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‘Under Arrest’

EXT. STREET SIDEWALK – NIGHT

We See DRAKE walking down the sidewalk in the night, it must have just rained because we see puddles on the street, and his black leather trench coat is soaked, and his hair tousled and wet. 

CLOSE UP –

DRAKE’S hand, it’s covered with blood.

CLOSE UP –

DRAKE’S other hand; he is twirling a pair of handcuffs on his index finger as he walks.

ANGLE DOWN –

We’re looking down on DRAKE as he walks down the sidewalk.

DRAKE (V.O.)

A traffic ticket, then it was assault on an officer, that’s an arrest right there.. Then it was resisting arrest. Then it was rape. Then it was murder. Officer Diane Cox is no longer with us today…

CLOSE UP –

DRAKE’S pocket, he pulls out a bloodstained police badge. 

DRAKE (V.O. CONT.)

But her memory still lives on in all of us. 

EXT. STREET BASKETBALL COURT – MOMENTS LATER

The street basketball court is separated from the road by a tall fence, surrounding the asphalt and six players. The six people-all men, mid twenties, are playing a good game of basketball. Some kind of Midnight team I guess. A back figure steps up to the fence, and is able to be seen a bit from the illumination of the flickering street light. It’s DRAKE. We tighten in on a particular player-CHAINS-MID TWENTIES, going one on one with an opponent. 

CHAINS 

(DRIBELING THE BALL)

So I’m speedin’ like a bitch to get here, when this fine ass cop stops me, throws a traffic ticket at me after she pulls me out of the car to give me a sobriety test and finds out I’m clean, then I threw the ticket at her…

CHAINS ducks under the OPPONENT and runs to the basket, but THE OPPONENT catches up, and guards him once more.

CHAINS (CONT.)

(STILL DRIBELING)

… And slapped her in the face for making me late, then I pulled out my nine inch, then she grabbed her gun, and said I was under arrest. So I stabbed her in the chest... 

CHAINS ducks past the OPPONENT.

CHAINS (CONT.)

… ripped off her clothes…

CHAINS centers himself in front of the basket.

CHAINS (CONT.)

(SHOOTS THE BALL AND MAKES IT)

And did the nasty.

THE OPPONENT backs down after the basket.

OPPONENT

Damn Chains, you made us wait for you so you could get some? Shit!

CHAINS

(SHRUGS AND EXTENDS HIS ARMS)

Hey, I’m winning aren’t I?

SUDDENLY CHAINS flinches, and a look of pain falls on his face, he falls forward and we can see the badge imbedded into his shoulder, and when he falls he reveals DRAKE, who is standing right behind them.

ANGLE UP –

At the OPPONENT. He is surprised and frightened.

OPPONENT

What the hell?! (LOOKS AROUND) Didn’t anyone see him?!

The OPPONENT’S face goes from frightened to damn terrified and perplexed.

ANGLE DOWN –

On the whole court, the other six players lay dead on the asphalt. 

CLOSE UP –

 DRAKE

DRAKE

I suggest you leave now. Before I wish to do with you as I did with the others.

WIDE SHOT –

Of the court, the OPPONENT runs as fast as he can out of the court. DRAKE slowly walks towards CHAINS (who still lays on the ground).

CLOSE UP –

Of the Badge sticking out of CHAINS’ shoulder.

DRAKE

Mr. Chains… Please explain something… Is there any particular reason six serial rapists meet nightly for a game of basket ball? Is it like a secret midnight’s society, or just a bunch of guys with common interests?

SUDDENLY – CHAINS spins around and STABS DRAKE in the side. DRAKE PUNCHES CHAINS to the ground, pulls the knife out of his ribs and holds the sides.

DRAKE

Oh happy dagger, come down and cut into another life, but one that deserves it, one that was wasted, wasted on such a poor excuse for a human…

DRAKE raises the knife and shoves it into CHAINS’ side, but pulls it out and throws it across the court.

DRAKE

Lacerate another helpless person, but this one is helpless for a reason, not helpless because he’s alone, but helpless because no one wants to help him…

CHAINS

Who the hell are you?

ANGLE UP –

At DRAKE, he smiles and pulls the pair of handcuffs out of his pocket.

CUT TO:

EXT. BASKETBALL COURT – MOMENTS LATER

We see CHAINS standing against the Basketball hoop’s pole. DRAKE walks out from behind him.

