


 


 Issy: I know, man, but.....


 


 Simeon: But?  But what??  Hello?  Insert your own "Cruel Intentions" joke here!


 


 Issy: Aw, geez....


 


 Simeon: Hey, we smoked the bad guys again!  We are *totally* the A-Team!


 


 Issy: Hell yeah!


 


 (They high five each other and finish their milk.  A woman is heard screaming


 from inside the dairy mart. Simeon and Issy look behind them to see what all the 


 commotion is about.  A masked man runs out the front door, sees them, then


 high tails it into a nearby cornfield.  The Komissars look at each other and


 shake their heads)


 


 Issy: Amateur....


 


 Simeon: Must be April Fool's day!  Nobody could be THAT stupid!


 


 Issy: Must have run out of food stamps.


 


 Simeon: (mock suprise) Oh, of course!  He ran out of ding dongs and couldn't


 WAIT to get his sweet tooth. You want to bag him or shall I?


 


 Issy: I'll race ya!


 


 Simeon: (smiling) Winner gets the ding dongs!!


 


 (The two rev up their motorcycles and give chase)


 


 (CU of the robber as he looks behind, seeing the two come after him.  He is not


 entirely suprised.  He continues running through a cornfield)


 


 Simeon: Hey, I just thought of something!


 


 Issy: What???  What did you say??


 


 (They continue riding into the cornfield and see the guy standing in the middle of


 a small open field.  They stop and get off their bikes)


 


 Simeon: Okay, pal.  Let's just do this by the book so we can all go home. Why


 don't you just give me what you took at the store?


 


 Issy: Yeah.....


 


 Robber: You shot my brother last night.


 


 Simeon: Oh really?


 


 Issy: Uhhh, Simeon....


 


 (Several "trap doors" spring open around them. Several guys carrying shotguns


 and autorifles pop up and start firing)


 


 Simeon: Ah, shit....


 


 Issy: DAMN!!


 


 (The two Komissars drop and roll as bullets start flying around them.  They pull


 out their guns and return fire.  The robber is shot three times, falling to the ground. 


 Simeon takes a full blast point blank from a sawed off shotgun.  He is dead before


 he hits the ground. Issacher sees his buddy fall and stops for a second)


 


 Issy: Aw man.....


 


 (He fires, hitting two more guys.  They fall back into their holes. Issacher rushes


 over and kneels next to his longtime friend.  He just stares for a moment, as if


 thinking of all the good times in the span of a half second.  The firing stops.  


 Issy finds himself surrounded by gunmen)


 


 Gunman #1: Any last words, shithead?


 


 (Issy stands up camly)


 


 Issy: Mind if I have one last smoke?


 


 (cautiously, he pulls out a cigar)


 


 Issy: I've been saving this for a special day....


 


 (He lights it up, takes a couple puffs.  The gunmen keep their guns trained on him)


 


 Gunman #1: Stay close, guys.  These freaks can be tricky!


 


 Issy: (real cool) Hey man, I ain't got no tricks left. Ya bamboozled me....


 


 (Issacher reaches into his coat.  Instinctively, the gunmen open fire.  Issy goes


 down quick, mortally wounded.  They stop firing and look at him as he gasps


 a few final breaths.  Gunman #1 looks down at him.  Issacher signals for him


 to come close, though he can barely move his hand.  The Gunman gets close.  


 Issy, with great effort, puts something in his hand)


 


 Issy: This....is my gift....to you.....


 


 (Issy dies.  The gunman looks confused as he stares at the gift.  Three metal


 rings with pins on them.  He looks down and sees three grenades strapped to


 Issy's belt.  He realizes too late that the pins are from the grenades)


 


 (Fade to white as the blast fills the POV)


 


 


 


 CHAPTER 7: FREEDOM THROUGH DISORDER


 


 


 *****************************************


 


 


 (Int. WhiteHouse.  Sunday Morning.  Oval office. President Robertson 


 looks out the window at dozens of protesters.  Komissar Sanguinius and


 Robertson's Aide, Mr Crumb, watch from the far end of the room. 


 Robertson expresses annoyance at the circus on the edge of the Whitehouse


 fence.  Crumb is nervous, but Sanguinius looks rather stoically grim)


 


 Robertson: Look at that!  All these people asking for either MY head on a


 silver platter or your's Komissar.  I certainly didn't bargain for this mess!


 


 Sanguinius: If they are unhappy, they can elect someone else in four years.


 


 Robertson: Dammit, I don't have time for this!  I've got another summit with


 those tree huggers in the U.N.  and the last thing I want dogging me is the fact


 that I severely regret ever giving in and passing your Goddamn Amendment!


 


 Crumb: P-Pat, uhhh.....The spokesperson is giving a press conference at 3:00.


 Y-you don't have to be involved.


 


 Robertson: I'm up to my neck in it by now, Crumb....


 


 (Robertson swiftly turns to face Sanguinius)


 


 Robertson: The fact that your cult of hoodlums has potential free reign to terrorize


 the nation sends a burr up my behind. Now, with this Hadrian fella going postal on a 


 PREGNANT WOMAN-





Sanguinius: Komissars do not act without reason!  If he brought injury to her, you 


can be sure she deserved it.  They always do.


 


 (Crumb hands Robertson the file on Komissar Hadrian)


 


 Crumb: His past, like all the others, is confidential, but we DO know that he saw


 action in the Iberian Civil War in North Africa.  He was a part of the French 


 Foreign Legion.  We're not sure what crime the woman committed...


 


 Sanguinius: Ms Klausing is a member of a subversive organization.  Her father


 was caught selling illegal chemicals to various Middle-East Nations.


 


 Robertson: Well, I really hate to burst your bubble, Sanguinius, but here in


 America we can join any group we want, and her father's crimes are no 


 reflection on her.


 


 Sanguinius: How ironic, since your dogma forces us all to be held accountable


 for Adam's first great sin.  No reflection indeed!


 


 Robertson: Don't push my buttons today.  She's innocent until proven guilty.


 


 Sanguinius: She was also in the company of one Thomas Andrew Lavery,


 a rogue.  Hadrian arrested him for good reason as well.


 


 Robertson: Who?


 


 Crumb: Oh, uhhh I had the file put on your desk earlier.


 


 (Robertson goes over to read Lavery's file)


 


 Robertson: It's too early in the morning for this. I've got to prepare for my


 evening 700 Club broadcast.


 


 Crumb: Your speech is on the desk also, sir.


 


 Robertson: Thank you, Crumb.......Funny, this Lavery guy also fought in the


 Civil War.......in the Foreign Legion......


 


 Sanguinius: Quite a coincidence, don't you think?


 


 Robertson: That's no excuse!  I want you to pull Hadrian from that little town 


 he's in.  Transfer him somewhere obscure like Gnome Alaska


 


 Sanguinius: How appropriate.  Trade one small town for another.  They're all


 the same, you know.


 


 Robertson: I don't care.  I don't want anymore press on Hadrian.  Besides,


 he's not helping our administration by bowing before false doctrines.


 


 Sanguinius: I beg your pardon?


 


 Robertson: This nation was founded on Christian values. Our forefathers set us


 on a course guided by Almighty God-


 


 Sanguinius: -Oh, dear Lord!  Not *that* again!


 


 Robertson: I will not be mocked by his false Islamic ways! He's a disgrace to your organization, and a thorn in the side of good citizens everywhere!


 


 Sanguinius: I hate to burst *your* bubble, Mr President, but I was under the


 impression that in America we could join any group we wanted.....


 


 Robertson: Fuck you, Sanguinius.


 


 Sanguinius: Does this mean you'd rather have my resignation? I will stand by


 EACH and EVERY man and woman under my banner.


 


 Robertson: No!  I don't want your resignation.  Your organization is designed


 to keep our states rights and individual rights intact.  I'd rather you strip Hadrian of 


 his duties because, in *my* opinion, he's crossed the line, just like your other


 misfit Komissar Artemann.


 


 Sanguinius: Artemann acted in self defense.


 


 Crumb: Beggin your pardon, but a dozen witnesses claim he shot a teenager


 down in cold blood.


 


 Sanguinius: It's obviously the fault of his worthless parents.


 


 (Crumb's jaw drops at Sanguinius)


 


 Crumb: You don't understand what's happening! Artemann's probably going to


 go to trial.  It could go all the way to the supreme court!  Your Amendment


 could get struck down, and that would be the end of Komissars everywhere!


 


 Sanguinius: You forget that three of those Supreme Court Judges were


 inspected and approved of by ME.


 


 Robertson: That's not our present concern. Artemann's trial-And he WILL


 go to trial- is likely to be months in the future. Crumb, what else is on the


 agenda today?


 


 Crumb: Luncheon with the National Police Organization. We're going to


 garner support for the Graham-Rudman Bill to crack down on Serial Killers,


 like that Black Dahlia Murderer.


 


 Robertson: *sigh*, another dreadful task I must attend to. This guy is still


 on the loose, after brutally killing eight women.


 


 Crumb: There has been a break in the case.  Last month, one of his potential


 victims survived the attack.  She was hospitalized, in critical condition. Agent


 Moynahan of the FBI assures me that she is the best lead we have. It's only


 a matter of time until he's caught and fried.


 


 Robertson: Well, at least there's SOME good news. Okay, gentleman, I'm


 going for breakfast.  Sanguinius, I'm sorry for what I said a moment ago. 


 I hope we can attend this function and at least APPEAR to be united.


 


 Sanguinius: I will be joining you shortly after I induct my new Komissars.


 


 Robertson: Have it your way.


 


 Sanguinius: Incidentally, Mr. President, I'm not offended by your outbursts.


 Consider me your greatest supporter.


 


 Robertson: Then support me.  Remove Hadrian from that town and clean


 up his mess!  He's an embarrasement.


 


 Sanguinius: What of his assistant, Komissar Mellisende?


 


 Robertson: I leave her in your capable hands.  Just get rid of Hadrian.


 


 Sanguinius: Very well.  I anticipated your request.....


 


 (They get up to leave.  Sanguinius goes to the door first.  He opens it and


 ushers in a young, cheerful man in a dark foreboding uniform.  The man is


 smiling, as if he's just heard the funniest joke in the universe)


 


 Sanguinius: This is Hadrian's potential replacement in Dwight's Cove. 


 Mr. President, meet Komissar Crassus


 


 Crassus: Hello.


 


 (Robertson and Crassus shake hands.  Robertson is uneasy with Crassus'


 constant smiling)


 


 Robertson: Go down there and clean it up, Crassus. I want results.  If


 Klausing and Lavery are really subversives, deal with them appropriately.


 


 Crassus: No problem.


 


 (Crassus salutes and leaves)


 


 Sanguinius: I'm letting Hadrian stay there to finish his business.  He'll have


 two weeks.


 


 Robertson: TWO WEEKS!?  That's very lenient, and too much time if


 you ask me.


 


 Sanguinius: He is extremely reliable, highly trained and may even clean up


 before Crassus starts.......there's one very good reason why I want him


 there a little longer.


 


 Robertson:  What's that?


 


 (CU of Sanguinius)


 


 Sanguinius: That Black Dahlia Murderer was last seen near Dwight's Cove!


 Since your....*police force* cannot catch this brutal maniac, I'll wager my


 last paycheck that he CAN!!  After all, that's why he was assigned near Dwight's 


 Cove in the first place........


 


 


 ********************************************





(Ext. White house lawn-just moments later.  POV pans over about 75 men


 and women of various ages and ethnic backgrounds, seated in metal chairs


 as they wait.  They are the new Komissars, waiting to "graduate".  Camera


 pans by three in particular.  Bowman, Meggan and Johnson wait with nervous


 anticipation before being released out into the world. Meggan and Bowman


 are holding hands)


 


 Bowman: Wow....I mean, here we are.....


 


 Meggan: Yeah......


 


 (They pause awkwardly)


 


 Bowman: Look, I know you're going to go where you have to go.  I gotta do


 what I gotta do......


 


 Meggan: Don't worry.  I'll meet you at that resturant in Milwaukee.


 


 Bowman: In two months, right.


 


 Meggan: Two months.


 


 Bowman: It'll be torture....


 


 (Ext. WhiteHouse lawn.  Komissar Sanguinius marches out to hold the


 special ceremony.  The press watches from beyond a roped off section.


 Sanguinius approaches the podium and looks at the crowd.  He looks up


 at the cloudy sky, ignoring distant shouts of protest. Security is heavy


 around the front lawn.  He addresses the "graduates". Thunder rumbles. 


 Music BG is a dark heavy choral version of "O Sacred Head, Now Wounded")


 


 Sanguinius: And lo, the Son of God was betrayed for thirty pieces of silver.


 He was condemned, and despised. He was a citizen without a nation, yet


 he was a man born to the world, brought by God to save it at the cost of


 his own life. Dear friends, we are gathered here today.......to witness your


 deaths......and resurrections.  Like Christ, who was scorned, mocked, put


 to death and sent to Hell, you have felt persecution, abuse, and humiliation


 the likes of which no man has ever endured.   Today, you leave your old


 lives behind, and you begin anew.....There is no turning back.  You have


 proven yourselves worthy of this sacred cadre, now you must prove


 yourselves to an ungrateful society.  Remember, there is no longer a line


 between races, creeds, religions or genders.  There is only the Law.  God


 created the Law to train the faithful.......one cannot go against the word of God!


 


 (Music switches drastically to "Dig" by Mudvayne. POV pans by the faces


 of the multitude of new Komissars about to go out into the world.  It pans


 by three in particular.  Meggan, Bowman and Johnson stand to attention. 


 No longer looking like bewildered rookies, they are now masters of their


 own fates.  Sanguinius waves his hand, signaling them to go.  The salute him. 


 He salutes back. They rush to a flotilla of motorcycles and cars. The gates open)


 


 (POV watches as a stream of these new stormtroopers exit at high speeds


 past protesters)


 


 (A montage of scenes play out as "Dig" continues. It is almost like a music video):


 


 (Meggan drives out beyond the gates of the Whitehouse)


 


 (Meggan rides off to downtown Chicago)


 


 (Meggan busts through a boarded up door to an old condemned building.


