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FADE IN:




INT. APARTMENT(“THE DUNGEON”)—NIGHT

A series of CLOSE UPS and STILL SHOTS of the apartment: the practice area with musical equipment, the bass drum head with BONES MALONE spelled out in tape on it, a trash can overflowing with beer cans, a small collection of whiskey bottles, show flyers, a few scattered albums, and a make shift bong-






JORDAN (O.S.)

I mean, I definitely loosened it up a lot for you so…




RYAN (O.S.)

Yea but it was my sweet chin music that finished the job, let’s all agree on that.

JORDAN, RYAN and PAUL sit around with a collection of car side view mirrors that have been forcefully removed from their respected vehicles.  They pass around a blunt-






JORDAN

Eh, I wouldn’t give you HBK-status on that but it was cool.




PAUL

It was remarkably ungraceful, I will say that.




RYAN

Well, I’m gonna disagree and say I HBK’ed the shit out of that side view mirror, broke its’ heart-




JORDAN

Regardless…we caused a large amount of vehicular damage in one hour.

CONTINUED






RYAN

A lot, really—it was almost uncalled for after awhile but I got over that quick-

Ryan kicks the air with enthusiasm-






PAUL

I threw a big wheel bike through a windshield during the course of all that damage, I’m sure of it.




JORDAN

I’m sure of it too cause it happened.  It really changed the mood, at least for me.




RYAN

Yea, I would definitely say that was the turning point of the evening.




JORDAN

It started feeling like that place where Khadafi was doing his thing, just got out of control and-




PAUL

Wait, what am I hearing right now?  




RYAN

Reason…that’s what I’m hearing but I wasn’t really paying attention that much.  Sconed up over here, real high!




PAUL

I didn’t do what I did to draw a line—did it so you guys would go bigger, you know?  We used to be the ones drawing 



(MORE)

CONTINUED

PAUL (CONT’D)

and stepping over the lines, not giving a shit.  Now…we give a shit.




RYAN

You’re right, dude—we give too much of a shit anymore and it’s…well, it’s kind of weird.  I feel so complacent, like I’ve lost my angst a bit.




PAUL

That’s the fluoride, man—have you been brushing you’re teeth again?




RYAN

Of course I’ve been brushing my teeth, ok—I brush my teeth because it’s what you do.




JORDAN

Yea, when you’re a sheep.




PAUL

Go ahead and brush your teeth with their fluoride brainwashing paste, you sheep.




RYAN

Why aren’t you weirdo’s brushing your teeth?  It’s really just irresponsible-




PAUL

Good—I want to be irresponsible.  That’s what Bones Malone has always been about, right?  Remember when we went to KB’s girlfriend’s house party?




JORDAN



(MORE)

CONTINUED

JORDAN (CONT’D)

I don’t totally remember it but I’m thinking that’s saying something about how much fun it was.




RYAN

I’m gonna Arnie Governator this one for you, and totally recall that you threw up on the car of a girl that looked like a fat version of Kathleen Madigan.




JORDAN

Oh yea, “Fat Kathleen Madigan”—threw up all over her car.




RYAN

It was a spectacle--you drew a good crowd during that puke.  They really rallied behind you the whole way.




PAUL

Ryan and I brought a random, drunk homeless guy into the party unbeknownst to any of the party goers.




RYAN

Oh yea, that’s right!  That guy was cool.  He pooped in the beer cooler—classic party trick.




PAUL

Well, you pooped in the beer cooler actually-




RYAN

Mmmm…I don’t think—nope, I did.  I totally remember because I was singing “Drop It Like It’s Hot” on the ‘okie machine and no one got the joke so…

CONTINUED






PAUL

See, those were the-whatever-goes-days.  We were puking and pooping wherever we wanted, forever burning the memory of Bones Malone into the minds of everyone who witnessed the train wreck.




RYAN

I like where you’re going with this and let me just say-



(pumps arm like conductor)

-“CHOO-CHOO”!  I’m back on board, dude.  I’m ready to die tonight, dude—I don’t give a shit!  Sorry, got weird—don’t want to die unless, you know, it’s out of my hands.




JORDAN

I’m all for getting a little tipsy and committing a misdemeanor here or there but, I don’t know--those were pretty dark times for me.  Might not be the best thing for me to just throw caution to the wind and indulge in-




RYAN & PAUL



(in UNISON)

Barf, Barf, Barf, Barf, Barf, Barf…




JORDAN

No, seriously guys—really think we should be careful and not just-




RYAN & PAUL (CONT’D)

Barf, Barf, Barf, Barf, Barf, Barf,…




JORDAN

Ok, ok, ok—Barf’s back on board!  Let’s ride this crazy train to crazy town!

CONTINUED

They all AD LIB a celebration-






RYAN

Hell yea, Crazy Town!  Remember those guys?  I totally kill “Butterfly” on the ‘okie machine.