CLOSE UP –

CHAINS’ hands. They are bound together with the hand cuffs, he is stuck with his arms around the pole, locked to the hoop.

BACK TO –

Semi-close shot of CHAINS “chained” to the basketball pole. DRAKE slowly paces back and fourth in front of the camera as he looks to the ground.

DRAKE

Mr. Chains. You’ve wasted your life…. On what? On such acts of violence as murder, and worse…

CHAINS

WORSE? How is everything else I did worse?!

DRAKE

Mr. Chains. The difference between rape and murder, is that murder is kind enough to not leave its victims alive… And I’m afraid I feel an act of kindness coming on..

CLOSE UP –

A closed flask style bottle of whiskey. DRAKE’S hand picks it up.

CLOSE UP –

CHAINS. He stands still as liquid (whiskey) suddenly pours on him. We pull back to See DRAKE finish pouring and tossing the bottle off screen, we hear it shatter. DRAKE starts to slowly walk circles around CHAINS.

CHAINS

What the fuck?! WHO THE HELL ARE YOU?!

DRAKE

Mr. Chains, please try and contain yourself… I’m just a messenger for Officer Cox. 

CLOSE UP –

DRAKE’S hand, he holds a Zippo lighter, he flicks it open and strikes a flame.

DRAKE

She says hello.

ANGLE –

We see The pole that CHAINS is handcuffed to and we see DRAKE. He tosses the lighter at his feet, it lands into a puddle of Whiskey, the flame ignites a fire that consumes CHAINS’ body. DRAKE Turns and walks to the center of the court.

ANGLE DOWN –

We’re looking down on the entire court. DRAKE stops walking in the center of the court, he jerks to a stop as if something halted him. He looks up towards us (or the sky-whatever). We’re moving in tighter. His eyes are glowing, and the closer we get to him, the brighter they glow. Little electric surges shoot from his eyes, suddenly as if a burst of wind is coming from beneath him, his trench coat, his hair and other clothing flails upward, the electric surge-like surges grow larger, grow into lightning.

LOOKING AT HIM FROM SIDE –

(we can see CHAINS burning in the corner of the screen) Now it looks as if lightning is surging from his eyes. A fog like substance  flies from his body with the lighting.

CLOSE UP –

DRAKE’S stab wound. Blood flies upward from it, and almost as if it were a sticker the wound itself lifts off his skin and shoots upward.

LOOKING AT HIM FROM THE SIDE -

 It all shoots upward, slowly his coat stops flailing upward, and the lightning lifts from his eyes into the sky, and everything becomes calm… DRAKE looks to the ground.

DRAKE

… Good bye, Officer Diane Cox…

END. 
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‘Pet The Kitty’

INT. DARK BEDROOM – NIGHT

In this dark bedroom DRAKE paces back and forth past a bed. A shadowed figure sits on the bed.

DRAKE

Mr. Keller… I’ve asked you… Why do you think *SHE* would have gained pleasure from such an act?... Perhaps you and your sadism, but not all of us carry such interests. 

KELLER

Dude, it was just a spur the moment kinda thing.

DRAKE

Spur the moment for you, a simple ten minute task for you, but a life altering event for her. Life ending event. For you just another damn night on the town, or a few minutes on the floor of an alley. Sick bastard, I bet you didn’t even use protection.

KELLER

C’mon… What’s the point, if I wa-

DRAKE

Just gonna kill her… If a guy wants to he can kill a cat, if a guy wants to he can pet a cat. Either way the cat’s going to be touched.

KELLER

So that cat was gonna be touched no matter what, so whats the point of all this?

DRAKE

No, you could have not touched the cat at all, yes there were two options for touching the cat, but there’s the unseen third option to leave the cat alone. 

CLOSE UP –

The belt loops on DRAKE’S Leather trench coat; he’s pulling the sash out.

DRAKE

You decided to not look at that option at all. It started with a pet, then a desire to skin. Bastard… You could have left the cat alone…

ANGLE UP –

Looking up at DRAKE, he holds the sash at his side.

DRAKE

But you… You’re just a cat I can’t leave alone. A cat that got into a scrap with another feline. The other feline belonged to a wonderful family that will miss them. You however, you’re a cat that no one will miss, just a wondering alley cat. No one would even question your absence. 