 Several armed men are suprised by her entrance.  She shoots them without hesitation)


 


 (Meggan goes down a flight of stairs into a secret basement)


 


 (She fights several more thugs in hand to hand combat.  She breaks their necks)


 


 (Meggan bursts through another door.  She shoots two thugs sitting in chairs.  The


 entire cavernous basement is lined with young women chained to the walls.  They are 


 sex slaves, some currently being molested and abused by sweaty, oily fat men with


 their pants down to their ankles. She shoots every fat man she sees until they flee


 from sight. Then, she shoots the chains and ushers the prisoners out the door)


 


 (Another hoodlum appears, caught by suprise.  He holds a young, half naked


 sex slave girl tightly next to him as a shield)


 


 Anthony: So.....didn't think you'd show up again.....*Meggan*.  I thought I left


 you dead at the bottom of the river with your slut baby sister Natosha......


 


 Meggan: Reap what you sow, you son of a BITCH!


 


 (Meggan aims her gun, Anthony holds the hostage close, but the Komissar plugs


 him between the eyes.  The hostage runs off as Anthony falls backwards in


 slow motion)


 


 


 ("Dig" continues as POV now follows Komissar Johnson.  He rides his motorcycle


 into the hills)


 


 (He stops in a clutter of bushes)


 


 (He looks out at a deserted farm field)


 


 (He begins to set up a HUGE ass tripod mounted machine gun)


 


 (Nightfalls while he sits and waits)


 


 (A gathering of the KKK is now in the field.  They are dancing, partying,


 drinking and soluting around a burning cross)


 


 ("Dig" plays louder.  ECU of Johnson's cold expression. He opens fire on


 the gathering)


 


 (Hooded Klan members run to and fro in a drunken panic.  Bodies are littered


 everywhere.  Johnson laughs maniacally, BG music screams in the midst of the massacre)


 


 





 (POV switches to Bowman, who has pulled over a red ferrari on the highway)


 


 Bowman: You know you were going 85 in a 65 mph zone, right?


 


 Driver: Hey, man, it ain't none of your business! FUCK YOU!!


 


 (Bowman remains calm)


 


 Bowman: You know, my wife died because of people like you......but you know


 what?  You're right.  It's none of my business, so I'm letting you go.


 


 (Bowman takes a few steps back, then pulls out his gun and shoots a tire out


 from under the sportscar)


 


 Bowman: Relax.....I'm not going to hurt you.  I'm not that kind of guy......


 


 (He shoots out the headlights and kicks out the driver side rear view mirror)


 


 Bowman: Well, what are you waiting for?  You're free to go!


 


 


 


 


 (Komissar Crassus rides his Harley down the long highway.  "Dig" continues)


 


 (POV watches as a highway patrolman pulls over a hotrod full of fratboys)


 


 Frat #1: Shit!  Highway patrol!!  My dad will KILL me if I get in trouble!


 


 (He opens the glove compartment in a panic.  He pulls out a revolver)


 


 (Angle on the deputy as he gets out and walks towards the car.  The fratboy


 jumps out and points the gun at him)


 


 Frat #1 What do you want, man??!!


 


 Deputy: Whoa, whoa whooooa!


 


 Frat #1: What the hell, man??  Am I in trouble??


 


 Deputy: Take it easy, son!!  I was just gonna give you a speeding ticket!!


 


 Frat #1: WHAT??


 


 Deputy: Just a speeding ticket!  Look, you don't need to point that thing!


 


 Frat #1: Quiet man!  I need to think!! 





 Deputy: Take your time, kid.  I don't want to die....


 


 (Crassus sees this as he gets closer.  He pulls off into the grass and walks


 quickly towards them.  The fratboy panics even more as he sees Crassus approach.


 He grabs the deputy and points the gun at the deputy's head)


 


 Frat #1: You stay back!!!!  Stay back, man!!


 


 Deputy: Aww, horseshit!!  Look, pal, just get back on your bike and drive


 away.  We don't need to make this any worse!


 


 Crassus: Just put down the gun, kid.


 


 Frat #1: Shut up!!  I can't think!!!  Gotta figure this out!!


 


 Crassus: Boy, put that gun down before someone gets hurt.


 


 Deputy: Dammit, guys!!!  I got a wife a two kids!! Kid, just try to put the gun down...


 


 Frat #1: Oh man....my dad is gonna KILL ME!!!


 


 Deputy: You're making a mistake, just down the gun. We can work this out.


 


 Crassus: I'm giving you ten seconds, boy....


 


 Deputy: Goddammit!!  Get back!  He's got a FUCKING GUN in my face!!!!!


 


 Frat #1: Aw man...


 


 *******************************************


 


 (Int. Compound-Hadrian's room.  He wakes with a start, sitting on his bed.


 He stares at the wall, deep in thought.  He seems to have had a nightmare.


 A knock comes to his door)


 


 Hadrian: Come in?


 


 (Mel enters)


 


 Mel: Hey.


 


 Hadrian: Hey.


 


 Mel: Ready for your medical exam, blood test and press conference?


 


 Hadrian: Slow down.  I gotta do all that today?


 


 Mel: You seemed to want to get it over with.


 


 Hadrian: Damn.  I could sleep for another four hours.


 


 Mel: You okay?


 


 Hadrian: I don't know.  My body feels like a train wreck today.  My sore


 elbow's coming back, and I think this whole thing with Allison is giving me


 anxiety attacks. I had a lot of trouble sleeping last night.


 


 Mel: It's all that soda you drink, too.  You have to cut down.


 


 Hadrian: I know........Mel, I had the weirdest dream last night.


 


 Mel: Really?


 


 Hadrian: I dreamt that I had discovered a cult of killers under a shopping mall. 


 Their underground hideout was filled with tunnels and weird rooms. It was like


 out of some damn Hellraiser movie.


 


 Mel: What do you mean?


 


 Hadrian: Well, I remember there was this room with enslaved people being


 forced to drink a red liquid that controlled them. There was a room full of


 half-decayed corpses, quivering like jello or something.


 


 Mel: Well.....


 


 Hadrian: But most vividly, I remember a room filled with water. A man was


 sitting on the platform, waiting.  It was like.....an execution room.  He would


 watch you enter and watch you swim to the other side.  He would jump in


 after the swimmer once the swimmer was halfway across the room.  If the


 swimmer couldn't escape out of the room, the man would catch him and drown


 him.  The exit to this nightmare place was a door.....It was a door with a sign


 that said "Disorder"........I went through this door and got away.  I'm almost


 afraid to interpret it.


 


 (Mel looked at him for a moment)


 


 Mel: Maybe you need a vacation


 


 Hadrian: I certainly need to get out of this town. Or else stay in this


 compound for the rest of my life.


 


 Mel: I don't think staying inside is the answer. The door was marked "Disorder",


 not "Safety".  You can't just hide from the world.


 


 (Hadrian paused for a moment, deciding to change the subject)


 


 Hadrian: Where were you last night?


 


 (Mel pauses)


 


 Mel: I was out.  And no, I didn't kill anybody. Just needed to go out.


 


 Hadrian: It can be dangerous out on these roads at night.


 


 Mel: You see?  You're trying to play it safe again. How was the party?


 


 Hadrian: Eh.  Nice art.  Nice house.  Everyone put on their happy faces for me. 


 Especially that Reese girl.


 


 Mel: Hm.


 


 Hadrian: Talked to Kestutis Golim.  Despite my lack of progress, he says Dr.


 Golim has every faith in me.


 


 Mel: You should give yourself more credit.  I don't want to spend the rest of


 my life carrying your emotional baggage.


 


 Hadrian: Why not?  I can fit it all in one suitcase. Anyway, all these smaller


 cases are getting in the way of why we were sent here in the first place.


 


 Mel: The Sheriff still has no details anyway. Either he's hiding something, or


 he doesn't have a clue.


 


 Hadrian: Well, he must be hiding stuff, cuz there's no way he could have


 Potter's body and close the case on Roland.  He's probably covering


 evidence of the Black Dahlia killer also.


 


 Mel: That's not all that's been hushed up.  They seem to have a high


 mortality rate in this and surrounding counties.  A pimp was killed last


 night in the next county, and a whole family of four went missing, along


 with numerous other crimes that shouldn't be happening in this sleepy territory.


 


 Hadrian: Well, I'm only going to handle one thing at a time.  Starting with my 


public announcement over Allison's claims.


 


 (There is a slight pause as he slowly gets up and prepares to shower)


 


 Mel: Hadrian.....


 


 Hadrian: Yes?


 


 Mel: You're not really the father, are you?


 


 (He turns to her in disbelief)


 


 Hadrian: You've known me for almost a year!  You have to ask?


 


 Mel: Yes.....yes I do.


 


 Hadrian: I'd rather roast in Hell.  True, Allison is quite attractive. If the


 circumstances in life were different, it *might* have happened, but let me


 put fears to rest.  She's a total bitch, and I can't stand being in the same


 room with her.


 


 Mel: Just thought I'd ask.  Can I ask something else?


 


 Hadrian: What?


 


 Mel: How did you two become....well....what happened?


 


 Hadrian: Hmmmm.........to make a long story short, she helped end my


 military career by doing what she did last night. She accused me of things


 I didn't do.  Her Dad had powerful connections and got me booted out


 of the service.  The news spread, so I left the US to get away from the


 media circus she created.  You see, I stumbled upon her Dad's illegal 


dealings with a foreign power, so I had to be discredited. Anyway, I


 joined the foreign legion after learning of the civil war with President


 Otanga's mercenary army in Iberia.  Strangely enough, that's where I


 met Andy, Allison's present accomplice.  How *they* got together and


 ended up here I'll never know.  All I can say is that God must be punishing


 me for sins in a past life.


 


 Mel: So, what's the deal with Lavery?


 


 Hadrian: My, you're full of questions.  I'll explain after I get dressed.


 


 Mel: No, that's ok.  I shouldn't pry.


 


 Hadrian: No, no.  It's ok.  No harm in asking. Someone needs to know,


 and I've kept a lot bottled up for a long time.  What say we check out


 the morgue later today?


 


 Mel: You got it, chief.


 


 (Hadrian secludes himself in his private bathroom. It is very spartan.


 A sink, a shower, a toilet in a tiled enviroment worn down by the years.


 He showers quickly and gets out and dresses swiftly. He starts combing 


 his hair.  He pauses and looks in the mirror.  He sighs in some kind of 


 mental anguish as he watches the slow process of his receding hairline)


 


 Hadrian: *sigh*........great.  I'd better get used to the Moby look in 


 ten years.........


 


 


 


 ********************************************





(Ext. The burned church.  It is now late morning. Joe has been awake for a


 while.  He eats a package of snacks with his new friend Nadja.  They have


 been talking for a while, though Nadja looks like she's about to nod off from


 lack of sleep)


 


 Joe: You know, it's ok.


 


 Nadja: What?


 


 Joe: You can lay down if you want.  I won't disturb you.


 


 Nadja: Don't take this wrong, but I don't fully trust you.


 


 Joe: Well.....that's understandable, I suppose.


 


 (Nadja sniffs the air)


 


 Nadja: Still, you have a nice scent.


 


 (Joe looks at her oddly)


 


 Joe: Oh.....uh, thanks.


 


 (There is an awkward pause)


 


 Joe: You want any more twinkies?


 


 Nadja: Oh....uh, no thanks.  *yawn*.........Look, I'm going to rest my eyes.


 If I sense any bullshit, I'll rip your head off.


 


 Joe: Whoa, whoa, take it easy.  I'm on your side. In my opinion, we're


 both in the same boat.


 


 Nadja: *pfft*, Like, you have NO idea!


 


 Joe: Well.....if you weren't running away, you wouldn't be here, would you?


 


 (Nadja looks him in the eye)


 


 Nadja: What makes *you* so sure I'm running away?


 


 Joe: Cuz I know.  Look, I didn't mean to come off sounding like a


 know-it-all-


 


 Nadja: Good, cuz you know what?  You have no FUCKING idea


 of what I've been through!


 


 Joe: I sure as hell could say the same to you.  I don't want any trouble.


 I've been through shit you couldn't dream up!


 


 Nadja: Oh really?  Like what?


 


 Joe: I don't know if you'd believe it.


 


 Nadja: Try walking a mile in MY shoes.  My whole world's been turned


 upside down, and I have no one to talk to.


 


 Joe: Wanna try me?


 


 Nadja: First, I want to sleep.  I've had a rough time.


 


 Joe: Parents, eh?


 


 Nadja:.........Something like that........


 


 Joe: Well......I know how that goes.  You know, I can't even watch VH-1


 at home?  They're afraid I might get "bad ideas". They'd certainly freak if


 they saw the tatoo I got on my arm


 


 (He points to a heart shape with "4-Ever" ornately written in it)


 


 Nadja: Hm, that's nice.


 


 Joe: I did it for.........well, someone special. Got it for sixty bucks, a pretty


 good deal.  It's not even finished yet.  I want to get a sort of a billowing


 cloud to surround the heart, maybe even some flames around the outside.


 


 Nadja: Very nice......It was nice to do that for someone you care about.


 


 Joe: Thanks......he liked it a lot.....


 


 (Nadja does a subtle doubletake, but nods her head and smiles.  Joe stares


 off and thinks of Roland.  He frowns terribly. Nadja notices)


 


 Nadja: Hey...maybe you should get some rest.  Okay?


 


 Joe: Yeah....I'd rather lay down some more, if that's alright with you.


 


 Nadja: *yawn*...fine


 


 (POV pulls away as they stretch out on the floor and rest.  POV pans


 over to a scorched wall.  through a small hole in the wall, we see Duncan


 watching them)


 


 


 


 *******************************************


 


 (Int. A sacred shrine near the coastal beach.  It is a small oriental structure


 near some rocky crags by the surf. Anubis, in human form, sits with several


 other asians.  They seem to be meditating by the shore. Solario walks up 


 behind him quietly)


 


 (CU of Anubis' face.  He looks ahead, but is very aware of Solario's


 presence.  The other Asians are completely oblivious)


 


 Solario: They said I would find you here, Anubis. What are you doing?


