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FADE IN:
ABADONED ROOM – NIGHT
Grimy gray tiles hug to the weakened walls while a crumbled ceiling sags overhead. A flea infested RAT scurries above its rotted wooden boards. Dust sifts down through the deathlike silence and onto a sweaty frightened man’s head. JERRY, (30’S) Panics. His greasy hair sticks to the duct tape covering his eyes while the tight grip rope holds him to a rusted metal chair.

An AUTOMATIC PISTOL brushes against the side of a worn and torn long leather jacket as RED stands before him. A shredded VOICE that’s deeper and darker than anything known on earth or in hell breaks the silence.

RED (O.S.)

If I was to tell you, life is

simple and easy you’d laugh at me and shake your head. Now if I told you killing is simple and easy. You’d stop laughing

The BARREL clamps to Jerry’s forehead, pressing into his skull

JERRY

Help!!

RED (O.S.)

Now you’re thinking a million memories right now but one thing stands out. What did I ever do that led to this moment?

HAMMER cocks back, echoing through Jerry’s ears

JERRY

I didn’t do it!

RED (O.S.)

It’s probably the memory playing in your head right now. Do me a favor, hold that thought

Red’s hand rips off the tape!

JERRY squints blurry eyes seeing the silhouette of a man dressed in black, shaved head and a gun pressed firmly to his pulsing forehead.

JERRY

Joh—

The air is shattered by a GUN blast, killing Jerry’s word along with his life in an instant.

(OPENING CREDIT) 
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INT. CLUB RED – SECURITY ROOM – NIGHT

Inside the dark room ongoing monitors cast a greenish glow across the walls. JIMY, (20’S) sits in a rollback leather chair facing the mass of miniature monitors ascending up the walls. His glowing eyes show the flections of past events. He stares at a single monitor dumfound. 

POLICEMAN (O.S.)

You need a fuckin’ life rook

JIMY (to self)

I can’t believe this guy…

He reaches quickly and backplays the footage.

INT. CLUB RED – DANCE FLOOR – NIGHT

Throughout the MAIN FLOOR of CLUB RED both the upper and lower levels are overrun with POLICE units. They work together helping set up boundaries for evidence collections. 
DET. BRINKS, (40’S) stares up above the dance floor at the shattered glass windows overseeing the starry night.

OFFICER FERGUSON, (50’S) Walks up.

BRINKS

How far do you say that is?

40, 30 feet?

FERGUSON

I’d say it’s more like 50

BRINKS

50 feet and the guy gets up like it was nothing. A room full of witnesses. None of this shit is even making sense.
BRINKS steps over crunching the scattered glass. He keeps his eyes dead centered on the VIP table overlooking the floor.

FERGUSON

Crazy, that’s all I can say

BRINKS

Maybe a message

BRINKS points towards the booth creating a gun with the use of his fingers.

FERGUSON

If that’s the case, it sure as hell was sent loud and clear

He snaps his thumb down on his pretend gun
BRINKS 
(to self)

If it was so clear why don’t we know who it’s for?

BRINKS walks off the dance floor leaving FERGUSON gazing up at the starry sky while being surrounded by chalked outlines of dead bodies.

INT. CLUB RED – SECURITY ROOM – CONTINOUS
JIMY watches the crowd of people scatter on screen.
BRINKS (O.S.)

So what do we got here kid?

Brinks watches the monitor over JIMY’s shoulder.
JIMY

Well detective…

BRINKS
Don’t call me detective it makes me sound even older.

JIMY

Alright…

JIMY eyes the tattoo on Brink’s neck. BRINKS sticks out of the skin itself. He scans further down seeing the dangling name clip. DET. BRINKS
JIMY (CONT’D)
Brinks

BRINKS grins and holds out his hand.

BRINKS

And you are?

JIMY

Officer Aldridge, everyone calls me rook

He gives a firm handshake

BRINKS

How ‘bout a first name?

JIMY

Jimy, name’s Jimy; with one m

BRINKS

Alright Jimy, with one m. Let’s crack this thing wide open. So from what eye witnesses say it was that a superhero came crashing through the ceiling and shot the place up. Killing everyone that got in his way

JIMY

I think the guards were the one’s doing the shooting

BRINKS

So I’ve noticed

FOUR bodyguards ON SCREEN open fire. Using AUTOMATIC PISOLS in an attempt to hit a crouched villain (Red) hidden behind and underneath the crowd.
JIMY

It all leads up to this, but it doesn’t make sense

BRINKS

What do you mean?

JIMY

Well, before our presumed killer came crashing through there was this girl

He rewinds the footage and PAUSES.

JIMY

See

BRINKS is speechless. ON SCREEN STEVEY, (17) a lone teenage girl stands at the foot of the VIP booth aiming a handgun at JERRY. Who is surrounded by women and security guards aiming back.

JIMY (CONT’D)

It doesn’t make sense, why was she there?

JIMY spins away from the screen and spots Brinks talking in a hushed tone with his back turned on his cellphone.
BRINKS (whisper)

Pick up, pick up

STEVEY (V.O.)

Hey this is Stevey! You can tell I am deliberately ignoring you so do whatever you’d like at the beep see ya!

BRINKS

Damn!

BRINKS glances at the monitor

BRINKS

That’s my daughter

OFFICER (V.O.)

Hey Brinks!

He exits the room

INT. CLUB RED – DANCE FLOOR – CONTINOUS

MARY (20’S) sits in a flat chair nearby a black and red clothed dining table. She’s isolated, gazing at a chalked body outline. Her drained beauty shows its secrets while being in a traumatized state.

BRINKS has his eyes on her as he walks up to an OFFICER

BRINKS

Is she a witness?

The OFFICER acts obnoxiously.

OFFICER

Oh! What’s that man?

BRINKS rapidly seizes the OFFICER’s collar and pulls him down to his level

BRINKS

Listen kid, if ya ain’t helping the situation get the fuck oughta here

Past rage blazes in Brink’s eyes, he releases his grip. The OFFICER backs off and walks away with a cold stare while readjusting his collar. Brinks shrugs it off then turns to address Mary
BRINKS

Sorry bout that I’ve been through a lot of cases, you know pressure can get to ya

MARY

I’m sure

He grins
BRINKS

Now, how about we calm things down and both you and I can discuss how all this happened

He slips out one of his numerous pens from inside his jacket along with his trashed notebook. He then flips page by page.

BRINKS

First off, can I get your name?

MARY

Mary

He finds a ¾ filled page and scribbles MARY down at the bottom.

BRINKS

Alright, Mary what?

MARY

Mary Nielson

He jots down Nielson

BRINKS

Alright Mary I seen you in the footage we have captured in back. Which tells me you were here when everything came crashing down. Now I noticed back there that you sat beside Jerry Plains, am I correct?

MARY nods her head

BRINKS (CONT’D)

Alright I’m just gonna throw it out there in the open. Do you have any idea why a teenage girl would be pointing a gun at Jerry?

She stares at a body outline while people chatter, walk and make BANGING noises with objects. Everything seems to be tuning out faster every half second. Her lips part as she opens to speak.

EXT. CLUB RED – EARLIER THAT NIGHT

Outside nighttime is the right time to see the red and black lights beaming over the long line of club goers waiting to get in CLUB RED. 

The very spectacle is the life of the unknown street. It’s the getaway for the down and filthy, from the ghetto skanky escorts to their paying clients and on the side of it all is your guzzling gutter of the fouled mouth homeless man, murmuring about.

Live it, breathe it, the very spoiled air fumes above the asphalt. It’s a nasty dinner best served at night.
STEVEY trenches through the littered gutter. Her hand inside her jacket while stepping across the street to Club Red. A GUN slips into view from out of her pocket, she covers it back up.

INT. CLUB RED – DANCE FLOOR – CONTINOUS

Deep inside blood red and black lighting shadow onto the dance floor scaling up the walls. The illusion resembles hell somewhat, or temptation’s colors and lustful movements. It’s filled to the brim with down and out high time crooks and criminals, no one stands normal. Everything shines darkly while the music breaks through the chit chat and chatter. It blasts loud enough for madness and confusion to dance the night away.

STEVEY eyes across all of it from the hallway, the famous Jerry Plains pulls her attention as he sits yelling from his VIP booth. She grips the handle in her pocket.

The corrupt and desperate feed off Jerry while he sits back watching druggies at a far shoot up in dark corners; women sinfully straddle each other using their hands for seduction, and the rest is left to your sexual pleasure reader cause I’m only the writer, not the one with the inspiring imagination.
A SMALL TIME CROOK swiftly pockets a wine glass into his jacket. He reaches for another but is quickly interrupted by an enormous BOUNCER who grasps his neck and drags him off without causing a scene.

JERRY laughs aloud and turns to the passed out Marylin Monroe QUEEN at his side.

JERRY

I love this place! Methadone, cocaine, heroin we’ve got it all sweety. I mean! If there was a heaven, not saying there is one or that I believe in that sort of thing. But let’s just say that there was one I’m fuckin sure it’d look JUST LIKE THIS! Haha!!!
He watches the main view of the floor as seductive women crawl over him playfully guiding his hands to twisting the strings of their panties, turning his fantasy into a reality. His personal bodyguards stay at bay.

JERRY

The dream, my dream

He tilts his head back and lets the environment flow through his mind. A BODYGUARD feels something moving in his pocket, he pulls out his cellphone and turns away from the music in order to hear better.
BODYGUARD

Hello!

Who is this?

The guard steps up towards the booth

JERRY

Sweety…

JERRY slowly tips QUEEN’s head back ready for an all out public makeout. Instead the slip back causes white saliva to ooze out the corner of her mouth. OVERDOSE

JERRY

Sweety, now you’ve gotta stop doing that. Okay…okay…uh…I’m gonna take you home

BODYGUARD

Jerry?

JERRY

Yeah, what’s up?

BODYGUARD

You’ve gotta call he won’t say his name, only that its important

JERRY

Important? Yeah, yeah, alright let me see it

JERRY releases QUEEN and yanks away the phone, she slumps onto his shoulder.

JERRY

Hi thank you for calling

Jerry speaking but doesn’t want to speak to you so KISS!! MY!! FUCKING!! ASS!!! Thank you, we’ll do lunch

Mixture of saliva and dope slimes onto Jerry’s shoulder, sliding down his skin. He hands the phone back.
JERRY

Hey do me a favor, take her home will ya?

BODYGUARD

No problem boss

JERRY

Thanks. Okay sweety, you’re gonna go home now

JERRY holds her dead face before him and viciously suckles QUEEN’s pale neck to her glistening mouth, slurping the white saliva from her lips. He gulps it down. If you don’t know what that tastes or feels like imagine this, its sipping slimy raw egg liquid through a straw. If you thought it was bad making out with your ex that’s mouth was like an open sewer. Imagine what it’s like making out with a dead person that’s insides are coming out. It’s exactly what JERRY loves about the crazy women he singles with.
JERRY

I love ya sweety

The BODYGUARD slides QUEEN out of the booth and carries her in a dignified way with both arms across the dance floor.
JERRY

Dance the night away beautiful!

Sweet dreams!

JERRY waves. QUEEN’s platinum blonde hair glimmers in the darkened crowd.

STEVEY (O.S.)

Heya beautiful

JERRY turns and sees a GUN staring back at him
JERRY

Uh…hi…

He slowly raises both hands while the GUARDS draw their weapons. Stevey’s eyes rage without a single blink at Jerry.

JERRY

Now gorgeous I don’t think it’s a wise decision to be pointing a water pistol such as that at me.

Cause I have had one un--believable night, and I’m built with stress up to my neck and I AM! not in the mood to be putting up with this shit!
Nope, really don’t need this to top it off. Why don’t we simply just put the guns down and walk away why we’re still able to?

STEVEY

Someone’s gotta stop you

JERRY

I can see that

(BEAT)

You know a lot of people wanna kill me why’re you special?

STEVEY

I’m the one holding the gun

JERRY

Good point, but what else?

STEVEY

16, her name was Ashlee key word…Ashlee…other key word…was…

HAMMER cocks back

JERRY

Okay! Okay! I see what you’re going through she was probably your friend?

And killing me only takes away the guilt you probably have right?

Cause you’re probably the reason why she came to me in the first place.

What, didn’t invite her to your birthday party so she came here instead?

She slept with your boyfriend so you called her a dirty tramp, so she came here and became one?

JERRY laughs hysterically.

STEVEY

Yeah, ha…ha…funny…funny…

A SHATTERING noise covers over the loud music. GLASS spills onto the crowd below. The music keeps blasting as dancers move apart from the center of the floor. JERRY staggers up looking at the shattered ceiling, as do the GUARDS and STEVEY.

JERRY

Hey! What the hell man!

He stomps over girls’ laps managing to get out of the booth. The GUARDS address his sides with guns at ready. He marches up to Stevey

JERRY

Stay right here…We’ll finish this matter in a civilized way. Or at least in this place’s civilized ways

He brings his attention back to the floor

JERRY

What is happening to you fucking people!? Can’t respect elegant places!

He quickly becomes aware of everyone looking at the flexing of power with bodyguards.

JERRY

No! You see you should be afraid of me! Not of guys with guns

I’m a hell of a lot fucking worse, you guys’ stay back!

JERRY clutches a TEENAGE KID by the throat. He growls, spits and barks at him, then gently releases his hold letting the kid run off.

JERRY (CONT’D)

One fucker down, everyone else to go

He barges into the crowd, getting hidden from view in the process while shoving people aside

JERRY

Out of my way! Make way for Jerry, make way for Jerry

He forges his way to the center of a tangled small circle of people.

JERRY

Move!

JERRY replaces the spot of two people

JERRY

Alright kid, you’re gonna have to go…

He quickly loses his voice and begins to tremble.
In the circle, RED, stands apart from the crowd. He’s wearing nothing but black and sunglasses that gleam off the spectacles of red and black lighting. His grizzled five o clock shadow stretches from his jaw line down to the hideous scar on his throat.

A TATTOO bulges out the side of his head.
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Vengeance is mine

RED

Where we going Jerry?

His chilling voice could very well make hell freeze over…

JERRY tries taking off but the crowd thickens with their attention at center. He quickly drops to the floor and covers his head.
JERRY

Shoot!!

Shoot!!

BULLETS fly through the air lodging into people who stand in the crossfire. They quickly drop around Jerry as he crawls on the floor. He sacrifices body and limb for safety while feet trample over him. He manages to look behind himself. He spots at a pair of black boots that stay settled and planted, scaling further up he sees RED crouched down looking at him.

JERRY

Help!

JERRY scrambles over critically injured victims. The bodyguards push their way through the dispersing crowd. JERRY gets a clearing and looks back to see the last group run out the door.

He collapses back holding his throbbing heart as it explodes in his chest. The dead and bleeding surround him. All sacrifice for one and one sacrifices for all.