ANGLE CUT –

Looking at the room from a corner, we see DRAKE standing in front of KELLER who sits on the bed. 

KELLER

What the fuck are you saying?!

DRAKE

I’m saying I’m going to skin me a cat!

In one swift movement DRAKE whips the leather sash around KELLERS neck, and grabs the other side, and pulls it tight, strangling KELLER, DRAKE takes one end and ties it to a bedpost, then takes the other end and ties it to the other bedpost, tightening even more on KELLER’S neck, he gasps for air, but gets nothing. 

CLOSE UP –

DRAKE’S shadowed face, a devilish grin, he laughs maniacally as KELLER dies right in front of him.

ANGLE UP –

We see KELLER, his hands fall lifeless, and his body tilts back, but is stopped by the leather sash, he’s left dead-hanging there. 

DRAKE

That’s just one way to skin a cat…

END.
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‘Rant and Rave 1: Lament/Rebirth’

INT. NIGHT CLUB – NIGHT (duh)

The Rave Bar/Night Club is nicely packed, strobe lights go off, and fog machines emit small amounts of artificial smoke into the air. We pan over crowd who’s dancing to nice Techno music, to the bar. We see DRAKE’S back sitting at the bar with a friend (we recognize DRAKE’S Black leather trench coat). We continue to pan through the building until we were in front of the two, and have them centered in our view. DRAKE’S Friend-WARREN-26-MALE-SHORT BROWN HAIR. They’re both sipping at a beer.

DRAKE

Yeah, but what good would that do Warren? She would then just resent you for that.

WARREN

(SIPS)

Yeah, but what am I supposed to do Drake? All I can think of is that and self termination, and right now she’s driving me crazy enough to open up a vein.

DRAKE

(LAUGHS A BIT)

Maybe, but I’m pretty sure there’s an alternative, you just need to keep looking. I highly doubt suicide would do much more to help your situation than make a big crimson mess, and just further annoy your girlfriend, so I suggest… Oh my god, I can’t believe I’m actually suggesting this, I never thought I would…

WARREN

What?

DRAKE

… Talk it out with her.

WARREN

Yeah, I’d expect you to suggest suicide before that.

DRAKE reaches into his pocket and pulls out a few bills.

DRAKE

(DROPPING THE MONEY ON THE BAR)

Well, be that as it may, I think you might actually have to go through with this mythological tactic.

DRAKE stands up, WARREN takes some money out.

CUT TO:

INT. CLUB BATHROOM – SAME

We can hear the techno from the bathroom; we’re looking at a teenager, splashing his face with water. The toilet flushes and a PUNK GUY steps out from a stall, and walks up behind the Teenager (we’ll call him BOBBY)

PUNK

Alright, I’ve given you three weeks. 

BOBBY

(REACHING INTO HIS POCKET)

I know man; I got it at my place! I’m dead serious, I’m droppin some E here tonight, then I’m going home and I’m paying you every cent tomorrow.

BOBBY opens the small vile he took from his pocket and slips a tablet (ecstasy) into his mouth.

CUT TO:

INT. TECHNO CLUB BAR – SAME

We’re back to WARREN and DRAKE.

WARREN

(STANDING AND TOSSING MONEY ON THE BAR)

I suppose, I’ll give it a try tomorrow, she kicked me out tonight, that’s why I’m talking to you here in this shitty little rave bar.

THEY start walking through the Club.

DRAKE

It’s a TECHNO bar, not a RAVE bar.

CUT TO:

INT. BATHROOM – SAME

We’re back to the bathroom. The PUNK slaps BOBBY hard in the back of the head, and BOBBY spits the pill out.

PUNK

I’m the one who gave you that shit, and you postpone payment for it again and take it right in front of me?!

BOBBY

What man?! I’m paying you tomorrow!

The PUNK flips out a Butterfly knife.

PUNK

I’m sorry Bobby, if I just let this go, then I’m getting soft… Bye.

BOBBY

NO!

The PUNK plunges the blade into BOBBY’S skull twice. And he falls to the ground in slow motion. The PUNK walks out.

CLOSE UP –

We’re moving closer to BOBBY’S face, blood falls from his mouth, and we see the life drain from his face.