 


 (There is a long pause.  Anubis slowly gets up and faces him)


 


 Anubis: This is where I offer gifts to my ancestors, My earthly ancestors


 from nature and humanity


 


 Solario: Touching.  I didn't realize you nips had your own community


 here in the Cove.


 


 Anubis: I have a distant cousin who owns the fishing cannery near our


 community.  And please, I'm from Hong Kong.  I'm not a.......*nip*.


 


 Solario: (sarcastic) Oooh, my mistake.


 


 Anubis: Is the pack being called together?


 


 Solario: We are to be gathered soon.......Whilhelm is to continue his


 rite as packleader


 


 Anubis: There is trouble in your voice.  All is not well?


 


 Solario: Nevermind me, treehugger.  We all have a destiny to follow.


 


 Anubis: Following your destiny and manipulating it are two different


 things. Which do *you* plan to do?


 


 Solario: Oh, JESUS FUCKING CHRIST!!!  Not only do you have


 to be cryptic, you STILL doubt my loyalty!!  Listen, grasshopper, I


 don't answer to you or any of these other losers. For now, you can


 count on this much......If Whilhelm lives to take over as King, so be it.


 If he dies from some outstanding circumstance...... then you'd better


 stay the HELL out of my way!!


 


 Anubis: I have no such ambitions.  That is why nobody trusts you. 


 Your ambition will be your undoing.


 


 Solario: We'll see.


 


 


 


 *******************************************


 


 (Ext. Runstedt Manor.  It is nearing midmorning. Johanns, the butler,


 exits out the front door with Jamie Reese)


 


 Jamie: Breakfast was excellent, Johanns


 


 Johanns: Thank you, Miss Reese.  It is such a treat to see 


 you smile.


 


 Jamie: Thanks.  You know when Leopold is gonna be back?


 


 Johanns: Not until close to nightfall.  Business has pulled him to several


 out-of-town meetings.  In the meantime, however, you have free run of


 the house and the keys to Leopold's Jaguar.


 


 (Jamie sees Johanns pointing to what had to be the hottest set of wheels


 in town.  She almost shrieks with delight)


 


 Jamie: A JAG!!!????  Like, FUCK ME!!


 


 Johanns: I beg your pardon?


 


 Jamie: Ummm, *ahem*, I mean thanks.  Mind if I go for a little ride?


 


 Johanns: You are free to take off in it at any time. Leopold is hoping to


 see you tonight for dinner.....to, uhhh, check on your recovery.


 


 (Jamie hops in the car, giggling with almost orgasmic glee)


 


 Jamie: Time to rock this town inside out!!!!  BYE JEEVES!!!!!


 


 (She peels out, burning tires and preparing for her own induced


 warp speed.She lets out a rebel yell with the radio blasting


 "American Badass" by Kid Rock.  Johanns smiles as she flies 


 past the gate)


 


 Johanns: Ahhhh, spirited youth.


 


 (He re-enters the manor)


 


 


 


 *******************************************


 


 (Ext.  Hadrian leaves the building.  Mel is in the car, ready to go with the


 engine running.  Hadrian jumps in)


 


 Hadrian: Maybe you'd better stay here.  That way, the press will only


 eviscerate me.


 


 Mel: Would you relax?  I can take care of myself. Besides, you seem


 to have this damn martyr complex going on.


 


 Hadrian: I'm about to walk into the biggest massacre since little big horn.


 If I can keep casualties to a minimum, it will be enough.


 


 Mel: It wouldn't be the first time *I* was butchered by the press.


 


 Hadrian: You don't need to be there.  Look, this is my chance to save


 you from a humiliating experience. Let me play the hero just one more time,


 okay?


 


 Mel: *Sigh*.......You don't have to prove anything to me.


 


 Hadrian: Then consider this:  It will be more practical for you to focus on


 other things while I take care of this immediate crisis.


 


 Mel: You know, I'm not some damn damsell in distress.  I can take it.





 Hadrian: *sigh*, that's exactly what's wrong with society.  There are no


 more damsels in distress.  Everyone's got fuckin "girl power".


 


 (Mel turns to him, annoyed)


 


 Mel: Is there a problem?  What the hell's wrong with girlpower?


 


 Hadrian: Nothing, if you're Gloria Steinem.  Look, Men like me


 have just as big of a role to fulfill in society as women.  One


 of those roles is to be protector and that's what I intend to do.


 


 Mel: Oh please!  You want to live in the Bronze age, you go 


 right ahead.  I ain't gonna be a freakin barefoot housewife cowering


 in the corner for you.


 


 Hadrian: I didn't say you had to!


 


 Mel: Then don't go jammin my frequencies with this macho bullshit.


 I'm going to drop you off and risk exposure because I'm not going 


 to hide just to make you happy


 


 Hadrian: No.  I'm sorry.  I didn't mean to sound like that.  I didn't


 mean to start acting like a brutish caveman.  Hell, I don't even want 


 to do this.  I've never been so terrified in my life.


 


 Mel: I tell you what.  I'll drop you off.  You call me the moment 


 you're ready and I'll pick you up.  Then, we'll have some disorder.


 


 Hadrian: What?


 


 Mel: I'm going to help you get your groove back.


 


 Hadrian: My *what*??  My groove?


 


 Mel: Yes, your groove.


 


 Hadrian:......My groove?


 


 Mel: Is there an echo in here?  YES!  Your groove. I think your 


dreams are trying to tell you something, Hadrian.  They're telling 


you to loosen up.  Live a little.


 


 Hadrian: And how do I do that?


 


 Mel: Trust me.....I have an idea.......


 


 (They drive off)


 


 


 *******************************************


 


 


 (Int. The burned Church-late morning.  Joe and Nadja are sleeping.  Duncan


 creeps over to them.  Taking a breath and calculating his timing, he quickly


 grabs Nadja.  He clamps a hand over her mouth before she can make any


 noise and carries her away from Joe.  Nadja becomes alert almost immediately,


 trying to kick and yank herself away from his grasp.  He doesn't let go until


 they are out of the church)


 


 Nadja: You FUCKING bastard!!!!!  Don't you ever lay


 a hand on me again!!!! I'll goddamn well rip your heart out!!!


 


 Duncan: I like your enthousiasm, but right now we have more


 important things to worry about!


 


 Nadja: You have NO RIGHT!!  NO RIGHT to tell me what


 to do!!!


 


 Duncan: Would you keep it down!!!????  That boy will


 hear us!


 


 Nadja: LET HIM!  I don't care.  Anyways, I can at least 


 trust him to not pull any shit on me!


 


 (Duncan grabs her by the shoulders and looks her in


 the eye with a stern parental look)


 


 Duncan: You listen, and you listen good!!  The world is


 an unfair place and you're going to have to get used to it!!  


 Your are coming with me because:


 


 1) Your family is gone now.  You have nothing to go back to.


 


 2) You are one of us.  You have a duty to fulfill whether you 


 like it or not!


 


 3) If you had told that boy ANYTHING about us, told


 him *anything* about the garou.......I would've been forced


 to kill him.


 


 (Nadja looks at him fearfully.  His dead serious expression scares


 her into straightening up)


 


 Duncan: Regular people, no matter how young or old.....they can


 never know about us.  It is the law of our people.  Until you come


 to understand the litanies, you cannot go around endangering us. 


 Now, you can come with me or I'll carry you kicking and screaming.


 It's up to you.


 


 Nadja: .......Can I at least say goodbye to him?


 


 Duncan: No.


 


 Nadja: Oh Duncan.....don't do this.  Let me go. Just tell the others


 I got away.......


 


 Duncan: Nadja.......no.  I can't let you.  Not yet. When the time is 


 right, you will see him again.  I'm almost certain of it.


 


 (Nadja looks back at the church.  With defeat, she marches ahead


 of Duncan, who takes her back to the shed)


 


 


 


 *******************************************


 


 (Int. Gun shop.  The proprieter who sold the sniper rifle to Andy 


watches TV with great interest.  He watches as Komissar Artemann 


is led to a federal jail in cuffs.  Artemann has a grim expression)


 


 Store Clerk: That's right, Arty.  You're gonna get yours!  The 


day is slowly coming........the day of reckoning!


 


 (He grabs an M-16 and cleans it)


 


 Store Clerk: Yep.......The day is coming.  You and your pals are


 going down!!!  Heheheheheh........Me and MY friends'll show you!


 


 


 *******************************************


 


 


 (Int. Fishing Cannery-Main business offices. Several chinese men


 in expensive suits go over an inventory sheet.  Mr Wong, the head


 of management, converses with his nephew, Po)


 


 Charles: Po?


 


 Po: Yes?


 


 Charles: We will have to clear the north warehouse and get ready 


 for the food market fest.  I want to prepare some new products


 to go with our fish.


 


 Po: Yes, Uncle.


 


 Charles: One cannot just live on fish anymore, heheh.  No, we will


 start our own line of bread products and desserts as well.


 


 Po: Yes, Uncle.


 


 Charles: Well, everything checks out with inventory.  I have the 


 contracts ready to sign with FoodTown and Big Bear Supermarkets. 


 They will be pleased to see us expanding!  HAHA!!


 


 Po: Yes, Uncle.


 


 (Music turns ominous.  Several men enter the offices.  They look


 like grim faced Japanese in expensive suits.  In slow motion,


 they move to Mr Wong's office.  The secretary tries to tell them


 that Wong is busy.  One of the Men opens his coat, revealing a gun. 


 This revelation shuts her up quickly. They burst through the office,


 suprising the men)


 


 Charles: Here now!  What's this all about?


 


 (The leader smiles contemptuously)


 


 Fuchida: I am Naga Fuchida.  I am the newly appointed representative


 of the Kobyashi Corporation.  Since your *little* cannery is within our


 marketing territory, I wanted to pay a visit.


 


 Charles: This is highly irregular!  Kobyashi doesn't dabble in the fish


 market.....


 


 (Charles is stopped cold in fear when he sees a tatoo on Fuchida's


 wrist. It is a Dragon tatoo, exquisitely done, and an important symbol


 concerning Fuchida's true occupation)


 


 Po: Oh my God, Uncle!  He's with the Yakuza!!!


 


 (Fuchida smiles at Po's faux pas)


 


 Charles: Quiet, Po!  This man is our guest, no matter how unexpected.....


 


 (He turns to Fuchida politely)


 


 Charles: Perhaps you'd like a tour of our facilities?


 


 Fuchida: I am here to simply offer you a business deal.  Insurance.


 


 Po: But we don't need-


 


 Charles: PO!


 


 (Charles is visibly nervous.  Po, seeing hints of blackmail and veiled


 threats, becomes angry)


 


 Charles: Po, I want you to go supervise the work shift.  NOW!!


 


 Po: But Uncle, they're nothing but a bunch of- 





 Fuchida: -A bunch of what?  CRIMINALS??


 


 (Fuchida laughs heartily.  His henchmen laugh as well)


 


 Fuchida: Your nephew is an amusing man.  I'd like to have lunch


 with him sometime.......as for our arrangement......we want fifty


 percent.


 


 Po: FIFTY?????


 


 Charles: Po, you are such a hot head.  GO!!  Honor my wishes, Po.


 


 (Po gets angry and leaves)


 


 Charles: Forgive him.  He is headstrong.


 


 Fuchida: I hope he won't be........complicated.


 


 Charles: No.  No he won't.


 


 Fuchida: That's good.  Very good.  I would hate to see that stress


 take a drastic toll......on his health......


 


 (Fuchida suddenly jumps in the air, very agile for a man his age. 


 With a martial arts shout, he slams his open palm down on the


 wooden chair Po was sitting moments before.  The chair is shattered


 into splinters!  Po rushes back in, fearful of the violent sounds.  Charles


 sits still, stunned)


 


 Fuchida: We shall return within the end of the month, to collect your


 "Starter's fee" for our services.   Pleasure doing business with you.


 


 *****************************************


 


 (Int. Burned out church.  Joe wakes up.  He looks around, noticing that


 Nadja is gone)


 


 Joe: Hmp.  Even *she's* gone.


 


 (Joe gets up and exits the church.  He looks down both directions of


 the deserted road.  He pulls out a quarter and flips it.  He catches it in


 midair and smacks it down on his wrist.  He sees that it landed on "tails".


 He looks to his right and starts walking)


 


 Joe: (sings) Everyone can see the road that they walk on is paved in gold,


 It's always summer, it never gets cold, they never get hungry, they never


 grow old and grey....


 


 


 ******************************************


 


 (Ext. A stretch of road near the University Campus. Jamie roars down


 the road towards a parking lot.  She sees Alan and Palestrina walking


 to class. She honks the horn)


 


 Alan: Whoa, No WAY!!


 


 Palestrina: WHOO!!  Girl, where did you get that fine looking thang??


 


 Jamie: Honey, I was *born* with this nice looking THANG!!!!


 


 Palestrina: No, you sweet little hoochie, I mean where did you get this


 CAR!!!???  This is so fucking hot!!


 


 Alan: I'll say!  This does 0-80 in 8 seconds!!  CD player, surround


 sound.....


 


 Jamie: Not to mention enough bass in the stereo to destroy half the town!


 


 (Jamie cranks it up on the radio, playing "My Way" by Limp Bizkit. 


 Alan and Palestrina climb in, dump their books in the back seat and


 give a rebel yell as Jamie floors it away from the campus)


 


 Alan: Hey, you been okay these past few?


 


 Jamie: Hell yeah.  I'm gettin a sweet deal out of the Runstedt family.


 Theys practically giving me the run of the house!!


 


 Palestrina: So, what's that guy like?


 


 Jamie: Who?


 


 Palestrina: Your sugar daddy, that hotshot Leopold!!  He looks totally


 dope.


 


 Jamie: Trina, all I can say is take a whiff, cuz he is the pooh!


 


 Alan: They got a nice place?


 


 Jamie: You'll see it soon enough......I think I'm gonna try to hold a party


 there for all my Lambda Zeta gals


 


 Palestrina: Honey, lesson #1: No sorority bitches. The only sluts I want


 to see are the male models working it in the Oaktown Mall


 


 Jamie: Hell, there are some dizzy hunks here in the Cove.  We can pick


 up a few at the beach parties.  We'll even get one for you, Alan!


 


 Alan: I'll sit this one out, thank you.