INT. CLUB RED – DANCE FLOOR – PRESENT
Officers pass by Brinks and Mary, carrying off evidence held in baggies. He has one key note written down on his notepad. MARY NIELSON

MARY

I don’t know what happened after that

BRINKS comes to and closes his notebook

BRINKS

Thank you Mary I’ll make sure you’re taken care of

MARY

I don’t wanna be taken care of,

I just want to go home

BRINKS

We can do that

EXT. GAS STATION – NIGHT
Outside the GAS STATION semis rattle and shake coming to a stop at gas pumps.

KURT walks in the shadows out front of the store. He heads towards the phone booth at the end. His DIRTY HAND quivers uncontrollably while grabbing the tollbooth phone. He dials then listens to it ring on the other line.
KURT
p-p-pick it up

p-p-pick it up

INT. CLUB RED – DANCE FLOOR

MARY sits ghostlike in her cold chair while BRINKS feels inside his pocket and pulls out his phone.

RESTRICTED
Fills the screen.
FERGUSON

Brinks!

The phone slips from Brink’s hand and crashes. Knocking the battery out onto the floor.

EXT. PHONEBOOTH – NIGHT

BRINKS (V.O.)

Hello, this is Detective Brinks

I’m sorry I couldn’t catch your call if you could leave your name and number and a brief message it’d be much appreciated.
Thank you

BEEP

KURT (O.S.)

Brinks…

INT. CLUB RED – DANCE FLOOR 

BRINKS puts the phone together while looking up at FERGUSON. He’s standing by the OFFICER Brinks put in submission.
FERGUSON

You alright?

BRINKS

Yeah, just a little shaky

BRINKS snaps the battery back in.
FERGUSON

Listen I don’t need any bullshit from you. So why don’t you tell me exactly what happened between you and this man right here.

He notices the OFFICER is grinning behind Ferguson.

BRINKS

Listen I’m here to clean up this mess. What I don’t need is someone actin like a cocksucker pressing my buttons calling out my name and when asked a question responds with “Huh what was that?”

Sorry sir but you said don’t bullshit ya so I’m tellin you like it is. He’s an actin cop with a gun in his hand.
FERGUSON

Listen I can’t have you acting like this. Why don’t you take the night off, huh, let me clean it all up.

BRINKS

Yeah I’ll think about it
FERGUSON

I’m serious Brinks, ya gotta cool it

BRINKS

Alright

FERGUSON walks off. BRINKS looks at the laughing OFFICER.

OFFICER

Ain’t that a bitch

BRINKS

Just like my dog and your girl

He walks towards the OFFICER to pass by him.
OFFICER

Oh! Was that a joke?

The OFFICER mimics Brinks’ use of fingers making a gun and points to shoot at BRINKS.
OFFICER (CONT’D)

Watch it, Brinks is on the case

BRINKS without breaking stride quickly snaps the OFFICERS two fingers backwards, dropping him to his knees.

OFFICER

Ow! Shit!

He leaves the OFFICER clutching his fingers.

Brinks turns on his cellphone while taking a seat at the foot of the staircase leading to the upper flooring.
NEW VOICEMAIL appears across his screen. He selects VIEW LATER and then wanders through his contacts till landing on JERRY. He catches something from the corner of his eye and becomes aware of how badly Mary can’t control her leg from jiggling up and down while sitting in her chair.
He presses SEND

CUT TO:
PITCH BLACK
A CLATTERING cellphone ring breaks the silence.
FADE IN:

INT. ABADONED ROOM - NIGHT
JERRY blindly shakes in his chair much like his vibrating phone. RED pulls the phone out from inside his jacket.

INT. DANCE FLOOR 

BRINKS watches Mary’s uncontrollable leg twitch up and down.
BRINKS

Jerry?

INT. ABADONED ROOM – NIGHT
Jerry’s naked kneecap shows through his torn pant leg while it jiggles up and down.
RED

I’m sorry if you were trying to get a hold of Jerry you might want to leave a message, he’s about to die right now. Thanks for calling though

RED slings the phone to the wall behind Jerry, annihilating it to pieces.

INT. DANCE FLOOR – 

BRINKS overhears the smashing noise followed by the annoying sound of the phone disconnection

INT. ABADONED ROOM - NIGHT
JERRY tries holding still in his chair.
RED (O.S.)

If I was to tell you, life is simple and easy…

INT. DANCE FLOOR – NIGHT

OFFICERS follow FERGUSON as he walks through the crime scene.
FERGUSON

Alright I want to find out this story from the men who wrote it.

Find me Jerry Plains and Stephanie Brinks send out all reports across the state. Make sure every department knows what’s going on as far as suspects and possible leads. I don’t want this shit leaking to the press.
BRINKS

You wanna talk to him through a bodybag?

(BEAT)

Someone called in a murder fitting Jerry’s description.

FERGUSON

Damn!

That leaves us down to one, the girl if she’s not dead already find her. I want to find out what witnesses seen her leave and if she was with anyone. Find out what the hell is happening guys before the whole city does.

The congregation disperses leaving Brinks alone on the steps.
INT. SECURITY ROOM – NIGHT

BRINKS watches the PAUSED screen and tries to wipe his eyes clear from this nightmare.

JIMY

Sir…?

BRINKS spins around

JIMY (CONT’D)

We found the bodyguards

EXT. ALLEY – NIGHT 

Out in the back alley the damp air sizzles in the shadows, only a fool begging for death would tread down a dirty run down like this, and possibly a black cat too and maybe a dirty rapist who’ll get his in the end on the block behind the decrepit bars. I’ll tell you what I think and what I know but what I won’t do is tell you bullshit and that my dear reader is not bullshit, everyone gets theirs. Everyone.
BRINKS examines one of the four bodies under a lonely light post in the alley by the CLUB RED backdoor.

BRINKS

What the hell…?

He overturns the victims head and spots a rock’s sharp jagged edge jammed into the skull.

BRINKS

Jesus…

He glances to the next victim and sees the raw nature of murder. A long stick is pierced into the victim’s throat and out the opposite end.
BRINKS

What’s with this guy? He likes to get them with sticks and stones?

JIMY

Not necessarily, these two were killed with the guns they had and the only prints are theirs

BRINKS

Damn, alright so it looks like one guy got a shot off over here

BRINKS points out a bullet hole in the far wall. His foot scrapes across two empty cartridges.
BRINKS (CONT’D)

And the other guard didn’t get anything but two single shots out.

So three altogether

He forms his pretend gun and aims at one of the two gunshot victims.

BRINKS

He shoots him. One shot drops him. Leaving the last man standing.
He then aims to the other victim.

BRINKS

Then what happens to the last shot?

BRINKS examines the last victim’s open wound. He presses his two fingers against the skin pushing blood out the raw hole.
BRINKS

He shoots himself? 
EXT. ALLEY – NIGHT

B1 sharpshoots sending a shot cracking into the wall, barely missing RED as he swiftly evades behind B2. He grasps hold of B2’s hand and zero’s in on B1. RED crunches down on his finger forcefully driving a bullet into B1’s chest. Dropping him

RED grinds B2’s wrist causing him to aim directly at his own head. RED squeezes down on his trigger finger.

The air is shattered by a GUN blast!

B2’s slumps down dead. RED peers down the dark alley hearing distant footsteps echo off the walls.
EXT. NARROW ALLEY - CONTINOUS

JERRY runs looking for escapes but sees only a trap with no end.

RED (echoes)

Jerry!

He quickly swings and takes aim randomly at every object.
JERRY

You’re nothing! nothing!

RED emerges from the distant shadows into the dim light
RED

Really?

JERRY opens fire while RED dashes back into the darkness. He sends everything he can emptying the clip

JERRY

Shit!

He makes a run for it while trying to pull the clip out
JERRY

Come on! Come on!

JERRY manages to unlatch it. He tosses the clip aside and slides a full one in. He quickly spins around holding his shaky aim at RED as he charges towards him. He pulls back on the trigger, it stiffens and locks. JERRY looks at the redness sticking out the triggers side.
SAFETY
He glances up 

RED

Hi Jerry

RED clotheslines Jerry across the throat nearly taking his head off in the process flipping him up into the air. He falls on his back against the soaking asphalt. Jerry looks up at the night while feeling his throbbing throat that was hit hard enough to resemble a crane.

EXT. ALLEY – PRESENT

BRINKS rises and goes through all the victims

BRINKS

Jerry Plains isn’t even here

An OFFICER jogs onto the scene

OFFICER 
(out of breath)

Sir we’ve got a match on the guy you’re not gonna believe this

BRINKS

Trust me, this night’s makin a believer oughta me

EXT. POLICE VAN – NIGHT

Stuff goes on inside many messy police vans that you don’t wanna know about, while execution is essential, but disorganized papers piled onto papers can be down right the worst quality ever thrown into coordinating a police van.

JOHN (20’s) computer chairs’ wheel spin over a SNICKER wrapper. He’s holding faxed photos.
JOHN

Alright here’s the shots we took from the footage of the security tape. It doesn’t give us much to work with but it all leads to one promising suspect.
He hands the papers to Brinks

JOHN (CONT’D)

And here’s the match

He tosses the separate photo onto a pile of paperwork.

BRINKS turns the image right side up.

JOHN

The guy’s name is Johnny, whatever evidence there was to his full name was either buried or disappeared. My name’s John

John gives out a random handshake

JOHN (CONT’D)

No thanks is needed for digging up

this garbage shit hole of information cause it was by all means worth it. The papers somehow lost their records. So I had to look up prison profiles. I came across one crazy ass story that just happened. But that my new friend,in short, is a fuckin ghost that kills

Johnny’s (RED) glazed eyes are captured in the photograph.

His long sinister hair with gashing cuts and colored bruises portray the devil hidden in his dark face. 
JOHN (CONT’D)

He was kept in a maximum security cell in a prison, not too far from here. The block that he was kept on was well known for being inhuman to society. It’s the closest thing to hell that anyone’s been to. But apparently he broke out and now is on the run.
JIMY

He’s got a list then

JOHN

What do ya mean?

JIMY

Come on, here’s this guy busts out of prison and you’d think he’d run like most convicts would. Stay low on the radar instead he crashes on into a club and guns start blazing. Not to mention him killing four bodyguards with sticks and stones

BRINKS

Assume only makes an ass out of u and me. Don’t assume shit. For all we know it could’ve been a gang hit from an unknown they hired.
JIMY

Still, the whole point is if you were to escape from prison, you’d be running away from police.

Not causing a scene that has a manhunt in the city, he’s coming for people, or just Jerry and now that he’s got him, all we can do is wait around to see if he’s finished yet.

BRINKS looks into the dim cold blooded eyes showing in the photo

INT. PRISON – UNSURE OF TIME – PREVIOUS YEARS

The SNAPPING camera noise breaks the silence.
MARK (O.S.)

You aren’t smiling?

JOHNNY (20’s) stays positioned in front a large camera at attention for his convict profiling shot

CAMERAMAN (O.S.)

Side!

Mark and the cameraman watch from behind the camera while Johnny turns.
The CAMERA snaps!

MARK (O.S.)

Aw hell mama’d be proud, I’ll make sure she gets a copy

JOHNNY lifts his eyes and presents his raw chilling voice.
JOHNNY

Aw…

Its stirring tone sets an unusual feeling creating a passion of fear that makes MARK (30’s) shiver.

He grins at Mark, then unexpectedly forms a chilling sinister gaze.
INT. PRISON – WARDEN’S OFFICE – DAY

Inside is an office held with prestigious mantles that enshrine the pictures of a Warden’s hopes and dreams of ridding the world of its evil.
It’s equipped with the glossy windows that shine a better sunrise tomorrow outside with the heavens high above and degrading prisoners at lower ground level. The Warden is the act of god himself, and in mind, NO ONE, is higher than the man setting you up an appointment to meet your maker.

WARDEN BLAKE MILLER (50’s) Gobbles down his bowl of cereal. Milk slimes from his mouth pouring over his polished desk. Squeaks screech from within his false teeth as he is by all means well mannered but without a doubt in need of a bib. He swabs his mouth and neck clean with a napkin while gracefully rising to address his incoming guest. JOHNNY, held captive and chained by MARK.
BLAKE

Welcome! this is my hell, it is your home

JOHNNY seats himself while observing the slick desk

BLAKE

Your very reputation I’m sorry to say exceeds you. Apart from your killing record I thought you were a man of taste and manners.

(BEAT)

Ah well, no matter I am here to tell you the bad news kiddo, you are in prison. But you’ll be in a far worse place soon enough

(BEAT)

The world is corrupt as so are its inspiring leaders I myself am considered a leader and I despise men like you

(BEAT)

You have been sentenced to life imprisonment here at my facility.

Ha! My hotel in purgatory as some may call it. Or better yet your aspiring known grave. You check in and we make sure as hell you don’t check out.

(Whispers)

That simply means I own you till I die

(BEAT)

Look at me!

JOHNNY lifts his eyes

BLAKE

Do you understand what I am saying to you!? Or do I have to explain myself in simple childish terms?

I OWN YOU, TILL I DIE. Comprende?

Jesus where did you come from

If you can’t talk then write

He slams a pen and a paper onto the desk before Johnny.

BLAKE

I want you to sum everything up on that piece of paper.

Now!!!

JOHNNY slowly cursives down on the paper and finishes with time to spare. BLAKE picks it up and holds the paper to his eye level, reading the only sentence inscribed.

JOHNNY

YOU…just made your life shorter…

BLAKE skims through reading the words YOU JUST MADE YOUR LIFE SHORTER…He looks passed the paper at Johnny. JOHNNY continues his ongoing staring contest with the glazing desk. Blake motions for Mark to take him away

BLAKE

We’ll see, show him home

INT. LAST BLOCK – UNSURE OF TIME

Held inside the Last Block is its lifeless concrete floors maybe the only ground a man held there will ever see. It’s disconnecting sealed doors seem to mirror each other’s appearance across the hallway. Not one person peers outside from within the small head windows. Not even a clanging or thud can be heard through the disturbing hallway.

A dangling line of PRISON CHAINS scrapes over the gray cement.
MARK

So was it worth it?

JOHNNY ignores Mark and keeps walking

MARK

Come on kid, I heard that wasn’t the only people you’ve killed. Didn’t you do your wife too?

JOHNNY stops
MARK

Haha, what cat got your tongue?

(With pleasure)

I’ll bet you had fun makin her fuckin scream out your name.
Tension builds on the prison chains as Johnny’s hands gradually pull with power causing the chains to form into a pressured line of metal. MARK slings out his side arm baton

MARK

What ya got? Gonna bust the chains then bust me up?

JOHNNY concentrates on a small chunk missing out of the concrete floor.
JOHNNY

No

He swiftly thrusts his head into Mark’s nose, banging him against the wall, knocking him unconscious.

ALARMS blare throughout the hallway
JOHNNY sets his eyes on Mark’s waistband keys. But instead he slowly backs away and slides down against the wall.

The ALARMS ring in harmony with boisterous killers rioting within their cells. Most scream out random things, others call out to their loved ones.