CUT TO:

INT. TECHNO CLUB BAR – SAME

We’re back on DRAKE and WARREN.

DRAKE

Hey, I used to come here every night back in my senior year, I loved this place.

THEY are slowly walking past a STROBE LIGHT set up (a set of shelves filled with nothing but strobe lights. 

DRAKE

Came here with some hotty, and just party. Heh, one tim—

His words are cut off by the electrical surge exploding from the Strobe lights and striking DRAKE, all of the bulbs go out, and the energy surges through DRAKE, shooting him across the dance floor. 

WARREN

Holy shit!

WARREN runs to DRAKE.

WARREN

Drake?! Dude, are you alright?

DRAKE sits up gripping the back of his head.

DRAKE

AAHH! FUCK!! My fucking head hurts like hell!!

WARREN

Well you were just fucking electrocuted!

DRAKE

It’s not that, it feels like someone jammed a blade into my skull!

DRAKE pulls his hand away and looks at it, its covered in blood. WARREN looks at it then looks at the back of DRAKE’S head.

CLOSE UP –

Back of DRAKE’S head, there is no wound. Not even a bit of blood.

BACK TO DRAKE AND WARREN –

WARREN

Dude, there’s no cut where’d the blood come from?

We tighten on DRAKE and his perplexed look. We fly into his pupil –

DRAKE’S VISION –

We see a flash of a filtered image of the gaping bloody hole in the back of BOBBY’S Head. 

BACK TO DRAKE –

We come out from DRAKE’S pupil. He understands.

DRAKE

Sshit.

WARREN

Yeah, shit, you were just electrocuted!

DRAKE

NO! I wasn’t electrocuted, it was the transfer…

WARREN

What?! I just watched the electrocution from the strobes launch you across the fucking building.

DRAKE stands.

DRAKE

Damn, it was here the whole time.

WARREN

What? Are you okay, dude, you need to go home.

DRAKE

FUCKING A WARREN!! Drop it, I’m fine, I need to find Bobby.

WARREN

Bobby? What the hell are you talking about?

DRAKE starts towards the bathroom, WARREN follows.

DRAKE

Warren, either shut the hell up for the next few hours, or go home and talk things over with your woman, because I’m going to need silence to get this over with quickly.

WARREN

What?

DRAKE walks into the bathroom, WARREN follows close behind.

INT. BATHROOM – SAME

We’re looking up from BOBBY’S POV. DRAKE walks in and WARREN follows. 

DRAKE

Damn. Bobby, this is what happens when you get involved into shit like this.

WARREN

How the hell did you know he was here?!

DRAKE

(TALKING SOMEWHAT FAST)

I just did okay, whenever shit like what just happened out there happens, a soul of some recently murdered dude is being transferred into me, then I get their memories, and all the information required to avenge his death. Alright?!

DRAKE storms out, and WARREN stands, beyond perplexed.

WARREN

Kaaay…

END R&R 1.
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‘Rant and Rave 2: Memoirs’

EXT. SIDEWALK – NIGHT

DRAKE is walking and WARREN bursts out of the Night Club, and runs up to DRAKE.

WARREN

Alright, what the hell?

DRAKE

I just told you Warren, now are you staying or going, because I could care less either way. In fact, if you were gone, I could finish a bit sooner and we can get back to our pointless banter pertaining to ‘girl problems’.

WARREN

When the hell did you get into a pissy mood?

DRAKE

A fucking teenager no older and 16 was just stabbed in the skull TWICE! Just because he got into some stuff he shouldn’t have and, if it wasn’t for those goddamn dealers in the first place, he’d be fine right now, so now I have to go out and shed more blood for that poor kid.

WARREN

…… Since when have you had this?

DRAKE

… Since Erin…

WARREN is silenced. DRAKE jumps up and grabs the bottom of a fire escape and pulls himself up and climbs up to a window. WARREN is stuck on the ground, he hops and reaches, but cant grab the bottom of the fire escape.

CUT TO:

INT. BEDROOM – SAME

The dark bedroom obviously belongs to a teenager (BOBBY). DRAKE climbs into the window. The bed is all ruffled and an open back pack, DRAKE walks over to it and reaches in and pulls out a trapper=keeper, he unzips it and looks in.