 


 Palestrina: Come on, Alan me-laddo!!!  You wanna hang with us, you


 gotta handle a little fly guy!!!


 


 Jamie: WOOHOO!!!


 


 (Jamie takes it up a notch as she gets out on the highway)


 


 Palestrina: Think I can sink my teeth into that juicy stud of yours?


 


 Jamie: Leo?  Hell no, but he's got a 400 pound cousin who likes to


 show his porn collection to gals like you if you're interested!


 


 (Palestrina smiles and flips her off)


 


 Palestrina: Like, fuck you, you little bitch!


 


 


 


 ******************************************


 


 (Int. Dwight's Cove City Hall.  A gathering of the press surrounds


 Hadrian as he is thrust into the spotlight on the steps of the grand


 staircase inside the building)


 


 Hadrian: .....I can conclude with this immediate data that I am innocent


 of ALL claims made by Miss Klausing.  I am drug free, and I am not


 the father hers nor anyone elses baby.  This matter is considered closed!


 


 Reporter #1: What about claims made by a male porn star that you and


 he are lovers?


 


 Hadrian: Untrue!  And highly irrelevent to anything going on here.


 


 (Hadrian looks bewildered by the rapid fire questions)


 


 Reporter #2: What is the nature of your relationship with your Female


 counterpart in the compound?  Are you two sexually involved?


 


 (Hadrian's jaw drops)


 


 Hadrian: What?


 


 Reporter #3: Do you fantasize about your partner?


 


 Hadrian: You leave my assistant out of this!


 


 Reporter #4: Are Komissars victims of child abuse? Is that why you're


 so tense?


 


 Reporter #5: Do you masturbate?


 


 Hadrian: WHAT??!!


 


 Reporter #2: Are you sleeping with Komissar Mellisende?


 


 Hadrian: I aught to slug you right on live TV!  No, I don't engage in


 anything but professional behavior with my assistant.


 


 Reporter #3: Have you ever done drugs?


 


 Hadrian: No.


 


 Reporter #1: What is your agenda for now in Dwight's Cove?


 


 Hadrian: I'm on assignment.


 


 Reporter #1: What are you looking for?


 


 Hadrian: I'm on an investigation.  In the interest of public safety, I must


 keep the specifics confidential 





 Reporter #5: Do you masturbate??


 


 (Hadrian looks at the moron for a split second)


 


 Hadrian: Any intelligent questions?


 


 Reporter #4: Do you think a trial with Komissar Artemann will put


 your agendas at risk?


 


 Hadrian: No.  If he's guilty, he will serve his time, then return to duty.


 


 Reporter #4: Is it true you were trained under the new dictatorship


 in Romania?  Several Komissars reportedly claimed they were taught


 by the powerful Ionescu regime.


 


 Hadrian: Completely untrue.  I was trained here in the US.  I have a


 great respect for the hardy Romanians, and I do not support the new


 dictatorship in any way.


 


 Reporter: #3: Isn't that a bit ironic?


 


 Hadrian: Nor really.  I enforce existing laws, while Ionescu is destroying


 his people by creating new ones.  I believe in Freewill with responsibility,


 however.


 


 Reporter #5: Do you masturbate??


 


 (Hadrian looks at him, annoyed.  Several reporters are snickering.  It's as


 if they're badgering him for the hell of it.  Hadrian gets uncomfortably


 close to the reporter)


 


 Hadrian: I tell you what.  I'll answer your dumbass question if you do


 one thing.


 


 Reporter #5: Which is?


 


 (Hadrian grabs and makes him face several cameras)


 


 Hadrian: You are going to have to tell the world about your *own* sexual


 behavior......go on, tell them how you like to get it on....DO IT!!


 


 (The reporter hesitates)


 


 Hadrian: Go on....tell the world wether or not you wack the pud, slap pappy,


 spank it til the cows come home.  You tell them, and THEN I will answer


 your question!


 


 (Hadrian backs away towards the front doors.  For a moment, all cameras


 and reporters focus their attentions on Reporter #5)


 


 Reporter #5: Well, I, uhh....HEY!!


 


 (He turns to see Hadrian exit the building.  All of the reporters start rushing


 to the doors.  Hadrian grabs every object he can grasp.  A trashcan, a park


 bench, etc, and blocks the doors.  He stops a highway patrolman passing by)


 


 Hadrian: EXCUSE me.....could I borrow your billyclub?


 


 Deputy Ross: Huh?


 


 Hadrian: Just for two minutes.


 


 Ross: Sounds like you got a heap of trouble, my friend.


 


 Hadrian: Yeah, no kidding!  These jackasses are getting on my nerves.


 


 Ross: Hmmmm.......want me to hold them off?


 


 (He takes the club and jams two doors shut at the handles.  Hadrian takes


 off for the street)


 


 Hadrian: Just let me have a two minute headstart!


 


 (He briskly walks away, stopping to catch his senses.  He leans up against


 a tree and closes his eyes.  Desperately, he tries to "make it all go away")


 


 Hadrian: It's okay.......it's okay......everything's going to be all right.....


 


 (Mel pulls up to the tree and looks at him.  He swiftly gets in at the


 passenger)


 


 Mel: Hey there!  You okay?


 


 Hadrian: You are a saint, Mel!  Let's get out of here.  I want to drown my


 misery in some ice cream.


 


 (They drive off)


 


 


 ******************************************


 (Ext. Jamie drives down the road with loud music and her pals)


 


 (ECU of Jamie.  She gets scared suddenly.  She looks straight ahead


 on the clear road.  She senses something wrong)


 


 Jamie: Oh my God......Joe!


 


 


 ******************************************


 


 (Ext.  The countryside.  Joe walks down the lonely stretch of road,


 not knowing where to go or what to do next.  POV pans behind him.


 A pair of menacing animal eyes watches him.  He stops and looks around. 


 He can hear the menacing animal noises)


 


 Joe: Who's there?


 


 (The growling continues.  Music buildup becomes tense.  Joe walks faster,


 breathing harder.  He hears bushes rustling on both sides.  In a panic, Joe


 breaks into a run.  Blindly, Joe stumbles into trees and falls flat on his


 face.  He turns around and screams.  All is quiet. He looks around, and


 sees nothing.  He stands up.  A buzzing noise becomes audible.  He looks


 around some more.  It sounds as if a swarm of insects were nearby.


 Curiously, he peers over a bush)


 


 Joe: SHIT!


 


 (Laying before him is a fly infested dead boy, half eaten.  It is Nadja's


 younger brother, though barely recognizable.  A horrendous growl snaps


 Joe's attention away from the rotted corpse.  A Spiral Dancer watches him


 from the other side of the corpse.  The sight of this creature brings cold terror


 to Joe.  Its features are straight out of some toxic nightmare.  It looked like


 a hairless Saint Bernard with a single large sabre tooth, dripping saliva.


 Its three eyes milky white, and huge claws stained with the blood of past


 kills.  An oder from its rubbery hide sends Joe reeling.  He runs.  The


 creature follows.  More Spiral Dancers join the first, each one hideously


 unique, each one grotesque in mind, body and soul)


 


 Three Eyes: The game is ended, little child!!


 


 (He leaps up into the air in mid-stride and lands on Joe.  Three eyes and


 his cohorts laugh maliciously.  Joe is too out of breath to scream.  One of


 the creatures, A grey furred, goat like beast with six dangling wrinkled


 teets, spits down on Joe's face and stares into his eyes)


 


 Goat: I want his nose and his nipples!!


 


 Tru'Nembra: (Laughs like a Hyena)


 


 Joe: W-wait!!  What the hell ARE YOU!!!?????


 


 (Three eyes bites into Joes arm.  Blood starts spilling out, but it is not a


 deep wound.  The Spiral Dancers laugh as Three Eyes teases his prey. 


 Furiously scared, Joe picks up a rock and smashes it on Three Eye's skull. 


 Three Eyes is momentarily stunned, but the creatures stop laughing)


 


 Three Eyes: That, my boy, was a mistake......


 


 Joe: Fuck You, Snoopy!!


 


 (The Spiral Dancers roar and prepare to tear Joe to pieces)


 


 Whilhelm: Pardon me.....I couldn't help but notice. You're having a picnic


 on private property


 


 (Whilhelm, having appeared out of nowhere, dressed in a white Turtleneck


 and jeans.  He remains calm as the three beasts look him over suspiciously)


 


 Three Eyes: You are not welcome here, Garou!  Get thee gone to thy hellish


 realm.  We are settling lunch.


 


 Joe: PLEASE HELP ME!!


 


 Whilhelm: I am ruler of this domain.  All creatures, great and small are


 MINE to command, protect and devour as I see fit!


 


 Goat: So be it, Silver Fang!!!


 


 (Growling like a pack of dogs, the Spiral Dancers leap at Will, who


 reinforces his stand against them with endurance and agility.  The noise of


 their barks and cries almost drives Joe to feverous madness.  Will


 skillfully dodges their attacks with little effort.  He tears at Three Eye's


 chest, and draws a sickly yellow fluid from a wound on one of Goat's


 sagging teets)


 


 


 *****************************************


 


 (Ext. The road.  Jamie flies past with her bewildered friends, almost


 risking accident after accident to go to some unseen location.  Coming


 from the opposite direction are Hadrian and Mel)


 


 Palestrina: Are you crazy!!??  LOOK OUT!!


 


 Alan: Whoa, whoaaAAAA WHOAA!!


 


 (Mel and Hadrian gasp and brace for impact)


 


 Hadrian: Shit!


 


 Mel: Hang on!!


 


 (Both cars hit their brakes.  Jamie skids up along side Mel's window. 


 They are mere feet away when the cars stop)


 


 Jamie: I FOUND JOE!!!!!!  HE'S IN DANGER!!!!


 


 (Without further explanation, Jamie floors it deeper into the woods.  Mel


 and Hadrian look at each other.  Mel speeds off following Jamie)


 


 


 *****************************************


 


 (Ext. Country road.  Two men dressed in priestly robes walk down the


 road. They hear the sounds of Joe's screams and the howlings of the


 Spiral Dancers coming from the woods.  Hesitating, they rush to the


 edge of the woods and stop to hear more)


 


 Edward: God have mercy!  What is going on?


 


 Reuben: Sounds like someone's being attacked by wild animals!!


 


 Edward: We need to get help.


 


 Reuben: No time!  There isn't anyone for miles!!!


 


 (Jamie's car roars over a hill and lands hard on the shocks. The priests


 move back in suprise as the Jag skids off to the side of the road.  Jamie,


 driven by her senses, hops out and starts to run for the woods)


 


 Alan: WHERE ARE YOU GOING????


 


 (Palestrina smells the conflict.  She gets out cautiously)


 


 Palestrina: Stay here, Alan!


 


 Alan: But-


 


 Palestrina: -STAY!


 


 (Mel pulls up alongside the Jaguar.  She and Hadrian hop out and run in


 the same direction)


 


 Edward: Is everything all right?


 


 Jamie: We need your help!!!  My friend's in trouble!!


 


 ("Standing Outside The Fire" by Garth Brooks plays in the BG as the action


 heats up.  Brother Edward looks at Brother Reuben)


 


 Edward: Well?  COME ON!!


 


 Reuben: Oh, damnable spirited youth!!


 


 (Edward runs after Mel and Hadrian.  Reuben tries to keep up with Edward.


 Alan looks around, adrenalin rushing through him)


 


 Alan: Ah, hell!!  I gotta see THIS!!!


 


 (Alan hops out and follows Brother Reuben)


 


 (Camera pans by Jamie, Palestrina, Hadrian, Mel, Edward, Reuben and Alan


 as they run through the forest, following the sounds of the attack.  Joe's


 screams spur Jamie to go even faster)


 


 


 


 ******************************************


 


 (Ext. The fight.  Will is scratched, bitten, bleeding on the forehead and


 arms.  His nice clothes are dusty from tumbling about.  The three Spiral


 Dancers are equally bruised and breathing heavy from the exertion.  They


 circle Will clockwise and counterclockwise to throw off his initiative)


 


 Goat: You are as good as dead, Fang!!


 


 Will: You guys are so pathetic.  I should let you live with shame and some


 broken legs!!  You are not worth my effort!!


 


 Three Eyes: The darkness comes soon enough, son of Wotan!!  GUG!!  OUD!!


 


 (Two more Spiral Dancers leap from out of the trees.  Simoultaneously, they


 land and crouch before Will with readiness.  Gug and Oud smile with gruesome


 glee)


 


 Three Eyes: Since three cannot kill you, Silver Fang, maybe FIVE will do!!


 


 (CU of Will's face as he breathes heavy)


 


 Will: Ahh shit.......


 


 (Music intensifies in the BG as Jamie and Palestrina appear)


 


 Jamie: HEY NUMBNUTS!!!  COME GET SOME!!!


 


 Palestrina: Shit!!  You aren't gonna....


 


 Jamie: Hell yeah I am!!


 


 (Goat snarls at Palestrina.  Goat jumps up, tumbles towards the Fury with


 speediness and forcefully kicks her up and away.  Palestrina lands fifteen


 feet away in suprise)


 


 Palestrina: FUCK!!


 


 (Jamie sees this in a split second, and freezes in terror.  Tru'Nembra bears


 his teeth and leaps at her.  Jamie screams, her mind triggers its self


 preservation.  Her terror causes an unseen force to "hit" Tru'Nembra in the


 gut just as he's about to land on her.  Tru'Nembra is thrown back in a tree.


 The cracking of his hide on wood can be heard, followed by howls of pain.


 Three Eyes and the others look at her in awe.  Even Will and Joe are


 suprised.  Hadrian and Mel show up.  Gug and Oud smile at the new challenge)


 


 Hadrian: What the HELL???


 


 Mel: Wild animals!!!


 


 (Three Eyes becomes distracted long enough for Will to leap at him.  The


 two tumble in the bushes.  Will's claws push out from his fingers, his animal


 instincts getting the better of him for a moment. Will begins to smack


 Three Eyes across his bloodied face)


 


 (Oud draws out huge claws, retracting from his fingers as he faces Mel)


 


 Oud: (smiles) Cool....


 


 (Mel draws out her Katana and crouches in readiness. Oud lunges at her.