JOHNNY rests between the two. Not caring anymore without a future to be held onto, seen as lost and possibly never found again.
RED 
(to self)

Paige
He studies the floor while GUARDS burst onto the scene.

EXT. CLUB RED – NIGHT – PRESENT

BRINKS grips the black and white photograph.

While talking on his cellphone

BRINKS

What the hell is a matter with you guys! You don’t let anyone know a crazed psychopath is running loose till three days later!

Well it sure as hell wasn’t kept under wraps!

Let me speak with the warden

INT. WARDEN’S OFFICE – NIGHT

Inside the office its current modified look is simply the turned upside down and thrown about view. Scattered papers cover the once neatly arranged desk and frames with awards are pressed into corners of the shelves.

It is best described as a single word that your mother probably said about your room. TRASHED

The PRISON GUARD sits in a stressful situation. The guards in the b.g. swoop up belongings of the Warden’s carrying them out.

PRISON GUARD (CONT’D)

He’s not here

BRINKS

Listen, I need to speak with him now.
PRISON GUARD

You can’t he was murdered the night of the escape

EXT. CLUB RED – NIGHT
BRINKS rest his feet in the gutter. The red and black beams of light illuminate his facial figure. He closes his phone and stares out at the blinding flashes of NEWS cameras being held at bay taking shots of him.

BRINKS

Christ, what is he thinking?

The concentrating moment is broken by his ringing phone.
The screen reveals STEVEY

He flings it open

BRINKS

Stevey! Are you alright?

Where are you?

INT. SAFEHOUSE – NIGHT

Inside the mysterious house lies an eerie abandoned kitchen that resembles somewhat of a horror film or haunted house your older brothers dragged you through. Its very reality seems unsettling as the gray and green shades of color make the setting uneasy. A dead wooden table lies in the middle of the room. The only clue that there was ever life lived there in the past.

STEVEY (O.S.)

I don’t know

I don’t know!

BRINKS (V.O.)

Alright calm down, do you recognize anything?

STEVEY peers out from underneath the table and spots a giant cobweb dangling from the ceiling’s corner. She notices the decaying wooden boards. It’s a miracle that the place is holding itself together.

STEVEY

I think it’s a cabin there’s no windows and I can’t hear anything outside.

BRINKS (V.O.)

Is the person who kidnapped you still there?

STEVEY

He left

EXT. CLUB RED 

BRINKS breaks through the scene running to the police van.

BRINKS

Alright here’s what I want you to do

INT. SAFEHOUSE – NIGHT

BRINKS (V.O.)

Look for some doors, windows anything that might lead you outside

STEVEY crawls out from her hiding place to scan her surrounding. In the process becomes aware of a single, lone door.

STEVEY

There’s a door

BRINKS (V.O.)

Alright go through it, carefully!

EXT. POLICE VAN 

BRINKS slams against the back doors of the van

BRINKS

I need a trace!

INT. SAFEHOUSE – CONTINOUS

STEVEY twists, loosening the rusted knob. The dried door creaks open. All hope drops with the floor level while earthly walls and mudded steps lead down into darkness. She fights hard to cope with standing before the open door

The CELLPHONE beeps throughout the dead air. Stevey jumps and loses clutch of her phone.

EXT. POLICE VAN 

BRINKS overhears a rumble on the other line

BRINKS

Steph…?

INT. SAFEHOUSE – CONTINOUS

STEVEY sees the faint light given off by the phone on the third step.

BRINKS (V.O.)

Are you there?

The CELLPHONE shakes across the dead board

LOW BATTERY appears on the screen.
She slowly stoops down. She keeps her eyes at level looking face to face with darkness, edging closer to the phone.

BRINKS (V.O.)

Stephanie!

She grabs the phone and quickly glances at the screen.

STEVEY

My phone’s dy—

EXT. POLICE VAN – CONTINOUS

BRINKS pulls the phone back from his ear and sees CALL ENDED on the screen.
JOHN spins around in his computer chair
JOHN

Alright we’re almost set man

BRINKS AND JOHN look at each other. They read each other’s thoughts for a mere second.

BRINKS

Fuck!

He nearly chucks the phone!

INT. SAFEHOUSE – CONTINOUS

STEVEY squeezes down on the POWER button. Nothing

STEVEY

Come on! Come on! Please…

She chucks the phone at the wall. A quick CLINKING noise comes from down in the darkened cellar.

STEVEY’s body seizes while her spine spasms in a contracted state. The air in her voice beckons to scream yet nothing comes out. She springs up, slamming the door close and quickly pins her back to it for leverage

Her mouth gapes wide trying to scream. Still nothing.
Fear itself has ways of controlling us, our blockage of thinking and our instincts to react premeditatedly. Having fear is simply what makes us humans, but letting fear control us is simply what turns us from humans into chickens running around with our heads cut off.
Now that’s a scary, twisted thought.
She quickly covers her ears.

STEVEY 
(to self)

(weakly)

Help, help, help, help…

EXT. CLUB RED – NIGHT

JIMY takes a seat next to BRINKS on the curbside

JIMY

There’s a lot of cabins around here

BRINKS

One in a million. And he’s got her.
(Calmly)

I’m gonna cut the bastards throat

JIMY

Haha right Brinks

He slaps BRINKS on the back, but takes notice in his eyes that he’s serious.

JIMY (CONT’D)

Jesus man we don’t even know who kidnapped her

BRINKS rises and looks on at the reporters covering the scene.

BRINKS

Maybe

He walks away from the spotlight

INT. SAFEHOUSE – NIGHT

Absolute silence settles throughout the haunted room. STEVEY rises while keeping her stare at the corroded door handle. The walls in the b.g. cramp in on her.

She trembles while clutching and turning the door handle. The door cackles open. The gloomy blackness wavers behind the door. STEVEY stretches a single arm’s length and sees her arm get lost into the abyss.

She hears a rustle coming from behind her.

STEVEY quickly twists around spotting a small mouse fleeing alongside the wall. The WALLS behind her squeeze in yet again. She turns back around

JERRY

Help!!!

JERRY as a raw ornament of torture lunges out of the pitch black doorway. His slaughtering fluid gushes down the tape covering his eyes. He topples onto STEVEY while living in fear of no sight with two sliced holes at the eyes. Blood spews halfway down his face and leaks onto Stevey’s face.

JERRY loses control and panics like a madman over her.

JERRY

Help me!

Help me!

STEVEY

(Shrieks)

Get away!!!!

Her scream lives and vibes through the dead walls twisting and rolling them into turmoil. She manages to roll Jerry off her. He lunges to his feet and quickly topples back to the ground. STEVEY puts as much distance as possible between her and Jerry.
RED

Tick tock…

STEVEY glances back at the open doorway. She sees RED clutching a double ended throwing knife in his palm

RED (CONT’D)

Time’s up…

He walks towards her with his boots knocking against the floor boards. She slides into a corner
A dream is only thought and the terrifying fear of the future…

INT. SAFEHOUSE – NIGHT – PRESENT

STEVEY gazes at the closed door. The thought of that actually happening gives her little hope and more fear.

She quickly yanks the door open and stands trembling. She waits in silence for anything real or imaginative to lunge out. Nothing.

STEVEY creeps down step after step into the cellar until consumed by the dark.

CUT TO:

A sliver of light shines underneath a doorframe, but everything else remains in the dark.

MARK (V.O.)

You know Red it’s been what, 15 years of me babysitting your ass
FADE IN :

INT. LAST BLOCK – NIGHT – PAST

15 years has changed MARK quite a bit. He’s simply fatter and older but in tremendous conditioning for an American sumo wrestler. He sits behind his unorganized desk while shoving a jelly doughnut into his mouth and practically gulps it down.

MARK (CONT’D)

And I’ve gotta say I’ve made a killing off ya, the easiest job I’ve ever done

(BEAT)

I don’t getta see ya, you never talk or make any noises, hell the only way I know you’re alive is the shitty ass food we give ya is gone by the day’s end.

He snatches another doughnut from his pile.

MARK

So thanks Red, cause ya know Red or Johnny or whatever it is people call ya, if it wasn’t for you man we both wouldn’t have this roof over our heads

He downs the doughnut while checking his wristwatch.
MARK

Damn, time to go

His feet trudge across the concrete floor.

Maybe do to the fact of upholding a heavier mass.

Ya never know how the mysteries of being fat can change the simple case that you now trudge over floor instead of once being able to simply glide over it. And when you get old, you’ll soon find out you’ll have cripple your ass across a floor. Interesting how time takes things away from you.
MARK

Sweet dreams
CUT TO:

A small sliver of light vanishes underneath a doorframe. A slight muffled breathing is overheard in the darkness.
TITLE:

“MORNING”

MARK (V.O.)

Rise and fuckin shine!

FADE IN:

INT. LAST BLOCK – DAY – PAST

MARK twists the hose on as it sprays through an open/close latch for the cell.

MARK

Get it while its there kid! If not you’ll smell like shit. Haha god  damn who pays for me to have this much fun

EXT. CLUB RED – NIGHT – PRESENT

BRINKS rests against a wall closing his eyes while trying to take everything in but is soon interrupted by JIMY.
JIMY

Brinks, we got someone who seen what happened in the alley

EXT. CLUB RED – NIGHT – CONTINOUS

He and JIMY walk up to the group of interrogating cops questioning a WOMAN (30’S)
BRINKS

Give her some time to think we’re not the god damn paparrazi, we’ve got them out front.

OFFICER

She doesn’t speak English only Spanish

BRINKS

Alright thanks

BRINKS (SPANISH)

How are you?

WOMAN

I’m good

BRINKS

I’m going to ask you did you see a bald man?

BRINKS gestures using his hand over his head trying to signal the meaning for being BALD

BRINKS

Man without hair? Did you see him?

WOMAN

Yes

BRINKS

What did the man do?

WOMAN

He killed and dragged one man down

The alley

BRINKS

He left the alley while dragging a man?

She nods no

WOMAN

A car came

ALLEY – NIGHT – PAST

Out in the street STEVEY rolls her car passed the alleyway. She quickly spots a glimpse of JERRY lying on the ground and slams down on the brakes coming to a halt. She scans the gloomy alley from the roadside and steers the wheel to turn the car down the alleyway.
JERRY coughs into the crisp night air as the car’s WHEEL stops short of squishing his head.

JERRY

(Gasping)

Help…

STEVEY skims the pedal with her shoe letting her mind carry her away to the overwhelming feeling of revenge. A GUN taps against the driver’s side glass window. She looks outside and sees Red pointing the GUN between her eyes.

He opens the door.
INT. CAR – (MOVING) – NIGHT

Inside the trashy car STEVEY clings to the cushioned backseat. She squeezes her eyes shut from the possible itchy feeling the bandanna is giving her which is tighter than a noose on a hanged man. It’s wrapped strong around her eyes and knotted behind her head.
JERRY slouches down in his shotgun seat. It seems like déjà vu as he resembles so much of what QUEEN looked like before she died of overdose. Weak, weary and wishing this shit would be over any second, he rolls his eyes back.
The rough road bumps Stevey’s blindfold up, enough to see out the corner of her eye. She quickly glances at the mysterious man and Jerry up in front. Then her eyes set on the cellphone rattling in the cupholder spaced between the two seats.

RED 
(to Stevey)

Buckle up kid
She snaps her seatbelt on

JERRY

You shut the hell up

RED crunches his foot down on the gas pedal. Pushing the car’s engine as it accelerates down an old dirt highway.
JERRY goes in and out of awareness trying to gain focus by shaking his head like a slimy tongued dog.
RED

That’s weird

JERRY

Did you hear me!

Shut the fu—

RED slams on the brake pedal scraping the rubber tires across the rocky road and launching Jerry out of his seat. He heads straight for the windshield. RED suddenly snatches Jerry’s hair and thuds his forehead to the dashboard causing JERRY to yell in every language that describes pain.

JERRY

Agh!!!ow!!!!

RED pulls out his GUN. He unexpectedly shoots through his window then takes the steaming barrel and presses it up against Jerry’s temple.

JERRY

Agh!!!

JERRY squirms trying to hold the gun away. RED pulls back and sends a shot out JERRY’s window. He then shoves the blazing barrel into Jerry’s throat.

The CAR swerves over the road

RED

Kick back--
RED blasts another round passed Jerry’s ear and then rams the smoking barrel into Jerry’s face.
RED (CONT’D)

--And enjoy the ride.

JERRY

Agh!!!

CAR continues to swerve down the winding road.

EXT. SAFEHOUSE – NIGHT

Far out in the eerie woods lies a broken down cabin. It looks to be fighting Mother Nature as she surrounds herself with dead draping willows and wild grass growing up the sides of the house. Nearly everything about it looks uninhabited except for the nearby garage. Stevey’s parked CAR sits roadside with her trembling alongside it while blindfolded in the dirt driveway.

RED steps out of the cabin’s screen door and heads towards Stevey. He stops before her and glances down the open road she could’ve used to escape.

STEVEY

I thought if I ran that would’ve given you a reason to kill me

He pulls her by the wrist and guides her towards the cabin.

INT. CAR – CONTINOUS

Inside the car the cellphone remains missing from the cupholder in front.

EXT. CLUB RED – NIGHT – PRESENT

BRINKS lifts his eyes up at the WOMAN.

BRINKS

Thank you for your help

The WOMAN gives her thanks back. BRINKS walks up to JIMY.

BRINKS

Find me every isolated cabin nearby. I know my daughter and if he took her car he couldn’t get within ten miles before running out of gas.

JIMY

Alright

JIMY takes off heading for the police van.
BRINKS

Hey and Jimy! If it’s abandoned or not owned, I want it at the top of the list.

JIMY understands and takes off.

INT. SAFEHOUSE – NIGHT

Throughout the darkness STEVEY steps down into a lit UNDERGROUND dwelling. Roots grow wildly out of the dirt’s CIRCULAR cellar. Dusty black drapes cover ¾ of the walls and a small wooden table resides with a burning candle in the middle of the room. Mice flee across the dirt and scamper over Stevey’s shoes. She doesn’t even notice. Her attention’s drawn to FOUR PICTURES hanging on a clothesline above the table.
KURT, RAGS, and JERRY’s pictures dangle down from the clothesline. In Jerry’s photo he’s sitting in his booth at CLUB RED with QUEEN at his side.

STEVEY gazes at the last photo. It’s BRINKS in uniform taking his profile shot. She grips the bottom of it and slightly pulls down but releases it before it slips off the clothesline.
Four men, four different stories all come together in the mind and on a clothesline inside a killer’s house.

She scans the room watching the light dance across the walls. Something catches her eye as it glimmers behind a drape. She slowly pulls the drape back to reveal a double ended throwing knife hanging on the wall with two nails pushed into the dirt. Many numerous weapons hang beside it in rows. She lets the drape slip back into place and quickly notices a lone filthy mirror hanging near another single door. She overhears footsteps coming from the other side. STEVEY runs across the room back into the darkness she came from.

RED walks in through the door carrying a grimy bucket spilling with water. He sets it down near the mirror. STEVEY sticks her face out enough to see her faint image.