CLOSE UP –

The open trapper keeper. There is some paper with scribbled notes on some biology subject in one part, in another some pencils, but we see the Student ID for BOBBY HARKS. We See DRAKE’S hand reaches into the small transparent zip-pouch and pull it out. 

WIDE SHOT –

DRAKE Standing in the room. He slips the ID into the pocket of his trench coat. He closes the trapper-keeper and drops it on the bed. He turns and walks to a desk and opens a drawer and pulls out a roll of twenties and tosses it onto the desk.

DRAKE

Heh, you actually weren’t lying… If only he knew you we’re gonna pay…

ANGLE UP –

DRAKE. Something on the desk has caught his eye.

ANGLE DOWN –

We see the desk; next to the roll of twenties is a photo. DRAKE’S hand picks it up so we see it clearer. BOBBY and a GIRL are holding each other in an embrace. Under the picture is a report card. DRAKE puts the photo down and picks up the card, A’s and B’s in every subject.

ANGLE UP –

DRAKE, looking over the report card.

DRAKE

Such a wonderful kid. With a great life, grades… Just wasted because he has a simple addiction… Horrible…

CUT TO:

EXT. SIDE WALK – SECONDS LATER.

WARREN still stands there waiting for DRAKE. We see DRAKE climb out the window and hop over the fire escape and to the ground (it’s a whole one story up, wow, big fall). They start walking.

DRAKE

His girlfriend is beautiful, and so were his grades.

WARREN

So just some perfect kid that just perished at a night club?

DRAKE

No. Some kid who had a perfect life, all accept for a hobby. A secret. He was taking Ecstasy. 

WARREN

A dealer offed him?

DRAKE smacks WARREN upside the head.

DRAKE

Be respectful you moron!

WARREN

WHAT?!

DRAKE

Sorry. Sometimes the alternate takes over for a couple seconds.. I guess it didn’t like how you phrased is untimely passing.

WARREN

.. If it can take over for a couple seconds, can’t it take over completely?

DRAKE

……. That’s what I’ve been afraid of happening for sometime.

CUT TO:

EXT. OUTSIDE A BUILDING – SAME

DRAKE and WARREN come walking around the corner, they continue down the sidewalk.

WARREN

So where are we heading?

DRAKE

We are walking to your place, then IM going to Chris’s place.

WARREN

Chris?

DRAKE

Christina, Bobby’s girlfriend. 

WARREN

Oh. Damn..

DRAKE

Yeah…

TRANSITION TO:

INT. DINING ROOM – LATER(NIGHT)

A girl, CHRIS (we recognize her from the picture) sits at the dining room table doing homework. Suddenly the phone rings. She picks up the cordless set that is next to her.

CHRIS

Hello?

DRAKE (PHONE)

Chris?

CHRIS

Yes?

DRAKE (PHONE)

Chris.. You don’t know me, so please don’t freak out. Your boyfriend Bobby was at a night club tonight.

CHRIS

DAMNIT! He went again?! I begged him to stop.

DRAKE (PHONE)

Chris.. Bobby was into drugs, well, at least one, you know that right.

CHRIS

Yeah… how do you know so much?

DRAKE (PHONE)

Please try and understand, I can’t explain it. But please don’t freak out…

SUDDENLY-a knocking is heard. CHRIS walks to the door next to the dining room and pulls the curtain away. Its DRAKE using a Cell Phone.

DRAKE (PHONE)

PLEASE don’t freak out.

CHRIS

Who are you?

DRAKE

My name is Drake.. Listen. Bobby died tonight, and I thought you needed to know.

CHRIS

WHAT DID YOU DO TO HIM?!

DRAKE

NOTHING! I assure you.

DRAKE reaches into his pocket and pulls out the picture of BOBBY and CHRIS and presses it against the window.

DRAKE (CONT.)

Bobby is inside me. I… I need to go avenge his passing. It was pointless, don’t worry, the man who did this will be gone very soon. 

CHRIS

What?! Where did you get that?!

DRAKE

Please! Understand, I had nothing to do with it… Bobby is gone now, but he loves you, please believe this isn’t a sick joke… He says remember June 12th.

A look of surprise flashes on CHRIS’S face.

CHRIS

What?

DRAKE

June 12th.

CHRIS

… our-

DRAKE

I know.. I have his memories… Bobby is in me… 

DRAKE bends down and slips the photo under the door and stands back up.