 Sparks fly as Mel's katana clashes with Oud's steely claws.  each of his


 attacks is swiftly countered by her defense)


 


 (Palestrina leaps to her feet and assumes a martial arts position.  Goat


 does likewise)


 


 Goat: I see you are a practioner of Kalindo arts.....


 


 Palestrina: And you are a big ugly BITCH.....


 


 Goat: Let's see if your technique is as gooood as your tongue!


 


 (Goat flips over Palestrina)


 


 Palestrina: Yi-TAI!!!


 


 (Palestrina sticks her foot up and smacks Goat in the back.  Goat lands


 painfully on her feet.  Palestrina smiles with a shit eating grin and


 shuffles her feet like a boxer)


 


 Goat: Beware, Cunt, for I am a practioner of the Forbidden Varda arts.....


 


 (Goat scurries along the ground with alarming speed and trips up Palestrina


 before she can leap away.  Goat swings her foot down to crush Palestrina's


 neck.  Palestrina moves away in the nick of time)


 


 (POV swings to Edward, Reuben and Alan as they witness the bloody spectacle)


 


 Edward: We've got to do something!!


 


 Reuben: No, NO!!!  violence is not our way!!!


 


 (Edward looks at him, then looks at the fighting)


 


 (Gug circles around Hadrian, drooling as he sizes up his opponent)


 


 Hadrian: Nice outfit.....


 


 Gug: Fuck you......


 


 (Gug swings his claws at Hadrian.  Hadrian steps back, blocking each swing


 as Gug advances)


 


 Hadrian: So much for some fuckin courtesy.....


 


 (Gug lunges his head forward, attempting to bite Hadrian.  Hadrian clamps


 his mouth shut with both hands.  A test of strength ensues as Hadrian


 struggles to keep Gug's mouth closed.  Gug breaks free and backs away. 


 Gug swings with one arm, but Hadrian catches it. Hadrian swings his free arm


 at Gug, but Gug catches it.  They struggle some more, trying to get the upper


 hand.  Gug gets very frustrated)


 


 Gug: ROOOOOOOAR!!!!!!!!!


 


 Hadrian: ROOOOOOOOOOAAAAARRRRRR!!!!


 


 (Hadrian headbutts Gug, the impact knock them both silly.  Gug clutches his


 head in pain and falls down.  So does Hadrian)


 


 


 (Tru'Nembra steps towards Jamie again.  He is furious!!  Jamie's eyes begin


 to glow blue.  Tru'Nembra roars and snarls.  Jamie looks straight at him.


 Her blood vessels pop up across her neck and face, charged up by her inner


 fury.  The veins start turning black as she concentrates.  Dozens of leaves,


sticks, rocks and bits of litter and trash rise up from the ground. Trunembra


backs away as the objects hover around Jamie.  He is suddenly pelted/assaulted/


beaten up by volley after volley of objects flying at him at dangerous speeds)


 


 


 (Oud gets the upper hand on Mel, pinning her to the ground.  He growls in


 her face)


 


 Alan: Hey!


 


 (Alan runs up to stop him, but Oud slugs Alan, knocking him to the ground.


 Brother Edward pulls out a small sling.  He picks up a stone and puts it in


 the sling pouch)


 


 Reuben: Edward, we are not fighters!  You cannot use violence as a


 solution!!


 


 Edward: I'm not being violent....just very clumsy!!


 


 (Edward flings the rock at Oud, smashing the beast in the face.  Mel uses


 the moment to kick Oud between the legs, knocking him off her.  Edward


 smiles as he looks at Reuben)


 


 Edward: Ooops, it slipped!


 


 (Oud recovers, punching Mel in the face.  Dazed, she falls backwards.  Oud


 turns and looks at Edward viciously)


 


 Edward: Oh dear.....


 


 Reuben: You said a mouthful!


 


 Oud: Prepare to be totally FUCKED up, holyman!!


 


 Edward: Know ye this, spawn of Satan......I am Brother Edwards, servant of


 the order of Saint Michael the Archangel......and I KICKASS FOR THE LORD!!


 


 (Oud charges them.  Alan sticks his foot out and trips Oud.  Edward and


 Reuben react quickly, kicking the shit out of Oud)


 


 Edward: What were you saying about being "non-violent"????


 


 Reuben: Ohhhhh.....shush!


 


 


 (Will begins to bear canines as he wrestles with Three Eyes.  Three Eyes


 pulls away.  He pauses, gulps down and manipulates his stomach muscles.


 Three Eyes regurgitates powerful stomach acids, spraying in Will direction.


 Will crouches down, then leaps up to avoid the deadly spray.  Will punches


 him in the stomach, causing Three Eyes to bend down in pain.  Will clutches


 Three Eye's neck and forces his face into the acidic puddle on the ground.


 Three Eye's screams in burning pain.  He breaks from Will's grip and


 retreats)


 


 (Gug and Hadrian start getting up.  Clumsily, they attack each other again.


 Gug swipes at Hadrian with heavy claws, but Hadrian cartwheels away from


 the beast with incredible agility.  Gug runs to catch up.  Hadrian jumps up,


 flips his body in a summersault and lands next to Gug.  Hadrian throws


 several swift punches to Gug's face, breaking his nose in several places)


 


 Gug: BASTARD!!!


 


 Hadrian: You're going down, camelcrotch!!


 


 Gug:You ever dance with the devil in the pale moonlight?


 


 Hadrian: Hmp!!  LAME!!!


 


 (Hadrian punches Gug multiple times.  Gug is too stunned to fight back.


 Hadrian starts kicking Gug's shins, slapping his face, punching his stomach.


 Having an adrenalin rush, Hadrian completely forgets all the frailties he


 felt earlier that morning.  Hadrian gives off a rebel yell, punching the


 bewildered Gug again and again.  Hadrian almost dances on his feet, Dancing


 rings around Gug, lighter than air.  He jumps up and kicks at Gug.  Gug,


 however, catches Hadrian's foot and flips the Komissar flat on his face very


 hard)


 


 Hadrian: Oooooooh......my left nut........ooooooooooh......


 


 


 (Oud stands up and faces the terror stricken priests.  He pushes Reuben


 away, but vengefully grabs Edward.  Oud punches Edward in the gut, then


 clutches the priest's face with both clawed hands.  Mel shouts to get his


 attention.  Oud drops Edward and faces Mel.  Mel charges him.  Sparks fly


 again as claws and Katana clash together. Mel suddenly smacks the hilt of


 her samurai sword into Oud's chin.  She swings the weapon down and cuts off


 Oud's left hand.  Paralyzed with shock, Oud watches as she flips her body


 around, swings the blade one more time and decapitates him with her back


 to him)


 


 


 (BG music builds to climactic high point as Palestrina bites Goat on the


 neck.  Using the ancient Martial Arts of "Kalindo", Palestrina hoists Goat


 into the air and throws the Spiral Dancer into Tru'Nembra)


 


 


 (Hadrian faces Gug for one final furious attack.  They are twenty feet


 apart.  ECU splitscreen of their eyes focused on each other.  Music builds.


 Hadrians takes a running start towards Gug.  Gug roars menacingly.  Hadrian


 twists his body in mid-run and starts summersaulting towards Gug. Gug lunges


 with his claws, but misses when Hadrian flips with every ounce of energy


 above, over and behind Gug.  A split second after he lands, Hadrian gives a


 shout and leaps into a roundhouse kick.  He is blur of black clothing.  Gug


 turns around in time to be kick in the chest.  Music climaxes, the frame


 freezes with Hadrian in the air.  The impact of the kick crunches into Gug


 as if his whole body is shattered by the attack.  The fight is over as Gug


 lands on his back and retreats, limping away)


 


 


 (Music resolves.  POV pans over the retreating Spiral Dancers.  Will, Jamie,


 Alan, Palestrina, Hadrian, Mel, Joe, Edward and Reuben stand together and


 watch, posed in a dramatic, heroic tableaux of combat readiness)


 


 


 


 ******************************************


 


 (Ext.  Moments later.  The gathering has dispersed. Jamie sits with Alan,


 Palestrina, Joe and Will as the Sheriff finishes taking their statements)


 


 Loomis: Well, I must say, you really lead a charmed life, Miss Reese.


 


 Jamie: It's all in the wrist.


 


 (She snaps her fingers and smiles.  Sheriff Loomis heads back to his car)


 


 Loomis: I'm sending a team of pest control experts out here to round up


 these stray animals.  I suggest you all get home before dark.


 


 Palestrina: Heh, whatever.


 


 Jamie: Hey, we *totally* kicked ass!!!


 


 Palestrina: We are Queen Bitches, baby!!


 


 Jamie: Learn it....


 


 Palestrina: Live it.....


 


 Palestrina/Jamie: LOVE IT!!


 


 (A car pulls up as the authorities are ending their investigation.  An


 older, somewhat attractive woman in her forties gets out and looks at


 the motley group.  She looks particularly at Palestrina with an unamused


 expression)


 


 Palestrina: Shit.....


 


 Will: Who's that?


 


 Palestrina: ........Like, Ugh, it's my Mom......


 


 Alan: She looks pretty hot.....


 


 Palestrina: You obviously have *never* met my mother.  You'd want to


 be an orphan, too, if *you* had to put up with her.....


 


 (Britty, Palestrina's mom, lights up a cigarette and marches towards them)


 


 Britty: I went to the campus to find you.  No one knew where you were, and


 WHERE DO I FIND YOU???  Out here, in the middle of NOWHERE fighting


 with a pack of DOGS????


 


 Palestrina: Lighten up, Mom....


 


 Britty: DON'T.....tell me to lighten up!  What the FUCK do I look like??


 HUH???


 


 Will: Pardon me, she-


 


 Britty: -*YOU* stay out of this!


 


 Palestrina: (gritting her teeth) I was saving somebody's life, *mother*......


 


 Jamie: It was my fault.  I drove her out here.  It all happened so fast.


 


 Will: It's true.  I was nearly torn to pieces.  I'm very grateful to your


 daughter's assistance.


 


 Britty: I pay fifteen fuckin thousand dollars a year for you....


 


 (Britty looks at Will.  She looks him up and down, partly suspicious, partly


 impressed)


 


 Britty: You a friend?


 


 Will: Well....we, uhhh, just met.


 


 Jamie: He's with, uhhh, me.


 


 (Jamie starts to sound flustered as she blurts this out.  Jamie and Will


 look at each other, confused.  Jamie and Joe look at each other, confused.


 Joe and Will look at each other, confused and a bit tense)


 


 Britty: He's a little *old* for you, isn't he? 





 Will: Actually, in dog years I'm, uhhh, quite young......


 


 (Britty raises an eyebrow, not knowing wether to be amused or even


 MORE suspicious)


 


 Britty: Come on, Palestrina.  We're going to the campus.


 


 Palestrina: I'll go back soon.


 


 Britty: You are COMING WITH ME!  You're not staying here with


 strange men!!


 


 Palestrina: Jesus fucking CHRIST, Mom!!!!


 


 (Palestrina storms to the car.  Britty follows with a cold expression)


 


 Jamie: Talk to you later.


 


 Britty: Not if *I* can help it.


 


 (Britty gets in and drives off.  Will looks at Jamie sheepishly)


 


 Will: Sorry about that.  She's right, you know.  I'm not exactly the kind of


 guy you want to hang out with.


 


 Jamie: Hey, *I'll* be the judge of that.  You okay, Joe?


 


 Joe: Yeah.  The medic said I'd be okay.  It was just a fleshwound.


 


 Jamie: Ready to go home?


 


 (Joe gets quiet)


 


 Joe: I suppose.


 


 Jamie: Hey, everything's going to be all right. I'll be with you.  If you


 want, maybe you'd like to visit me at the manor in a few days?


 


 Joe: I could do that.


 


 (Jamie turns to Will)


 


 Jamie: You're welcome to join.  I'm sure the Runstedts won't mind.  We could


 have dinner tomorrow night?


 


 Will: Thank you.


 


 (Jamie smiles at him)


 


 Jamie: Are you a model?


 


 Will: (blushes) Ummm, no.  Just lucky, I guess.


 


 Jamie: I'd bet you'd look great in some swim trunk ads


 


 Will: Well..........


 


 Jamie: Come on!  Hop in the car!!  I don't bite!!


 


 Will: (chuckling) interesting you should say that.........


 


 


 ******************************************





 (Ext.  Joe's house.  Joe, Jamie and Will wait outside the front door.  Joe


 is very nervous.  A car slowly drives by.  Joe's jaw drops when he sees that


 the driver looks like ROLAND!!.  The man, smooth and cool, smoking a


 cigarette, looks at him as he stares)


 


 Hasting: 'Sup?


 


 Joe: Uhh....hi.


 


 (The man smiles and drives on.  Mr Christmas answers the door)


 


 Mr C: (suprised) JOE!!!  Where have you been!?  We've been worried sick!


 Mary!!  MARY!!!


 


 (Mrs Christmas comes to the door)


 


 Mrs C: Oh MY!  My baby!!!


 


 (She hugs him tightly.  Mr C looks at Jamie and Will apprehensively)


 


 Mr C: Thank you.  I'm very grateful for your help.


 


 Jamie: It was my pleasure to help.  I was wondering if Joe-


 


 Mr C: -Uh, THANK YOU.


 


 (Mr Christmas ushers Joe inside and shuts the door on Jamie in mid-sentence)


 


 Will: Hmmm, friendly neighborhood.


 


 Jamie: Was it something I said?


 


 ********************************************


 


 (Int. Joe's house.  Joe and his parents are seated in the living room,


 awkwardly facing each other.  The decor is covered with religious objects.


 Crosses, candles, and several bibles cover the shelves, walls, etc.  Mr and


 Mrs C close their eyes in prayer)


 


 Mr C: Where have you been?


 


 Joe: Around.


 


 Mrs C: Answer your father!


 


 Joe: Too much happened!  People were after me!  I was chased, and my best


 friend's dead.


 


 Mr C: You weren't hanging out with the faggot, were you?


 


 Joe: Dad!


 


 Mrs C: Oh my God, what if it's Pot?  I know a friend who's cousin turned gay


 from the weed.


 


 Joe: Mom!