PAUL

I do remember, I’ve heard you’re version of the song—it’s worse than the original but let’s definitely get real Shifty Shellshock tonight.




JORDAN

Ok, I’m game and all but let’s definitely…I’m not saying draw a line but let’s just acknowledge that there will be a turning point tonight and we will abide by it.




RYAN

Obviously, dude—we’re not depraved.




PAUL

Yea, seriously—what are we, animals?

QUICK CUT TO:

TITLE SCREEN—BLACK BACKGROUND WITH WHITE TYPE—CENTERED

“Welcome to the Bungle”

QUICK CUT TO:


EXT. STREET/INT. CAR—NIGHT (MOMENTS LATER)

The VAN cruises along a neighborhood street.  Thin Lizzy’s “The Boys Are Back In Town” is blaring from the open windows.  Jordan is driving while Paul and Ryan rock out-

CONTINUED






RYAN

Yes!  This is what it’s all about, right here!  I feel invincible, like Mark Whalberg when he played for the Eagles.  Remember that?




PAUL

That’s cause we’re finally pumped, you know?  When was the last time any of us got for real pumped about something?




JORDAN

It’s been a hot minute, I have to say.




PAUL

The hottest of minutes, man--more like a scorching year since we got for real pumped.




RYAN

Well, I kind of was pretty pumped when I HBK’ed that side view mirror earlier but I’d imagine we were all kind of pumped off that so-




JORDAN

Nope, not pumped in the least bit.




PAUL

Especially since you technically didn’t even HBK that thing to begin with.




RYAN

Ok, well…maybe not for real pumped but, you know, it was definitely pump-worthy-




PAUL



(MORE)

CONTINUED






PAUL (CONT’D)

If anything, it deflated what little pump I may have had at the time.




JORDAN

Maybe bump-worthy but even that’s kind of pushing it.




RYAN

Whatever, you guys weren’t pumped but we were all real jazzed about it.  That’s indisputable-




PAUL

Stop the van, stop the van!

Jordan brings the van to an abrupt stop.  Paul immediately exits the van O.S.-






JORDAN





(calling to PAUL O.S.)



Whoa, bro—we don’t have Geico!






RYAN

What?!  That was dope, dude—regular Jam Master P with the hot fire.   




JORDAN

Well, I mean—I was the freestyling champ two years strong at St. Bartleby’s so-




PAUL (O.S.)

Yo, dudes—who am I?!

Paul is hanging from the rim of an adjustable driveway basketball hoop-

CONTINUED






PAUL (CONT’D)



Who am I right now?






RYAN



Whoa!  NBA Jam slam dunk contest!

Ryan exits the van and over to Paul.  He’s hanging on the rim O.S.-






PAUL (O.S.)



I’m Clyde “The Glide”, bro!  






JORDAN





(calling to PAUL & CORY O.S.)

Ok, that’s cool and all but I really don’t see much angst coming out of a slam dunk competition.


Ryan stands by Paul, still hanging from the rim-







RYAN

Yea, right—if that thing’s a breakaway rim we may be in for a long night of tomahawk dunks and broken hearts.






JORDAN (O.S.)





(re: RYAN)



You’re not HBK, dude!

Ryan takes a fighting stance-






RYAN



Wanna find out, bro?





(stomps foot/mock HBK)

Wanna get your heart broken by my foot via your jaw when I kick it just…



(stomps foot more/CONT’D)

…SO HARD!  SO, SO HARD-  

CONTINUED

Paul jumps down from the rim and puts his hand on Ryan’s shoulder, calming him down-






PAUL

It’s alright, let’s relax.  The rim’s not even breakaway—this family’s obviously cheap.  They can’t even afford a chain-link net-




RYAN

They’re the best—sounds like change when you swoosh a three.  So money, dude-




PAUL

So, so money but that’s not the case.  Know what else?  You’re not now nor have you ever been or ever will be on par with the one and only HBK, alright?  It’s assholeish to think otherwise.

Jordan pounds on the car door with his hand, growing impatient-






JORDAN

Ok, ok, ok, ok—what are we doing with this thing then?!  What’s the plan?!

Paul smiles at Jordan then turns back towards the basketball hoop.

JUMP CUT TO:

EXT. STREET/INT. CAR—NIGHT (MOMENTS LATER)

The VAN speeds down a neighborhood street, dragging the basketball hoop with it on the passenger side.  Ryan is the one holding onto the rim of the hoop as Jordan continues to drive.  The radio is still blaring Thin Lizzy-

CONTINUED






PAUL

Now, tell me this isn’t so Bones Malone right now?! 




JORDAN

I gotta admit, man—I’m for real pumped!  Genuinely titillated about the moment!




RYAN

Yea, yea, totally and you’re right man—this thing is definitely no breakaway.  In fact, it’s strangely sturdy for being so rusted and shitty looking.