DRAKE

I assure you, his death won’t go unpunished. The man who took him WILL be given the same sentence he gave Bobby…. I’m very sorry… I know how much he loved you..

END R&R 2.

D R A K E

Written By: Alex Burchfield

3/13/03

‘Rant and Rave 3: Bereavement’

EXT. CITY PARK – NIGHT

DRAKE and WARREN sit across from each other at a cement picnic table, a small vile sits between the two of them. 

DRAKE

He’s been begging me to since last night.

WARREN

He has?

DRAKE

I’m completely against this. These fucking chemicals that ruin and end lives and benefit the ones that don’t deserve it, and I’m considering taking it just to shut this voice up.

WARREN

Just do it.

DRAKE picks up the vile.

DRAKE

(SIGH)

Goddamnit… This ends tonight.

CLOSE UP –

DRAKE’S mouth, he slips a pill between his lips.

CUT TO:

INT. NIGHT CLUB – LATER

The night club is packed, Techno is blasting and people are raving. We glide overhead, and we tighten in on DRAKE who is raving like a badass in the center of the dance floor. He has two blue glow sticks and weaves them around and swings his arms, actually doing very good. Finally he stops, a big smile on his face, he chucks the glow sticks into the air and walks to the bar where WARREN sits.

WARREN

Hi there.

DRAKE

(with a big smile)

I SURE AS HELL HOPE BOBBY’S HAVING A GOOD TIME!

WARREN

It’s his last big rave before he goes.

DRAKE

(TALKING FAST)

Well, his rave is over, the dance is done, the flame has been snuffed and now its time to end it all!

DRAKE turns and starts towards the front door, as he walks out he grabs a strobe light off of a shelf, pulling it as he walks out, dragging the cord behind it.

CUT TO:

A dimly lit room, we see the PUNK sitting at a desk counting money, on the desk there are more vials like the one BOBBY had. DRAKE kicks open the door and waltzes in (holding the strobe light still), scaring the shit out of the PUNK.

DRAKE

(STILL STONNED)

WHOOOO!!!! SHIT! I’m having one hell of a first drug experience. WANNA HEAR ABOUT IT?! WELL, I WENT RAVING AT THIS TECHNO BAR, AND IM TRIPPIN FOR TWO SOULS HERE! AND IM ALSO GONNA KILL SOMEONE WHILE IM HIGH AS A KITE!!! 

The PUNK stands up, flipping out his butterfly knife. 

CLOSE UP –

A power outlet, DRAKE plugs in the Strobe light.

ANGLE UP –

We see DRAKE from the chest up, he is holding the strobe light up ward, giving a creepy strobing shadow affect to him.

DRAKE

You’ve ended a life for a mere ninety dollars. Which he actually had, just so you know. Now I’m going to end yours for you’ve needlessly cut short a promising young boy’s life, he merely needed some guidance, a little more time with his love and he would have finally achieved some clarity and told you to go fuck yourself. But no, you had to kill him first. So he’s gone now, but I’m here for him. So Mr. Punk, face your final destiny.

ANGLE DOWN –

We’re looking down into the room, DRAKE shoves the strobe light into PUNK’S face, electrocuting the PUNK, after tons of electricity surges through him, he finally falls to the ground dead. 

DRAKE

WHOOOOO HOOOOOO!!!!! DAMN!.... damn… that’s… that’s one hell of a buzz-kill…. 

CUT TO:

INT. NIGHT CLUB – LATER

WARREN sits at the bar sipping at a beer. DRAKE slowly walks up, bloodshot eyes. The party has died down and pretty much everyone is gone, and the strobes/black lights are off.

WARREN

So?

DRAKE

I need to leave before the second transfer. I’ll see you tomorrow.

WARREN

Alright.

DRAKE turns and heads out, but suddenly stops in the middle of the dance floor. 

ANGLE DOWN –

We’re looking down on the dance floor from a corner, suddenly his coat flails up and his hair flies, his eyes glowing. Electrical surges come from him and hit the strobe light shelves (which are all over the room), surges of electricity are everywhere, the soul is leaving his body, the strobe light fixtures explode, as the fog-like stuff flies from him. Slowly it calms down. and stops. 

DRAKE

Later Bobby…

END R&R 3.

END ISSUE 1.