 


 Mr C: Son, we need to calm down and figure things out now.  So much has been


 going on.


 


 Joe: Mom, Dad......I'm sorry.....I don't know what else to say.......


 


 Mr C: Were you with the queerboy?


 


 Joe: I can't believe you're asking me this now!  I was nearly killed out there!!


 


 Mr C: I know, I know......look, I think it's best you go to your room.


 We'll be seeing a therapist tomorrow.


 


 Joe: A......therapist????


 


 Mrs C: It's for your own good, son.


 


 Mr C: You'll also be out of school for a few days.  At least you'll be away


 from that secular stuff for a while.


 


 Joe: But.....


 


 Mr. C: Son......This is gonna hurt me more than it does you......


 


 


 ***************************************************


 


 


 (Ext. Dwight's Cove hospital roof.  It is night time.  POV pans down to a


 lower floor and enters a window.  Allison and Andy are talking quietly in a


 room.  Andy is in one of the beds)


 


 Allison: You going to be alright?


 


 Andy: Sure.  Doctors say I got scrambled a bit in that nightclub.  Hadrian's


 punches to my kidneys didn't go over well.  I'm pissing blood a little.


 


 Allison: Oh no.


 


 Andy: Eh, they gave me some medicine.  I'll be out of here tomorrow.


 


 Allison: That son of a bitch!  Why won't he leave us alone???


 


 Andy: I'm still wondering how he found us.  I haven't seen him in years.


 


 Allison: It's too soon for a reunion if you ask me.  I'd give anything to


 see him splattered across this fucking town!


 


 Andy: You just let me worry about that.  By the way, I saw your interview.


 Nice touch.


 


 Allison: I just wanted to give him a taste of hell.


 


 Andy: Won't take long for people to realize the baby's mine


 


 Allison: I know


 


 (They kiss.  Andy pats her tummy)


 


 Andy: How is the little guy?


 


 Allison: (giggles) He'll be fine.


 


 Andy: I was thinking.  Wouldn't it be great to have triplets?


 


 Allison: Gawd, last thing I need is to carry three of em for almost a year!


 You trying to kill me?


 


 Andy: (grins) Hey, I can't help it if I'm so....potent!!


 


 (Andy grabs her and pulls her on the bed.  They giggle as she gets on top


 of him)


 


 Allison: Oh wow, you really ARE potent tonight!


 


 Andy: I'm still healthy enough to do a *lot* of stuff.......


 


 Allison: (grins) *Really*?


 


 (They begin to fool around and laugh.  Andy throws the blanket over her so


 she is covered up with him)


 


 


 *********************************************


 


 (Thirty minutes later, Allison prepares to leave Andy's room.  She sits at


 the foot of the bed, buttoning up her blouse.  Andy lays in bed, exhausted.


 Both are "glowing" like a waning forest fire)


 


 Andy: My God.....


 


 Allison: So, thunderhips, how do you plan on dealing with that prick


 Hadrian?


 


 Andy: Oh, I got something good for him!  I'll be giving him something to


 remember us by!


 


 Allison: You think he'll ever leave us alone?


 


 Andy: Look, we both have a bad history with him.  It's true, but what


 happened between you and him, me and him......that was years ago.  If he


 can't get over it, that's his problem.  We can't change the past.  What we


 can do is try to make a future.  Hadrian can't see that.  He fuckin stuck in


 the past.  That man lives with guilt, regret, and an inability to accomplish


 things we've done.  He's bitter, and is trying to spill that bitterness on


 us.  As much as I pity the poor schmuck, I ain't gonna let him ruin our future.


 


 Allison: Him and that little bitch that follows him around.


 


 Andy: Why don't you go back to the apartment.  I'll see you tomorrow.  Okay?


 


 Allison: Okay.  Love you.


 


 Andy: Love you too.


 


 (They kiss again.  Andy gives her a firm pat on the butt)


 


 Andy: Go on.  Get some sleep.


 


 (Allison smiles and leaves.  POV follows as she goes down the hall.  She


 turns a corner, almost running into two men dressed in humble robes.  It is


 Brother Reuben and Brother Edward.  They look like monks with their hoods off)


 


 Allison: Oh...pardon me.


 


 Reuben: No, no.  It's quite all right.


 


 Edward: God go with you, my child.


 


 Allison: Thank you.


 


 (She leaves.  POV follows the two monks.  Brother Reuben is older, with a


 well cut beard and moustache.  Brother Edward is in his thirties with


 slightly bulging eyes)


 


 Edward: Which room did you say?


 


 Reuben: We need to find 822.  The nurse said the girl was still in a bit of


 a coma.


 


 Edward: It is a terrible shame when this happens to one so young.....


 


 Reuben: From what I understand, she was very fortunate.


 


 (They enter a room with a short, fragile looking young woman, about 19 or


 20.  She is unconcious and hooked up to life support)


 


 Edward: So.....this is Kimberly.....


 


 Reuben: You alright, Edward?


 


 Edward: She's so.....young.  Angelic.  It makes my heart heavy to see that


 there can be such cruelty in the world.


 


 Reuben: Cruelty teaches us, even though we despise the cruelty.  Still, it


 is a tragedy when a man like the Black Dahlia murderer can excuse such


 unconscienable things.


 


 (They sit and look over the girl)


 


 Reuben: Let us pray, Brother Edward, and give thanks that God has delivered


 her from the terrifying hands of a maniac, just as he delivered us from


 today's unusual events.


 


 (Brother Edward leans over and whispers in her ear)


 


 Edward: The Lord bless you and keep you.  The lord shineth his light upon


 you, child.


 


 (Edward pulls away and silently prays.  After about a minute, they break for


 a packed meal in their carrying bags)


 


 Edward: Brother Reuben?


 


 Reuben: Yes?


 


 Edward: About my condition......did the doctor say anything about how long


 it will last?


 


 Reuben: You will recover from your injuries soon.  It may be a matter of


 months, but all will be well.  My only question is.....will you still be


 with the monastary when the time comes?


 


 Edward: Oh, I would never leave, Brother Reuben.


 


 Reuben: Now, you can't go saying that yet.  Circumstances may change.  Your


 heart may lead you elsewhere


 


 Edward: Hm.......I suppose your right.


 


 (POV backs away from the room and pans to a door across the hall.  The door


 opens.  Leopold exits, followed by a smiling but pale nurse.  She wipes away


 some blood on her neck.  He is keenly interested in what's going on in the room


 with the monks)


 


 Leo: So......the girl survived an attack by the killer, eh?  Where did these


 two holy men come from?


 


 Nurse: Well.....Brother Reuben is a senior member of the old Monastary near


 Oaktown.  He wanted to hold a vigil over the girl until her parents arrived.....


 


 Leo: And no one has caught this "Black Dahlia Murderer" yet?


 


 Nurse: No......he disappeared......


 


 Leo: I see.  Thank you, young lady.  You've been most helpful.  I would not


 wish to keep you from your duties.


 


 (He waves her off.  The nurse leaves, soon to go back to work not


 remembering anything of their conversation.  Leopold strolls towards the


 room.  He greets the two holy men)


 


 Leo: Hello, I couldn't help but see your presence here.  I hope I'm not


 interrupting anything?


 


 Reuben: No, sir.  By all means we welcome company.  Come in.


 


 Edward: I have some coffee, if you'd like....


 


 Leo: No thank you.  Tell me, are you two....."protecting" this patient?


 


 Reuben: Well.....I suppose in a manner of speaking.  She survived an awful


 accident.


 


 Leo: I see.  What's her name?


 


 Edward: Kimberly Thompson.  She's a student at the university.


 


 Reuben: Yes.....I don't believe we've met, sir....


 


 Leo: Oh yes....I'm a terrible cad.  My name is Leopold.  I'm with the


 Runstedt family.


 


 Reuben: Oh.  It is an honor to meet you, sir.  You must be related to Georg?


 


 Leo: Distantly.


 


 Edward: He was the one who donated funds to get our ceiling fixed at the


 monastery, isn't he?


 


 Reuben: We are very grateful.


 


 Leo: Well, I'm glad we could help.


 


 Reuben: I hope we aren't keeping you from anything.


 


 Leo: No, no.  I take a great interest in all things that happen in Dwight's


 Cove.  Good and tragic.


 


 Reuben: Yes, well it is greatly tragic what nearly happened to Kimberly.


 She was attacked.


 


 Leo: How terrible.  I assume the attacker was apprehended?


 


 Reuben: No.  Unfortunately, he still remains at large.  Some hikers heard


 the attacker trying to kill her in the woods.  They found her lying amidst


 some trees, but the killer had gotten away.


 


 Leo: (curiously) Killer? I thought he was.....


 


 Reuben: (awkward) Well....perhaps I have said too much.  He tried to kill


 her.  Authorities are certain that, according to Kim's wounds, he was the


 Black Dahlia Murderer.  Wanted in six states for several deaths.  She seems


 to have been his last victim, sincre the killer has not struck again in


 quite a while......


 


 Edward: We thought we might provide some comfort until she awoke.


 


 Leo: How bad is she?





 Edward: She's been in a coma this whole time.  The doctors aren't sure when


 she'll wake up......


 


 


 *********************************************


 


 


 (Int. Kim's hospital room.  Leopold has spent several hours talking to the


 priests.  subtley, over that time, he has hypnotized them into a deep sleep.


 Satisfied that they will not disturb him, he goes over to Kimberly.  His


 eyes flash their inhuman yellow color as he stares down at her)


 


 Leo: Wake up, Kimberly.....


 


 (Kim, who is hooked to a breathing mask and an ekg machine, stirs slightly.


 The machine beeps a little more actively as her heart stirs up.  Her eyelids


 flutter)


 


 Leo: Wauchet auf....


 


 (Kim's eyes open, a dull glaze over her face.  The machine slows down.


 Leopold does not wish to cause attention to her condition.  She speaks


 slowly, in a whisper)


 


 Kim: Who are you?


 


 Leo: I am a friend.


 


 Kim: Where are the doctors?


 


 Leo: Don't worry about that now.  You are completely safe.


 


 Kim: What do you want?


 


 Leo: Just to talk......You are with the university?


 


 Kim: Yes.....


 


 Leo: What do you study?


 


 Kim: Pharmacy......Pharmacists make good money, you know....


 


 Leo: I can imagine......You're very lucky.  I heard you escaped the Black


 Dahlia murderer.


 


 (Kim's heart rate speeds up a little)


 


 Kim: Don't mention that name......is he still after me?


 


 Leo: He can't get you now.


 


 Kim: Did the police catch him?


 


 Leo: He's been gone for over a month.


 


 Kim: A month?  A MONTH??


 


 Leo: Yes


 


 Kim: Have I been asleep the whole time?


 


 Leo: You've been in a come for a while.


 


 Kim: I'm dying..........aren't I?


 


 Leo: No.


 


 Kim: I can feel it.  Inside.  My body is giving out.


 


 Leo: Relax, child.  You are slightly delirious.  You will be back to normal


 soon.


 


 Kim: I may never be......not after that night.


 


 (She closes her eyes, trying to block out the memory)


 


 Leo: Do you remember seeing him face to face?  Would you recognize him?


 


 Kim: I don't know.....it happened so fast.


 


 Leo: Anyway, your parents will be here soon.


 


 Kim: Really?  Are they coming?


 


 Leo: I'm certain.


 


 Kim: I haven't seen my dad in years.  They used to fight a lot.


 


 Leo: Oh.


 


 (Leopold is distracted by a tapping on the window.  He looks over and sees


 Nyssa trying to get his attention.  Slightly annoyed, he gets up)


 


 Leo: Kimberly, I want you to rest now.  Sleep......


 


 Kim: Will I be safe?


 


 Leo: Nothing can harm you. I promise.


 


 (Leopold waves his hand over her eyes, causing her to lose conciousness


 once more)


 


 Leo: Sleep.....


 


 (Leo goes to the window and opens it.  Nyssa is clinging to the side of the


 building without much difficulty)


 


 Leo: Out for a walk, my dear?


 


 Nyssa: What are you doing here?  I thought you were coming to see me sing at


 the club tonight!


 


 Leo: I got side tracked.  I'll see you tomorrow night.


 


 Nyssa: Dammit, Leopold!  I wanted you to be at my party!  Instead, you're


 here trying to get some from a sick little thing like that.


 


 Leo: Just studying some of the inhabitants of my town.  Oh, don't tell me


 you're jealous?


 


 Nyssa: How many girlfriends are you gonna take?  Huh?


 


 Leo: If it makes you feel better, I'd rather not have such a sickly kine


 like her.  She's too........medicated.  I suspect she'll be dead soon


 anyways.  The wounds on her are very damaging to her.


 


 Nyssa: So let's go.  There's a beach party on the shore where we can have


 some fun.


 


 Leo: Still, she'd make a nice daughter for the right parent.


 


 Nyssa: Oh please!


 


 (Leo looks at her, puzzled)


 


 Leo: Didn't you ever have dreams of raising a family?  Finding a man, having


 six or seven kids?


 


 Nyssa: (suprised) Hell no!  I wanted to go out and do things, have fun.


 Families?  Kids?  That's for people who are *totally* yawnsville.


 


 Leo: When I was a lad, back in Kaltzburg, I wanted to serve the priesthood


 for a certain term before the war came out.  But I also fancied myself to


 become a husband when the time was right.


 


 Nyssa: Bravo for you.


 


 Leo: Well, Family is an important thing.  Even now....I sometimes wish I


 could......have kids.


 


 Nyssa: What the hell is with you?!  Do you even know her?  She's probably


 got parents, you know.


 


 Leo: I know.


 


 Nyssa: So what's gotten into you.


 


 Leo: Just curiosity.  Seeing her there, knowing what's happened......it


 makes me want to intervene a little, to cultivate her.


 


 Nyssa: Excuse me?  Look, if you want to fuck her, fine!  I'll go to the


 party myself.


 


 (Leo looks at her, annoyed)


 


 Leo: No!  I don't mean cultivate her like *that*!  I mean she'd make a good


 daughter for me.  I was thinking about it because up until now I have never


 "embraced" anyone.  I feed from dozens of select people, but I have never


 actually created a child I could call my own.  That's all.