PAUL

It’s that American steel, bro.  It’s unbreakable, not even a tomahawk dunk could make those colors run.




RYAN

Mmmm…that’s probably not true.  I mean…it is the tomahawk dunk, dude.  Not the toma…swan dunk, slam-




JORDAN

Let’s just agree to disagree, let’s keep it civil and just go about our angst, ok?




PAUL



(ignores JORDAN/re: RYAN)

The sheer physics alone would prove that you haven’t an inkling of an idea about what you’re talking about.  Maybe if Lebron could dunk like he can now with like…twenty-five pound ankle weights on each foot than, yea—maybe-

CONTINUED






RYAN

Maybe if you knew how to properly perform an earth shattering tomahawk dunk than you wouldn’t sound as dumb as you do now-

Ryan and Paul continue their argument AD LIB-






JORDAN





(over PAUL & RYAN arguing)



Just drop it already, ok!

Suddenly the rim detaches from the backboard as the rest of the basketball hoop is left in the middle of the street.  Silence falls over the van as Jordan continues to a stop sign-






PAUL





(looking at dashboard)



Gas up?






JORDAN



Yup, yup.

The van turns right and continues down the street-






RYAN (O.S.)



So…how HBK was that?!

CUT TO:

EXT. GAS STATION—NIGHT (MOMENTS LATER)

The van is parked at a pump.  Jordan pumps gas as Paul sits in the open side door-






JORDAN



It’s not that I don’t agree with you.  





(MORE)

CONTINUED






JORDAN (CONT’D)

That’s not what I’m saying.  I’m just saying that I don’t give a shit, man.  That’s all.




PAUL

How do you not care that he now, more than ever, thinks he’s HBK?!  He’s NO HBK, dude—you know that!




JORDAN

I do know that, Paul—that’s why I don’t give a shit!  I just want to go get Bonesy, alright!  You got me all for real pumped, I’m trying to be a true dude and uphold our promise to throw up and poop freely and it’s-




PAUL

Ok, relax, it’s dropped.  Don’t go peeing your pants about it, Barf.




JORDAN



(finishes pumping gas)

That was only one time.




PAUL

…after another.  Dude, I’ve watched it happen.  I’ve seen the River Jordan emerge time and time again.




JORDAN

Pfffff!




PAUL

Pffffff you, dude!




JORDAN

Go pfff off!

CONTINUED






PAUL



Go pffff yourself, alright.






JORDAN



Go pffff your mom.

BEAT/Dramatic silence as Paul stares intently at Jordan who knows he crossed a line-






JORDAN

Hey, look, that’s not what…I didn’t mean that, man.  I was just feeling backed into a corner with the pee-pant accusations and I-




PAUL

No, you know what? Pffff your mom, man.  Pffff your mom.






JORDAN

Ok, now we have an issue—lines have been crossed! 




PAUL



(mocking JORDAN)

Ew, the line’s been crossed, I peed my pants.  What am I gonna do?

As Jordan and Paul argue AD LIB, Ryan runs up to the van, excited and out of breath.  He’s now wearing a 9/11 Tribute hat-






RYAN



Dude, dude, dude, dude—we’ve arrived!






JORDAN

No—we haven’t!  Want to know why that…wait, where’d you get that hat?

CONTINUED






PAUL



Pretty sweet hat, dude.






RYAN

Isn’t it?  Not only that but it’s patriotic as shit.  Check it out.

Ryan bends his head down so Paul and Jordan have a better look at the hat graphic-






PAUL

Well it’s patriotic, alright--kind of racist, too.




JORDAN

Yea but it’s only racist via its’ extreme patriotism.




RYAN

Exactly, man—my level of patriotism is just so extreme that it straddles that fine, racist line.




PAUL

It makes a statement, I’ll say that much.  Just don’t know if you fully realize the statement you’re making.




RYAN

Well if the statement I’m trying to make is that we have two vivacious young things waiting to get all types of sconed up with us in the gas station bathroom then, yea—I’m well aware.




JORDAN

We’ve got girls now?!  Ok, alright—now it’s getting Bonesy and I’m liking it…A LOT!

CONTINUED






RYAN

I know—it’s awesome, right?!  I met them while I was pissing around the side of the building where I found the hat at.  I was pissing, almost hit the hat, saved it, finished up and then, BLAM!  There’s two sexy angels with a bottle of sexy angel dust, waiting to Bonesy down and get boned up with us!




PAUL

Mmmm…gas station girls, huh?  I’ve never had one of those before so…




RYAN

Oh my god, they’re the best!  Way better than convenience store girls.  Just a bit more class and elegance-




PAUL

I mean, gas is expensive so it makes sense.




JORDAN

Ok, we’re all in agreement that these gas station sex-things meet our standards?

Ryan, Paul and Jordan agree AD LIB-






JORDAN (CONT’D)



With that said…angel dust?