He pulls out a lighter from inside his jacket while he yanks down JERRY’s picture.

He sparks the lighter and puts the flame under the pictures four corners to watch it burn while STEVEY watches him in the b.g. He drops the picture and takes off his sunglasses while heading towards the mirror.

He pulls out a bloody rag from inside the bucket and scrubs his face in front of the mirror. While in the process he spots his own reflection and drops the rag. His dark image stares back.

The mirror can only tell you the blunt truth about yourself and the past you’ve came from.

JOHNNY (V.O.)

So you’ll marry me then?

STEVEY slowly reaches behind a drape near her doorway.

EXT. PARK – DAY – PAST

Out in the park, flowers lay in the sunlight while kids run around playing tag. In the b.g. a couple plays near a tall tree.
PAIGE (20’s) pins JOHNNY to the ground. Her very beauty sparkles as if she was a diamond on fire. He doesn’t contest with her strength but simply gives into the happiness she brings him.

PAIGE

Only if I have to

He smiles and plays along

JOHNNY

Only if you’ll have to, what’s that supposed to mean?

He swiftly counters and flips her over on her backside, pinning her to the ground. She laughs

PAIGE

Well you see you’re just not my type

She drives her fingers through his hair brushing it back.

PAIGE (CONT’D)

You’re not good looking, you seem to have an arrogant way about yourself and you throw tantrums like a little four year old.

She grins

PAIGE

Sorry, you just don’t do anything for me

He grins back

JOHNNY

So you’ll marry me?

PAIGE playfully thinks about it

PAIGE

Yeah, I guess I will

JOHNNY leans in

JOHNNY

I love you

He gives her a soft passionate kiss then pulls back seeing her smiling back at him.

PAIGE

See, not my type at all

She pulls JOHNNY towards her.

The harmonic sounds are shattered by a HAMMER being cocked back. It interrupts the memory.

INT. SAFEHOUSE – NIGHT – PRESENT

RED sees STEVEY’s reflection in the mirror as she stands behind him pointing a GUN.

STEVEY

What do you want with my dad?

He drops his head. Stevey quickly sends a shot into the wall passed him.

STEVEY

Fucking answer me!

RED puts his sunglasses on. He calmly turns around and looks up towards the photo then back down at her.
RED

His life’s too long

STEVEY

So you’re gonna kill him? You’re gonna kill him because he’s got a life to live? Why don’t you try another answer
She cocks back the HAMMER

RED

Eye for an eye, he took my life so I’m taking his.

RED walks by STEVEY towards the drapes.

STEVEY

What’re you doing?

He pulls out two HANDGUNS and extra MAGS.

RED

Getting rid of my hunger

STEVEY

You can’t kill him!

RED

Go home
RED walks passed her heading for the door. She FIRES a shot piercing into his back causing him to fall into the darkness beyond the door. She keeps her trembling aim on the doorway. A bright flash of GUNFIRE reveals RED for a second as one of the bullets knocks the candle off the table and into the dirt. The flame quickly goes out leaving STEVEY standing in the dark.

She empties everything at the door’s direction till the clip goes out. She keeps pulling back on the trigger then gives up. Her breathing whimpers in the darkness. The stillness is interrupted by the ROARING noise of an engine flexing its power.

EXT. SAFEHOUSE – NIGHT

A BLACK MUSTANG peels out of the garage heading up alongside STEVEY’S car. RED shoots his window out connecting shots into the vehicles tires as he drives off into the night.
INT. GARAGE – NIGHT

Darkness and dust fills the messy garage while a squashed bullet lies on the dirt floor at the entrance. Five bullet proof vests hang on ringlets stuck to the wall with one vest missing in the middle.

EXT. CLUB RED – NIGHT

JIMY jumps out of the van and jogs up to BRINKS while holding printed papers.

JIMY

Alright we’ve got two spots. One’s abandoned and the other was just built but not sold

BRINKS snatches one of the papers.

BRINKS

I’ll take this one, while you and some guys take that

He jumps inside his SQUADRON CAR.
JIMY

Alright…

BRINKS takes notice to JIMY’s lack of confidence. He sticks his head out the window and spots a group of OFFICERS gossiping.
BRINKS
Hey ladies!

The OFFICERS turn and look at BRINKS who’s pointing at JIMY.
BRINKS

Listen to this guy or you’ll be looking for jobs tomorrow.

BRINKS looks at JIMY

BRINKS (CONT’D)

Now they’ll listen to ya

He drives off down the street.

EXT. SAFEHOUSE – NIGHT

STEVEY scans the area from the door while holding a different GUN at ready. Everything seems eerie and gloomy. She quickly makes her move dashing to her CAR while ignoring the two flat tires. The car KEYS sway back and forth as she jumps in and starts the ignition. Slamming her foot to the pedal she sends the car racing forwards setting herself up for a u-turn. She quickly spins the wheel causing her flat tires to slide out of control and slam the vehicle’s side into the garage.
The smoking car engine sputters and shuts down. She instantly tries starting it up again but nothing. She smacks the steering wheel.

STEVEY

Shit!

She jumps out of the vehicle and takes off on foot down the dark dirt road.

INT. CAR – NIGHT - (MOVING)

RED reaches over to the volume. He cranks up the music causing shattered pieces of GLASS to shake along the open window frame. He lays his arm across it while being protected by his leather sleeve.
LIGHTNING flashes B/W throughout the canyon for a few seconds.

INT. CAR – NIGHT – PAST (MOVING)

LIGHTNING flashes again through the windshield while rain falls down in puddles on top of the CAR.

PAIGE talks on her cellphone while driving.

PAIGE

I’m coming from the canyon

INT. MUSTANG – NIGHT – PAST (MOVING)

The MUSTANG flies through red lights. JOHNNY doesn’t care about anyone’s safety including his own as he pushes harder down on the gas pedal while talking on his cellphone.

JOHNNY

I just need you to stay put

PAIGE (V.O.)

Where do I go?

JOHNNY

When you get out of the canyon just turn anywhere and stay. I’m the one that has what they want

PAIGE (V.O.)

Where are you again?

JOHNNY

I’m coming, just get out as quick as you can then stop. How’s she doing?

INT. CAR (MOVING) – NIGHT

PAIGE glances behind and sees a BABY GIRL sitting in her baby seat strapped in sleeping.

PAIGE

She’s sleeping

JOHNNY (V.O.)

Alright, just keep talking to me

PAIGE spots the end of the canyon.

PAIGE

We’re out of the canyon

She pulls the CAR off to the side and shuts it off.
JOHNNY (V.O.)

Get out and go to the nearest public place you see

PAIGE unbuckles her seatbelt. The seatbelt rolls up into its sleeve while she reaches back nudging the BABY’s fingers.

PAIGE

Sweety we gotta go kay

She holds the phone against her shoulder while reaching to unbuckle the car seat. An enormous dark TRUCK shows through the window coming faster and closer to the CAR.

The TRUCK’s lights flick on and crash blind sighting the CAR. The CAR rolls over and over till it stops belly up.

EXT. TRUCK – NIGHT

KURT (20’s) hops down from inside the TRUCK. He slams the door closed while looking at the torn up CAR he hit.

KURT

Damn

He drags his boots across the wet asphalt.

The TRUCK’s passenger door opens while KURT looks inside the CAR and sees Paige’s twisted body crammed against the steering wheel with her eyes closed. DEAD
He spots the BABY hanging upside down still strapped into her car seat. KURT muscles open the back door

BRINKS (O.S.)

What the hell are you doing!?

KURT looks back at BRINKS who’s hidden behind the headlights. He reaches inside the vehicle and rips the baby seat out making the BABY scream.

BRINKS (O.S.)

We were gonna stop the car, not kill em!
KURT

Really?

KURT whips out his side arm and sends a SHOT to PAIGE’s forehead.

KURT

Oops

KURT walks up to BRINKS and shoves the CAR SEAT into his arms.

KURT

Now I have something of his. I’m sure we’ll be able to negotiate

KURT gets back into the TRUCK while BRINKS stands in a silhouette holding the car seat in his arms. KURT honks the horn for BRINKS gets in. The TRUCK drives off

INT. MUSTANG – NIGHT (MOVING)

JOHNNY presses the phone against his ear.

JOHNNY

Paige!

INT. CAR – NIGHT

The CELLPHONE lays by PAIGE’s bloody head. 

JOHNNY (V.O.)

(Distorted)

Paige!

INT. MUSTANG – NIGHT

JOHNNY throws the cellphone against the dashboard. He slams his foot against the gas pedal causing MONEY to spill out of a duffel bag behind his seat. His fiery eyes blaze with hatred. His face distorts into a furious rage.
JOHNNY

Son of a BITCH!

JOHNNY flies through stop signs with the glowing speedometer reading 80.
INT. TRUCK – NIGHT

The bottom half of BRINK’s face shows while he plays with the BABY, she grabs his finger.

INT. CAR – NIGHT – PRESENT (MOVING)

BRINK’s missing top half reflects in the rear view mirror while he grabs a paper off the dashboard. He reads the directions off the paper then glances back at the road nearly missing his turn down a dirt road.

EXT. DIRT ROAD – NIGHT

STEVEY overhears something rolling close by, she runs off to the side of the road. The oncoming CAR shines it headlights onto her.
INT. SQUAD CAR – NIGHT (MOVING)

BRINKS glances down at the paper while through the windshield in the b.g. STEVEY takes aim at the car.

EXT. DIRT ROAD – NIGHT

STEVEY sends shots heavily at the SQUAD CAR knocking one of the headlights out.

INT. SQUAD CAR – NIGHT (MOVING)

BRINKS quickly glances up and sees STEVEY shooting at him through the windshield. He ducks down and honks while spinning the wheel off to the side.

EXT. DIRT ROAD – NIGHT

STEVEY holds her fire as the SQUAD CAR swerves passed her to a stop. She aims at BRINKS pulling back on the trigger while his door opens causing the interior light to come on revealing him. She drops the gun and jumps into the passenger side. She quickly buckles in.

STEVEY

Let’s go, let’s go!

EXT. CAR – NIGHT

BRINKS backs it up while gazing down the road where STEVEY came from.

EXT. ROAD RACE – NIGHT

Out in the noisy desert area expensively touched CARS are lined up side by side leading up to the enormous bonfire with gleaming flames reflecting off the darker vehicles paint job.
Arousing, steamy hot girls sway dancing around the heated fire while partying out in front of MEN sitting down in the sand watching them. A single GUY gets up and makes a fool of himself and starts dancing with a sexy vixen.
RAGS (V.O.)

Na, no, na! What the HELL are you doing man!? We’re all gonna get laid tonight. What’s the rush? Here, why don’t you do yourself a big ass favor and sit your goofy ass down. That way we can all enjoy the view tonight.

He takes a seat.

RAGS (V.O.)

Thank you, please don’t come again.

RAGS (30’s) stands up on his high platform while spinning and making the music flow good enough to get even deaf people up off the ground. He switches it up making the crowd erupt below him screaming and cheering. He grabs the MIC.
RAGS

I know, I know, you don’t have to tell me twice. I know I’m perfect, so fellas! Get up off your asses and chase some asses.

TWO GIRLS walk up alongside RAGS to give him comfort and probably a hand job.

RAGS

Shit I know I got mine

He wraps his arms around both of them.

EXT. MUSTANG – NIGHT

RED heads towards the distant party leaving his MUSTANG parked in the nearby woods. A lone TEENAGER (16) watches the party while taking in a cigarette.

TEENAGER

Damn, look at that

RED steps up to his side to watch the same view. The TEENAGER soon becomes uncomfortable while RED stands next to him. He scans RED from head to toe, clearly intimidated by his size. He mans up and blows smoke into RED’s face.

TEENAGER

Hey man

He reaches for Red’s glasses.

TEENAGER

If I may, you look fucking familiar.

He pulls the glasses off revealing Red’s closed eyes then puts them on.

TEENAGER

Ya, ya, you’re the guy who wears his sunglasses at night right? Haha, I knew it!

He takes in another while looking at the view through sunglasses.

TEENAGER

What a trip man

RED cringes his eyes open to look at the scenery, but still too closed to see them entirely.

RED

Do you know what’s a trip? Or a way to kick bad habits?
TEENAGER holds the cigarette in his mouth.

TEENAGER

Tell me

RED

These can kill ya

RED grabs the cigarette from the Teenager’s mouth and takes one in. The TEENAGER remains speechless while watching RED blow smoke out into the night’s air.

RED

Here’s the trick to kickin it

RED suddenly grabs the Teenager’s hand and shoves the burning cigarette into his skin.

TEENAGER

Agh! Shit!

He tries hitting to get away, but only squirms while RED smashes the cigarette in. RED quickly twists the Teenager’s hand behind his back and lifts up on the pressure causing him to stand on his toes. RED looks over the Teenager’s shoulder, the sight of his eyes is unreal as they gleam with the color of practically white with a faint sign of a pupil.
TEENAGER

Ow! Ow!

RED grabs his sunglasses off from the Teenager’s eyes and he puts them back on.

RED

Don’t touch these

He throws the TEENAGER into a fast running motion letting the TEENAGER take off without looking back.

RED

(quietly)

Cool trick huh?

RED walks towards the far off party.

EXT. RAG’S TRAILER – NIGHT

A PIMPED OUT trailer with green/red lights gleaming below and above it clearly shows RAGS is a big spender. But the biggest spectacle of all is the blue/white lights on the front flickering in and out spelling RAGS.
RAGS steps up to the door and opens it for his TWO WOMEN

RAGS

I know, polite ain’t I?

WOMEN

Thank you

RAGS

Momma didn’t raise no fool

RAGS walks in after his women while closing the door behind him.

RAGS (V.O.)

Now which one wants a bath first?

EXT. BONFIRE – NIGHT

RED stares over the bonfire at RAGS trailer. KEYS (18) comes up alongside him with a beer in hand.

KEYS

And I’ll bet you’d like to join them huh?

RED calmly looks at KEYS

KEY (CONT’D)

Huh?

KEYS bursts out laughing

KEYS

(gasping for air)

Haha! Me too, honey bunnies!

KEYS mimes with his hands how he’d grab a girl’s tits and accidentally drops his cup of alcohol. 
KEYS

Whoa! Look out

RED quickly leaves the scene but KEYS stays closely behind him.
KEYS

Hey! Haven’t you ever heard to chill or be chilled? You gotta slow down or something.

RED walks through the deafening party while PRICK (20’s) keeps an eye on him from within his small popular group of friends. He smirks

PRICK

Watch this

PRICK gets in Red’s way on purpose and folds his arms while holding a cup filled with alcohol. His friends surround the area while everyone crowds in. RED tries walking around him but is quickly cut off by one of Prick’s friends, he’s a lot like PRICK, just another jackass prick that loves himself and without a doubt owns the world.

It is the precise time for these kids to get a reality check by getting their asses kicked by Red.
FRIEND

Where ya goin?