 


 Nyssa: Jesus, Leopold!  Why the hell don't you stop having a dilemma and get


 it over with.  I'll wait an extra five minutes.


 


 Leo: Because, I can't create another without permission.  Gustav is away on


 business.  I'll need to bring it up with him because only he can allow it.


 


 Nyssa: Then drop it.  You can't just sit there, drooling over her like a


 rabid animal.  You coming?


 


 Leo: I'm going back to the mansion to call Gustav.....


 


 Nyssa: Dammit, Gustav's in Europe!  It'll take too much time to place a


 call!  And besides, it's daytime over there!!  He's probably asleep!


 


 (Leopold looks at her and sighs.  Nyssa looks at him expectantly)


 


 Leo: Well, you've made your point.


 


 Nyssa: Then let's go.  I'm hungryyyyyy......


 


 (She caresses him and licks the side of his face.  She smiles deviously.


 Leopold smiles)


 


 Leo: Okay, let's go....


 


 (He closes the window behind him, giving Kimberly one last glance.  The


 priests begin to wake up.  Leopold and Nyssa disappear from view into the


 night)


 


 *********************************************


 


 (Int. Club DeSade.  Mel and Hadrian enter at the heighth of the evening's


 festivities.  Remixes of Janet Jackson songs fill the crowded dance floor.


 The two Komissars, normally clad in thick uniforms, are now dressed


 casually, blending in with the partiers.  Hadrian looks around, slightly


 nervous, but no one seems to pay any attention to him.  Several younger


 dancers greet Mel)


 


 Kate: Yo, whaaaasssuuuuuup??


 


 Mel: Hey Kate.


 


 (The hug, high five, and *blow kisses* in greeting each other)


 


 Joey: Want me to get you something?


 


 Mel: I'll have one of those new drinks they've been mixing.  I think it's


 called a Cosmic Ice Tea.


 


 Joey: Cool.


 


 Mel: Guys, this is my friend.....Nick


 


 (Mel motions to Hadrian.  She gives him a look that suggests he play along)


 


 Kate: Hey.


 


 Joey: Hi.


 


 Hadrian: Ummm, yo.


 


 Kate: Better have your ID ready, sweetie!  They'll throw ya in the brig for


 underage drinking!


 


 Mel: Oh, Please!!  I think those stuffy Komissars skipped town for a while!!


 We got ALL NIGHT!!!  WHOOOO!!!


 


 Joey: YEAH!!!


 


 (Hadrian looks at Mel, confused)


 


 Hadrian: Can we, uhhh, go to the bar for a minute.....while I decide what I


 want?


 


 Mel: Sure....


 


 (They get out of earshot of the others)


 


 Hadrian: Why do I get the feeling you've been living a double life, Mel?


 Tell me you don't actually come here and get shitfaced when you leave the


 compound at night!


 


 Mel: Relax.  This is all part of getting your groove back.  I've been doing


 "reconnaisance" here, you could say.  Anyway, tonight, we are off duty.  We


 are going to dance up a storm, introduce you to some new thought provoking


 beverages, and then........


 


 Hadrian: Then?


 


 Mel: Tomorrow, we shut this place down for serving alcohol to minors,


 distributing Xstacy, and for the hidden office in the back where the owner


 makes fake IDs for the kids.


 


 Hadrian: (smiling) Mel.....you are brilliant!


 


 Mel: Oh, and for the record.......I haven't been here ALL the time when I


 leave the compound.....


 


 *******************************************


 (Ext. The old Bed and Breakfast outside of town. Alisson gets out of her


 car and heads for the building.  She stops for a moment.  The place somehow


 looks incredibly quiet and deserted.  She looks around, as if a chill went


 down her spine.  Just as she shrugs off the feeling, the building explodes.


 The blast knocks her off her feet.  The building is now in flames.  She


 looks on, stunned and horrified.  Another thirty seconds and she would have


 been a part of the inferno)


 


 Allison: That son of a BITCH!!


 


 


 *******************************************


 


 (Int. Club DeSade.  Mel and Hadrian sit with her new friends.  They laugh


 and chat up a storm)


 


 Kate: I'm going to get some cheese sticks.  Anyone want anything?


 


 Mel: What do you want to drink, Nick?


 


 (She looks at Hadrian as he reads off the listed menu)


 


 Hadrian: Ummm, well, I really shouldn't have alcohol.


 


 Joey: You don't drink?


 


 Hadrian: Not really.


 


 Mel: Well, tonight, it's my treat.  You've been stressed out, so we're going


 to have a change of pace.  Kate, get my friend an "ice tea".  Come on, we're


 going to earn it on the dance floor!


 


 Hadrian: (chuckle) Surely, you jest!


 


 Mel: I certainly do not!


 


 Hadrian: My shoes are too tight, and I've forgotten how to dance.


 


 Mel: *Nick*, get out on that dance floor!!


 


 Hadrian: Holy shit, who are you and what have you done with my normally


 coldblooded killer of an assistant???


 


 Mel: No more talk!  DANCE!!!!!


 


 Hadrian: YES M'AM!!!


 


 (Hadrian follows her out on the dance floor.  Mel begins to get the groove


 on as "Smooth Criminal" by Alien Ant Farm blasts from the speakers.  Hadrian


 is slow to start, feeling very awkward, but within minutes, he too has


 embraced his inner funkiness.  He accidentally bumps into the wild haired,


 heavily made-up Miss Shaka)


 


 Hadrian: Ooops, sorry about that.


 


 Shaka: Hihowareyouthat'snice.  Okay.  Rule #1, dude: Don't be gettin slack


 on my bling, baby!


 


 Hadrian: Uhhhh, okay.


 


 (Shaka is dancing with Shayla, Palestrina and three hot young men, two of


 which are blonde twins)


 


 (POV switches to Kate and Joey as they get drinks. Joey slips a pill in


 Hadrian's drink)


 


 Kate: Dude, what are you doing?


 


 Joey: Well, I thought I'd help Nick relax.  Hey, it's cool.  He'll be


 feeling good in no time.


 


 (After a couple more numbers, Mel and Hadrian take a break and sit down)


 


 Hadrian: Well, I must say I haven't had this much fun in a while....


 


 Kate: What do you usually do?


 


 Hadrian: Uhhhhh.....


 


 Mel: "Nick" drives a truck for Proctor and Gamble or something.....isn't


 that right, "Nick"?


 


 Hadrian: Yep.


 


 Joey: Cool.  You must really have your work cut out for you.


 


 Hadrian: You wouldn't believe how interesting it can get!!


 


 (Joey raises his beer in a toast fashion)


 


 Joey: Ladies and gentlemen, let the good times roll!!


 


 (They toast and drink.  Hadrian gulps down his glass.  After a few seconds,


 he gets up)


 


 Hadrian: Mel, I would like to kickstart this bad monkey of a night and get


 me some bling!!


 


 (She looks at him funny and chuckles.  "YoungBlood" by Bruce Willis plays on


 the speakers)


 


 Kate: THAT's the spirit!!


 


 Mel: Well, me boyo, I'd better explain how you get bling.....


 


 Hadrian: You DO that, my lovely sweet and sour chicken dinner!


 


 (Acting irrational for a moment, Hadrian giggles.  Then, his eyes roll up,


 and he falls backwards into his own "Nestea plunge".  He's out cold on the


 floor)


 


 


 *******************************************


 


 (Int. The Club.  Hadrian wakes up.  Mel and Kate are looking after him.  The


 clock on the wall reads 3:00 in the morning)


 


 Hadrian: Aw man!  Don't tell me I missed all the fun!!


 


 Mel: You okay???


 


 Hadrian: Yeah.....


 


 Mel: I'm sorry.  I'm really really sorry.


 


 Hadrian: No, no, I'm gonna be fine.  What happened?


 


 Kate: My jerk of a friend slipped you a bad drink.


 


 Hadrian: Where is everybody?


 


 Mel: I closed the place down: When I found out what Joey did, I was sooo


 mad........I got back into uniform and fuckin closed this shithole down.


 


 (Hadrian gets up and walks off his delerium)


 


 Hadrian: Mel, you didn't have to do that.  I was having a pretty good time.....


 


 (Hadrian shakes his head.  He suddenly starts seeing visions of people from


 his past.  A dignified man in uniform, A young female officer with dark hair


 and exotic slavic features, a young british officer, a black sargent with


 dark sunglasses, a young version of Andy Lavery in a foreign legion


 outfit......and a large brute of a man smiling at him)


 


 Burgundy: Young man!!  The war is FAR from over!!  Stop milling about and


 get ready!!  We attack at dawn!!


 


 Andy: Hey, I think Sveta's got the hots for me......


 


 Mack: Dude, we are not gonna DIE out here!!!!  You've got to go on!!  Get


 with it!!


 


 Sveta: Mon aime, je suis tres froi......c'est froi en eternum.......


 


 Otanga: Take this message back to your superiors........I have destroyed


 Fort Nassau!  MWAHAHAHAHAHAAAAAAA!!!!!!


 


 (Hadrian backs away.  Mel and Kate look at him with concern)


 


 Mel: What's the matter?


 


 Hadrian: Nothing.....I'm okay......just having some, uhh.........hallucinations.....


 


 Kate: At least he's handling the Xstacy well.  Most of us don't recover so


 quickly.


 


 Mel: He's a strong man.  Come on, help me take him home


 


 (Hadrian turns to the exit.  He runs into a tall frenchman with small


 sunglasses, a black duster and a sniper rifle)


 


 Hadrian: Pierre......


 


 Pierre: Mon ami.......take this.  You will need eet.  Au revoir.


 


 Hadrian: Did you see....?


 


 Mel: Did I see what?


 


 Hadrian: Nothing.


 


 (Mel gets close to him and holds him tight.  Without pause, she kisses him


 passionately)


 


 Mel: Hadrian.....please tell me you'll get better......I can't live without you......


 


 Hadrian: You'll be okay.  Me?  I'm a little woozy.  Besides, I've ruined


 your evening.  You tried so hard to help me with my groove.


 


 Mel: Look, I've got something to confess.........Ummm......


 


 Hadrian: Yes?


 


 Mel: You see.....You were fine all along........the one who needed her


 g-groove.....was ME!!!


 


 (Mel bursts into tears and runs outside.  Suprised, Hadrian and Kate look at


 each other.  They go out to get Mel)


 


 Hadrian: Mel....MEL!!!  WAIT!!!


 


 (They go outside.  The parking lot is bare except for an old woman in


 factory garb walking with her bike......and Miss Shaka, pacing in front of


 her car.  Mel is on the ground crying.  Hadrian comforts her)


 


 Hadrian: Please.....it's okay.....it's gonna be okay.


 


 Mel: No.....it won't be until......


 


 Hadrian: Until....?  What?


 


 Mel: Until we're married, Hadrian......


 


 (Hadrian's jaw drops)


 


 Hadrian: WHAT??????


 


 Kate: She's right, you know.  Every night, she'd come to the club.  Every


 night, she would get drunk because she was in anguish over hiding her


 feelings about you.....Hadrian, SHE LOVES YOU!!!!


 


 (Hadrian's jaw drops even further)


 


 Hadrian: I....I...I had no idea.....


 


 Mel: It's not your fault....I needed to hide behind a tough exterior.


 


 Hadrian: But I thought you said you didn't need to be protected....


 


 Mel: It was a lie.  A terrible, tragic lie!!!  Oh Hadrian, Gloria Steinem


 showed us the way.  She showed all women the way by getting married!!!!


 


 Hadrian: But the feminist movement-


 


 Mel: -It's ALL A LIE!!!  Women don't allow themselves to show weakness in


 front of men, yet all these years we've been fooling ourselves....We need


 men like we need bicycles.......Men transport us to new levels of life


 efficiently and beautifully......


 


 Kate: Men are what make the world work, Hadrian!  It's your God given duty


 to take charge!!


 


 Hadrian: HUH???


 


 Mel: Hadrian....please....marry me so we can have kids......Would you like


 two boys?


 


 Hadrian:.....Uhhhhhh......I suppose......


 


 Mel: We'll call them Jean-Luc and Trip.......Oh, Hadrian, you've made me so


 happy......I wish I could've told you sooner......marry me....I need


 you.....I need you so bad.....


 


 Kate: and I need leadership in my life too, Hadrian.  Joey was wrong to


 trick you, and I now see that you are the stronger man......


 


 Hadrian: Okay, now just a goddamn minute!!!  I have GOT to be dreaming!!


 This is all wrong!!


 


 (Mel slugs him across the chin)


 


 Mel: Does it FEEL like you're dreaming?


 


 Hadrian: Ow......no.


 


 (A large black van speed towards the factory lady.  Inside the van are a


 bunch of guys known as "The Wild Hunt" on their way to Oaktown.  The lady


 walks her bike towards the speeding van.  She continues to sing, oblivious)


 


 Lady: This is the last SOOOOOOONG!!!!  THIS IS THE LAST SOOOOOOONG!!!  


 THIS IS THE LAST SOOOOOOOOONG!!!!


 


 Hadrian: Hey, lady!!!!  LOOKOUT!!!!!!


 


 (Hadrian gets up and runs to her, but it is too late.  The van plows into


 her while she sings.  The guys inside laugh hysterically and drink beers)


 


 Stixx: GawdDAMN!!!  You is a MANIAC!!


 


 (The driver smiles)


 


 Snapple: Yep, that was DEFINITELY the last song!!!


 


 Hummel: Hey now, snap to it!!  We gotta get to fuckin Oaktown, you dogboys!!


 We don't have time for running over viking bitches!!


 


 Napalm: WOOOOWEEE!!!! I do love the smell of roadkill in the evening!!


 


 Hatfield: That's not all I love to sniff.  Check out the curves on THAT


 little birdy!


 


 (Hatfield smiles and points to Miss Shaka, who is standing by her car,


 staring at them in shock)


 


 Macho: Oh, HELL YEAH!!  Fifty points if you can nail that hot car behind her!!


 


 Big Red: No, man!!  Not the car!!!  Can't we just.....I don't know, hit a


 rabbit or something?


 


 Snapple: It's a Japanese brand, ladies.  I fuckin HATE foreign cars!!!