BEAT/Ryan, Jordan, and Paul look at each other as they consider the proposition-

JUMP CUT TO:

CONTINUED

EXT. GAS STATION/PUBLIC BATHROOM—NIGHT (CONTINUOUS)

Ryan, Jordan and Paul come around the corner to the back of the gas station where the bathroom is located-






RYAN





(singing)

Gonna’ get dusty, we’re gonna get dusty…




PAUL

That we are—no thanks to Barfy McPee Pants over here-

Paul motions to Jordan who immediately becomes defensive-






JORDAN





(to RYAN)

When was the last time I drunk peed my pants, dude?!  Honest answer—last time I did it to your knowledge.

They all stop in front of a door marked “BATHROOM”-






RYAN

Mmmmm…if I’m being honest I would say…Tuesday?  Yea, it was last Tuesday after we played Biggest Loser Binge Off.






PAUL





(to JORDAN)

Told you, dude.  It happens an unhealthy amount, frankly-




RYAN

It’s become a concern because you’re doing it sober now.  




JORDAN

I do not piss my pants, you assholes!  Maybe once, when I was real Bonesy but-

CONTINUED






RYAN

No one cares about your bladder problems right now, bro.  Behind this door are two drugged out young phillies ready to saddle up for a strange time with some strange dudes and I say we abide.




PAUL

True that!




JORDAN

Ok, I’m game but let’s just remember to also abide by the turning point, ok? 




RYAN

Yea, whatever Pippi Piss Stockings.

Ryan grabs the handle and begins to open the bathroom door-






JORDAN

FOR THE LAST TIME—I DO NOT PISS MY PANTS!

Ryan opens the door all the way, revealing the two hot girls scraping at their already bloody faces.  An empty drug bag is on the floor nearby them.  Ryan, Jordan, and Paul stand frozen in place and scream in horror and panic AD LIB-






HOT GIRL #1





(clawing at face)

THEY’RE ALL OVER MY FACE, I CAN’T STOP THEM!




HOT GIRL #2

JUST KEEP CLAWING AT THEM!

Ryan and Paul finally run away, still screaming AD LIB.  Jordan still stands frozen and screaming AD LIB as a pee stain begins to take shape on the crotch of his pants-

QUICK CUT TO:

CONTINUED

EXT. BACKROAD/INT. VAN—NIGHT (MOMENTS LATER)

The van speeds along a road.  The sounds of Ryan, Jordan, and Paul still screaming in horror AD LIB over an instrumental version of “The Boys Are Back In Town” can be heard.  The van veers off to the side of the road and comes to a screeching halt-






RYAN



Oh my, GOD—that was horrifying, right?!






PAUL

It was terrifyingly surreal!  It was like a Salvador Dali painting…on angel dust!




JORDAN



(from back of van)

Just awful!  Easily one of the worst things I’ve ever-




PAUL



(notices JORDAN’S pants)

Did you…are those new pants?




JORDAN

What?  Why would I be wearing different pants?!  How could I have changed without you guys noticing?!  We’re in a van!




RYAN

Yea but, to be truthful, I don’t remember much between the gas station and now.  I just went into Ashton Kutcher mode and blacked out so…




JORDAN



(to PAUL)

See!  We’re all just a little shaken up and not thinking straight-




PAUL

I may not have seen you change your 



(MORE)

CONTINUED






PAUL (CONT’D)

pants but I know for a fact that those are not the same pants you were wearing when we stepped into a deleted scene from The Shining back at that gas station!




JORDAN

Oh, so now you’re the pants detective all of a sudden, solving all the pants problems-




PAUL

They’re not even the same material, dude!  You were wearing jeans and now you’re in…what is that—corduroy?!  Corduroy, dude—for real?!  




JORDAN

They’re khakis and, yea—I’m for real!

Paul and Jordan continue arguing AD LIB for a moment longer until they both stop and take notice of what’s been playing on the stereo the entire night-






PAUL



Is this…this is an instrumental.






RYAN

Of course it is.  Why would I want vocals on the track?




JORDAN

Uh, cause that’s part of what makes the song a song.  How does a lead singer not understand this concept?




RYAN

Are you kidding?  I understand that concept better than anyone and I realize that the god-given gift that are the pipes-

(gently rubs throat up and down)



(MORE)

CONTINUED






RYAN (CONT’D)

-need to be worked out a bit to maintain their superior range and ability to shatter hearts like glass.  So, I make instrumental mix tapes to stay sharp on the ‘okie machine.  Plus, I’m working on a solo album of Kci & JoJo covers so…

BEAT/Awkward silence as Paul and Jordan stare at Ryan with frustration and confusion-






JORDAN

What makes you think these things-- these stupid, stupid things about yourself?!




RYAN

The fact that I have the pipes of a heavyset black woman, that’s what.