PRICK taunts around RED showing off how calm he can handle this guy.

PRICK

Listen I have a problem with fucking old guys coming to high school parties they USED to go to. You’re just flat out disgusting in my eyes, you know, trying to pick up on girls half your age while they’re drunk. It’s low.
RED tries walking off again but PRICK gets in the way.

PRICK

Wait a second there, you…fuckin a! You look like the ass that was just checking out my girl.
FRIEND

(Chanting)

Kick his ass, kick his ass

The FRIEND starts getting the crowd into it.

CROWD

(Chanting)

Kick his ass! Kick his ass!

RED without hesitating smacks the cup out of his hand. PRICK quickly swings and connects a hard blow to Red’s jaw. He backs into a boxer’s stance waiting for RED to fall down at any moment, instead RED just readjusts his chin. He looks pissed and stomps towards PRICK

KEYS

Ah shit! Now you’re gonna get it man

Prick’s confidence diminishes as he tries to ready himself to counter. RED quickly pulls back and gives a swinging soccer kick to the back of his leg. PRICK drops down to one knee and glances up. RED swings a finishing hook to his face knocking him out cold.

KEYS

Shit man! Haha! And that’s why you bitches don’t mess with us

RED walks towards the FRIEND. He takes off running into the crowd. RED turns around and walks through a crowd that’s separating for him.

KEYS

Yeah! That’s right! You’re our bitch!

KEYS pulls back and gives a swinging kick to Prick’s stomach. PRICK doesn’t show any reaction.

KEYS

Yeah

KEYS notices he’s alone with everyone watching him. He spots RED in the distance and chases after him.

KEYS

Hey wait up man!

RED heads towards the trailer.

KEYS

Listen, you might as well wait

He keeps walking

KEYS

You’ve still gotta see the crash course

RED stops and turns around.
RED

What’s that?

KEYS looks surprised by Red’s voice.

KEYS

Damn man, what happened, you go through puberty twice?

RED reveals to him the disturbing scar on his neck nearly causing KEYS to puke.
KEYS

(Regurgitating)

Oh I see, well anyways the crash course is two cars

INT. CAR – NIGHT

The junked out dashboard shakes as a MAN (20’s) revs up his engine.

INT. RAGS CAR – NIGHT

The interior neon lights glow from inside the speakers while RAGS revs up his engine. A sexy GIRL leans into his car and starts making out.

KEY (V.O.) (CONT’D)

On two different ends racing towards the middle

ANNOUNCER (V.O.)

Go!!!

INT. CAR – NIGHT 

The MAN peels out burning up the road.

INT. RAGS CAR – NIGHT

RAGS finishes up while the GIRL backs away and watches him drift off down the road.
KEYS (V.O.) (CONT’D)

The objective is to go passed the middle line to win

INT. CAR – NIGHT (MOVING)

The MAN shifts gears causing his collection of bobble heads to bounce up and down.
KEYS (V.O.) (CONT’D)

You don’t know how fast the other guy’s going

INT. RAGS CAR – NIGHT (MOVING)

RAGS shifts and floors the pedal to the ground.

KEYS (V.O) (CONT’D)

And you don’t know how close you are to winning till you find all the other cars near the middle.

INT. CAR – NIGHT (MOVING)

The MAN spots the line of car’s headlights and then he notices the lonely pair of headlights coming down the road in the opposite direction.

INT. RAGS CAR – NIGHT (MOVING)

RAGS shifts again and reaches over to crank up the volume.

RAGS

Come on kid, what you got? Enough to take out the best, huh!

EXT. THE LINE – NIGHT

BYSTANDERS line up beside their cars looking down both ends of the road watching the cars race towards the middle. Cheering erupts through the night’s air and over the white middle line while both headlights race towards it.
EXT. PARTY – NIGHT

KEYS and RED stand outside the trailer staring at the blinking lights spelling RAGS.

KEYS

I heard he’s never lost a race

EXT. CAR – NIGHT (MOVING)

RAGS slams the gas pedal against the floor while swerving the vehicle to the right side of the road. A pair of headlights down the road shifts to the opposite side.

RAGS

How do ya like me now!

EXT. THE LINE – NIGHT

RAGS car’s wheels cross over the finish line seconds before the MAN’s does.

INT. CAR – NIGHT (MOVING)

The MAN smacks the steering wheel.

MAN

Shit!

EXT. THE LINE – NIGHT

KEYS stands in a crowd of people cheering while he’s swaying his head back and forth in complete awe of RAGS’s car speeding away. KEYS stops

KEYS

That is so—

EXT. PARTY – NIGHT

KEYS face and lines match up with the last scene

KEYS (CONT’D)

Sick, you really should try it out man. I mean if you’ve got a problem with Rags I can set it up so that you’ll be the man racing him tonight. If that’s what you want?

They glance at each other.

KEYS

I mean I don’t know how much money you got in your pocket but I’m sure he’ll consider it.

INT. RAGS’S TRAILER – NIGHT

RAGS lays back in his Jacuzzi and lifts his toes above the tussling bubbles while the TWO GIRLS get into a water fight.
RAGS

So you girls are sisters then?

KEYS dives headfirst hanging halfway through the small window above the Jacuzzi.

KEYS

Hey man!

Both RAGS and the TWO WOMEN freak tossing bubbles up into the air. He quickly grabs his nearby GUN

KEYS (CONT’D)
Gotta ask you somethin
RAGS shoves the gun into KEYS face. KEYS eyes bulge out at the enormous BARREL more than at the sight of the TWO naked women grabbing their clothes in the b.g.
RAGS

Don’t you fucking ever interrupt a black man when he’s taking a bath with two white women!

RAGS pulls back on the hammer.

RAGS

Now this better be good kid

KEYS looks cross eyed at the barrel between his eyes.

KEYS

It can wait till morning.

EXT. RAG’S TRAILER – NIGHT

RAGS steps out fully clothed. The TWO WOMEN follow him while their soaking bodies seep through their clothes.
KEYS guides them over towards the bonfire.

KEYS

Alright here’s my man

RAGS

Yeah yeah, so where’s the money? If we’re gonna make introductions and all just introduce me to the money.

RED tosses a duffel bag to RAGS feet. RAGS senses the lack of respect and slowly bends down, keeping his eyes on RED. He unzips it and sees nothing but overflowing cash.
RAGS

Damn! I like this man already. Don’t need to ask if it’s stolen or dirty money. Just need to ask you to get your car and head your ass up there. Sound cool?

RED walks off. RAGS nods to KEYS

RAGS

Hey what’s up with your man? Is he always this quiet?

KEYS ponders.

KEYS

Now that I think about it, I don’t think he’s talked to me. Oh! Wait he said one thing.

RAGS

What’s that?

KEYS

What’s that
RAGS is confused. He shrugs it off

RAGS

Alright then let’s get this show on the road.

RAGS looks up towards the backup deejay MIKEY.

RAGS

Hey Mikey!

RAGS lifts both arms in the air. MIKEY catches the signal and grabs the MIC.

MIKEY

Hey crazy ass cats out there! We got something special for ya’all tonight. My boy Rags is gonna bust it down and carry out the cash with a win. Who wants to see a CRASH COURSE!

The CROWD erupts!

MIKEY (CONT’D)

Alright get all ya’all’s asses out there then

The CROWD disperses. Everyone with vehicles starts them up. The one’s without one jump in the back of PICKUP TRUCKS. KEYS catches up with RAGS.

KEYS

Hey Mr. Rags, can I ask you something?

RAGS

What kid I’m busy.

KEYS

Well I’ve always wanted to try something

KEYS grins.

EXT. THE LINE – NIGHT

KEYS stands atop a PICKUP TRUCK with a bed filled with AMPS in the middle of parked cars with their headlights shining. He lifts the MIC up and feels the rhythm of a rock star in concert.
KEYS

Alright! Are you ready to kick some ass, see some ass or see some cars fly past!!

The CROWD erupts!

KEYS

Hell ya! Let’s get this crash started. We’ve got two mean as hell men out there ready to go all out and set flames to the exhaust.

KEYS points to the road on his right.

KEYS

On my right we have women’s manly man! You wanna be like him, you wanna own the things he does, you want the women he does. Give it up for everyone’s man, RAGS!!

The men cheer, the girls scream and all cars honk. Letting the noise get up off the ground.

KEYS

That’s what I’m talkin bout! Now shutup so I can introduce you to someone new.

KEYS points to his left side.

KEYS

Alright what we’ve got here is hell’s own creation. He owns the night, the day he doesn’t give a shit about. He’ll send chills down your spine and take your women while he kicks your ass. The one! The only! RED!!

EXT. RED’S MUSTANG – NIGHT

RED overhears the distant cheers. His mustang sits idling.
CUT TO:
INT. RAGS HONDA – NIGHT

RAGS pulls a MAG out of the glove compartment.

CUT TO:
EXT. THE LINE – NIGHT

KEYS glances down both roads. Distant headlights shine down both ends. 

KEYS

Riders! Are you ready to crash!

Two distant honks shoot through the night.

KEYS

Alright rules’ simple, cross the finish line first. If someone gets in the way run their ass over with style. So start roarin them up boys and PEOPLE make some noise!

EXT. RAGS HONDA – NIGHT

The engine revs up. RAGS holds a GUN outside the window.

EXT. RED’S MUSTANG – NIGHT

RED’s demon horse roars! He reaches over and turns up the volume. It blast AC/DC’s “Shoot to Thrill” out into the night. The remaining shattered pieces of glass shake along the smashed open window.

EXT. THE LINE – NIGHT

KEYS grins.

KEYS

Go!

EXT. RED’S MUSTANG – NIGHT

The TIRES squeal over the asphalt, lifting the MUSTANG into the air.

CUT TO:
INT. RAGS HONDA – NIGHT

RAGS slams down on the gas pedal.

CUT TO:
INT. RED’S MUSTANG – NIGHT

RED shifts. The mustang races towards the distant lights. Tree after tree flies passed in the window until becoming a constant blur.
CUT TO:
INT. RAGS HONDA – NIGHT

RAGS shifts.

RAGS

Didn’t think I’d recognize your punk ass. I’ll show you I ain’t a fuckin fool.

RAGS takes close aim out the window.

RAGS

(To self)

Come on, come on

CUT TO:
INT. RED’S MUSTANG – NIGHT

RED’s reflection darkens the rear view mirror. He sees headlights lined up on both sides of the road coming closer and closer.

INT. RAGS HONDA – NIGHT

RAGS sends shots towards Red’s mustang.

RAGS

I know who you are!

EXT. RED’S MUSTANG – NIGHT

RED swerves into the left lane.

INT. RAGS HONDA – NIGHT

RAGS clip empties. He drops the gun out the window and grips the wheel with both hands.

RAGS

Come on!

EXT. THE LINE – NIGHT

The MUSTANG’s tires break across the finish line.

CUT TO:
INT. RAGS HONDA – NIGHT

RAGS eyes widen in the rear view mirror.

KEYS
I see YOU!!
CUT TO:
INT. RED’S MUSTANG – NIGHT

RED braces himself for impact.

RED

Hraa!!

CUT TO:
INT. RAGS HONDA – NIGHT

RAGS slams on the brakes!

CUT TO:
EXT. RED’S MUSTANG – NIGHT

The MUSTANG grinds up and over the side of the HONDA causing it to roll belly up and scrape down the road. Coming to a stop.
INT. RAGS HONDA – NIGHT

RAGS jolts awake. Blood drips down from his forehead. The CROWD moves in on the crash. He spots the mustang down the road. Rags struggles while reaching for a GUN hidden underneath the seat.
The CROWD circles in on the crash. RAGS stumbles out the door.

RAGS

Get out of the way!

He drags his feet across the asphalt.

RAGS

You thought I wouldn’t recognize you? Is that it!

RAGS kneels beside the MUSTANG and points the GUN through the driver’s side. In the b.g. RED runs and gets inside RAGS’s HONDA.

RAGS

I’m gonna tell you this right now, momma didn’t raise no fool.

RAGS drops inside and notices no one’s in the seat. The HONDA peels out behind him. RAGS turns around just as headlights ram into his face.

INT. RAG’S HONDA – NIGHT

RED quickly smacks it in reverse and slams down on the gas pedal. The HONDA bumps over RAGS. RED spins the HONDA and heads off in the other direction.
EXT. THE LINE – NIGHT

KEYS watches the HONDA swerve like a bat out of hell down the road.

KEYS

Damn

INT. POLICE STATION – NIGHT

Filing cabinets, modern computers attached to the tops of desks space within the area of every cubicle. BRINKS carries a bottle of water down the desolate office space.
INT. BRINKS CUBICLE – NIGHT

STEVEY stares at the name slider bolding DETECTIVE BRINKS across in white lettering. She sits wrapped up in a thin layered blanket.
STEVEY

Why won’t you believe me?

BRINKS hands her the bottled water.

BRINKS

I do but

STEVEY

But you’re not gonna do anything about it. You’re just gonna sit here with a target on your head.

BRINKS

Listen if he’s after me then he’s gonna be after me. As long as you’re out of the picture I don’t need to care what else happens.

STEVEY

What happens if he kills you while I’m with you?

BRINKS

Won’t happen

STEVEY

How do you know?

BRINKS

Cause you’re going to your friend’s house

STEVEY

No!

BRINKS

Don’t argue with me, you’ll be able to come home when it’s over.

INT. PEGGY AND JULIE’S HOUSE – NIGHT

If I was to tell you “you’re mother’s too nice, it’s kinda creepy in a weird way”. You’d get one of two thoughts, either my mom is an axe murderer by night and a hard persistent working woman by day. Or you’d get the thought that your mom was a sweet little housewife angel that lives to give you comfort…and might slit your throat while you sleep when she goes through a mid-life crisis. 

Either way you’d agree with me when I said your mom is a little weird. That’s Peggy
The crystal chandelier glimmers brightly towards the stairs and above the polished floorboards inside the living room. The brightened white walls surround the area having either the effect of blinding you or giving you the thought that someone’s decorating for a house wedding. An echoing chime flows throughout the house. The bedroom door above the stairs opens as PEGGY (40’s) gets herself primed up, ready to answer the door.

PEGGY

Coming

EXT. PEGGY AND JULIE’S HOUSE – NIGHT

You can obviously tell STEVEY doesn’t want to stay here while she tries to break her wrist free from BRINKS. PEGGY answers the door with a huge sparkling smile.

PEGGY

Well hello there detective

BRINKS lets go of STEVEY’s wrist. He smiles back at PEGGY while STEVEY looks nauseous from the sight of how fake Peggy actually is.

BRINKS

Hi there Mrs. Peterson. I was wondering if you’d be able to look after my daughter just for tonight.

JULIE (17) gazes over PEGGY’s shoulder. She’s burning a hole through STEVEY. From the single stare STEVEY gives back you can tell there’s bad blood between the two.
PEGGY

Well I don’t see any problems in that. Do you Julie?

JULIE walks off.