 


 Hummel: Oh Shit!  Guys, can we just drop the vendetta with the Japanese?


 HUH??  Just because you lost your job with Chrysler-


 


 Snapple:-Dude, I mean Colonel, sir.........My wife left me when I got fired.


 I owe it to every union working American to trash that Toyota


 


 Stixx: It's a Mitsubishi, man!!


 


 Hatfield: Ghasundheit and shalome to you both, now would you just ram the


 fuckin thing!?


 


 (Snapple sticks his head out the window)


 


 Snapple: Ummm, lady, could you please step aside?


 


 (Snapple revs up the engine and floors it towards the car)


 


 Shaka: NOOO!!!  Not my CAR!!!


 


 (Hadrian runs towards here.  The van gets closer.  Shaka is frozen on the


 spot.  At the last second, Hadrian dives at Miss Shaka and moves her out of


 the way.  The van moves out of the way at the last second.  Laughing can be


 heard inside)


 


 Snapple: APRIL FOOLS!!!!!!!


 


 (The van drives off.  Hadrian looks at them wild-eyed)


 


 Hadrian: What a bunch of greasemonkeys!  You okay?


 


 (Miss Shaka doesn't answer.  She looks up at him and smiles.  He suddenly


 realizes that he has fallen on her and his body is nestled snuggly on top of her)


 


 Hadrian: Oh...I'm, uh...sorry about that.


 


 (Kate and Mel rush up to them)


 


 Mel: Are you okay????


 


 Hadrian: Yeah.  Did you see that?  They were gonna run her over!


 


 Shaka: Hell, they were gonna run over my car!!  But it's still in one piece,


 thanks to you....


 


 Hadrian: I, uhhh, didn't do anything.


 


 Shaka: Look, man....I'm sorry I was rude earlier tonight.  I was caught up


 in my bling.


 


 Hadrian: Hey, I understand.  Come on.  We'll take you home....


 


 (Mel, Kate and Shaka look at each other silently.  Tension forms)


 


 Mel: Hadrian....


 


 Hadrian: Yes....


 


 Mel: You can't take her home.


 


 Hadrian: Why not?


 


 Mel: Because.....the movement has to start somewhere.


 


 Hadrian: Huh?  What movement?


 


 Kate: The truth must be shown.  It must start with us.


 


 Shaka: Hey, all I know is this: I am of the Black Furies.  When a man, a


 *real* man, does something wonderful for us.....we pay him back a hundred


 times over.


 


 Hadrian: You're not with a gang, are you?


 


 Shaka: No....


 


 Mel: Hadrian, we need you.  You are the hope and revival of the family unit


 in this nation


 


 Hadrian: Oh, horseshit....anymoment now, I'm gonna wake up from my drunken


 stupor....


 


 (Kate, in frustration, gets on her knees and kisses him, exploring his mouth


 with her lavishing tongue.  She pulls back)


 


 Kate: You still feel that you're dreaming?


 


 Hadrian: Ummm......yep.


 


 (She kisses him again and slips her hand down his pants)


 


 Kate: You can't get this in dreams!


 


 (Hadrian looks at all three of them)


 


 Hadrian: You got a very good point.....


 


 (Fade to black)


 


 


 


 


 


 


 (Scene opens in the compound.  POV pans to Hadrian's bedroom window.  It


 passes through the window.  Clothing is strewn about.  Noises are heard.


 Bedsprings and giggling fill the air.....)


 


 Shaka: No, katie-babe....it's my turn.....


 


 (POV pans to the bed.  Hadrian and all three women are under the covers.


 The women have him pinned down.  Mel is on his right side, Kate on the left,


 and Shaka is straddling him on top)


 


 Shaka: Take notes, girls.  I'm gonna show you how a Black Fury FUCKS


 her manbeast!!


 


 (She begins to swivel and shudder and rock back and forth on him, her wild


 blonde hair flying everywhere.  Hadrian is calmly tense.  Shaka begins her


 sensuous opera of the flesh...)


 


 Mel: When we get married, I'll have you all to myself.  But for tonight.....you


 are the king......


 


 (Mel kisses him.  Shaka's writhing nearly tosses the blankets off near their


 waists.  She drops her toplessness onto Hadrian's face)


 


 Shaka: HhhhhnnnnNNNNNGGGGGYES!!!  Oh, you are so good!!!!!!!


 SO GOOOOOD!!! NGH!!  HNNNNASTY FUCKER!!!  NGH!!! HHHHNNNNNNNNNNNNNNGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGYYEA


AAAAAAAAH!!!!!!!!!  HNG!  HNG!! HNNNNNGGGGGGOD!!!!


 


 (Shaka is out of control.  She shakes, thrusts, pushes, screams.  ramming


 her body down on him, she forces him into her depths until her whole body


 trembles in orgasmic delight.  After an astound thirty seconds, she collapses


 on top of him, exhausted.  She clutches his chest like a beast)


 


 Shaka: Aren't you......finished?


 


 Hadrian: It's taken all my concentration.....but no.  I studied the tantric


 arts while I was in North Africa.  I think I can last another three


 hours....still, you were.....incredible!!


 


 Kate: *totally* tantric!!


 


 Shaka: I'm not through with you yet!!!  I'm gonna fuck you til you either


 finish....or you DIE!!!


 


 (She transforms into a brutish, hairy wolf on top of him, crushing him into


 the bed.  She howls with glee.  Hadrian screams in terror!!!)


 


 Hadrian: NOOOOO!!!!!!


 


 


 *******************************************


 


 (Int. Club DeSade. Suddenly, Hadrian wakes up.  He realizes that he is


 on the floor of the dance club.  Mel and several others are looking down


 at him with concern)


 


 Mel: Are you all right?


 


 Hadrian: Huh?  Actually, I'm feeling pretty good....


 


 Mel: You took a nasty tip backwards after that first drink.


 


 Hadrian: Oh my........Drink?


 


 Mel: The "ice tea".  I'm sorry, I shouldn't have pushed it.  I wanted you to


 experience something new.  I didn't think you'd react like that.


 


 Hadrian: No, no, it's okay.  You mean to say that drink knocked me off


 my feet??


 


 Mel: I think you downed it too fast.  You fainted from the rush it gave you.


 


 Hadrian: So I've been on the floor this whole time?  How long was I out?


 


 Mel: Only for thirty seconds.  Look, maybe I'd better take you home.  You're


 still a little tipsy.


 


 Hadrian: I was out.......for only THIRTY seconds?????


 


 Mel: Yeah.


 


 (Hadrian goes up to the bar)


 


 Hadrian: Sir, I would like TWO MORE of those "Ice teas", please.  Make


 'em doubles!


 


 Kate: Did you sleep well?  Have a nice dream?


 


 Hadrian: Hm?  I d-don't remember.  Why you asking?


 


 Kate: (chuckles) Oh.....no reason.


 


 (Kate walks away giggling.  Mel blushes and looks out on the dance floor)


 


 


 ******************************************************


 


 


 (Ext. Outside Club DeSade.  Mel and Hadrian head for the car)


 


 Hadrian: So.....you have no desire to have two kids and submit to a


 patriarchal society?


 


 Mel: Uhhh, Hell no.


 


 Hadrian: And you don't feel that you're hiding your sensitive side.....uhh,


 you don't feel the need to settle down with a hubby?


 


 Mel: My God, that stuff really made you loopy.


 


 Hadrian: ......So it was a dream after all.......Wait....What about Jean-Luc


 and Trip?


 


 Mel: Okay, THAT'S IT!  From now on.......you're drinking Pepsi again!


 


 (A large black van pulls up.  Hadrian is startled a bit.  It looks too


 familiar.  CU of the passenger window.  "Hatfield" sticks his head out.


 Hadrian blinks to see if he's still dreaming)


 


 Hatfield: Hi y'all!  Lovely evening, don't you think?


 


 Mel: (smiles cautiously) Hello


 


 (The driver barks from inside)


 


 Snapple: DUDE!!  Would you just ask 'em???  I gotta pee!!


 


 Hatfield: Oh yeah, right.....Hey guys.......do you know how far it is to


 Oaktown?


 


 Mel: About another half hour or so up the I-78.


 


 Hatfield: Thank you.  We much appreciate it.  I mean, we wouldn't be in this


 mess if Stixx didn't toss the road map out the window!!


 


 (Stixx shouts from inside)


 


 Stixx: Oh, up YOURS, magic Cracker!!


 


 (Hatfield waves at Mel and Hadrian in thanks.  He looks at Hadrian)


 


 Hatfield: Oh, one more thing.......don't ever call me a grease monkey.  I'm


 a mechanic, and namecalling isn't nice.


 


 (Hadrian is now stunned)


 


 Hadrian: You.......you can't know that......there's no way you could've......


 


 (Hatfield smiles and sings the theme to "Twilight Zone" as the van pulls away)


 


 Hatfield: Doo-dee-doo-doo Doo-dee-doo-doo Doo-dee-doo-doo!!!


 


 (Hadrian looks at Mel.  A chill goes down his spine)


 


 Hadrian: Man.....that shit's not funny!


 


 


 *****************************************************


 


 (Ext.  Outside the Komissars Compound-Early morning, about 2 or 3 AM. 


 POV follows Hadrian's car as he pulls into the compound and parks at an


 odd angle outside they're living quarters.  Hadrian and Mellisende get out.


 They are laughing and giggling, perhaps a little too *happy* from their


 festivities at the club)


 


 Hadrian: (singing) Walk like an Egyptiannnnnnnnnn!  You know, I bet if the


 Bangles follow the Go-gos lead, they, too, will have a successful revival.


 


 Mel: Well, I'm completely tired.  *sigh* Hadrian.....I'm sorry.


 


 Hadrian: For what?


 


 Mel: We didn't go to the morgue today.  We delayed all our business just so


 I could introduce you to.....other things.


 


 Hadrian: Mel, I don't think I could have continued on without a night like


 this.  I've been so saturated with my work.  I never allowed myself to have


 any fun.  I really want to thank you....


 


 Mel: So....those reporters bother you?


 


 Hadrian: Very much so.


 


 Mel: Is it true?........


 


 Hadrian: Huh?


 


 Mel: Do you fantasize about me?


 


 (Hadrian's jaw drops.  He is speechless and embarassed.  Suddenly, his whole


 expression changes from suprised to confidant)


 


 


 Hadrian: Well, now that you mention it....


 


 (Suddenly Hadrian gets too close to Mel and looks at her in the eyes very


 calmly)


 


 Mel: Well, uhhhh, I think it's time to call it a night, don't you?


 


 Hadrian: I still need some disorder.  I don't think my therapy is complete.


 Uh-oh....


 


 Mel: What?


 


 Hadrian: I'm feeling a relapse......I'm drifting back to the stress.....


 


 (He boldly wraps his arms around her, pulling them VERY close together)


 


 Mel: You nut!  All you need is a little sleep. You've been up all day.


 Besides....(chuckle) this is very unprofessional.


 


 Hadrian: Well, I want to make sure the NEXT time some smartass reporter asks


 me if I'm having innappropriate relations with my assistant, I can answer


 without hesitation.


 


 Mel: (smiling) Goodnight, sir.


 


 (She doesn't struggle at all.  Hadrian kisses her.  She kisses back.  They


 find themselves slowly leaning against the car, unable to even stand up


 straight.  They continue kissing more heavily.  Hadrian, not having felt


 this way in a long time, gets short of breath)


 


 Hadrian: *gasp*.....


 


 Mel: Come on, old man!  I can't believe you were worn out by some kissing!


 


 Hadrian: Believe me, it's been a while.  Still, I just need to catch my


 breath for a second. <pause> Okay, where were we?


 


 (He kisses her some more.  Mel giggles a little, kissing him back.  Time


 passes, and they're just leaning against the car, kissing.  After a moment,


 she rests her head by his shoulder, also out of breath)


 


 Hadrian: Come on, old woman.  You can't handle a little kissing?


 


 Mel: Very funny.  Come on, we'd better call it a night.


 


 (Hadrian kisses her one last time before they head to the door)


 


 Hadrian: *sigh*.......


 


 Mel: You all right?


 


 Hadrian: Yeah, I'm gonna be fine.  Thanks for a wonderful evening..........


 I, uhh....


 


 Mel: Yes?


 


 Hadrian: .....I wish it didn't.....have to end.....


 


 (They are up at the door.  Quietly, they stare at each other, and doing a


 lousy job of hiding their "anticipation")


 


 Mel: We really do need to get some sleep.


 


 Hadrian: I know.  Sorry about that.


 


 Mel: It's not your fault.  I had a wonderful time, too......


 


 (Hadrian fumbles for the door handle, but his eyes are glued to Mel's.  Like


 a clumsy schoolboy, he opens the door.  They go in.  Hadrian closes the door


 and just watches Mel as she heads for her room.  She walks slowly)


 


 (POV faces Mel as she walks away from him.  She smiles a little, but is also


 very energized by their indecision to continue.  She tries to stay resolved


 as she reaches her door.  She stops and looks at him again.  They stare


 quietly, both too scared to make the first move)


 


 Mel: So....


 


 Hadrian: Hmm....well....


 


 Mel: Yes?


 


 Hadrian: Um..g-good, uh.....goodnight, I think.....


 


 (They stare for a moment longer.  Suddenly, Hadrian can no longer stand the


 tension.  He marches over and kisses her again.  She kisses back.  This


 time, however, there is more lust than pleasantries involved as he presses


 her against the wall with the full force of his entire body.  A third voice


 interrupts them)


 


 Crassus: *ahem*.....


 


 (Mel and Hadrian are stunned as Komissar Crassus appears from the shadows


 near the office.  A wave of embarrasement hits them.  Crassus smiles,


 unnervingly)


 


 Crassus: Terribly sorry.....I was waiting in the office.


 


 Mel:........


 


 (Hadrian tries to contain his annoyed expression)


 


 Hadrian: Can I help you, sir?


 


 Crassus: I am Komissar Crassus, I come directly from Washington on a most


 urgent matter.


 


 Mel: What urgency do you have at this hour of the morning?


 


 Crassus: I'm, uhhh, heheh, here to replace Komissar Hadrian.....


 


 


 


 


     