PAUL

You do realize how incredibly delusional you are, right?  It’s damn near psychotic-




RYAN

Oh it’s psychotic, is it?  I’m soooo delusional.  Well, let’s just see how delusional I really am when you put on track fourteen.  It’s Adele--I’m about to set fire to the rain up in the bitch!




PAUL



(trying to start up car)

Oh yea, here you go Sir Elton—break our hearts with your beautiful croon.



(tries starting car up again)

If I could get this thing to turn over-




JORDAN

Just get us off this creepy road, dude.

CONTINUED






PAUL

(tries starting car up once more)

Don’t go peeing your new pants, Jordan-




JORDAN

These are the same pants!




PAUL

Well…battery’s dead, cell phone receptions pretty much nonexistent out here in Stephen King-ville so…walk it?

BEAT/Jordan and Ryan both try holding their phones up for service.  They give up, defeated-






RYAN & JORDAN





(in unison/defeated)



Walk it.

QUICK CUT TO:

EXT. BACKROAD—NIGHT (MOMENTS LATER) (MONTAGE SEQUENCE)

A series of CLOSE UPS, DISSOLVES and JUMP CUTS of Ryan, Paul, and Jordan walking along the back road, smoking a blunt, drinking beers and messing around.  After awhile, they spot a light coming from a HOUSE-

FADE TO:

EXT. HOUSE/FRONT DOOR—NIGHT (MOMENTS LATER)

Ryan and Paul stand in front of the door, looking O.S.-






PAUL





(to JORDAN O.S.)

I’m just saying you could’ve waited two more minutes to urinate like a civilized person.  You know—with plumbing and running water-






JORDAN (O.S.)

I broke the seal, dude!  I’ve got no control over it now—out of my hands-

CONTINUED






RYAN





(to PAUL)

Hey, so what do you think is like…happening in there?




PAUL

In where, dude?  What the hell are you talking about?




RYAN



(points at HOUSE)

In here, in this house we’re standing in front of.  You ever think about that?




PAUL

What, like, what’s going on inside random houses I come across?!  Is that what you’re trying to say?!




RYAN

Yea, you know just like

…it’s mysterious.  It’s like, “what’s going on in there?  Is it some kind of weird, sex-type swingers party or-




PAUL

Why would the first thought that comes across your mind when you see a random house be that there some sort of sex party with swingers taking place in it?!  Why?!

Jordan walks up to the front door from O.S.-






JORDAN



Whoa!  Someone say swingers?

Jordan begins swinging his pelvis in a thrusting motion-






JORDAN (CONT’D)

Get it?  Swingers, you know?  Like my wiener cause I’m swinging it now and…

CONTINUED

Jordan takes notice of Ryan and Paul staring at him with a look of judgment.  Jordan slows down his pelvis swinging to a complete halt.  He’s visibly embarrassed by it-






PAUL



Anyways…it’s probably just a family-





(knocks on door)

-getting ready to go to bed after some quality ABC Family programming.  Probably 7th Heaven or something with David Spade in it- 

The DOOR swings OPEN, revealing a MAN (40’s) accompanied by a WOMAN on each arm.  He’s wearing tea shade aviator glasses.  A party seems to be in full swing behind him-






MAN

Hello, boys—here for the swinging, weird sex party to end all swinging, weird sex parties?

Ryan and Paul enthusiastically shake their head “yes”.  Jordan plays polite, trying not to look taken aback-






JORDAN





(re: MAN)



Well…I don’t really know if we can-

QUICK CUT TO:

INT. HOUSE/LIVING ROOM—NIGHT (MOMENTS LATER)

Inside, a party is in full swing.  Music is playing, people are drinking and dancing and there are trays of food on a table.  There are six girls, all dressed in baby pink, and five guys, all dressed in baby blue, mingling about.  Jordan, Paul, and Ryan stand with the Man and his Ladies, looking on in amazement-






RYAN





(to MAN)

You know, I’ve been invited to my fair amount of weird, swinging sex parties but none of them have ever lived up to the hype quite like this one.

CONTINUED






PAUL

Very nice spread—if I may add.  Thick cut pepperoni is a rarity now a days and I appreciate the sentiment.




MAN

Well you’re welcome and you’re welcome.  Help yourselves, this is all for my children and you three boys--

(slowly strokes JORDAN’S cheek)

-sweet, soft, luscious creatures known as boys are all my children now.  Enjoy yourselves, grab a drink, take your pants off--you know, just stay awhile.  

The Man and his Ladies walk away O.S.  Paul and Ryan smile, elated by the party that they’ve stumbled upon.  Jordan stares at the party and around the house with concern-






JORDAN

I’m assuming that we’re all in agreement that a turning point has been reached and we’re going to be abiding by it right now and…Ryan is gone.