JULIE

Not at all mother

PEGGY turns away from her guest and glimpses JULIE walking into the other room. She addresses both BRINKS and STEVEY with a smile.

PEGGY

It’s perfectly fine with us, now the question is how does Stephanie feel about it?

She bends over to Stevey’s eye level, treating her like a four year old.

STEVEY

Stephanie feels like you should call her Stevey. Seeing how she’s always hated the name Stephanie

Stevey’s enormous fake smile goes from ear to ear.

STEVEY

And Stevey would not have a problem with surviving one night away from home. After all, a killer’s just after me. So I’d love to stay here with YOU till its safe.

She finishes it off with the warmest smile. BRINKS quickly laughs to cover it up.

BRINKS

She’s kidding. There’s no one after her. I’ve just got a lot of paperwork and I’ll be in the office all night. So it’s really hard for me to leave my daughter home alone nowadays. You surely must understand

PEGGY

Oh! Of course, there’s no way I could leave Julie here alone by herself. I couldn’t find it in my heart to ever forgive myself if something were to happen to my sweet little angel.
BRINKS

So would that be okay if Stevey stayed the night?

PEGGY

Of course! And I’m sorry Stevey, I didn’t know you hated being called Stephanie.

STEVEY barges in passed PEGGY.

STEVEY

No problem

PEGGY

Oh! Okay

PEGGY looks back out her door and spots BRINKS waving while he walks towards his SQUADRON CAR

BRINKS

Thanks again Peggy, I really do appreciate it

PEGGY

No problem. After all, what am I here for if not to help people.
BRINKS

See ya Peggy!

He slams his CAR door.

PEGGY

Hey if you want Bryan’s number for babysitting I can grab it! He watches Julie only, he’s really cheap. But I’m sure you could pay enough for him to watch Stevey! He still goes to high school!

PEGGY watches BRINKS speed off.

Hormones, make outs and sex was never apart of Peggy’s sad pathetic teenage livelihood. I really should feel bad for her and so should you. But if it never ponders her clueless mind that she’s basically paying a boy to come over and sleep with her only daughter Julie. I’m sorry but we’ve gotta say “she’s a dumb ass”. But hey! how about we let her think its just babysitting. After all a “baby” can come out of “babysitting”.

INT. BRINKS LIVING ROOM – NIGHT

White slits of color cover over the black wallpaper. The room is deathly quiet and dark. BRINKS opens the door and flicks on the light. Cautiously, he scans the room from the doorway. Nothing out of the ordinary, he walks in closing the door behind himself.
INT. BRINKS BEDROOM – NIGHT

A single light bulb shines in the ceiling above. Awards sparkle behind their glass cases held up by a carved shelf stuck to the wall. BRINKS tosses his jacket onto the bedside.
BRINKS opens the attached closet and reaches into a blindspot within. He pulls a SHOTGUN out. BRINKS grabs a handful of shells located in a box atop a high wooden shelf inside the closet. He loads and cocks it while exiting the room.

INT. BRINKS LODGE AREA – NIGHT

The moon’s luminous light outside fills the dark room. TWO massively wide windows covering nearly a whole wall side overlooking the trimmed front yard.

BRINKS leans forward looking out the window from his uncomfortable wooden chair. He holds the SHOTGUN across his arms while keeping his gaze out the windows.

The air’s stillness is interrupted as the cellphone

BEEPS

2 NEW VOICEMAILS appears across the cover screen.

BRINKS selects LISTEN NOW and puts the phone to his ear. He listens as the message begins to play.

BRINKS (V.O.)

One last job. Then I’m out

EXT. JOHNNY’S GARAGE – DAY – PAST

Rusted ratchets, jacks, and power tools hang along the walls of the dirty garage. Oil stains cover the cracked cement holding up JOHNNY’s memorable BLACK MUSTANG above the dusted ground level. JOHNNY and BRINKS work underneath the propped up hood.

JOHNNY

It’s up to you

BRINKS

You’re not mad?

JOHNNY

I’m happy for ya, I wanna do the same thing. I’ve got too much to live for to be doing these jobs. 

JOHNNY grunts as he tightens a nut.

JOHNNY (CONT’D)

Paige and my daughter, how can I risk throwing that away. Ya know, it’s just crazy

BRINKS

I haven’t told anyone yet

JOHNNY

Don’t worry about it. I’m sure they’ll be able to think of something when we’re gone.

BRINKS

Maybe

JOHNNY slams down the hood and slaps BRINKS on the back, smearing an oil hand print across his gray shirt.

JOHNNY

Come on bro, lightin up. We’re gonna have somethin better. It’s comin.
EXT. JOHNNY AND PAIGE’S FRONT LAWN – DAY

It’s not spectacular, it’s not downright dying. It’s a front yard lying in the middle, casual with trees draping down blocking the sun out.

PAIGE lies down on the lawn teasing the BABY GIRL with a flower, covering her face, brushing her nose with it. The BABY GIRL laughs and eagerly reaches for it.

INT. JOHNNY’S GARAGE – DAY

JOHNNY smiles while watching PAIGE play with the BABY GIRL.

JOHNNY

Without that right there. I’m nothing.
He glances at BRINKS.

JOHNNY

I’m not gonna risk it anymore

JOHNNY exits the garage and picks a SMALL FLOWER out of the ground. BRINKS watches what life really is in its true form.

EXT. JOHNNY AND PAIGE’S FRONT LAWN – DAY

JOHNNY hides the flower behind the BABY GIRL’s ear. He quickly pulls it out and reveals it. The BABY GIRL’s amazed. She gently touches Johnny’s hand trying to grab the flower. He leans in and gently kisses her forehead.

INT. BANK – DAY

Well a lot of banks have a stereotype of them being warm, kind and helpful to others. I don’t care about that, let’s get underneath what really goes on in frightened peoples minds. 
The filtered light shines through the lofty windows above the SECOND FLOOR which is evenly spaced with desolate and abandoned office desks. The pale gray tiles, covering the walls gives the very place a depressing emotion, it’s too cold and plain.

KURT raises a SEMI-AUTOMATIC RIFLE into the air and fires. Bullets pierce round after round into the high plastered ceiling. He stops and brings the RIFLE down. Dust sifts down onto his white blank mask. His dark eyes peer through the small holes.
KURT

Now that I’ve got your attention! I need to get your money.

KURT stands in front of a crowd of bunched up civilians on their knees.

KURT (CONT’D)

So everyone with wallets jewelry that is expensive. Yes, expensive, I’m not talking about that shit you can get from those quarter machines. I would appreciate it if you could toss ALL of that which I said, towards the center, where my colleague will collect it. Don’t worry about credit cards or photo id’s. We are not here to steal your identities people. God fucking knows how I fear the day I’d want to become you. No, we are simply just here to take your money and leave you with nothing in your pockets. It’s plain and simple. So please follow the fucking rules and no one will get hurt.

CIVILIANS toss wallets and jewelry to the center. RAGS readjusts his black ski mask. He tosses all the stolen items into a garbage bag. BRINKS peers out his white ski mask. He keeps post from the entrance making sure no one else is leaving or coming in through the tinted revolving door. JERRY slips down his white hockey mask and comes running out of an office holding FOUR duffel bags overfilled with counted cash.

JERRY

Merry early Christmas boys!

KURT

Head out back

JERRY

Got it
JERRY runs out back and out of sight. KURT turns to RAGS

KURT

You too

RAGS acknowledges.

RAGS

Alright boss

KURT aims his RIFLE back at the hostages.

KURT

Ladies, the pleasure’s been mine. I’ve always liked lifting you up and getting what I wanted. Fellas, ya gotta get some fucking balls so this never happens to your women again. We have applications. But we’ve gotta go even though we’d like to stay.

KURT nods to BRINKS. BRINKS takes off from his post heading for the back entrance. Calmly, KURT follows. A young naïve MAN (20’s) in an army uniform rises to his knees.
MAN

You’re nothing. Just another punk ass who thinks he can take what he wants. You’re noth—ing.
KURT stops and turns around.

KURT

Nothing?

He stomps up to the brave soldier.

KURT

Let me tell you something. You can’t run away from what you’re supposed to become.

KURT presses the RIFLE into the MAN’s chest. He slams back on the trigger shooting a collection of lead.

KURT

And I’m something!!

He releases the trigger. BRINKS watches from the back. KURT becomes aware of a WOMAN (40’s) crying at her now dead son’s side.

KURT

What? Never seen what pain leaves behind.

He quickly aims and sends a couple more rounds into the dead soldier. KURT heads back for the exit.

KURT

(To self)

Everybody loves a man in uniform

EXT. ALLEY – DAY

A WHITE CAT scurries down the alley after being frightened from BRINKS and KURT bursting out the back door. They both take off their masks while overhearing squealing tires down the alley. JERRY and RAGS open fire at JOHNNY as he drives away in the GETAWAY CAR. The GETAWAY CAR turns the corner. KURT takes off after it.

KURT

God damn it!

BRINKS is in complete shock.

INT. GETAWAY CAR – DAY

JOHNNY throws off his hat and sunglasses into the backseat. He panics and looks into the rear view mirror not seeing anyone following him. He steers the GETAWAY CAR down another street and out of sight.

EXT. PARKING LOT – DAY

Vehicles fill every slot in the bottom deck of the towering parking lot. KURT pulls out a HANDGUN from inside his jacket and bashes the butt end through a CIVILIAN CAR’s window. He reaches in and unlocks it from the outside. RAGS, JERRY and BRINKS climb in all ends. KURT quickly hotwires the vehicle from underneath the steering wheel. He smacks it into reverse. KURT jams it back into drive and slides the CIVILIAN CAR out of the parking lot entrance.

KURT

Fuck! What the hell’s going on Brinks!

BRINKS

I don’t know what he’s doing!
KURT

Well I sure as hell know what’s gonna happen! That son of a bitch!

INT. BRINKS LODGE AREA – NIGHT – PRESENT

BRINKS drops his cellphone. He stares out the enormous windows. The clock dings and dongs. A CUCKOO BIRD pops out and makes its annoying sound.

INT. RAGS HONDA – NIGHT

RED slams his foot down on the gas pedal. The HONDA flies down the road. Nothing’s shown through the windshield except the headlights revealing the road. The rage built up inside him bursts out.

RED

Agh!!

EXT. RAGS HONDA – NIGHT

The HONDA flies passed a speed limit sign reading 50. The headlights shine further down the road leaving the sign in complete darkness.

CUT TO:

A white sliver of light shines underneath a doorframe.

MARK (V.O.)

You know Red. I never knew this, but people can actually lift a car if their adrenaline is pumping fast enough.

FADE IN:

INT. LAST BLOCK – NIGHT – PAST

Not much has changed to his desk. It’s literally a scattered mess with an empty box of doughnuts towering above it all.

MARK (CONT’D)
You know that?

MARK kicks his black boots up onto the desk. He examines a magazine.

MATT

Like say a woman’s child is about to get crushed by a car. She can simply think in her mind, hey I’ve gotta save my baby by lifting this car. The adrenaline gets pumped throughout the body and before she knows it she could be lifting the whole damn thing above her. You know like the world’s strongest woman. Haha, I’m sure I could lift a bulldozer. Fucking fascinating isn’t it

MARK tosses the magazine. He slumps up and heads for Red’s cell.

MARK

Alright man, I’m gonna need you to cough it up. I know you’re just keeping the bowl for a souvenir. But I need to know you’re still alive.

MARK kneels down in front of the door. He unlocks the food latch. He waits. Nothing

MARK

Give it up Red. I don’t wanna go in there and kick your lazy ass.

MARK leans in closer.

MARK

Are you really dead in there?

MARK spots a small bolt next to the door’s corner. He examines it

MARK

What the…

MARK quickly notices a bottom bracket is missing a bolt. The bolt he’s holding and that which holds the door up. A bracket high above looks to have been sawed through and could slip any second. MARK overhears a faint sawing noise of metal going against metal. Small particles drift down from the top corner of the door. He can’t hear the sawing noise anymore. MARK quickly pulls out his side arm GUN and aims at the opening. He spots the door moving with a gentle nudge.
MARK

Red!!

MARK pulls his finger halfway back on the trigger. Simultaneously the DOOR crumbles over while RED falls behind it. The door topples over MARK pushing him down onto his kneecaps and crunching him underneath. RED rides over the top of the falling door collapsing over it. He covers his eyes instantly blinded by the overhanging lights. RED rolls over letting his long hair drape down his face.

He drags MARK’s body out from underneath the door. RED slides it up and over a small sharp twisted piece of a metal bowl lying on top of the door. He hides the body inside the darkened cell.

The SECURITY monitors located behind the desk show GUARDS on patrol. They’re dressed in uniform and wearing hats. One screen remains black.
MARK’s jacket and hat hangs over his security camera in the corner. What a clever coat hanger huh.

RED steps out of the cell. He is dressed from head to toe in MARK’s bloody torn at the knees uniform and even wearing MARK’s sunglasses. He snatches a rubberband off the desk and puts his hair back while walking out the door. 
INT. BRINKS LODGE AREA – DAY – PRESENT

BRINKS jolts awake. He squints at the light shining through the windows. He sets the SHOTGUN down and exits the room.
INT. BRINKS KITCHEN – CONTINOUS

Sunlight illuminates through the well kept kitchen. The counter stretches from the table to the sink and oven.

BRINKS roams through and slaps the cabinet TV on.

ON SCREEN a REPORTER (30’s) goes on about the crime incident last night. BRINKS pours a bowl of cereal. He ignores the TV.

REPORTER

I’m standing here live! At the location of the killing spree. The victims are numerous, all are innocent—

BRINKS

Innocent, who’re they trying to kid.

REPORTER (CONT’D)

But who you may ask, did all this? Little do police know, but as far as the news, we’re a little smarter. One single girl was there for it all ladies and gentlemen. Stephanie Brinks.

A high school photo of STEVEY appears on the screen.

REPORTER (CONT’D)

Was kidnapped by the mass murderer. And sources say had somehow escaped his clutches. We’ll soon have an interview with Stephanie Live! Back here on Channel 2 News

EXT. PEGGY AND JULIE’S HOUSE – DAY

BRINKS presses the doorbell in. He overhears the chime going off inside. PEGGY answers in her bathrobe and green facial mask.

PEGGY

Detective! Oh she was wonderful, she kept to herself the whole night.

BRINKS

Shit

He barges in.

BRINKS

Which room is she in?

PEGGY

Up the stairs and the second one on your left.

He darts up and around the corner spotting the door and bursting it open. It’s a completely empty room with an opened window.

BRINKS runs back down the stairs.

INT. PEGGY’S TV ROOM – CONTINOUS

BRINKS enters the cozy room. He quickly grabs the remote off the short table near the couch. He turns on the TV.

PEGGY follows into the room.

PEGGY

Watching some TV, did you wanna stay for breakfast?

BRINKS

No thank you

BRINKS gazes at the TV. STEVEY shows up on the screen. She’s located walking down a street’s sidewalk while passing the camera.

STEVEY

Can you get that camera out of my face.