Ryan is nowhere to be found and Paul is focused on eating thick cut pepperoni slices with cheese-






JORDAN (CONT’D)





(to PAUL)

Dude, we’re not staying here so…stuff some of that thick cut in your pockets and help me find a landline or something to call out to a tow truck or triple A-




PAUL



(mouth full of pepperoni)

Why, dude?  There’s chicks and pepperoni sticks everywhere.  The dream, bro!  The dream!

CONTINUED






JORDAN

Why would I want to stick around after creep-hands the creep touched my cheek with such compassion and strangeness?!




PAUL

Maybe he’s just a touchy guy, you know?  He’s probably Italian, with such a fine appreciation of high caliber pepperoni.  Those guys love to touch.  All they do is touch each other and kiss one another.  I don’t judge, man—I’m just here for the spread, ok.

Paul goes back to eating thick cut pepperoni slices.  Jordan stands for a moment, becoming frustrated and then walks away O.S.-

JUMP CUT TO:

INT. HOUSE/HALLWAY—NIGHT (CONTINUOUS)

Ryan stands close to one of the BABY PINK GIRLS who is leaning against the wall.  They are both obviously flirty and into each other as they laugh and touch all over one another-






BABY PINK GIRL

I can’t believe you just…came out of nowhere and now you’re here with me.  It’s just so…it’s just so meant to be!




RYAN

Well, NINA, before I met you tonight at this very swanky sex party of sorts, I considered myself to be a heart breaker.  Not even just a heart breaker but rather, the heart break kid—HBK.  But now, after having met you…well, I consider myself to be more along the lines of a HGK—heart giving kid.

Ryan puts his hand on his chest and then slowly moves it to Nina’s and keeps it rested there-

CONTINUED






NINA





(near joyful tears)



Would you be my partner in “REBirth”?

Nina presents a baby blue t-shirt to Ryan.  He passionately grabs it with his free hand, keeping his other one rested on Nina’s chest-

JUMP CUT TO:

INT. HOUSE/KITCHEN—NIGHT (CONTINUOUS)

Jordan searches around the kitchen for a phone.  He finds one on the counter, picks it up and dials out-






JORDAN





(into phone)

Hello…yea, I need a jump out on some creepy road somewhere in the region.  You guys do that kind of thing or…

TWO BABY BLUE BOYS walk into the kitchen.  One of them holds a large container for dispensing drinks.  Jordan silently acknowledges the Baby Blue Boys with a nod.  They nod back and go about their business-






JORDAN (CONT’D)





(CONT’D)

Ok, well sorry I don’t have a creepy road map.  If I had one, I’d tell you where the van is but…

The Baby Blue Boys pour powdered drink mix, assorted liquors and slices of lemons and limes into the container.  Jordan notices and gives them a thumbs up on their final touch to the drink-






JORDAN (CONT’D)





(CONT’D)

There was a road, some grass on the side of it I think and there might have been a dead end sign but…

The Baby Blue Boys signal to Jordan to pass them some

CONTINUED 

CONTINUED

medicine bottles that are on the counter behind him.  He kindly obliges, handing the bottles over to them.  They immediately pour them all in the container along with booze and mix.  Jordan looks at them for a moment then shrugs it off-






JORDAN (CONT’D)





(CONT’D)

Well, it was a pretty hectic moment and I was trying to change my pants in the midst of all the chaos but, I guess there was a dead end sign.  Why?...

The Baby Blue Boys pour bottles of NyQuill into the mix along with what appears to be a lot of heroine.  Jordan takes notices of this-






JORDAN (CONT’D)

(covers phone/to BABY BLUE BOYS)

Jesus, fellas—you trying to date rape a gorilla?  

Jordan laughs it off and mouths “JK” to the Baby Blue Boys.  They shrug their shoulders in confusion, pick up the container, and carry it out of the kitchen and O.S.-






JORDAN (CONT’D)





(into phone)

Whoa, whoa, whoa—a cult?!  Well, I mean this is a pretty long road and there were other houses that looked very capable of housing a cult and…

Jordan stops himself, puts down the phone, and reads the label on one of the empty bags that the Baby Blue Boys dumped into the container.  In black marker it reads: RAT POISON.






JORDAN



Oh…my…god…





(BEAT)



This…this actually all makes sense.

JUMP CUT TO:

INT. HOUSE/LIVING ROOM—NIGHT (CONTINUOUS)

Paul maintains his post at the food table.  He is now making mini-sandwiches with thick cut pepperoni slices, cheese slices, and crackers.  He has a good dozen all prepared to be eaten. 

Behind him, the Man stands on a chair ringing a bell.  All the Baby Blue Boys and Baby Pink Girls gather around him except for Nina.  Paul doesn’t respond to it at all-






MAN





(to EVERYONE)

Gather, gather, my children—young, beautiful, sexy children.  The time of REBirth has fallen upon us and it is time for us to leave this life to be REBorn in the land of endless dreams and open minds.  No more persecution for your sexy ways.  No more…

The Man AD LIBS his speech as Paul finishes eating all his mini-sandwiches.  After a moment, Paul clenches his stomach and makes a surprised face-






PAUL





(to HIMSELF)

Ugh…got a thick cut brewing in me something deep.