REPORTER

Oh she’s a little camera shy

The camera and REPORTER follow closely behind STEVEY.

REPORTER (CONT’D)

So Stephanie can you tell us anything about the killer?

STEVEY

Yeah, he didn’t kill anyone in front of me. But I’m sure he’s killed people. You know, probably cameramen that didn’t get out of his way. Or naggy reporters with fake smiles that disgusted him.

The REPORTER smiles at the camera.

REPORTER

I’m sure she’s just kidding. That’s highly doubtful

STEVEY kicks underneath the camera. Most likely connecting with the MAN’s shin.
CAMERAMAN (V.O.)

Ow!

BRINKS jolts out the room. PEGGY gazes at the TV screen.

PEGGY

Well there’s Stephanie. What’s she doing there?

EXT. PARKING LOT – DAY

My home away from home. Living in a small town where “The hangout” is located in the Smith’s parking lot seems pretty lame. It was bearable throughout high school simply due to the fact you knew there was some crazy girl there. 

RED walks through the hustling busy parking lot. He heads towards the big SMITH’s entrance.

EXT. STREET – DAY

BRINKS swerves the SQUAD CAR around the corner. He nearly crashes into four NEWS channels vans parked illegally on the streetside.

STEVEY walks tall ignoring all the reporters and cameramen following her. She overhears a honk. Her eyes spot BRINKS. She runs for the car. The REPORTERS chase for a few steps but quickly get tangled and held up by their microphone cords.

STEVEY jumps into the SQUAD CAR. They leave the scene

INT. SQUAD CAR – CONTINOUS

STEVEY snaps on her seatbelt while BRINKS firmly gazes at the road ahead. 

STEVEY

I was wondering when you’d get here

BRINKS

Well when I woke up this morning I didn’t think I’d find my daughter on channel 2 news!

(BEAT)

She lifts her eyes. BRINKS sets his temper aside. He smiles and shakes his head.
BRINKS

You know you’re crazy.

STEVEY

Maybe a little bit

BRINKS

I’m just glad you’re safe.

BRINKS gives STEVEY a peck on the top of her head.

BRINKS

I mean anyone can see you on TV.

INT. SMITH’S GROCERY STORE – DAY

If I need to describe how a grocery store looks. I’d say it’s full of grown giants and lots of boxes with things hidden in them. While you wait in line the more boxes you have the angrier the giants behind you get. But it’s okay after all you get to turn a plastic wheel which will eventually lead you to somewhere. Catching on yet? You’re seeing everything through the complex eyes of a child in a small truck attached to the grocery cart. He stares up at RED who is in line in front of him. The LITTLE BOY becomes in awe by RED.
RED sets a small jug of chocolate milk and a box of cereal down onto the counter. The CASHIER (30’s) grabs the items and starts scanning.
CASHIER

How are you today?

He ignores her charm. In return she rolls her eyes “It’s another asshole customer that’ll probably have coupons and cause a scene”.

CASHIER

Comes to $4.56

RED hands over a crisp twenty.

CASHIER

Alright out of twenty

The LITTLE BOY catches Red’s attention. The LITTLE BOY smiles.

LITTLE BOY

Hi!

The LITTLE BOY claps his mouth shut and starts giggling. RED smiles and looks at the worried and nervous parents.

RED

Cute kid

PARENTS

Uh…thank you

CASHIER

$15.44 back and there’s your receipt.

RED grabs his items.

CASHIER

Thank you for coming and have a wonderful evening.

EXT. SMITH’S ENTRANCE – DAY

RED relaxes back with his boots up on the glass table belonging to the cozy lawn furniture set beside the outdoor Smith’s vending machines. The hollow cereal box lies on the ground beside his chair. Chocolate milk washes within the small plastic containment of cereal. He tilts his head back, pouring some cereal but mainly chocolate milk down.

KIDS are dragged by their PARENTS into the grocery store entrance. Yet some pairs are vice versa as parents watch RED eat while being dragged into the store by their eager children.

The containment runs dry of chocolate milk. RED scrounges into the bag and pulls out a handful soggy cereal. He scratches his scar. His sunglasses are as dark as night.
INT. JOHNNY’S MUSTANG – NIGHT – PAST

JOHNNY grips the wheel tighter. The silence is shattered as his cellphone rings. He flips it open and quietly listens.

KURT (V.O.)

Johnny boy! You know it’s been a couple hours, could you just not find us at the bank. We were right around the corner. Oh that’s right, you fucking left us!!
(BEAT) 
Listen I just wanna talk. You know you sent me and the boys some mixed signals today. I don’t know whether it was leaving us there to get caught. Or whether it was the fact you wanted out.

JOHNNY

I’m out

KURT (V.O.)

Not yet you aren’t

INT. KURT’S TRUCK – NIGHT

KURT talks on the phone while chewing his fingernails.

KURT

I have a little something with me and I think it belongs to you. So how about we make a deal. You bring me back my car and my money and I won’t send this pretty little angel to heaven early. Sound like a deal?

JOHNNY

Where?

INT. JOHNNY’S MUSTANG – CONTINOUS

JOHNNY gazes at the dashboard.

KURT (V.O.)

Let’s go where I think best, the cemetery. Ya know there’s something about that place that brings a whole nother life to me. Meet me there, or don’t.
KURT hangs up on the other end.

EXT. GETAWAY CAR – NIGHT

JOHNNY tosses a filled duffel bag into the back seat of the GETAWAY CAR. Three rest in back with the fourth one missing.
INT. JOHNNY’S MUSTANG – NIGHT

The last duffel bag filled lies at the foot of the passenger side. The MUSTANG itself is parked inside an old decrepit garage, alongside the cabin safehouse.

EXT. CEMETARY – NIGHT

The past rests and falls in an eerie cemetery. With it being located on a hilltop you could run down the dirt road leading up to it and practically fly because it’s so steep. KURT sits on the truck’s hood. He holds his HAND GUN against his forehead thinking. He gazes at the BABY GIRL in BRINKS arms.

KURT

I wonder what’s taking him so long

BRINKS

He’ll be here

KURT

You know it must be that whole brother intuition thing. How you can read each other’s minds. I was able to read my brother’s mind too. And it said “he wanted to die”. So being the age that I was I acted on instincts and without thinking I just gave him what he fucking wanted. Soon after that I was an only child again.
Things are getting uncomfortable between the members and Kurt.

KURT

Haha, funny story. How about this Brinks. You tell me a story and let me decide whether it’s fucking funny or not. Just simply tell me what happened today.

KURT aims the gun at BRINKS and pulls back on the hammer.

BRINKS

What the hell!

KURT

No, no, no Brinks. Hell, we were not in hell. We were in deep shit is what we were in. But before all that. When you went over to Johnny’s and had a little talk. Did you talk about anything that might happen?

BRINKS

He left me there too god damn it!

KURT

Really? No way. Johnny wants out, do you want out Brinks?

KURT slides off the hood and holds the barrel against Brinks head.

KURT (CONT’D)

Cause if you want out—

BRINKS

--I want what’s coming to me

KURT grins.

KURT

Death is coming to us all. Didn’t you know that?
KURT pulls back on the trigger. Click. No bullets. KURT laughs.

KURT

Now that’s fucking funny

He starts loading the gun.

INT. GETAWAY CAR – NIGHT

JOHNNY pulls the vehicle up behind Kurt’s TRUCK. 

EXT. GETAWAY CAR – NIGHT

KURT, RAGS and JERRY hold their weapons at their sides. JOHNNY steps out of the vehicle and walks up towards them.

KURT

Good to see ya kid. I thought you weren’t gonna make it

KURT sends a shot piercing into Johnny’s chest. He drops to the ground instantly.
KURT

You need to learn how to share

KURT fires another bullet into Johnny’s chest. He rips the front of Johnny’s t-shirt to reveal a bulletproof vest hidden underneath.

KURT

Well what do we got here. Safety first

KURT lodges another chunk of lead into the vest. JOHNNY spats up blood.

KURT

Now that might just hurt

KURT glances back at RAGS and JERRY.

KURT

Grab the money and put it in the truck.

He picks JOHNNY up by his vest and hurls him against a tombstone. 

KURT

Do you like liars?

JOHNNY opens his eyes. His suppressed rage lingers due to his pain.

KURT

Hmmm, let me tell you something. Me, I’m the type of guy that’ll tell you what I think and I’ll tell you what I know. What I won’t do is tell you bullshit. Cause that would make me a liar.

KURT clamps the barrel to Johnny’s sweaty forehead.

KURT (CONT’D)

(suppressed hatred)

And I fucking hate liars

He quickly fires at point blank range into Johnny’s chest. KURT tosses the gun and pulls out a foldable knife along with a silver lighter from inside his jacket.
KURT

You see my dad taught me a pretty cool trick

KURT sticks the lighters flame underneath the knife, watching it get hotter by the second.

KURT (CONT’D)

And he said if you ever disobeyed a man you needed to learn his lesson. And that every man has a different lesson.

JOHNNY drops his head off to the side, barely breathing.
KURT

Well my lesson is simple, it takes less than a second to pull a trigger. But it takes forever to kill who you used to be, remember it. It teaches you who you are!! And who you’re not!!

KURT drops the lighter. He clenches Johnny’s neck against the tombstone.

KURT

Scream for her now kid
He punctures the smoking blade through the throat barely missing the jugular. KURT quickly slips the blade out as blood slide down Johnny’s collarbone. KURT uses the flat end of the blade to seal the wound. JOHNNY seizures while the skin on his throat sizzles under the scorching blade. KURT pulls the blade back. JOHNNY slumps to his side shaking.
KURT searches his pockets. He manages to pull out Johnny’s cellphone. He dials 911 and listens patiently.

KURT

Hello, I’d like to report a sighting of a wanted man I witnessed on the news today.

Yes.

Well the funny thing is, he’s here in town at the local cemetery. You know the one up on that hill.

Yes.

Alright I’ll stay on in case he leaves.

KURT hangs up the phone and tosses it back at JOHNNY.

KURT

Let’s go
BRINKS stares at his dead brother, or what looked to be dead.

KURT

Brinks! Get your ass in the truck if you want the kid take it.

INT. BRINKS LODGE AREA – NIGHT – PRESENT

BRINKS sits alone with the lights on. He witnesses nature’s lightning being able to show the front yard outside the windows. STEVEY walks in.

STEVEY

I thought you said it was safe

BRINKS

It is

STEVEY grins and walks off.

STEVEY (O.S.)

I’m telling ya we shouldn’t be here

BRINKS

Don’t worry

LIGHTNING strikes. BRINKS catches a glimpse of RED standing out by the lonely tree. The lighting vanishes leaving Brinks only an image of himself looking at the window.
LIGHTNING strikes again. He notices RED isn’t by the tree anymore.

He picks his shotgun up off the nearby table.

BRINKS

Steph! Get down here!

The POWER flickers and then goes out. BRINKS loads the gun in the dark and cocks it back.

BRINKS

Stephanie…? You need to talk to me so I know where you’re at.

He overhears a window shattering. The noise carries throughout the dark hallway.

INT. STEVEY’S ROOM – CONTINOUS

STEVEY curls her limbs closely to her body, hiding any chance of someone seeing her underneath the bed. She watches wet boots step passed her bed.

INT. BRINKS KITCHEN – CONTINOUS

BRINKS scans the area from the kitchen entrance.

RED (V.O.)

Tick tock

He overhears the voice. It’s coming from close by

RED (V.O.)

Bird goes round the clock

RED shoots a flash of gunfire from the end of the dark hallway. The bullet annihilates the clock causing the cuckoo bird to spring out making a dying noise. BRINKS exits out of the kitchen and catches a glimpse of the bird dying off.

RED (V.O.)

Tick tock the crazed eyes slowly watch

He gazes down the pitch black hallway.

RED (V.O.)

Tick tock life’s best lived in a box

Cautiously, BRINKS walks down the hallway.

BRINKS

Johnny…

RED (V.O.)

Tick tock, time’s up

BRINKS snaps his sights to the room at his side. RED lunges out of the doorway tackling BRINKS. BRINKS accidentally sends a blast into the wall. BRINKS snaps Red’s grip on the shotgun. He smacks him in the face with the butt end of the gun. RED quickly counters and knocks the gun free of BRINKS grasp.
They drag the fight into the lodge area. Both throwing combinations of submission moves, counters and all out brawling. It carries the fight to the floor. RED pins BRINKS and starts choking him with his bare hands.

BRINKS

(Choking)

I didn’t kill her

A loud cocking noise disrupts the fight and puts everything on hold. STEVEY has her sights aimed at RED.

BRINKS

Drop the gun sweety

STEVEY

Are you crazy! He’s trying to kill us!

BRINKS rises and holds out his hand.

BRINKS

Just give me the gun and I’ll take care of it

STEVEY keeps gazing at RED.

BRINKS

Just give me the gun sweety

She slowly hands the gun over. BRINKS quickly aims at RED

BRINKS

Me and him’s gotta talk. You’re gonna have to leave the room.

STEVEY

What’s going on?

BRINKS

Just go to your room

STEVEY walks backwards down the hallway. A door closes at the end of it.

BRINKS

I don’t need this. She doesn’t need this. That’s your daughter for Christ’s sake. Do you think she wants to find out her dad’s a killer? Now I’ve protected her all her life and I plan on protecting her now. Even if it’s from the truth.

RED’s gaze is fixed on something over Brink’s shoulder. Brinks turns and sees STEVEY standing in the hallway.

STEVEY

Now I’m really confused

CUT TO:
INT. BRINKS LODGE AREA – NIGHT

The lights in the lodge area are back on. STEVEY watches RED stare in her direction across the table. BRINKS sits on the floor and gently bangs his head against the wall.
STEVEY

So you guys are brothers that used to kill people.

(Refers to RED)

Well you still do. 

(Refers to BRINKS)

And you’re not my real dad…

(Refers to RED)

But you are? Well that clears up a lot. At least now I know where I got my good looks from.

BRINKS rises.

STEVEY

Wait, where are you going?

BRINKS

Kitchen

STEVEY

Oh…okay…

BRINKS exits leaving them alone in an awkward moment.

STEVEY

…you’re not gonna kill me are you?

RED remains quiet and keeps staring. STEVEY moves her head from side to side trying to determine if his focus is on her. He doesn’t react, just sits like a statue.

STEVEY

Yup, you must be my dad. You’re completely ignoring me

RED rises and walks into the kitchen.

INT. BRINKS KITCHEN – CONTINOUS

BRINKS

She got the attitude from you

RED

I noticed. Smart ass

BRINKS

Do you ever remember what happened to that last duffel bag that was filled?

RED looks curious.

BRINKS

I need it. If I don’t get that money Kurt’s coming after me or Stevey. I haven’t even seen the guy! So I don’t even know what to look out for. I’m just worried about him getting her.
RED

It’s inside the car I ditched.

BRINKS

How far?

RED

Two miles

BRINKS glances up at the kitchen clock hanging above the cabinet TV.