(farts/CONT’D)



Real deep.





(interrupts MAN/to CROWD)

Hey, yo!  You guys got a shitter in here?  Got a Lincoln Log to deposit at the mill and…

Everyone stares at Paul with disdain.  Some even cover their noses due to the smell of the fart.  One Baby Pink Girl points upstairs-






PAUL



Thanks, Pepto.

Paul hurries upstairs and O.S.-

JUMP CUT TO:

INT. HOUSE/UPSTAIRS HALLWAY—NIGHT (CONTINUOUS)

Jordan walks around the upstairs hallway, knocking on each door in a panic-






JORDAN





(knocking on door)



Paul! Ryan!

Jordan continues to call out AD LIB.  He knocks on a door and then continues on his way before the door OPENS.

Ryan pops out of the doorway to the BATHROOM.  He’s wearing the baby blue shirt given to him by Nina and his pants are half down, revealing some of his boxers-






RYAN





(calling to JORDAN)



Pee-pee LaPue—what’s good dude?


Jordan turns around and hurries back to Ryan.  Before he can reach him, Paul pops up behind him.  He is walking as if he is clenching to prevent an “accident” of the number two persuasion-






RYAN (CONT’D)





(to PAUL)

Yoooo—it’s the Thick Cut Killah!  Check this reunion out, right?  You guys all come to cheer me on in my mission to REBirth?

(humps air with each “REBirth”)

REBirth, REBirth, REBirth…



(stops humping cadence)

I plan on humping more, just figured you guys got it and-




PAUL

Is that the shitter? Cause I’m at full clench and the gates are about to come down.  You feel me?  




RYAN

Oh…thick cut, huh?  

CONTINUED






PAUL

Super thick, dude—I’m talking lightheaded, nauseating thick.  I will pass out in the next thirty seconds if I do not birth this demon inside of me.




JORDAN

Look, seriously we have got to get out here like now-




RYAN



(ignores JORDAN/to PAUL)

Ok, well I’m almost finished trimming down in here so give me a little bit to clean my work area and I’ll be out of your way and onto-



(humps air)

-REBirth.




JORDAN



(RE: Ryan)

Dude, do not REBirth!  I’m telling you, we need to get the hell out of here because this place is-




PAUL



(ignores JORDAN/to RYAN)

I don’t care, man—I’ll work around the trimmings and what not.  I’ll clean it up for you but you have got to let me in there because I’m more than likely going to-

Paul winces and clenches up a little more.  He seems to be in a lot of pain and barely able to hold himself up-






JORDAN

This place is a goddamn cult, ok!  Jonestown, Waco, Heaven’s Gate—a goddamn cult!




RYAN

Yea and I’m about to cultivate some bacteria inside of Nina’s petri dish, bro-

CONTINUED






JORDAN



What the hell are you talking about?!






RYAN

What the hell are you talking about because seriously—I have no clue what any of those things are that you just mentioned.  I just came up with that cultivation line like a week ago and was just itching to use it wherever I could-




JORDAN

This place is a death cult, man!  All these people here are about to commit mass suicide any second now, ok!  We’ve gotta get out of here before we’re caught in the middle of this-

Suddenly, a loud THUD is heard O.S.  Jordan immediately takes notice with a look of concern.  Ryan looks O.S. inquisitively, not fully aware of what is happening.  Paul leans against the wall, still clenching his stomach and in his own private hell-






RYAN





(RE:thud/calling to O.S.)



Whhhoooaaaa—party foul, guys!

Immediately, loud THUDS O.S. can be heard in succession. One after another, like clockwork, the THUDS O.S. machine gun out through the house.  As quick as it started, it ends with a final THUD O.S.

Ryan looks at Jordan with a look like “what the hell was that”.  Before they can say word, a FART is heard and Paul passes out to the floor.  He appears to have defecated himself-

JUMP CUT TO:

INT. HOUSE/LIVING ROOM—NIGHT (MOMENTS LATER)

Ryan, Paul, and Jordan stand near the FRONT DOOR looking at





(MORE)

CONTINUED 

the mess all around them: all the Baby Blue Boys and Baby Pink Girls, including Nina, along with the Man lie dead on the floor.  Empty cups are scattered about them.  The container sits empty on a table-






PAUL



Sooooo…this is kind of awkward, huh?






JORDAN



Yep, yep—definitely awkward.  





(to RYAN)



Hey, so which one were you about to-

Ryan points to Nina’s dead body on the floor.  A cup still rests in her hand-






JORDAN (CONT’D)



Oh…she was hot, man.  






PAUL

You know, at this angle, she kind of looks like Claire Daines at the end of Romeo & Juliet.

They all take a moment to tilt their heads and look at Nina O.S.-






RYAN

I totally see it now.  Oh man, this is just an unfortunate turns of events.  Unless you guys think…should I Romeo it? 




PAUL

Classic chivalry move, dude-




JORDAN

It is and I can respect it but I mean, to be truthful—she’s not that hot.




RYAN

True, true—definitely not suicide hot, at least.

CONTINUED






PAUL

Definitely not, not even close.  Maybe if like, I don’t know…Rachael McAdams was lying dead there on the floor instead of that chick then, yea—kill yourself.






RYAN

Of course, I’m going to kill myself if Rachael McAdams is lying dead on the floor.  I’m killing myself if Rachael Ray’s dead on the floor, dude-




JORDAN

For certain, it’s a no-brainer but I think we should probably continue this debate away from all the dead ugly chicks because, really, it’s a little disrespectful.

Ryan and Paul agree with Jordan AD LIB.  They all make their way out the front door and O.S. as they continue their debate AD LIB-

QUICK CUT TO:

EXT. GAS STATION/ PUBLIC BATHROOM—NIGHT (HOURS LATER)

Ryan, Paul, and Jordan continue their previous debate AD LIB as they ended back at the gas station from earlier in the night.  Paul is now wearing a new, clean pair of pants-






RYAN

…but only Mary-Kate.  I don’t really care much for Ashley, you know?  I felt like she always blew her scenes on Full House and it just really turned me off from her.




JORDAN

It’s true, dude.  I saw the True Hollywood Story—totally unprofessional.

CONTINUED






PAUL 

This is completely off-topic but that dead dude had to have gotten a lot of front side wedgies when he walked around in these pants.  Everything is just getting twisted up down here.

Paul pulls down on the crotch of his new pants, pulling at it and moving his legs around to find a comfort zone-






RYAN





(re: PAUL)

Oooohh—a “wangie”, huh?  I saw a kid rupture his sack during a track meet because of a “wangie”, dude.




JORDAN

I did a corkscrew off the high dive when I was a kid and I had to get reconstructive testicle surgery.  I was eight, bro.  




RYAN

People don’t talk about it enough but it’s a real issue, you know.




PAUL

(still pulling at crotch of pants)

It feels like I’m in the early stages of a crippling case of “blue balls”-

As Paul and Ryan continue talking AD LIB, a dirty HOMELESS GUY grabs Jordan from behind.  He holds a dirty syringe close to his neck-






HOMELESS GUY





(to PAUL & RYAN)

Give me all you got or I swear I’ll give your buddy HIV in a matter of a prick!  I’m not kidding, I’ll do it!

Paul and Ryan begin to frantically look for their wallets-

CONTINUED






JORDAN





(frantic)

Just give him you’re wallets!  I can’t afford the super cocktail, dudes!  I’m not an athlete!




PAUL

Shit, man—I left my wallet in the poop pants back at that house!




JORDAN

Why would you do that?!  




HOMELESS GUY



(irritated)

SHUT UP, OK!  SHUT THE HELL UP AND GIVE ME ALL YOU GOT OR I SWEAR I’LL-

Suddenly, Ryan crouches down into a fighting stance-






RYAN

(stomps foot with each letter)

H-B-K!

Ryan quickly launches into the “sweet chin music”:  coming at the Homeless Guy with a fierce side kick aimed right at his face.  Ryan connects gracefully with Jordan’s face instead, knocking him out on impact.  Jordan collapses to the ground as the Homeless Guy runs off-

Paul stares at Ryan and then at Jordan knocked out on the ground and then back at Ryan-






PAUL

That…was…actually pretty well choreographed, I have to admit.




RYAN



(elated)

Really?!  




PAUL

No, man, I mean it.  That was incredibly HBK of you but…

CONTINUED

Paul points at a still unconscious Jordan.  It appears he has once again peed himself-






PAUL (CONT’D)

…you kind of broke the wrong heart on that one.




RYAN

No, no, I meant that.  Hostage negotiation 101, bro: always aim for the hostage.  It throws off the captor, allowing for a swift, safe takeover of the situation by a negotiator.



(points to himself)

That would be your boy—HBK.






PAUL



Makes sense me, dude.

BEAT/Paul and Ryan both look at Jordan who is still knocked out on the ground-






RYAN





(breaking silence)



Sooo…about this night-






PAUL





(quickly)



Chalk it up to a bungle?






RYAN



It’s a bungle.

Ryan and Paul begin to walk away O.S.  Jordan remains on the knocked out on the ground-






RYAN (O.S.) (CONT’D)

Total bungle.




PAUL (O.S.)

Complete bungle but I’m over it.  Hey, do you think those chicks are still in the bathroom? 

Ryan and Paul continue their conversation O.S. AD LIB.

CONTINUED

Jordan remains knocked out on the ground with a fresh, new pee stain on his pants.

FADE OUT:

END CREDITS.

END OF EPISODE.
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