BRINKS

We got time

INT. BRINKS LODGE AREA – CONTINOUS

BRINKS kneels down face to face with Stevey.
BRINKS

Me and your dad have to go and finish—

STEVEY

--I’ll be fine

BRINKS

I’m gonna have to have you come with us

STEVEY pats BRINKS on the cheek.

STEVEY

I’ll be fine. I won’t be alone with my friend here

STEVEY pulls out a hidden SHOTGUN behind her. She cocks it with one arm and smiles.

STEVEY

I’m a better shot than you think

EXT. BRINKS HOUSE – NIGHT

BRINKS walks across the driveway heading for the SQUAD CAR parked out in the street. RED leans on the side of it.

BRINKS

Let’s get this over with

INT. SQUAD CAR – NIGHT (MOVING)
BRINKS yawns. His squinting eyes see the STOP SIGN at the corner. The headlights suddenly shine onto (KURT) a homeless man. Brinks slams on the brakes. The SQUAD CAR halts inches away from Kurt’s kneecaps.

BRINKS

God! I hate dumb asses like that!

KURT walks off to the side. His hood’s too low to make it possible to even identify his face. BRINKS rolls down the window.

BRINKS

Watch it next time!

KURT recognizes the voice and stops walking. BRINKS drives off.

KURT

(To self)

haha, cr-cr-crazy drivers

A gun’s barrel slips out underneath Kurt’s long sleeves.
INT. SQUAD CAR – NIGHT (MOVING)

BRINKS glances down at his watch.

11:00 PM

BRINKS

He said midnight, one hour

BRINKS pulls the SQUAD CAR over. RAGS HONDA is perched on a desolate hilltop off the road.
INT. BRINKS LODGE AREA – NIGHT

STEVEY sits gazing out the window sill.
INT. STEVEY’S ROOM – NIGHT

Kurt’s pair of filthy mismatched shoes step through the broken window. His weight crunches down on the shattered glass.

INT. BRINKS LODGE AREA – NIGHT

STEVEY overhears a faint noise. She slowly rises holding her sweating finger on the trigger looking down the dark hallway.

KURT

H-h-honey!! I’m home

STEVEY creeps down the hallway. She peers into the first room (Guest Room). Nothing.

KURT (V.O.)

Home all a-a-alone, are you scared?
She scans the dark hallway. She panics and runs back to the Guest Room. STEVEY aims and blasts out a large window leading out to the side of the house. She runs to the escape.

KURT (O.S.)

Guess not!

KURT lunges out of the closet. He smashes Stevey’s head with the butt end of his gun. He towers over her and continues to hit her with the gun like a madman.

EXT. RAGS HONDA – NIGHT

RED pops open the trunk.

INT. SQUAD CAR – NIGHT

BRINKS quietly sits waiting. His cellphone starts to ring. 

STEVEY shows up on the cover screen. He flips it open.

BRINKS

Is everything alright?

KURT (V.O.)

Didn’t I say 12?

BRINKS

It’s 11:13!

INT. BRINKS LODGE AREA – NIGHT

KURT glances down at his smashed wrist watch.

12:03 PM 

KURT

Well not according to my watch

EXT. RAGS HONDA – NIGHT

RED yanks the duffel bag out of the trunk.
INT. SQUAD CAR – NIGHT

BRINKS watches RED heading back towards the SQUAD CAR.
KURT (V.O.)

But that doesn’t matter. Jus-just thinking about that money gets me excited. Are you excited?

BRINKS

Let me talk to Stevey

KURT (V.O.)

Answer the fucking question!

BRINKS

Put her on the phone!!

KURT (V.O.)

Oh! Okay, here sweety, talk to your fake daddy.

STEVEY (V.O.)

Agh!!

KURT (V.O.)

Sorry, she’s not feeling too well. Oh! Look at that. Time’s up!!

The cellphone speaker busts from the sound of a close ranged gun blast.

STEVEY (V.O.)

Leave me alone!!

KURT (V.O.)

Meet me, you know where to go. Oh! And it’s our little private party. No one else is invited. Ss-see ya soon

KURT hangs up on the other line.

RED drops in the passenger seat and tosses the duffel bag in back. BRINKS draws his side arm and puts it to his head.

BRINKS

Get out, get out!!

RED steps out of the SQUAD CAR. Brinks smacks it in drives leaving Red in the middle of nowhere near RAGS HONDA.

INT. SQUAD CAR – NIGHT

BRINKS slams his foot to the gas pedal.
EXT. RAGS HONDA – NIGHT

RED snatches the keys out of the trunk’s latch.

EXT. WAREHOUSE – NIGHT

The abandoned industrial warehouse towers up towards the night’s sky. Nearly all the windows are shattered from one end to the other. BRINKS keeps his gaze on the building’s front doors. The door cringes back and forth opening and closing. 

INT. SQUAD CAR’S TRUNK – NIGHT

BRINKS pops the trunk up. He reaches for his bulletproof vest and shotgun then slams the trunk shut.

EXT. WAREHOUSE – CONTINOUS

BRINKS walks up the cracked cement stairs leading to the entrance. He hurls the duffel bag over his shoulder. 

INT. WAREHOUSE ENTRANCE – NIGHT

The door cackles open. Cautiously, BRINKS scans it from the doorway while entering.

INT. WAREHOUSE GROUND LEVEL – CONTINOUS

Slowly, he steps through the manufacturing lines. The moon outside, casts a luminous glow throughout the floor. Heavy massed cobwebs cover over every machine while BRINKS walks passed in the b.g.
A faint noise catches Brinks’ attention. He walks closer to the balcony drop off and leans over. He spots STEVEY down on the basement level. 
INT. WAREHOUSE BASEMENT LEVEL – CONTINOUS

Two distant light bulbs on the horizontal ends of the floor give light across the dark basement level. It’s desolate. The dimness shows nothing on the floor except for KURT walking around a rusted metal chair holding STEVEY. Blood and sweat soaks from the top of her head into the roots of her hair. Stevey keeps her head down while tears continue to flow out the corners of her eyes. Her tied hands quiver behind the chair. 
STEVEY

(Crying)

p-please stop

KURT circles around her with a metal flashlight shining in her face. 

KURT

(Mocking)

P-p-please stop

KURT swings the flashlight. The tip of it smacks into Stevey’s eyebrow. Causing a cut to gash open and squirt blood down into her eye. STEVEY panics.

STEVEY

Somebody help!

KURT shines the light back onto her bloody face.

KURT

Shutup please

Half of Kurt’s face shows in the glowing light. His hideous face is scarred by cracks of age caused by drugs and hallucinations. Self induced cuts cover his cheekbones, possibly a tactic to get people to believe his stories of being mugged. His wild gray and black hair reeks of something foul. His dark eyes expose the long ride of insanity carved into the mind.
KURT drops the flashlight and whips out his gun from inside his jacket. He presses the barrel to the back of Stevey’s head. KURT gazes at a dark corner.

KURT

Hello

BRINKS emerges from the darkened corner. He has his sights aimed on KURT.

BRINKS

Drop the gun

KURT

How about I do the talking

BRINKS

Let her go
KURT

Now? hmm, how-no, I still don’t think I’ve got your attention.

KURT tilts his gun up and sends a shot up towards the ceiling. The shattering blast frightens STEVEY and causes her to cry over her drying tears.
BRINKS

Jesus Christ!

KURT is confused. He quickly scans around like he’s looking for someone. He looks back at BRINKS.

KURT

I thought he was dead. Heh, yeah, now I think I’ve got your attention. I’ve only played too many games to be playing one now, so! I know you didn’t piss all that money away like the rest of us did. Haha, to tell you the truth i-i-I’m desperate, can’t afford a hooker much less food.

KURT bursts out with laughter.

KURT (CONT’D)

Desperation itself, you see, it’s in my blood. It’s fucking pouring out all around me and I can’t do a damn thing about it! 

(Calmly)

It’s just simply w-w-who I am. 

(BEAT)

KURT stares at the shotgun aimed at him.

KURT (CONT’D)

Let’s just give each other what we want huh? You toss the gun, then the money.

BRINKS

Let her go first

KURT clamps the barrel against Stevey’s head.

KURT

This isn’t a game!!

Slowly, BRINKS hangs the shotgun off out to the side. He drops it to the floor.

KURT

Good doggy

BRINKS lifts the duffel bag strap over his head. He tosses it at Kurt’s feet. KURT stoops down keeping the gun against Stevey’s head.

KURT

This’ll come in handy

KURT throws the duffel bag over his shoulder. He slips out a foldable knife and cuts Stevey’s bondage loose. STEVEY rises. KURT quickly snatches her and holds her hostage with the gun.
BRINKS

Let her go!

KURT

I will! j-j-jesus. Just let me get out of here first. After all, this is sort of a lame party. It needs a little—

Kurt’s finger pulls back on the hammer.

RED (V.O.)

Bang

KURT snaps his neck to the side. The butt end of a strange weapon crunches into his face. He slides onto the dusted floor. STEVEY runs towards BRINKS.

KURT gazes up at Red’s dark face seeing his white eyes peering down at him. Red’s hands grip the handles of two grim reaper like hatchets. Their uniquely carved blade shines in the dim light.
RED

I’d like to teach you a lesson

KURT scrambles off into the darker corners of the floor. RED stomps after him.

STEVEY and BRINKS make a run up the stairs exiting the basement floor.

INT. WAREHOUSE BASEMENT FLOOR - WALKWAY – CONTINOUS

Cautiously, RED steps down the dark walkway. He overhears chains rattling from different directions in front of him. KURT lunges out from behind swinging a metal pipe. The corner slashes RED across the back. He falls underneath a lone light bulb dangling above.

KURT continues bringing the pipe down on Red’s head and shoulders till running out of breathe. He realizes who Red is

KURT

Hey! I know you, damn what happened? Y-y-you look a little different.

KURT slashes the pipe’s corner onto Red’s head. It gashes across the skin causing blood to spill out the back. 

KURT (CONT’D)

Oh! That’s right, I sent you to fucking prison. But you knew that. Haha, but I’ll bet you didn’t know I paid him to keep you there in the dark. Cheap Warden. You see I find it entertaining to torture you. Its just so fun!
KURT stabs the pipe’s sharp end into Red’s shoulder. He pulls the pipe out and tosses it. He scans the walls looking for tools.

KURT

Do you wanna see a trick? Do ya

Kurt’s eyes catch onto a lone dusty hook stabbed into the wall.

KURT

There we go! I showed my brother this all the time.

He yanks the hook out. His mismatched shoes step over the dusty floor. He stands over RED raising the hook into the air readying to strike.

KURT

One question kid, do you like dying?

KURT swings the hook. RED counters. He struggles keeping the hook from plunging into his heart. RED reaches for his reaper weapon and grips it firmly. He swings back and stabs the blade into Kurt’s kneecap. He instantly falls over.
KURT

Agh!! Shit!!

RED struggles to his feet and stands before Kurt with the other reaper weapon in hand. He pulls back and swings the blade. KURT shuts his eyes
Slowly, Kurt opens his eyes. RED gently scratches the reaper blade up and down Kurt’s throat.

RED drops the reaper weapon to the ground.
KURT glances up at him. He laughs
KURT

I always knew you were a fucking pussy

KURT reaches for the weapon. RED’s hand quickly squeezes his throat as lifts him off the floor slamming him up against a foundation pole. RED erupts

RED

She was everything!!

RED pulls back and crunches and instantly breaks Kurt’s nose. KURT slides down the pole.

RED pulls out the final photo of Kurt from inside his jacket. He whips out a lighter and puts the photo underneath the flame.

RED

We both know where we’re going

He tosses the burning photo down onto Kurt’s stomach. He reaches inside Kurt’s jacket and pulls out the old foldable knife. RED gazes at the blade he holds under the flame. 

RED (CONT’D)

I’m going to hell and so are you.

KURT starts laughing. Red’s fist crushes his mouth. KURT slumps over forwards laughing harder. 
RED stabs the foldable knife and twists it into Kurt’s spine. 
Kurt’s eyes bulge out as he spats out blood. He’s paralyzed and can’t move. RED slips the blade out and wipes the blood off. He puts it back under the flame.
RED

When I find you there, I’ll ask you one question. “Do you remember me?”
Kurt’s eyes glance at the ready blade. RED tosses the lighter.

RED

See ya there kid

RED clutches Kurt’s hair and slams his head up against the piss yellow pole. He pulls back and punctures the steaming blade through Kurt’s throat. The blade slits to the side of his jugular. He quickly slips the blade out. Blood slides out the slit. Red quickly covers the wound by the flat end of the steaming blade. Kurt’s skin sizzles and burns gradually sealing the wound. Red applies more pressure.
EXT. WAREHOUSE ENTRANCE – NIGHT

BRINKS and STEVEY burst out the entrance doors.

INT. WAREHOUSE BASEMENT FLOOR – WALKWAY – NIGHT
KURT lies on his side breathing over the dusty floor. His throat gurgles and gulps. Red’s hand grabs his foot and drags him into the darkness. They both disappear under the glowing exit sign hanging high in the dark.

INT. BRINKS KITCHEN – DAY

The TV screen in the cabinet flicks on. The harassing REPORTER’s smile forms through the pixels. She holds the microphone in hand while addressing the camera. The REPORTER stands located on the sidewalk of the downtown area with cars passing her by in the b.g.
REPORTER

I don’t know about you but I’d like to know just what’s exactly going on in today’s world. Shall we take a look and see?

STEVEY quickly changes the channel to Saturday Morning Cartoons.

STEVEY

Hey Brinks?

BRINKS turns away from the frying meal cooking in a pan over the stove.

BRINKS

Yeah

STEVEY

What happened to your share of the money?

BRINKS breaks a grin across his face.

BRINKS

I’ll tell ya in a couple years.
STEVEY shrugs her shoulders. Her eyes glance down at the newspaper folded out onto the kitchen counter. The OBITUARIES section. Kurt’s face remains in photo when he was in his prime. A few words flash out more than the rest. IT WILL BE A CLOSED CASKET.

EXT. CEMETARY – RAINY DAY

It’s a sad, sad day. Congregated in the middle of the numerous tombstones is a small group mourning in sorrow of Kurt’s death. They’re ragged and toughly attired. Criminals and skanks none the less but it still doesn’t separate the fact their faces remain gloomy for Kurt. Most are dressed the part of gray and even some black. The key words for the skanks is “Some black”. A WOMAN cries aloud and blows her soggy nose into a handkerchief. She clutches the sleeve of a long worn and torn leather jacket. RED stands beside her dressed in his casual clothes of black.

RED

He was a good man

The WOMAN bursts into tears. She knows it’s the truth. RED breaks a smirk across his face.
A faint noise doesn’t disrupt the mourners but is still overheard. Deep down below the dirt, underneath the rocks and darkness. Kurt is tied tightly down to his side unable to move. TAPE covers his mouth with a marker’s ink showing something scribbled on the front.

SCREAM NOW.

FADE OUT:
