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FADE IN:

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

Camera pans around the cluttered room. Posters of 1980s metal bands are all over the walls. An electric guitar and amp rest in one corner. The camera stops on an alarm clock next to the bed. A young man is buried under the covers sleeping. The clock hits 8:00 a.m. and loud rock music begins to blare from it. A bony hand with painted fingernails shuts the alarm off. 

For a moment, nothing stirs. Then, SHANNON MARKOWITZ sits up in bed with a jolt. With a frenzied look on his face, Shannon jumps out of bed. Shannon is a tall, thin man in his late twenties. He has long hair well below his shoulders. He  looks like the lead singer of a 1980s rock band. 





SHANNON



Fuck me! Fuck me!

Shannon quickly exits the bedroom and enters an adjoining bathroom.

INT. BATHROOM - DAY

Shannon turns the water on in the shower. He slides a cassette tape into an older model stereo system. He cranks the volume way up. A "power ballad" from a 1980s rock band begins to play.

Shannon gleefully sings along with the song as he showers. There is a mirror inside the shower. Shannon uses a shampoo bottle as a microphone and sings into the mirror. He makes numerous sexy facial expressions between song verses. 

After showering, Shannon dries off his entire body with a hair dryer. He's still singing along with the music the whole time. 

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

Shannon grabs some tight-fitting clothes off the floor of the bedroom. He dresses, and sprays a generous amount of hairspray into his mass of hair. He stands in front of a full-length mirror and looks himself over. He adjusts his crotch so that the bulge of his penis is visible through his jeans. He blows a kiss into the mirror, and then he's out the door.

EXT. DRIVEWAY - DAY

Shannon is outside his parents' swanky house in the hills overlooking Los Angeles. He looks down on the city like a king presiding over his subjects. Shannon is a self-absorbed spoiled brat who thinks he's irresistible to women. 

Shannon throws on a pair of sunglasses and jumps into a convertible muscle car. We get a close-up of the tailpipe as Shannon starts up the vehicle and guns the engine. He peels out and is on his way to the city proper. 

EXT. CITY STREETS - DAY

Loud rock music blares from Shannon’s car as he's driving along. Several on-lookers and other motorists give him strange looks as he drives. He returns as many dirty looks as he can.

EXT. PARKING LOT - DAY

Shannon pulls into a parking stall in a mostly-deserted lot of a record store called COSMIC TUNES. Shannon gets out of his car and slams the door. He removes his sunglasses and has a look around.





SHANNON




(under his breath)



Where the hell is everybody?

Shannon struts across the parking lot and enters the front door of the establishment.

INT. RECORD STORE - DAY

Shannon saunters right up to the front counter. The lone store employee is adjusting a display directly behind the counter. His name is JAY. Jay is a heavily-tattooed younger man with short; bright-red hair. He is dressed all in black. He sports numerous body pierces, as well. Jay looks like he could be the front man for a contemporary punk band. Jay does not immediately acknowledge Shannon's presence. He keeps his back turned. 

Shannon loudly clears his throat. Jay finally turns to face him. Jay looks like he's been out partying pretty late. 





JAY




(mumbles)






What can I do for you?

Shannon looks him over and lets out a deep sigh.





SHANNON



I'm here for tickets.





JAY




(confused)



Tickets for what?





SHANNON



Don’t try and tell me you don’t



know what I’m talking about.




(beat)



SKIN TRADE! Next week! At



The Grove!




(beat)



The biggest fucking reunion



this city has hosted in years!



Those tickets!




JAY




(chuckling)



Sorry, dude. That show ain’t



gonna happen. They cancelled



that thing. 





SHANNON



You're shitting me. 





JAY



Naw, man. Seriously. I’ll bet



they didn’t sell a hundred



tickets. It’s cancelled.
Shannon takes a deep breath and ponders this information. He then explodes.





SHANNON



That's just fucking great! 



Because little shits like you



and your grungy generation



won’t pay money to see a real



band, I don’t get to see them



either? 




(beat)



People these days wouldn’t



know good music if it bit them



in the ass!




JAY




(amused)



What?





SHANNON



You heard me!





JAY



Excuse me?





SHANNON



You got a problem with Skin Trade?



Is that the deal, you little freak?




JAY



Fuck, man. If you're askin' me,



all those hair bands from the 



80s suck. They’re just a bunch



of posers. Anyone who listens



to them should be shot! 





SHANNON




(with a psychotic stare)

          And would you say that’s your



expert opinion? As a dude who



works in a record store?





JAY




(backing off slightly)



Yeah, man... I mean come on.


Nobody listens to that stuff



any more.
Shannon reaches over the counter and grabs Jay's shirt. He pulls him close.





SHANNON



This may be America. Land of the free.



All that shit. We all have the



right to our opinions. You’ve



got yours. I’ve got mine.




JAY



Get the fuck off me, man!

Jay shoves Shannon, and breaks free from his grasp.





JAY



Now get the fuck out of here!

Shannon turns and walks toward the front door. Before leaving, he turns to say:





SHANNON



It's people like you who let


music die. 




(beat)



You don’t know what you’ve got



‘til it’s gone.  

Shannon walks out the door.





JAY




(a little shaken)



Whoa. That guy's a little bit 


fucked.

Jay exhales deeply and reaches under the counter. He pulls out a pack of smokes. He removes one from the pack and takes a lighter out of his back pocket. 

EXT. ALLEY - DAY.

Jay steps out into the alley behind Cosmic Tunes. He tries to light his cigarette, but a draft is preventing him from doing so. Jay turns his back to the draft and he is able to get his lighter going. He lights the cigarette and takes a huge drag. 

A clattering of cans and debris (off camera) startles Jay. He turns to face Shannon. Shannon has a huge, polite smile on his face. 





JAY




(nervously)



Hey, man. I'm sorry I dissed


your music. There’s worse things



a guy could listen to, I guess.  





SHANNON



That's okay. I can come on 



kind of strong when it comes



to music. No hard feelings?
Shannon extends his hand in an attempt to shake Jay's. Jay reluctantly extends his own. Shannon's smile turns to a scowl. He squeezes Jay's hand and pulls him very close. 
With his left hand, Shannon produces a large hunting knife. He quickly runs the blade across Jay's throat.

Jay can only gasp as a tidal wave of blood begins to spill from his throat. Shannon wipes the blade on Jay's shirt and begins to walk away. He turns and says:





SHANNON



Anything else to say about my


music? I didn’t think so.
Shannon walks away.

INT. UNMARKED POLICE CAR - DAY

Detectives MARK LeMAY and MITCHELL SULLIVAN are pulling up to the crime scene at the record store. LeMay is about 40. Tall and sturdy. Impeccably dressed and very professional. Reserved. Sullivan is a few years younger. A little shorter. Also well dressed. Sullivan is energetic; almost fidgety. 

The block has been sealed off. A uniformed officer waves them through the barricade. LeMay parks the car in the street in front of the store. He shuts the engine off.





LeMAY


Cosmic Tunes. Here we are.





SULLIVAN


Is this where you shop for your


music, Mark?





LeMAY


Every time I'm in the area, Mitch.

The two share a chuckle as they exit the vehicle.

EXT. PARKING LOT - DAY

The two detectives make their way over toward a mob of uniformed officers gathered around Jay's corpse. An ambulance is backing into the parking lot waiting to remove the body. The detectives are approached by an older pot-bellied Sgt. named MAX KELLER. 





KELLER


Hello, detectives! Welcome to my


crime scene. I’ll be your Sgt.



this morning. Our special today



is filleted record store clerk. 





LeMAY


You're too much for me, Sgt.


We understand you have a 



stabbing victim here today.




KELLER


A stabbing victim? You could


say that, I suppose. You guys



had breakfast yet? 





SULLIVAN


That bad, huh? I can't wait to


get a look at this guy. 

The detectives are led over to the body. A crime scene photographer is just wrapping up. A forensic inspector VINCENT SCOPES is busy taking notes. 





KELLER


Officers! Whoever killed this


kid is in for it now! May I 



introduce Detectives Mark LeMay



and Mitch Sullivan.




(beat)



They just might be the last hope



for our civilization.  
A few officers give a mock cheer. LeMay looks down as Sullivan raises his arms to acknowledge the crowd. The officers around the body part enough to let the detectives have a good look at it. 

Jay's corpse is lying in a pool of dark blood. A ghastly expression is still on his face. There is an enormous gash in his throat.





SULLIVAN


Wow. It's been a while since


I’ve seen one like this. 

LeMay just stares down thoughtfully at the corpse. 





SCOPES


We've got a white male. Early 


twenties. He’s got one hell



of a slash through his throat



as you can see. No other sign 



of trauma. I’d say the jugular 



and all the main cables were



severed. He’s probably been 



here an hour or two. 





KELLER


So, what do you think, Mark? 


Gang related? Drugs? Family



feud? O.J. Simpson?




LeMAY



(frowning)



Well, I'd say we've got one hell


of an animal out there.




(beat)



This is... this is different, 



all right.  





SCOPES


The victim still has his 


identification and some cash



on him. It doesn’t look like



a robbery, anyway.




SULLIVAN


Of course not. Why would it be


something easy like that? If it




(cont’d)



were, I don’t suppose there



would have been any reason to 



call us out here on a Saturday 



morning. 





LeMAY


Anyone see anything? 





KELLER


Nobody has come forward yet.





SULLIVAN


Who found this guy?





KELLER


Another clerk from this store.


He gets here about an hour ago.



Says he can’t find this guy who



is supposed to be working. Store’s



open. No clerk. He looks out back



here and finds this. 




SULLIVAN


I'll be having a word with him.





KELLER


He's inside. They're still 


trying to calm him down.
Sullivan heads toward the back door of the store.





LeMAY


Sgt., once they load this kid up, I want



you and your guys to spread out around



here. Anyone you see... talk to them. Ask



them if they saw anyone strange around 



here this morning. See if anyone knows this



kid. We need answers and we need them 



fast. Detective Sullivan and I are going to 



have a chat with this guy inside.





KELLER


You got it, Mark. All right, you


the man! Let’s load this kid up 



and hit it, gentlemen! 

INT. RECORD STORE - DAY

Another young record store clerk named JOSH is being interrogated by Detective Sullivan. LeMay stands back and observes while Sullivan asks most of the questions. Josh looks much like Jay. He has numerous tattoos and pierces. 

Josh lights up a smoke right underneath a NO SMOKING sign. His hands are visibly shaking. He takes a deep drag.





SULLIVAN


So you're telling me you didn't


notice anyone strange around 



here today? 





JOSH


No, man. I didn't see nuthin'.





SULLIVAN


Nobody at all?

Josh just shakes his head.





SULLIVAN


Had Jay been in any trouble lately?


Is there anyone who may have wished



to do him harm that you know of? 





JOSH


He didn't have any enemies that


I knew about. We were good friends.



I’m sure he woulda told me if 



someone was after him.




SULLIVAN


Look, if you know something, now's


the time to tell us. This is serious.



He was your friend, and somebody did



that to him... and they’re getting



farther away every minute. 





JOSH


I don't know nuthin', man! I swear!





SULLIVAN


Were either of you two involved


in anything that may have attracted




(cont’d)



a killer to you? Drugs? The occult?



Anything like that? 





JOSH


We smoke some weed sometimes.


That’s all I know. He wasn’t into



anything weird. 





SULLIVAN


I see. Well, I'm going to leave my



card with you. If there’s anything



you think could help us find out



who did this...




JOSH



(beginning to cry)



I just don't know what to tell you.




LeMAY


And you're sure there was a tape in 



your security system? 





JOSH


Always. We always have one in there.





SULLIVAN



Looks like our perp helped himself


to that before he took off. These



on-site systems just don’t measure



up any more. If I were the owner of



this place, I’d be thinking about an



upgrade.




JOSH


Yeah, I guess.





LeMAY


Let's go, Mitch.

The two detectives exit the store.

EXT. STREET -DAY

The two detectives are walking back to their car.





SULLIVAN


What now?





LeMAY


Nothing until we get some info from


these officers asking around. If 



we’re lucky, we can at least get a



general description. Right now we



have absolute zilch. If we’re really



lucky, someone will turn up the 



weapon. The next clue we get will be



our first.  
INT. GARAGE - DAY

Shannon places a VHS tape on the floor of his garage. He raises a sledgehammer over his head, then smashes the tape into several pieces. He then sweeps them up into a dustbin and takes them into the house.

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

Shannon lights a fire in the fire place. He burns the crushed tape in the fire. He gives a smirk as the evidence is burned up.

INT. CONTROL ROOM - DAY

Shannon is in the control room for his parents' home theater. Shannon runs his fingers across his massive cd collection searching for the right one. He finds one he likes.





SHANNON



There you are.

He slides the disc into the stereo system of the elaborate control room. He pushes "play".

INT. THEATER - DAY

Shannon prances onto the stage of a hundred or so seat theater. There is a microphone stand already set up for him. He's rigged all the lights in the room to shine directly on him. The music begins and he lip-synchs the lyrics and attempts various sexy poses on the stage. 

INT. LARGE AUDITORIUM - NIGHT

(fantasy sequence)

Shannon begins to fantasize that he is the lead singer of a famous rock band playing to a packed house. He has a full band playing behind him. 

There are many incredibly beautiful women in the audience. Some of them hold up their shirts to flash him. He responds with what he believes are sexy facial expressions and suggestive movements. 

At one point during the guitar solo, Shannon holds the microphone down by his crotch. A young woman rushes the stage and simulates oral sex with the microphone. Security ushers her off stage while the women in the audience scream at him like he's Elvis. 

Shannon finishes singing and the song ends. He collapses in joy on the stage as the fantasy also ends and he's back in his parents' theater.

EXT. LOADING DOCK - DAY

Shannon is on his break from his part-time job at GRISSOM'S DEPARTMENT STORE. He's speaking to a younger dock worker named KENNY FRAZIER. Kenny has long hair like Shannon's and even has a couple tattoos on his arms. 





KENNY



Too bad about that Skin Trade show,



huh? That really sucks. I know how



much you were looking forward to



it.




SHANNON



I know. It's just another example 



of people these days having no



respect for great music. You can’t



blame the band when people don’t



buy tickets. Right now in this 



country we’ve got a multi-media



attempt to discredit great bands.





KENNY



I should have known I'd get another


lecture about a big conspiracy to 



silence the bands from the 1980s.




(beat)



You honestly believe that shit?




SHANNON



Damn right, I do. For the past I


don’t know how many years, I’ve seen



popular culture shift from favoring



talented musicians to wannabe grungy



coffee freaks wearing either flannel



or clothes from Goodwill. It makes 



me sick just to turn on the radio any



more.




KENNY



One of these days you have to 


realize that people’s tastes in



music always change. If they didn’t,



we’d still all be listening to Buddy



Holly or Chuck Berry stuff. Nothing



stays on top forever, man.





SHANNON



It's one thing for people's tastes


to change, but when we let the media



tell us that what we once thought 



was cool now suddenly isn’t... well



that makes us look pretty foolish as



a society, doesn’t it?




(beat)



Ten years ago, Skin Trade was on TV.



They were on the radio, and magazines



glorified them. Now all of a sudden



if you listen to them, you’re just



a fucking geek. I don’t know about



you, but that kind of shit pisses me



off!




KENNY




(Laughing)



Shit!

Shannon happens to notice a beautiful young woman exit the store and come out onto the loading dock. Her name is MICHELLE ENDICOTT. She is tall, blonde, and quite beautiful. Well dressed. Classy. 

Michelle reaches into her purse and pulls out a cigarette and a lighter.





SHANNON



Oh, my GOD! Who is that?





KENNY



I think her name's Michelle. She


just started in the ladies’ 



department inside. She’s pretty



nice to look at, isn’t she? 





SHANNON



You could say that. Perhaps I should



make her acquaintance. 





KENNY



Don't waste you time, man. Anything


that fine has to have a steady guy.



Ever met one that didn’t?




SHANNON



Is that supposed to matter to me?



(beat)



Think about it. I’ll bet every guy 



assumes she’s taken. I’ll bet no one



has had the balls to ask her out in



years.




KENNY



Years? Okay. And she's just been


waiting for a guy like you to come



along and sweep her off her feet? 





SHANNON



Look at her. Think of what it must


be like to unlock her mysteries. 



She’s probably been yearning for a



guy like me to unlock them. 





KENNY



A guy just like you, huh?





SHANNON



Exactly like me.

Shannon begins to strut over to Michelle. We get his POV as he gets closer and closer. Michelle looks up and smiles politely when she finally notices him approaching.





SHANNON



Hi.





MICHELLE




(at the exact same moment)



Hi.





SHANNON




(laying on the charm)



How's it going?





MICHELLE



Not too bad, I guess.





SHANNON



I'm Shannon. Most people call me


“Shay”. And who might you be?




MICHELLE




(gives him the tiniest wink)



Shay? That's cute. I'm Michelle.


I just started here today. I’m 



over in ladies’ wear.  





SHANNON



Of course you are. I'm pleased


you find my name interesting. It’s



one of a kind. Like me.




MICHELLE



Is this part of your domain? 





SHANNON



That it is. I'm the assistant


dock foreman. Actually, this 



entire area is my domain. I’m



kind of responsible for anyone



in it. And it’s also my duty to



make all new employees feel at 




(cont’d)



home. Maybe you’d like to get 



together for a drink some time 



in the near future. What do you



say?




MICHELLE



That's nice of you. It's also


very forward. And I’m honored, 



but I usually don’t date people



I work with. You seem really nice,



but I’ve gotten myself into trouble



in the past dating people at work.




(beat)



You can understand that, can’t you?




SHANNON




(perplexed)



I'm sorry to hear that. I guess


you may be on edge with it being



your first day and all. I understand



completely.




(beat)



But if you change your mind... I mean



hey, you know where to find me.




MICHELLE



I do. And thank you again for asking.


If by some chance I decide to relax



my dating policy, you’ll be the first



person I call.  





SHANNON




(beginning to back away)



Please do! I'll be looking forward to 


it. And have a very nice day, Michelle.
Shannon begins to walk away. He looks back at her a couple times and she gives him a playful wave. Michelle begins to laugh once he's out of earshot. She puts her cigarette out and begins to walk back inside the store. Shannon stares at her from a distance, mostly at her ass. 





SHANNON




(to himself)



DAMN!


               KENNY




(coming up behind him)



That was quick. What did you say


to her?




SHANNON



I said "hello", Kenneth. A simple 


“hello”.



(beat)



It's called laying the groundwork.





KENNY



The groundwork for what? 

Shannon just beams a big smile back at him.

INT. EMPLOYEE LOCKERROOM - DAY

Shannon punches out on the company time clock. Kenny punches out right after him. Their shift is over for the day.





SHANNON



Coming over to Mic's for a brew?





KENNY



I'm not old enough, remember?





SHANNON



Oh, yeah. That's right. Well, one


of these days you’ll be mature 



enough to join me in the legal 



consumption of alcoholic beverages.



Why don’t you tag along, anyway?



Mic won’t care. 





KENNY



I'd love to, but I told my dad I'd


help him in the garage tonight.




SHANNON



Your dad?





KENNY



You live at home, too! How old are


you, anyway? 





SHANNON



It's different with me. My parents


are never even home. Just this 



moment they’re putting on some play



in London or somewhere. As long as



I have a job they let me do whatever



I want.




KENNY



You lead a charmed life, Shay. See 


you tomorrow.




SHANNON



See ya.

INT. DEPARTMENT STORE - DAY

Shannon locates Michelle on his way out of the store. She's helping two customers pick out some clothes. Shannon keeps his distance. He leans over a rack of clothes and watches her for a moment.

Store manager MARTY DINKINS, a preppy and well-dressed young man comes up behind Shannon and pinches his shoulders. Shannon jumps.





MARTY



Not a chance in hell, Markowitz. 


Not a chance!





SHANNON



We'll see about that, Marty. Now get


back over to little boys’ wear.




(beat)



Where you might feel more at home.




MARTY




(messes with Shannon's hair)



You could at least lose some of this.


Or is it still 1987 out there on the



dock?




SHANNON



Fuck you.

INT. BAR - DAY

MIC REYNOLDS is wiping down the bar at MIC'S PLACE where he is also the owner. He is about fifty. Overweight. Has a pleasant disposition. The bar is a small, homely place where Shannon often goes for a beer after work. 

Shannon bursts through the front door.





SHANNON



Mic! What's up, my friend?





MIC



Swamped like always, kid!

Shannon takes a look around the bar. There are only two occupied tables in the quaint establishment. One toward the back has four rowdy and rough-looking construction worker types at it. Another table off to the side has a couple of big guys with long hair similar to his own. They both seem to be quietly looking down at the table. 

One of the construction workers notices Shannon from across the bar.





CONSTRUCTION WORKER



Whoa! Did John Bon Jovi just walk 



in here? We almost got a full band



now!
Shannon snorts back at their table. He turns back to Mic and orders a beer.





MIC



What'll it be, kid?





SHANNON



You know me.





MIC



I do by now.




(fetches a domestic beer bottle)



And four quarters?





SHANNON



You really do know me, old man!





MIC



Of course. How else could you get


that jukebox to spit out those



old rock tunes you love so much? 





SHANNON



It's those quarters that keep this


joint going. What would this place



do without me? 

Shannon swaggers over to a jukebox in one corner of the establishment. He takes another glance over at the construction workers. They're still laughing it up about something.

Shannon puts in all four quarters. He scans the jukebox selection for some good songs. He selects a few he likes. 

A glam rock song begins blaring from every speaker in the joint. Shannon comes alive. He begins moving to the music. He holds the beer bottle up to his mouth like a microphone and sings along with the song. The table of construction workers point and laugh at him.

One of the construction workers gets up and walks toward the bathroom. He passes close to Shannon who accidentally backs into him.





CONSTRUCTION WORKER



Watch where you walk, faggot!





SHANNON




(sarcastically)



Sorry, pal!

The construction worker gets right in Shannon's face. He is obviously drunk and surly.





CONSTRUCTION WORKER



What's with this pussy music you're 


playin’?




SHANNON



Pussy music? This music fucking 


rocks! I guess a cocksucker like



you probably wouldn’t get it though.



It’s easy to criticize it now that




(cont’d)



it’s not popular. But you and I both



know you listened to this when it



first came out!



The construction worker is really pissed now. He walks over to the jukebox and pulls the plug out of the wall. The music ends. 





SHANNON



Nice going, asshole! Now I guess


the only thing I’ll have to listen



to is you and your buddies trying



to act cool!

The construction worker walks over to Shannon. He grabs Shannon's shirtfront. He makes a fist with the other hand and pulls it back. Before Shannon can react, the construction worker's fist is grabbed by another strong hand. It belongs to RONNIE RAMONE. He is one of the two other long-haired patrons in the bar. Ronnie is one tough customer. Heavily tattooed upper torso. Long black curly hair. Wears mostly leather with some denim. Bulging muscles everywhere. 





RONNIE



You got some problem with this 


guy’s music, pal? 





CONSTRUCTION WORKER



Maybe I do.

The construction worker releases Shannon and turns to face Ronnie. 





RONNIE



You know, I happen to love this


song. It’s a shame you don’t.



Now I’ll have to kick your ass!
Still clutching the man's wrist, Ronnie twists it until a snap is heard by all. The man screams in agony. His three companions get up from their table and rush Ronnie. 

The first of them to reach him receives an elbow in the nose. Blood spurts from it. The next receives a kick to the ribs and a knee to the face. A beer bottle is smashed over the head of the last construction worker. It is supplied by MIKE MEARS. Mike is Ronnie's constant companion. Mike is also a huge, muscular man. Several tattoos. Long blonde hair. Leather pants, and a leather vest for a shirt. 

Ronnie and Mike finish off the construction workers with various kicks and punches. They high-five and each lets out a whoop after all of them have been rendered unconscious. Shannon watches with awe.





MIC




(pulls out a baseball bat)



Take that shit outside!





RONNIE



Sorry about the mess. Just letting


off some steam.




(to Mike)



Let’s get outta here. 

Ronnie and Mike each give Shannon a nod as they walk out of the bar. Shannon lingers briefly, looking over the bodies of the construction workers. He gives the one who accosted him a kick in the head, then heads for the door himself.





SHANNON



See ya!





MIC




(still clutching his bat)




See you, kid.

EXT. STREET - DUSK

Shannon steps outside the door of Mic's Place. He looks up and down the street until he locates Mike and Ronnie who are casually strutting along. Shannon jogs about a block to catch up to them.





SHANNON



Hey guys! Wait up a second!

Ronnie and Mike turn and give Shannon polite nods as he catches up with them.





SHANNON



I just wanted to thank you!





RONNIE



No problem, dude.





SHANNON



Well, that's not all. I guess



I'd like to know why you guys



stood up for me like that.





RONNIE



I don't know, man. Maybe we like



to fight. Maybe we like rock music.



Maybe you kind of remind us of us.



The bottom line is it happened. We



don't expect anything in return 



for it, if that's what you think.





MIKE



Yeah, man. Just consider it our



good deed for the day.





SHANNON



Even so, you guys saved my ass.



I feel I owe you both something.



Let me at least buy you guys a



beer.





RONNIE




Okay, man. But let's go some place



a little more classy. I feel like



causing trouble in a place where



it will matter.





MIKE




(playing some air guitar)



Fuck yes! Let's go!

Shannon is led a couple blocks down the street to a sleazy strip club called the ONE NIGHT STAND.

INT. STRIP CLUB - NIGHT

The three men sit down at a booth in the corner. Rock music is blasting throughout the establishment. Topless waitresses serve drinks as fully nude dancers do their thing on stage. There are plenty of people in the club.





SHANNON



We haven't been properly introduced



yet. I'm Shannon. People usually 



call me “Shay”.





RONNIE



Ronnie Ramone. This here is Mike



Mears. You could pretty much call



us brothers in this sick world. 





MIKE




(overly polite and formal)



Pleased to meet you, sir!

Shannon cautiously shakes hands with the two bigger men.





SHANNON



You guys look like you must be



in a band or something.





RONNIE



Or something. We've been in them



before. But right now, you could



call us free agents. 





SHANNON



Me, too. I've been trying to be



a singer forever, but I just



can’t find a band to suit me. 





MIKE



Shit, we've gone through about



a dozen lead singers in the past



three years. I'm one hell of a



drummer. Ronnie here is the best



bass player you've never heard of.



Nobody has ever been able to keep



up with us, though.





RONNIE



Yeah, man. It's like nobody wants



to sing the kind of music we want



to play. It's bullshit, man. 

The waitress finally makes it over to their table. She's a decent enough number with big tits, but a little ragged.





WAITRESS



What'll it be, fellas?





MIKE



Jesus! Took you long enough to



get over here! At least you've 



got a nice pair for us to look



at.

The waitress rolls her eyes.





RONNIE



Three beers will do us, babe.

The waitress turns and heads back toward the bar.





SHANNON



Look, guys. I know what you're



going through. There just aren't



too many of us left who will 



even admit they like a band like



Poison, let alone play that kind



of stuff on stage.





RONNIE



Perhaps the three of us could 



sort of... get together on a little


project. What do you think?





SHANNON









(beaming)



I think I might just be your



man!

Mike and Ronnie give each other doubting looks as if they might not think Shannon has what it takes.





SHANNON



What's that look all about?



You guys think I can't sing



or something?





RONNIE



There's more to it than just



being able to stretch those




vocal cords. I mean, Steve



Perry has a hell of a voice




(cont’d)



... but at the end of the 



day, he's still just Steve



Perry.





MIKE



And Steve Perry just ain't



good enough, ya know?

The waitress brings over their beers. Shannon absently gives her a ten. He waves off her attempt to give him change; never taking his eyes off Mike and Ronnie.





SHANNON



So, what are you telling me?





RONNIE



I don't think your looks



are going to be the problem.



You've got the look we're 



after. 





MIKE



But, can you wail?





SHANNON



Sure I can.

Just at that exact moment, a glam rock ballad begins playing over the sound system. Shannon holds his beer bottle like a microphone and begins singing along to the best of his abilities. He matches most of the right notes in the opening verse.
As the second verse begins, Shannon gets to his feet and continues singing. He poses like a lead singer and draws the attention of the entire club. Some patrons cheer him on. Others jeer at him. Some hold up lighters like they're at a concert.

Ronnie and Mike exchange looks of approval, and by the final chorus, they've joined in with backing vocals. The song finally ends, and a mock cheer goes up from most of the club patrons. 

A stripper from the stage makes her way over to them.





STRIPPER



That was real special. Are you



guys some type of new group or




something?





RONNIE




(tries a sexy leer)



We are indeed, baby. Did you 



come over to pay your respects?





STRIPPER




(giggling)



Maybe. Would any of you like



a private dance?

Ronnie gets up from the table and grabs the stripper by the back of her hair. He then forces a wet kiss on her as she squirms to get away.





RONNIE



I think I'll take that dance.





STRIPPER



Let go of me, you fucking



creep!

The stripper flails away with her arms and legs trying to get away. Mike laughs obnoxiously as Shannon watches in awe of Ronnie's behavior.





RONNIE



I'm going to have to take



you back to my place. You're



embarrassing me her in public!





STRIPPER



Put me the fuck down, asshole!

Two of the club's bouncers quickly make their way over. Mike stands up and glares at them. They stop dead in their tracks. 





MIKE



You two homos got a problem?

The DJ cuts the music, and some of the club patrons quickly head for the door. A bartender also threatens them.





BARTENDER



You three assholes clear out 



of here right now!

The bartender gestures under the bar as if to imply he has a gun under there.





RONNIE



Well, if that's the way you're



going to be about it....



Gentlemen, I think we'll be 



going.

Ronnie throws the stripper down. Ronnie, Mike, and Shannon casually make their way to the door.

EXT. STREET - NIGHT





RONNIE



I think it might be getting



past our bedtime. I think you're



one hell of a singer, Shay. The



next time we jam, we'll give you



a call. 





SHANNON



I'll be there. Count on it. Let



me give you my number.





RONNIE



Just meet us tomorrow at The



Grove. 





SHANNON



I can be there by seven! 

Police sirens can be heard approaching. 





MIKE



Let's get the fuck out of



here! See you tomorrow, Shay!

Shannon turns to head back toward Mic's Place.





SHANNON




(gleefully)



They remembered!

INT. BAGEL SHOP - DAY

Detectives Mark LeMay and Mitch Sullivan are discussing the murder of the record store clerk over coffee and bagels.





LeMAY



Okay. We've got one victim.



A young white male. No record



to speak of. No known enemies.



No narcotics found...





SULLIVAN



I thought the coroner's report



mentioned THC in his system...





LeMAY



Come on, Mitch! I mean real 



drugs. I'll bet over half the



people in this country have at



least some trace of pot in their



system. What I'm getting at is



he had no coke or smack in him.



Nothing you'd get wasted over.





SULLIVAN



Fair enough.





LeMAY



He dies from massive hemorrhaging



due to a slash from one ear to



the other. Other than a slight 



contusion on his right wrist, we



have no other evidence of violence.





SULLIVAN

   

What kind of person just stands



there and lets someone do that



to them without putting up some



kind of a struggle?





LeMAY



Like a deer in the headlights.



Maybe he just froze when he saw



it coming.





SULLIVAN



And the mark on his wrist?





LeMAY



You mean what do I think



caused it? I'm not sure. It's



almost like it was squeezed in



a vice for a minute or so. Like



he shook hands with the Devil,



and the Devil slashed his throat



afterwards.





SULLIVAN



At least we can rule out a



mugging.





LeMAY



Probably just as well. The 



last thing we need is some



crazy homeless guy out there



slashing throats. 





SULLIVAN



With our luck it will be an



illegal. Just what we need.



Everyone up in the hills 



demanding we round all of 



them up. No thanks!





LeMAY



Anyone on the street talking?





SULLIVAN



The word on the street is that



there is no word on the street.



Nobody is talking. For once, I



think it's because nobody knows



anything. What's our next move,



boss?





LeMAY



A tip would be nice. But it 



looks like we might just have



to wait for a while.





SULLIVAN



You expecting it to happen 



again?





LeMAY



Look, Mitch, we have a horrible



crime with apparently no motive.



I hate that scenario more than



anything else in police work. It



means we're dealing with a 



sociopath. People like that just



keep on going once they start.



All you can do is try to find a



pattern in what they do. It really 



sucks watching the bodies pile up,



but in the end, you'll get the



guy. Sooner or later, they self-



destruct. 





SULLIVAN



Is that little speech supposed



to boost my morale?





LeMAY



No. It's supposed to make you 



reconsider police work while you



still have a choice. I'm afraid



it's too late for me.





SULLIVAN



Me reconsider my career choice?



And let you have all the fun out



here?

EXT. LOADING DOCK - DAY

Business as usual on the loading dock at Grissom's Department Store. Shannon is helping Kenny Frazier break down a load of toys. They are discussing Shannon's encounter with Mike and Ronnie.





KENNY



So, who were these guys? Roadies



for Motley Crue or something?





SHANNON



They're a little more than that,



dear boy. These guys could be my




next band!





KENNY



Oh, my god! You still have this



band dream in your head, don't



you! When will you ever give up



on that shit?





SHANNON



I will never give up on my 



god-given talent. It's just a



matter of finding guys who can



keep up with me. I think these



guys can! It's about time good



musicians from all walks of life



get together and make things 



right in the music industry. Take



the music back!

Shannon and Kenny both notice Michelle walking out onto the loading dock to have a smoke.





KENNY



You may want to take the music



back and all that, but why



don't you just concentrate on 



taking her out first?





SHANNON



Maybe you're right.




(beat)



Here goes try number two.

Shannon begins to saunter over to Michelle. She notices him walking up to her. She shakes her head and smiles.





SHANNON



Michelle! How are things today?



I'm sure you remember me from the



chat we had yesterday. I'm....





MICHELLE



Shannon. Of course people call



you “Shay”. How could I forget?





SHANNON



I'm tickled that you remembered!



So, how do you like it here so 



far?




MICHELLE



So far it's been no sweat. 



Everyone has been really nice



and friendly. Some more than



others.





SHANNON



If you mean me, let me assure you



that I take special measures to 



ensure all female employees feel at



home.

Michelle tries to stifle a laugh, but breaks out giggling.





SHANNON



Now if I recall our discussion 



yesterday, you mentioned something



about how you don't date guys you



work with. I've come to ask you to



reconsider.





MICHELLE



And why should I?





SHANNON



Maybe you don't realize just how



much fun I can be.





MICHELLLE



Fun? Is that all you think I'm



after?





SHANNON



It's a great place to start.

Michelle blows a puff of smoke in his face. Shannon tries to act like he doesn't feel it, though he grimaces slightly.





MICHELLE



I can't argue there, but I need a



guy I can have a conversation with



the next morning. When the fun is



over. You understand?





SHANNON



Sure, but who needs talk? Too many




(cont’d)



words can confound the mind. Love is



about passion, not intellect.





MICHELLE



Where did you get that from?





SHANNON



Years of experience on this earth.

Michelle giggles once again.





SHANNON



So, how about some dinner, dancing,



and romancing some time in the near



future? What do you say?





MICHELLE



Look, I'll think about it. Okay?



I've got to go back inside. You



have a wonderful day now, you hear?

Michelle turns and walks toward the entrance to the store. Shannon stares at her ass as she walks away from him.





SHANNON



Don't think too hard, Michelle!



Follow those instincts. They'll 



show you the way to my place!

Michelle turns and gives him a playful grin before going back inside.

INT. THE GROVE NIGHTCLUB - NIGHT

Shannon walks into THE GROVE. The Grove is a seedy bar/rock and roll club with a rough-looking clientele. Ronnie Ramone and Mike Mears are finishing up a game of pool when Shannon locates them toward the rear of the establishment. Rock music is blaring throughout the joint. There are plenty of patrons inside.





SHANNON



What's up, fellas?





MIKE



There he is! We were wondering if




(cont’d)



you'd show.





SHANNON



Well, I'm here! Let's tear this



fucker apart!





RONNIE



Not so fast, my friend. We can't



go around bashin' heads in every 



joint. We need a home base. This



place is as good as any.





SHANNON



I've seen plenty of shows here, but



I guess I've never really hung out



here for the hell of it.





MIKE



This place rules. You got cheap



beer, great music, and a reasonable



dress code.

Mike points to a scandalously clad young woman near by.





RONNIE



You need a beer, Shay.

Ronnie motions to a waitress for her to return to their area. She promptly brings over another round of beers.





SHANNON



Say, about last night... I just



want to thank you both again for



what you did for me at Mic's Place.



That really took balls. I appreciate



that.





RONNIE



That was just two music fans looking



out for another. Just a small step.



There's a lot more that needs to be



done, though. 





SHANNON



You're right. I mean, last night 



you guys really woke something up




(cont’d)



inside me. I haven't been able to



stop thinking about it.





RONNIE



We'd better down a few more of these



beers, and talk about what else we



need to do in this town.

CUT TO LATER IN THE EVENING:
Shannon, Mike, and Ronnie are seated at a corner table. Two nearly-empty pitchers of beer sit atop the table. 
The three men are getting a little drunk. Shannon has just told Mike and Ronnie about the clerk from Cosmic Tunes.





MIKE


Are you serious, man? You sliced



that kid up? 





SHANNON



Yeah, it was me. Serious.





RONNIE



And you think what we did took



balls? You've got even more balls



just telling us.





SHANNON



I can trust you guys, can't I?

Ronnie takes a look around The Grove to make sure nobody's listening to their conversation.





RONNIE



You can trust us. Now why again



did you slice him?





SHANNON



The little fucker had it coming.



You know the type. Grungy little



fuck with a bunch of pierces and



too many tattoos. He dissed me and



my music. It felt good, I'll tell



you that.





MIKE



Who did he have a problem with?



What group?





SHANNON



Skin Trade. You know that show that



got cancelled? I was there buying



tickets.





MIKE



Oh, yeah. That sucked. We would



have been there for sure.





SHANNON



He thought it was funny... the show



being called off and whatnot. He



actually laughed and said "all those



hair bands from the eighties suck".



What a little asshole. I'm glad I 



stuck him!





RONNIE



Easy, now. People might be listening



to us. I'm with you. Mike's with you.



Maybe this isn't the best time to be



talking about this stuff.





SHANNON



I think it's time. I'm tired of all



the shit. Music sucks so bad right



now. It's all about who can sound

 

the angriest and look the ugliest.



I mean, how many radio stations will



even play Motley Crue or Poison



anymore?





MIKE



Shit, none in this town.





RONNIE



We've felt the same way you



do for years, Shay?





SHANNON



What can we do about it, 



though? Start our own record



company?





RONNIE



I'll tell you what we can do.



We can get even. We can take 



the music back!





MIKE



How are we supposed to do that?



Are we gonna waste every little



punk out there in grungy clothes?



We'd last about as long as Milli



Vanilli. Our asses would be behind 



bars before we could even do an



encore!





RONNIE



We don't waste 'em all. Some of 'em.



Let the others get scared. Make  the



little homos scared to wear anything



grungy. Make people scared to play 



anything from Seattle or Minneapolis



on the radio. Psyche warfare.





SHANNON




(enthusiastically)



Where do we start?





RONNIE



Something small. Someone local. Do



you think Poison's first gig was a



world tour?





SHANNON



Who??

Ronnie gestures to a concert flyer on the wall above their table. The poster is of a local band called GENNEX. All four band members look similar to the clerk from Cosmic Tunes.





RONNIE



They'll do.

Shannon and Mike both look up at the flyer and then smile back at Ronnie.





SHANNON



Those are just the type of guys I




(cont’d)



was talking about! I fucking HATE



bands like that!





MIKE



If I recall, they don't care for



our kind of music, either. I think



I read part of an interview with 



their lead singer last year. He was



going off about how bands of today



have returned rock back to its roots.



Musicians of today are real people, 





and all this other bullshit. It made



me wanna puke. I quit reading it right



then and there.





RONNIE



If you would have read further, you



would have heard him say that he was



sickened by the type of music he 





heard coming out of L.A. in the 



eighties. He actually called it "cock



rock". Can you believe that arrogance?





SHANNON



From bands today? Fuck yes! Let's fuck



them up!





RONNIE



They're playing here Saturday night. 



Maybe after the show we could all get



together for some drinks or something.





MIKE



Or something!





SHANNON



We're SO there! Let's get together



over at my place first. Get our heads



in the proper frame of mind, if you



know what I mean.





RONNIE



Just give us your address.

EXT. LOADING DOCK - DAY

Shannon is busy stacking boxes. He keeps nervously looking toward the door, expecting Michelle to come out any moment. Finally, she does come outside. Shannon gives a relieved look.

Michelle glances over at him. She quickly turns away and grins once they make eye contact. Shannon stops working and anxiously walks over to her.





SHANNON



I was thinking you'd quit smoking



or something. Either that or you



decided never to speak to me again.





MICHELLE



We've been busy as hell in there



today. Besides, I could never give



up these things. You, on the other



hand...





SHANNON




(grinning)



What about me? 





MICHELLE



Well, it might be hard to give you



up, too. You're kind of amusing.





SHANNON



Amusing? Try amazing.




MICHELLE



That has yet to be seen.





SHANNON



When can I show you?

Michelle just laughs.





SHANNON



I'm sure by now you've at least



decided whether or not you'll go



out with me. I trust you made the



right decision.





MICHELLE



Maybe I have.





SHANNON



Did you use your head or you heart?





MICHELLE



Both.





SHANNON



And?





MICHELLE



I could be making one hell of a



mistake here, but I've decided to 



give you a chance.





SHANNON



A chance?





MICHELLE



Yes, a chance. To prove yourself.



To walk the walk. To live up to your



own self-image. In other words, yes,



I'll go out with you!

Michelle grabs Shannon by the belt buckle and pulls him close. Shannon acts momentarily dumbfounded, then regains his composure. 





SHANNON




(moves in for a kiss)



You won't regret this, my lady!





MICHELLE




(pushing him back)



Save it, stud. This is hardly the



place.





SHANNON




(looking around nervously)



Maybe you're right. How about Friday



night?





MICHELLE



Friday works. And you'd better show



me the time of my life. Got it? 

Michelle scribbles her address down on a tissue and hands it to him.





SHANNON



Michelle, I promise you won't be



disappointed. I happen to be one



of the last true romantics left.





MICHELLE



I hope so. Gotta run.

Michelle throws down her cigarette. Shannon stomps it out and picks it up for her. She turns and begins to walk back inside.

Shannon looks over to Kenny Frazier who is working near by. Shannon gives him the "thumbs up" signal. Kenny applauds him.

EXT. MICHELLE'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Shannon pulls up in his car just outside Michelle's apartment. His stereo is blaring glam rock music rather loudly. Before he can get out, she walks outside to meet him.

Michelle is looking very hot. She's wearing a tight black dress that hugs her body quite well. Shannon practically drools over her. He pats his chest as if his heart is about to burst through it.

Before he can get the door for her, Michelle hops over the door of his convertible and plops down in the front seat.





MICHELLE



What are we waiting for? Let's go!





SHANNON



You got it!

EXT. CITY STREETS - DUSK

Shannon drives downtown like a bat out of hell. The stereo BLARES glam rock music as they weave in and out of traffic. Shannon and Michelle merely exchange smiles at stoplights, as conversation is impossible with his stereo so loud.

Shannon screeches the car to a halt in front of THE WAVE. The Wave is a trendy restaurant/club near the strip. Shannon tosses his keys to a valet, and he and Michelle head inside.

INT. RESTAURANT - NIGHT

Shannon escorts Michelle inside where they are greeted by a trendy Matre' D.





SHANNON



The name's Markowitz. For two.





MATRE'D



Ah, yes. Mr. Markowitz. It's a 



pleasure to have you with us here



this evening.





SHANNON



And our accommodations?





MATRE'D



I do believe you'll find, as you



requested, the very best table in



the joint ready for you. This way.





SHANNON



Splendid.




(to Michelle)



My dear.

The Matre'D leads them through the restaurant, then up an elegant staircase to a table for two.
From their vantage point, Shannon and Michelle can now overlook the entire establishment from their table.

Several diners look them over as they pass by. Shannon revels in all the attention by smiling back at everyone.





MATRE'D




(once they are seated)



Your server will be right with you.



Enjoy your meal.

He walks away, leaving Shannon and Michelle to themselves briefly before their waiter arrives.





SHANNON



What do you think? To your liking?





MICHELLE



Impressive. You must have some



pretty good connections for a guy



who works....





SHANNON



On a loading dock? Yeah, I know.



Listen, Michelle, there's quite



a bit more to me than meets the



eye.





MICHELLE



I'll bet.





SHANNON



That guy you see every day when



you come out to light up... he's



not the real me.





MICHELLE



So, who is the real Shannon



Markowitz? Are you some kind of



mobster hiding out in a witness



protection program? An exile of



foreign royalty? What, then?





SHANNON



This may come as a surprise to you,



but I'm going to be a rock and roll



star.





MICHELLE


Actually, with hair like yours, I



kind of figured that's what you 



were going for.





SHANNON



Don't you like it?





MICHELLE



Do you think I'd be sitting here



right now if I didn't?





SHANNON



I suppose not.





MICHELLE



I've dated lots of guys with long



hair before. I think it's cool. 





SHANNON



Thank you. Thank you very much.





MICHELLE



So, are you in a band right now?





SHANNON




(with a sly look)



Well, I just might happen to be



collaborating with a couple guys



on something.





MICHELLE



I'd love to hear it. What do you



play?





SHANNON



I'm a singer. You could say my



throat is my instrument.





MICHELLE



Cool. Now I really can't wait to



hear you guys!

A well-dressed, obviously gay waiter approaches their table. His name is JOAQUIN.





JOAQUIN



Good evening. I'm Joaquin, and I'll



be your server tonight. May I start



you off with something to drink? An



appetizer, perhaps?





SHANNON



Joaquin? It's good to know you, man.



You can start us off with a bottle



of your best champagne. 




(to Michelle)



You like shrimp?





MICHELLE


Love it.





SHANNON



And a couple of shrimp cocktails,



too.





JOAQUIN



Very well. And here are your menus.

Joaquin hands both of them a fancy menu and heads off to put in their order.





MICHELLE


Either they're paying you pretty 



well at Grissom's, or you've got



a record contract signed already.



Which is it?





SHANNON



My dear, there's no need for you



to concern yourself regarding my




income. But let's just say I'm not



hurting.





MICHELLE



That's good. I'd really hate for 



you to be going into debt just to




take me out. 





SHANNON



Don't worry yourself, okay?





MICHELLE



Okay.

CUT TO LATER IN THE MEAL:

Shannon and Michelle are enjoying their shrimp and champagne while they get to know each other a little better.





SHANNON



So, I get the impression you're new



to L.A.. Am I correct?





MICHELLE



Do I stand out that badly?





SHANNON



No, but you could just say that



a true Angelino can spot someone



who isn't. Where did you come from?





MICHELLE


Muncie, Indiana. I suppose you've



never heard of it before.





SHANNON



Of course I have. And have you




come out here to be famous?





MICHELLE



No. What makes you think that?





SHANNON



Isn't that why everyone comes



out here? Why else would anyone



live in this town? 





MICHELLE


Not me. I guess I'm just looking



for some excitement. I sure as 



hell wasn't finding any back home.





SHANNON



You're with the right guy. How long



have you been out here?





MICHELLE



Almost six months.





SHANNON



And the verdict?





MICHELLE


So far it's been a blast. I hope



that continues.

Shannon just smiles back at her. 

CUT TO LATER IN THE MEAL:

Shannon and Michelle are nearing the end of the main course. Most of the food on their plates has been eaten.





SHANNON



So, what are your plans out here?



Besides looking for excitement?





MICHELLE



I really don't know yet. I'd love



to design my own line of clothing



one day. I don't have the money



for school right now, though. 





SHANNON



Been on many dates since you've been



here?





MICHELLE



Would you believe you're my first?





SHANNON



Not for an instant.





MICHELLE




(giggles)



Good. I was hoping you weren't



that gullible.





SHANNON



Not in the least.

Michelle looks longingly into his eyes. 





MICHELLE


Come on. Let's go dance.





SHANNON



What about dessert?





MICHELLE



You can have me instead.

Michelle leads Shannon down the stairs and through a crowd of people and eventually into the dance club section of The Wave. She then leads him out to the middle of the dance floor.

Techno music is pumping loudly. Michelle finds her groove the moment her feet touch the dance floor. Shannon looks somewhat out of his element with his 1980s rock star image, but he too is able to put on some moves.

The two dance their way through a fast song. Once it ends, a slower song begins, and the two of them dance much closer.

Shannon lets his hands wander over her body as they grind away together. Michelle doesn't protest. The song finally ends, and Shannon and Michelle share a long, deep kiss in front of everyone.





SHANNON



Come on. Let's get out of here!

Michelle smiles back at him in agreement. 

INT. SHANNON'S HOUSE - NIGHT

Shannon leads Michelle through the front door of his home. He switches on a few lights. 





MICHELLE



Can I open my eyes, now? I've had



them closed for half an hour!





SHANNON



Sure you can.

Michelle opens her eyes and looks stunned at the size and elegance of Shannon's home.





MICHELLE



Oh, my God!





SHANNON



Does that mean you like the place?



I hope so. Now, wait a minute. I'll




be right back.





MICHELLE



Where could I possibly go?

Shannon quickly bounds upstairs and leaves Michelle by herself in the main living room. Michelle walks around the living room and looks things over.

Michelle runs her finger along the length of a decorative sword on the wall. She picks up and looks through a decorative mask on the mantle.





MICHELLE



This place is amazing, Shay!





SHANNON (OS)




(from upstairs)



What's that?





MICHELLE



I said this place... it's amazing!





SHANNON




(coming down the stairs)



It certainly is. Want something to



drink?





MICHELLE



I think I had enough back at the



club.





SHANNON



Sure? I was about to grab another



bottle of champagne from the 



kitchen.

Shannon moves toward the kitchen. Michelle grabs his arm and stops him. 





MICHELLE



Wait. Just wait a minute, okay?





SHANNON



What's wrong?





MICHELLE



Just start by leveling with me. 



Can you do that?





SHANNON



What do you mean?





MICHELLE



How about this house? This is your



home, isn't it?





SHANNON



Well, yeah. 





MICHELLE



But do you actually own it?




SHANNON



Not exactly...





MICHELLE



Look, I didn't ask too many questions 



when we were at dinner. I let you go



on and on, blowing all that smoke 



about being some kind of a rock star.





SHANNON



That was nice of you, by the way.





MICHELLE


I know. But then you bring me back



to this... this mansion in the hills.



It's not exactly the kind of place 



people from our work would normally



live.





SHANNON




(throws up his hands)



It's my parents' house, okay? I can



deceive you no longer. I live with 



my parents. I admit it. If you never



want to speak to me again, I guess



I'll just have to deal with that.





MICHELLE




(laughing)



I thought so. I really did.

Shannon just shrugs.





MICHELLE


And yes, I plan on speaking to you



despite your living arrangements. I've



had fun with you tonight, Shay. I don't




(cont’d)



care if you live with your parents.





SHANNON



You're sure?





MICHELLE



Absolutely. You don't have to hide



anything from me. 





SHANNON



If that's the case, follow me



upstairs. There's something I 



have to show you.

Shannon takes Michelle by the hand and leads her up the stairs. He leads her down a hallway and into the master bedroom.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Inside the master bedroom, there are about two-dozen long white candles lit around his parents' huge canopy bed. Incense burns in one corner. It looks like an elaborate porno set.





MICHELLE



Oh, my.





SHANNON



You like it?





MICHELLE



Did you just do all this while



I was downstairs, or was it your



butler?





SHANNON



I plead guilty, my dear.

Shannon moves in and embraces Michelle. They begin to kiss deeply. Shannon runs his hands under her dress and squeezes her buttocks. He pulls down her panties, and she begins to resist.





MICHELLE


No, wait...





SHANNON



What's wrong?





MICHELLE



I'm not sure we should be doing



this yet. 





SHANNON



My parents are in Europe.

Shannon keeps kissing her and feeling her all over. Michelle finally pushes him back.





MICHELLE



Really! I think we should stop.





SHANNON




(noticeably frustrated)



What is it?





MICHELLE



Nothing... everything. I just don't



think we should go this far tonight.



I really like you. I've had a great



time tonight.





SHANNON



So, what's the deal?





MICHELLE


It's all just moving a little fast



for me.





SHANNON




(stiffening)



I see. It's not exactly Indiana, is



it? 





MICHELLE



That's not what I mean.





SHANNON



Well, I'm not sure what they call 



it back home, but around here, it's



called being a tease.





MICHELLE



Look, I may have let things go a



little far. I'm sorry about that.





SHANNON



Sorry? You're not the one who's 



gonna go to bed with blue balls.

Michelle glares at him.





SHANNON


Come on. I think I'd better get



you home.

Shannon walks out into the hallway wagging his index finger. Michelle stands still momentarily. She then shakes her head and follows him out into the hallway.

EXT. SHANNON'S CAR - NIGHT

Shannon is driving Michelle back to her apartment. He has some glam rock playing pretty loudly on the stereo, preventing conversation.

Michelle keeps looking over at him. Shannon will not look back at her. He only stares ahead at the road in front of them.

They finally reach her apartment building. Shannon stops the car, and then reaches across her lap and opens up her door. Michelle hesitates for a moment. Then she gets out of the car.





MICHELLE




(over the music)


I really did have a good time tonight.



Maybe we can do it again sometime.





SHANNON



Sure. We'll se.

Michelle shuts the car door and Shannon promptly peels out in her parking lot. Michelle watches him drive away with a confused look on her face. She shakes her head and goes inside.

INT. SHANNON'S HOUSE - NIGHT

Shannon Markowitz and Kenny Frazier are enjoying a couple of beers on Saturday evening. It is the night after Shannon's date with Michelle. Both young men are lounging on a couch in the living room.





KENNY



So, how about some details from last



night, huh?





SHANNON



Kenneth dear boy, a true gentleman



provides no such details.





KENNY



So, in other words, you struck out!





SHANNON



Fuck you. 




(beat)



Actually, she may be a more difficult 



conquest then even I imagined. But



like a great philosopher once said,



there's always next time.

Both men down their beers. Shannon gets up and moves to the kitchen to get a couple more.





KENNY



When are these two buddies of yours



supposed to show up?





SHANNON (OS)



They'll be here soon enough.

Shannon emerges from the kitchen with two more beers in his hands. He tosses one of them to Kenny.





SHANNON



Now Kenneth, do not embarrass me



in front of these guys tonight. I



invited you over here to be a part



of something cool. Don't blow it by



being a wuss.





KENNY



Something cool? Like what?





SHANNON



You still play the guitar, don't



you?





KENNY



Yeah. Now and then.





SHANNON



Well, it just so happens that I



am a singer. Mike plays the drums.



Ronnie plays bass. I think the four



of us together would kick ass. You 



have to prove yourself to these guys,



though. I already did.





KENNY



Prove myself? How am I going to do



that?





SHANNON



Show them you know how to party, for



starters.





KENNY



Anyone can party. It takes actual 



talent to form a band and record 



songs. You can't just call yourself



a band and act all famous. It doesn't



work that way.





SHANNON



Maybe you don't have what it takes.



I had hoped we could count on you.



A true star knows he has what it 



takes. Even before the first time he



takes the stage. He just knows, man.





KENNY



Let me just meet these guys first. 



Then we'll see.

The loud rumble of a car stereo can be heard outside. Shannon goes to a window to verify who it is.





SHANNON



The wait is over. They're here.

From Shannon's POV, we see Ronnie Ramone and Mike Mears pull into the driveway in a convertible muscle car similar to the one Shannon drives.





SHANNON




(looking out the window)



Shit, these guys even have good



taste in cars!

Shannon hurries to the front door to let them in. The sound of a loud GONG is heard throughout the house, meaning either Ronnie or Mike has just rang the doorbell.





SHANNON




(opening the door)



Get the fuck in here!





RONNIE



Shay! What the hell is going on? 



You ready to party?





SHANNON



You bet your ass I am!

Mike and Ronnie stroll in.





MIKE




(motioning to Kenny)



Who's your pal?





SHANNON



He could be our answer on 



guitar. Mike Mears, Ronnie



Ramone, meet Kenny Frazier.



He would be a terrific addition



to our group.





MIKE



Really? How 'bout it, kid? Can



you shred or what?





KENNY



Yeah, I can play.





MIKE



No, no, no! There's a difference



between shredding and playing. I




(cont’d)



mean Jewel can play a guitar. George



Lynch can shred. You know what I



mean?





KENNY



Sure, I get what you mean. I just



never thought you had to play a 



guitar until it caught fire in order



to get respect. 





MIKE



There's different ways to get respect.



I want what George got. What kind do



you want?





RONNIE



Take it easy on the kid, Mike. We'll



see how well he can play. Some other



night. Tonight we've got other business



to tend to. 





SHANNON



And tend to it we will.





KENNY



And what is this business?





RONNIE



We'll fill you in later. Now let's



just concentrate on getting wasted.




Toss me a beer!

CUT TO LATER IN THE EVENING:

The four young men are sitting in Shannon's living room. Several empty beer cans are scattered around them. Half a bottle of Jack Daniels rests on the coffee table as the guys are talking about the state of rock and roll.





RONNIE



I just don't know anymore, man. Rock



and roll used to be so much fun. You



could turn on MTV and see all these



great bands will cool videos. Great



songs. Hot chicks. Everything we don't



have right now.





MIKE



You ain't shittin'. Now days if you



want to see any hot chicks in a video



you have to turn it over to CMT. Or



even BET, for Christ sakes!





KENNY



All you get there is some soul sister



shaking her big ass in the camera,



though!

All four men burst into laughter. Ronnie passes the bottle of Jack to Kenny. 





RONNIE



You ain't half wrong, kid!





KENNY




(after taking a swig)



I've always thought the same.





SHANNON



There are so many things wrong



with music right now. Twenty years



ago... you knew everything about



the big groups. Everyone had a lead



guitarist who was as much a symbol



of the band as the singer. I mean,



how many guitar players now even 



know how to solo? Where are the 



Slashes, the Mic Marses? Where’s


the modern equivalent of Tracii Guns?




RONNIE



Most of them won't even look the 



audience in the eye. They just look



down and play as fast as they can



so nobody will notice that they can't



even play!





KENNY




(laughing)



I'll do what I can for us!





SHANNON



It's time to take the music back.



Tonight!





KENNY



You guys keep saying that. What is



that supposed to mean?




SHANNON




(to Mike and Ronnie)



Think he's ready to hear this?





RONNIE



Sure. Why not?

Ronnie moves over to Kenny and whispers their plan for Gennex into his ear.





KENNY



What!?

Mike moves over and places a huge arm around Kenny.





MIKE


You heard the man. We're gonna take



the music back.





KENNY



By kicking the shit out of Gennex? 



You guys are gonna get in big fucking



trouble! Even if you went through with



it, what would it prove.





RONNIE



We won't get caught. Maybe wasted in



the process, but not caught.





MIKE



Fuckin' a right!





KENNY




(trying to stand)



You guys are nutty!



Mike and Ronnie pull him back down.





RONNIE



Shay, I don't think your friend is



quite into this.





SHANNON



He will be. We just have to convince



him.





MIKE


I think I know just how.

Mike reaches into one of his studded cowboy boots. He pulls out a cellophane bag of cocaine and shakes it in front of Kenny's face.

EXT. ALLEY - NIGHT

Shannon, Ronnie, and Kenny are gathered around Ronnie's car in the alley behind The Grove. They are anxiously awaiting Mike's return with some much needed supplies.





KENNY




(really drunk)



I can't wait, man! We're gonna



kick their ass!





RONNIE



How you feelin', Shay? Ready for



this?





SHANNON



I've been ready for this since 1992.



Let's get it on!

A back door to The Grove opens as Gennex is about to leave the venue. Their lead singer JEFF REED can be heard addressing the crowd.





JEFF REED (OS)



Thank you, L.A.!!! We are Gennex,



and you are all part of a revolution!




RONNIE



What a douche bag. Can you believe



that?





KENNY



Let's do this now!





RONNIE



Easy, now. Not here. Too many people.





SHANNON



We'll get them in their hotel room.

Shannon, Ronnie, and Kenny watch as the members of Gennex exit The Grove and get on their tour bus. All four members are under twenty-five. Grungy clothing. Short hair. Plenty of tattoos and pierces.





SHANNON



How fuckin' many tattoos can you 



fit on your forearm?





RONNIE



No shit. What a bunch of little



punks.

After a moment, four young groupies get on the bus with Gennex.





SHANNON



What a waste. These little shits



are all going to get laid. This 



world isn't fair.

Mike approaches carrying a large duffel bag.





RONNIE



There he is. Shit, we were thinking



you stopped in to watch the show!





MIKE



Fuck that. You couldn’t pay me to


listen to their crap. 





SHANNON



I can't wait to see what's in that



bag!

Mike unzips the bag and begins passing out hotel uniforms. 





KENNY



How the fuck did you get those?





MIKE



I took 'em. Simple enough.





RONNIE



Mike used to work over there. We



stop in all the time for food and



stuff. There ain't an inch of that



hotel we don't know.





SHANNON



Cool.





MIKE




(to Ronnie)



We got the right tools?





RONNIE




(opening the trunk)



You know it.

The open trunk reveals all kinds of weapons. Bats, knives, a couple of machetes. Ronnie opens a small tool box and removes three automatic pistols. He passes one to Shannon and another to Mike.





KENNY



Dude, where's mine?





RONNIE



You won't be needing one, kid.

Ronnie picks Kenny up by the throat and throws him into the trunk. Before the drunken Kenny even knows what happened, Ronnie shuts the trunk on him.





RONNIE



We don't need him fucking this up.



He's just too hyper.





MIKE



Good call.





SHANNON



I'm sorry about him. I really did



think he was up to it.

Kenny (OS) can be heard protesting from inside the trunk as the others get into their hotel uniforms. The tour bus begins to drive off.





RONNIE



All right. Let's go. We'll leave the



car right here.

Shannon, Mike, and Ronnie set off on foot toward the HOTEL DEXTER where Gennex is staying only a couple blocks away.

EXT. REAR OF HOTEL - NIGHT

At the rear of the hotel, the three men pause for some last minute planning.





RONNIE



Any sign of cops, and we do this



some other time. Got it?

Shannon and Mike both nod. 





MIKE



Just follow me. We can get up on



the service elevator. 




(beat)



Tie your hair up in back. Don't



make eye contact with anyone.



They're busy as fuck in the kitchen



right now. Nobody will say shit to



us as long as we stay out of the



way.





SHANNON



What about cameras?





MIKE



There's one at the end of each



hall. We can take them out, though.




(beat)



There ain't one in the service



elevator.





SHANNON



What floor?





MIKE



Fifteen. That's where all the bands



stay. 





RONNIE



How many goons you figure?





MIKE


I don't know. They probably brought



their own. A couple at least.





RONNIE



Well, gentlemen. Let's go make music



history.

INT. SERVICE CORRIDOR - NIGHT

The three men enter the rear of the Hotel Dexter. They quickly walk down a corridor taking them toward the kitchen area. Each man is careful to keep his head down.

A room service cart covered by a white tablecloth sits near the service elevator. 





MIKE


Look at that.





RONNIE



Perfect. Let's deliver some room



service!

Nobody notices as the three men get on the service elevator with the cart. The doors close, and they're on their way up.

INT. ELEVATOR - NIGHT





RONNIE




(untying his hair)



No sense hiding who we are now.

Shannon and Mike also let their hair flow. 





SHANNON



How do I look?





MIKE



What do you mean? You look fine.





SHANNON



I just want to look my best for this. 





RONNIE



Keep in mind nobody looks that good



under fluorescent lights. But you 



look great. We all do. I think we're



ready.





SHANNON



Fuckin' a!

The elevator reaches the fifteen floor with a DING. The doors open and the three men exit.

INT. HALLWAY - NIGHT





MIKE



Wait here.

INT. SECURITY ROOM - NIGHT

As a security guard plays solitaire on a computer, the split-screen monitor for the fifteenth floor goes blank behind him.

INT. HALLWAY - NIGHT

Mike rejoins Shannon and Ronnie with a big smile on his face. He has obviously just taken out the security cameras on the floor.





RONNIE



It's time.

Ronnie chambers a round in his pistol. Shannon and Mike follow suit.





RONNIE



I've got an idea.




(beat)



I'm gonna give somebody the surprise



of their life!

Ronnie crawls under the tablecloth covering the cart. He parts the cloth in front of him and extends his pistol. He pretends to fire off a couple rounds.





RONNIE



Pop! Pop!




(beat)



(cont’d)


Perfect. Let's go!

Shannon and Mike begin to push the cart down the hall toward Gennex's suite. Two burly security guards and two young groupies stand outside the door. Loud music can be heard emitting from inside the suite.





GROUPIE #1




(pleading)



Just let me see Jeff! He knows



me. We used to hang out all the



time!





GUARD #1



Ma'am, we can't. Jeff and the



guys have plenty of company 



tonight. Maybe some other time,



huh?





GROUPIE #2



Just go ask him! Please!





GUARD #1



Ma'am, please. Just go on home.





GROUPIE #1



But....!

The bodyguards and groupies suddenly notice Shannon and Mike approaching with the room service cart. They park the cart right in front of the door to Gennex's suite.





GUARD #1



What the hell? Can I help you guys?





SHANNON




(coolly)



Room service.





GUARD #2



All room service is coordinated 



through us. We didn't order 



anything!





GUARD #1



You guys got the wrong room.





SHANNON



We beg to differ.

The tablecloth on the cart suddenly parts and Ronnie extends his pistol from underneath. A distinct POP echoes throughout the hallway. One bodyguard takes a round in the kneecap.

Shannon pulls out his own pistol and shoots the same guard between the eyes as he bends and grasps at his wounded knee.

The other bodyguard reaches behind him to pull a weapon. Mike pulls his pistol and shoots the man in the throat. He gasps as his blood spurts out onto the wall.

A groupie takes off on a dead run toward the elevator. Shannon drops her by shooting her in the back of the head. 

The other groupie is too petrified to move. She opens her mouth and is about to let out a big scream. Mike grabs her and wraps a huge arm around her mouth.

Shannon raises a finger to his lips.





SHANNON



Shhhhhhh!!!

INT. HOTEL SUITE - NIGHT

Inside their hotel room, the four members of Gennex are having a little party. Four young groupies are partying with them.

A portable stereo system BLARES loud rock music. Open alcohol containers are strewn everywhere. A couple people are smoking weed. All eight occupants are oblivious to the danger about to enter the room.

INT. HALLWAY - NIGHT

Ronnie grabs a hotel key from the pocket of a dead bodyguard.





RONNIE




(to the dead man)



Thanks, buddy!

Ronnie swipes the card through the lock. A tiny green light indicates the door has been unlocked.





RONNIE



Showtime!
INT. HOTEL SUITE - NIGHT

JASON AYRES, the bassist of Gennex is sitting on an enormous bed smoking a joint with his arm around a groupie. Jason, like all four members of Gennex, has really short hair, as well as numerous tattoos and pierces. They all look somewhat similar to the murdered clerk from Cosmic Tunes.





JASON AYRES




(offering the groupie a toke)



Here you go, sweetie. Enjoy it



while it lasts.

The groupie takes the joint from Jason and takes a modest drag. She coughs a little, then lets out a giggle.

The door to the room bursts open. 

The surviving groupie from the hallway is thrown into the room. She lands near the foot of the bed.

The young woman attempts to get to her feet. A pistol shot from behind her sends blood and a good chunk of cerebral matter splattering all over Jason and his groupie.

Shannon, Mike, and Ronnie all strut into the room. They take a look around and size up their victims.

The four members of Gennex and their respective groupies, though drunk and stoned, sit up and take notice.





SHANNON



Good evening, ladies and 



gentlemen. Our band has come



to show your band how to party!

CHRIS TENNEY, the band’s drummer, is the first to protest.





CHRIS TENNEY



What the fuck is this?




(beat)



Who the fuck are you guys?





SHANNON




(to Mike and Ronnie)



I guess we never did decide on a



name for our group, did we?




(to Chris Tenney)



For our purposes here tonight,



why don’t you just call us The



Killers!

Shannon extends his pistol and shoots Chris right through the chest. Stunned, Chris falls back to the floor and dies.

Mark Watters, the group’s guitarist, jumps up from a chair and bolts for the door.





MARK WATTERS



Fuck this, man! I’m outta here!

The path to the door runs too close to Ronnie. Ronnie throws a shoulder into Mark, sending him crashing through a glass coffee table. Ronnie then finishes Mark off with a bullet to the forehead.

A groupie tries to crawl under the bed. Mike pulls her out by her legs. She screams until his snaps her neck with his 

powerful hands. 

Jason Ayres reaches out for the phone next to the bed. Ronnie shoots him through his outstretched hand, then sends another round through his head.

By now, singer JEFF REED is the only surviving member of Gennex. He picks up a lamp and hurls it at Shannon. The lamp hits Shannon in the head, momentarily dazing him.

Jeff takes off toward the bathroom. Shannon pursues him.

(OS) Two more muffled gunshots are heard which finish off two more groupies.

Jeff makes it to the bathroom. He slams the door, hitting Shannon in the face with it.





SHANNON




(grimacing)



Shit! Motherfucker!

INT. BATHROOM - NIGHT

Jeff Reed frantically looks around for a weapon. 





JEFF REED



Who the fuck are you guys!?

Shannon kicks the door open and enters the bathroom. Jeff Reed backs against the far wall, cowering.





SHANNON



Hey, asshole. I’ve got something for you.

Shannon reaches under his pant leg and pulls out his huge hunting knife.





SHANNON



Let’s see how well you can sing



without any vocal cords!





JEFF REED



Oh, man! Please don’t! 




(beat)



What the fuck did we ever do to



you?

Shannon lunges at Jeff. Jeff takes a feeble swing at Shannon. Shannon catches his arm and pulls him close. 

Shannon runs his knife across Jeff’s throat. A tidal wave of blood gushes out from the wound. Jeff frantically tries to cover the wound with his hands, but there is no use.

Shannon stands over the dying singer in triumph. 

After a moment, he grabs a towel from a hanger just above the sink. We see him dab the towel in the pool of blood that has drained from Jeff’s throat.

INT. HOTEL SUITE - NIGHT

Shannon rejoins Mike and Ronnie in the main room of the suite. The room is awash in blood. One lone groupie sits trembling at the feet of Mike and Ronnie.





MIKE


Before we bid farewell to this



party, I want to have a piece



of this one.

Mike takes a step closer to her, unzipping his pants.





RONNIE



I wish we all could, but we



don’t have time for an encore!

Ronnie pulls Mike back, and the three of them head for the door. Ronnie finishes off the remaining witness with one last shot. The three men exit the hotel suite. Their first gig is done.

INT. CAR - NIGHT

Inside a flashy BMW, we get our first look at ALAN EMBRY, the manager of Gennex. Alan is a diminutive, but sleek and handsome man in his early thirties. Next to him is CHRISSY, an attractive woman in her early twenties, whom Alan met earlier at the Gennex concert.

Alan and Chrissy are returning to the Hotel Dexter after attending an after-party with some record company executives. At this point, neither has heard about the murders of the band members.





CHRISSY



That was really fun. I can’t believe



all the people you get to meet in



your business.





ALAN



Yeah. It can be quite a trip, all



right. 




(beat)



If only I could get the guys in 



the band to come to those things



more often. It would really do



their careers some good.





CHRISSY



They sounded great tonight. They



really did. I can’t believe they



aren’t like racing up the charts



right now.





ALAN




(flicks a cigarette outside)



It’s funny how things work in 



this business, honey. I would have



thought it was coming two years



ago.




(turns and smiles at her)



But I think we’re close. Really



close. There were some big names



there tonight. The kind of guys



who don’t bullshit you. Most of



them were practically drooling.

Alan stops for a red light. He reaches over and grabs Chrissy’s hand. She gives his a squeeze.

Suddenly, two ambulances loudly race by them. Alan and Chrissy share an amused look.

The light turns green, and Alan begins to pull into the intersection. A fire engine suddenly comes up right behind them; siren BLARING. Alan nervously pulls to the side of the

road.





CHRISSY



Wow!





ALAN



What the fuck is going on around



here tonight?

Once the fire engine is safely past them, Alan proceeds into traffic. 

The BMW turns a corner only to be stopped cold by a police roadblock. An officer waves them off in another direction. Alan stops and rolls down his window.





ALAN



Excuse me! Sir!

The officer approaches.





ALAN



I’m staying in the Dexter down



the street. Could you tell me



what’s going on?





OFFICER



All we’ve been told is there’s



been a security incident inside



the hotel. We’re keeping the 



area sealed off until further



notice.





ALAN


Well, listen. There’s a group of



kids staying in there. A band. 



I’m their manager. Is there any



way I could maybe make sure 



they’re okay?

The officer noticeably raises his eyebrows.





OFFICER



And your name?





ALAN



Alan Embry. The band is called Gennex.





OFFICER



Okay, sir. I think you’re going



to want to get out and come with



me.

A look of panic flashes across the face of Alan Embry.





ALAN



Sure. Uh... just a moment.





CHRISSY



My god! What do you think happened?





ALAN



I haven’t got the slightest.




(beat)



Doesn’t look good, does it?





OFFICER



You can leave your vehicle here, 



sir.





ALAN



Thank you. 




(to Chrissy)



Maybe some other time, sweetie?





CHRISSY



You have my number. Call me,



okay?

EXT. SIDEWALK - NIGHT

Alan Embry is being escorted into the front lobby of the Hotel Dexter. Sever police officers and rescue personnel

mill about. 

Alan is trying to get any of the band members on his cell phone. 





ALAN




(into his phone)



Come on!

INT. GENNEX’S SUITE - NIGHT

A cell phone next to the corpse of Jason Ayres begins to ring as a sheet is pulled over him on the bed. A panicked expression is still on his face.

A policeman and a paramedic look grimly at one another as the phone continues to ring.

INT. HOTEL LOBBY - NIGHT





ALAN




(snaps the phone shut)



Fuck!

Alan steps onto the elevator, still escorted by two uniformed officers.

INT. ELEVATOR - NIGHT





ALAN



Listen... could either of you



two just tell me what the hell



happened here?





OFFICER



The detectives will brief you,



sir.

INT. HALLWAY - NIGHT

The elevator doors open, and Alan Embry steps out into the fifteenth floor. Knowing the direction of Gennex’s suite, he cautiously begins to walk in that direction, still flanked by the uniformed officers.

Alan turns the corner into the hallway where the massacre began. The sight of three bodies under bloody sheets, and blood caked on the walls stops him dead in his tracks.





ALAN




(quietly)



Oh, my god!





OFFICER



The detectives are waiting inside



the young men’s suite, sir.

One officer takes Alan by the arm and gestures in the direction of the open door. Police and medical personnel filter in and out. Some stand huddled in the hallway. All eyes turn to Alan as he approaches the suite door.

INT. GENNEX’S SUITE - NIGHT

We follow Alan’s POV as he turns to enter the suite. We see the blood and dead bodies strewn all over the room. Several officers are taking notes, making phone calls, and some are taking pictures. 

Detectives Mark LeMay and Mitchell Sullivan are standing together on the other side of the room.





OFFICER




(to LeMay and Sullivan)



Detectives! This is the band’s



manager Mr....





LeMAY



Mr. Embry. Come on in. Thanks



for joining us tonight, sir.

LeMay and Sullivan approach Alan. The two uniformed officers leave the room. Alan begins breathing heavily as he looks  around the room. 





LeMAY



I’m Detective Mark LeMay. And




This is Detective Mitchell



Sullivan.

Alan absently shakes hands with each man, still unable to take his eyes off the carnage in the room. 





SULLIVAN



Mr. Embry, I’m afraid this is



going to be difficult for you



sir...

CUT TO:

INT. BATHROOM - NIGHT

Alan Embry is just finishing vomiting in the toilet next to Jeff Reed’s corpse in the bathroom. He has seen and identified all the members of Gennex, and finally the situation has overwhelmed him.

LeMay hands Alan a towel once he has composed himself a little.





ALAN




(referring to Jeff Reed)



He was.... he was my little 



sister’s boyfriend for years.




(sobbing)



He was such a... good kid.



They all were! Who the hell



could have done this?!





LeMAY



That’s what we’d like to know,



Mr. Embry. If you could help



us in any way....





ALAN



You guys are the goddamned 



cops! I’m just a tour manager!




(beat)



These guys were musicians!



They were just kids! They were...

Alan notices something on the shower wall behind the two detectives. Written in Jeff Reed’s blood was a cryptic

message which reads:

“GLAM SLAM THANK YOU MA’AM”





ALAN



What the fuck is that supposed



to be? 





SULLIVAN



We were hoping you could shed



some light on that, Mr. Embry.




(beat)



It seems our perpetrators were



trying to tell us something.





LeMAY



Any ideas?

Alan holds a hand to his face and stares at the wall, pondering the message. Finally he shrugs and looks away.





ALAN



Look, officers. I really have



no clue what the hell happened



here or what this business is



all about. Now, if you don’t 



mind, I’d like to make some 



phone calls.





SULLIVAN



To whom, your lawyer?





LeMAY



Easy, Mitch. Mr. Embry has been



through quite a lot already 



tonight. We don’t need to get 



into that other matter just yet.





ALAN




(bewildered)



What other matter?





SULLIVAN



We just might be referring to a



vile of cocaine we found in your



room next door. That other matter.




(beat)



If you refuse to help us, that



coke, along with your prior from



last year will be used against



you in a court of law.





LeMAY



Or, if you help us catch whoever



did this, we might just forget



we ever saw it. What do you say?

It doesn’t take Alan long to make a decision.





ALAN



Okay.... whatever you need. You



got me. What would you like to 



know?





LeMAY



Everything, of course. But for 



now let’s just start with this



message on the wall.

All three men turn to study the message once more.

EXT. LOADING DOCK - DAY

Shannon Markowitz is busy helping unload a truck of merchandise. After a moment, he checks his watch. 

He looks toward the door, obviously expecting Michelle to come outside to smoke. Michelle is nowhere to be seen.

Shannon takes another look at his watch. He shakes it, listening for broken pieces.





SHANNON




(to another worker)



I’m taking a quick five.





WORKER



It better be quick. We’ve



still got half a truck here!

Shannon flashes a cocky smile at him, and strolls toward the entrance to the store.

INT. GRISSOM’S DEPARTMENT STORE - DAY

Shannon quickly makes his way between several racks of clothing over toward the ladies’ department. He stops about thirty yards from the register station where Michelle is working. He then peers over the top of an assortment of jeans and stares at her.

Shannon continues to stare at Michelle until Marty Dinkins comes over to ask what he’s doing.

Marty puts a hand on Shannon’s back. Shannon nervously spins, preparing to deck whoever just came up behind him.





MARTY



Take it easy, killer!





SHANNNON



What the fuck is that supposed



to mean?





MARTY



Umm.. nothing. What are you



doing in here, Markowitz?



Still fantasizing about that




(cont’d)



which you’ll never have?





SHANNON



Fuck you, man! 

Marty chuckles at Shannon who begins to walk back outside, now totally frustrated.

EXT. PARKING LOT - DAY

It is about noon. Shannon sits on the trunk of his car in the parking lot of Grissom’s. He’s leisurely munching on a bag of chips and sipping a soda.

From a distance, he notices Michelle come walking outside of the store. She waves to a preppy-looking guy in a convertible who is parked at the curb waiting for her. 

The man inside the car leans over and opens the door for Michelle. She gets in his car, and the two of them drive off as Shannon watches.





SHANNON




(meekly)



This is a most disturbing



development.

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY

At police headquarters, there is a brainstorming session to hopefully figure out who killed the members of Gennex. Present are Detectives LeMay and Sullivan, psychologist KATHERINE WADE, forensic investigator Vincent Scopes, and Alan Embry.

At the head of the table is Detective LeMay who is leading the discussion. Files are strewn open all over the table. Styrofoam coffee cups litter the table, as well. 





LeMAY



Glam Slam, Thank You Ma’am.




(beat)



Anyone have a clue as to what



that might mean?




(beat)



Anyone?





SCOPES



It’s like something from the



Manson family. I’ve never seen



anything like it since I’ve been



with the department.





LeMAY



Yes. Charles Manson does come to



mind. The main question we have



to answer here is why someone



would use the same M.O..





WADE



Manson did it to send a message.



He had his people write phrases



at the crime scenes he hoped 



would incite a race war.





SULLIVAN



I wonder what type of upheaval 



our perps wish to start.





LeMAY



Let’s break this down. First of



all, what does glam mean? Something



glamorous? What are we really 



talking, here?





ALAN



In musical terms, it’s slang.



It’s often used to group rock



bands from the 1980s that were



from here in town.





LeMAY



It’s a type of band?





ALAN



Well, sort of. A glam band would



tend to have really long hair,



wear tight clothing... possibly



even facial makeup. A lot of those



bands were made up of guys who



looked a lot better than most of



the women at their shows. They



usually sang about sex, lost love,



and good times. It’s pretty much a




(cont’d)



dead genre these days.





SULLIVAN



You mean bands like....





ALAN



Motley Crue. Poison. Ratt. 





SULLIVAN



Stuff that was popular back 



when I was in school.





ALAN



For me, too. 





LeMAY



Not many of them around these



days?





ALAN



Oh, some of them still tour.



Mostly in the Midwest. Not too



many big venues here in town



will have them anymore. Popular



rock music has shifted in recent



years to favoring bands that 



sing about more serious issues.





LeMAY



Any reason for the shift? 





WADE



Believe it or not, society has



done some growing up in the 



past couple decades, Mark. 




(beat)



It’s not all about having a 



good time, anymore. 





LeMAY



I guess this is all over my 



head. Music for me has always



been Pat Boone. Hank Williams.



Senior, not junior. Anything in



the past twenty years never 



really found a fan in me. How 




(cont’d)



about you, Mitch?





SULLIVAN



Hey, if it ain’t the Rolling



Stones, it ain’t rock and



roll!





LeMAY




(to Alan)



So I take it that Gennex would



not be a glam band?





ALAN



No. Not at all. I’d say Gennex



was the antithesis of a glam



band. They never wore makeup



or sang about getting laid. They



were a lot deeper than that.

Mark LeMay stands up and walks over to the window. His mind seems to be racing as he taps his finger to his chin repeatedly. Finally, he turns to the others and proposes a revelation.





LeMAY



What would you all say if I 



told you there were some pissed



off music fans out there who are



doing some killing to strike out



at popular music.





SULLIVAN



I’d say you’ve already lost me,



Mark.





LeMAY



Look, that clerk we found in the



alley behind Cosmic Tunes was



just like these murdered band



members. He looked so much like



them he could have been one of 



them. 




(beat)



Vince, the wound on that clerk’s



next was almost identical to the



one on the kid in the bathroom, right?





SCOPES



Sure. It could have been made by



the same knife.





ALAN



You mean these guys may have



killed before?





LeMAY



Yes! I’m sure of it. We recently



found a record store clerk in an



alley downtown. Butchered. This



kid was exactly like the guys in



that band! 





SULLIVAN



So, somewhere out there we have



some fanatical music critics who



don’t like the music at Cosmic 



Tunes, or whatever Gennex played



the other night at The Grove?





LeMAY



Looks that way. I just wish we



had more physical evidence. Or



an eye witness. These guys were



smart enough to take out the



security cameras at both places.



I wouldn’t be surprised if it



turns out to be someone with a



background in either security 



or law enforcement.





ALAN



So in other words?





SULLIVAN



In other words, these guys are



possibly highly skilled, and



maybe some of the luckiest



assholes we’ve ever been after.



We’ll catch a break soon.





LeMAY



I sure hope so, Mitch. It would



be nice to have more to go on



than simply knowing our suspects




(cont’d)



dislike popular music.

INT. GRISSOM’S DEPARTMENT STORE - DAY

The following day after watching Michelle drive off with the mystery man, Shannon is ready to confront her about him.

Shannon briskly walks up to the counter where she and a female co-worker named BETH are chatting. Both young women stop talking once they notice Shannon approaching.





SHANNON




(to Beth)



I’d like a word with Michelle if



you don’t mind.





BETH




(a pause, then a smirk)



Sure thing, stud.

Obviously mocking him, she turns and walks away. Shannon shoots a venomous glance in her direction.

He turns to Michelle, and his face suddenly becomes warm and friendly.





SHANNON




(nervously)



Hi.





MICHELLE




(neutral tone)



Hi, yourself.  





SHANNON




(an awkward pause, then..)



How ya been, sweetie?





MICHELLE



Oh, you know... fine.





SHANNON



That’s good. That’s great.




(beat)



Look, about Friday evening. I’d



just like to say that I’m sorry




(cont’d)



if I made you feel uncomfortable



or anything.

Michelle looks down and smiles. She then composes herself and looks him in the eye.





MICHELLE



Look, Shay. I let things go too



far the other night. For that,



I’m really sorry. I think that 



for the time being, we should just



be friends. You really are sweet,



and I like you...





SHANNON




(faking sincerity)



Oh. If that’s what you want, then



I guess that’s the way it should



be. I’m not here to put you under



any pressure.

  



MICHELLE



I’m glad you feel that way. I 



really am. Look, I quit smoking,



but if you ever want to talk,



you can find me in here.





SHANNON



Sure. That would be fine.



So, what did you do on Saturday?





MICHELLE



(eyes widening)



Oh! I was at that Gennex concert



at The Grove. You know the one...





SHANNON



You were? I can’t believe it! I



would never have taken you for



a fan of theirs!





MICHELLE



Well, yeah. They’re okay. I just



can’t believe someone would do



that to them!





SHANNON



Those band guys... you never know



what kinds of things they’re into.



Probably over drugs or something...





MICHELLE



The cops don’t think so. All they



found there was pot. It wasn’t



like some big coke deal gone bad.





SHANNON



Maybe someone just didn’t like



their music. 





MICHELLE



Can you believe one of those



guys even asked me up to their



room?





SHANNON



Thank goodness you came to 



your senses and told him to 



get lost!





MICHELLE


I almost went. He was kind of



cute.





SHANNON




(eyes darken)



Not anymore, I’m afraid.





MICHELLE



I guess not. 





SHANNON




(after a brief pause)



Look. If we’re going to be 



friends, then let me just give



you some advice, Michelle. 




(beat)



Be careful who you hang out



with, okay. Some guys can get



you into trouble out here.





MICHELLE



Can you?





SHANNON



Not that kind. See ya.

Shannon turns and struts off toward the loading dock.

INT. THE GROVE NIGHTCLUB - NIGHT

Sitting at a corner table in quiet section of the bar are Shannon, Mike, and Ronnie. All three men exhibit a subdued satisfaction as they discuss plans for future mayhem.





SHANNON



Saturday night was great, but we



need another gig.





RONNIE



Fine by me. That was a blast. I



can’t wait for the next one.





MIKE



Who’s next?

All three men just kind of look at each other for a moment. 





RONNIE



Perhaps I have an idea. I’ve been



saving this just in case.

Ronnie reaches into his pocket and pulls out a faded newspaper photo of a middle-aged balding man. The man is well-dressed and solemn-looking. 





SHANNON



Who the hell is that?





MIKE



He’s a piece of shit!





RONNIE



He happens to be a record company



exec here in the city. His name



is Fabio something. A real pig.



Last year, he had the nerve to 



turn me and Mike down for a record



contract. Just yesterday, he made



a statement calling for the heads



of the cowards who killed Gennex.





SHANNON



Cowards? That was one of the bravest



deeds ever done on behalf of the 



music industry. 





RONNIE



He went on to say that Gennex



represented everything good about



today’s music scene. 




(beat)



I read another quote from him 



recently in which he denounced the



excessive arrogance of bands from



previous decades. He lauded the



bands of today who are real people.



What nerve!





MIKE



Good call, Ronnie. This fucker has



got to be next!





SHANNON



When?





RONNIE



Soon. We’ll have to tail him and



take him at his house. Less 



witnesses there. 





SHANNON



Cool.





RONNIE




(to Shannon)



So... you heard from your friend?





SHANNON



No. Kenny hasn’t been to work for



the past two days. I haven’t seen



him anywhere.





MIKE



Not good.





RONNIE



Any chance he may take a trip to 



see the cops?





SHANNON



I doubt it. He knows better than



that. He’s met you two. He knows



what would happen.





RONNIE



I’m afraid I don’t share your



optimism on that point, Shay.





SHANNON



Let me talk to him.





MIKE



By all means. Or we may have to.

Mike and Ronnie share a sinister grin.

EXT. DRIVEWAY OF FANCY HOUSE - DAY

A huge Cadillac turns up the driveway leading to a swanky house. The car is driven by FABIO MARQUETTE, the record company executive Ronnie mentioned in the previous scene.

Fabio is in his mid-forties. He’s paunchy, but obviously prosperous. Nice clothing. Balding on top, but long graying hair tied up in a ponytail behind his head.

The driveway is narrow and winds through a thicket of trees. Parked near the house, blocking the driveway is a white cargo van. 

INT. FABIO’S CADILLAC - DAY





FABIO



What the fuck? Who in the hell is 



this?

Fabio stops just in front of the cargo van. He abruptly jumps out and looks around for the driver of the van.

EXT. DRIVEWAY - DAY

Fabio notices the two rear doors of the van are open toward the house. He notices two pairs of legs standing behind the vehicle. He quickly walks around to the back of the van to confront Mike and Ronnie who are unloading some huge speakers from the back of the van.





FABIO



Excuse me, guys! What the hell are



you doing here, exactly.





MIKE


Oh, man! You’re just the guy we



were looking for! You are Fabio



Marquette, aren’t you?





FABIO



I am. Who the hell are you? What’s



all that crap you’re unloading in



my driveway?





RONNIE



It’s our equipment. We’re in a band.



We came here to audition for you.





FABIO



Excuse me?!





RONNIE



You are in charge of signing new



acts for NEW AGE RECORDS, aren’t



you?





FABIO




(bewildered)



Well yes, but...





MIKE


Perfect! We just thought it 



would be better if we came to 



see you here instead of that



busy office of yours. We’ll need



intimacy for you to truly get 



the meaning behind our talent.





FABIO



Look, guys. I don’t know how you



think this business works, but 



the last thing I need is a couple



of punks playing me a private 



concert in my own fucking driveway!





RONNIE



Really? 




(to Mike)



I was afraid of that.




(to Fabio)



I guess we’ll have to take you to 



our place instead.





FABIO



If you guys don’t get the hell out



of here, I’m gonna call the...

Fabio reaches for his cell phone in his attaché case. Shannon suddenly appears behind him and gives him a jolt in the back with a stun gun. Fabio drops to the concrete.





RONNIE



Good. Now let’s pick all this shit 



up and get this fat fuck back to 



your place, Shay!





MIKE



What do you figure we’ll do to him?





RONNIE



What kind of acoustics does your



place have, Shay?





SHANNON



In my parents’ theater? The very



best. There is no better place



to rock out.





RONNIE



Let’s go, then!

INT. SHANNON’S THEATER - NIGHT

Camera gives us a close-up of Fabio Marquette’s chubby face. His eyes are closed and he’s leaning back in a recliner chair. A cup of water is poured on his face. 

Fabio opens his eyes to see Shannon, Mike, and Ronnie standing over him. Fabio takes a look around him. From his POV, we see that he is sitting on a chair on the stage of the small theater inside Shannon’s house. The room is fairly dark, yet one can easily make out all the empty seats.

Two huge amps are set up on either side of Fabio’s head.





SHANNON



Wake up, sleeping beauty.





FABIO




(frightened)



So, who are you guys?

No answer.





FABIO



What do you guys want? 





MIKE



For now, just give us your 



undivided attention, fat boy.





SHANNON



It seems you need a little



re-education about what good



rock music really is. 




(beat)



My buddies here tell me you 



denied their band a record



contract a while back. We’d



just like to know why.





FABIO



Did you audition for us?





MIKE



We sent you a demo, man! You 



never got back to us. What the



fuck?





FABIO




(trembling)



I don’t know. I don’t listen



to every demo people send in.



I don’t have time...





MIKE



Bullshit!





SHANNON



I think I know our problem. 



Did you guys send in a group



picture with your tape?





RONNIE



Yeah, man. We sure did.





SHANNON




(exploding)



AH HA! Just as I thought! This



fat-assed pig probably took one



glance at you guys and told 



himself you had the wrong look



or something! He probably never



even tried to listen to it!

Shannon begins to walk in circles around Fabio.





FABIO



If you guys want to play it for



me now, that’s fine!





SHANNON



Silence!

Shannon grabs Fabio’s ponytail and pulls his head back, exposing his throat. Shannon’s other hand produces his

hunting knife, and he holds it over Fabio in a menacing

manner. 

Fabio winces, expecting the worst. 





SHANNON




(to Mike and Ronnie)



What do you think, guys? Should



I do it?





RONNIE



Not just yet.





SHANNON



You’re right. We need to have



some fun with him first.

Shannon proceeds to slice off Fabio’s ponytail and the scalp attached to it. Fabio SHRIEKS as Shannon drops the ponytail in his lap. 





SHANNON



Partying with us can get intense.



Just ask Gennex. Oh, wait. You 



can’t.

Fabio begins sweating and trembling even harder.





FABIO



Why me? Why them? Why...?





SHANNON



Good questions. The answer is simple.



You guys have no taste in music. 




(beat)



People like us... bands from other 



decades; we get no play anymore.



The only way we can get guys like



you to notice us is by doing things



like this. These are our gigs!





FABIO



You sadistic fucks! I hope you rot



in hell!





SHANNON



We may, indeed. You will first,



though.





MIKE


First thing’s first, though. Let’s



play some tunes!





SHANNON



We’ll leave you with this classic.

Shannon hits a switch on a remote control, and loud rock music starts BLARING from the amps by Fabio’s head. 

Shannon, Mike, and Ronnie each put in ear plugs. Fabio has a frantic look on his face as the music seems to be getting louder and louder in his ears. 

Finally, the sound gets so intense that Fabio’s ears begin to bleed. He SCREAMS!

Ronnie puts him out of his misery with a shot to the head from his pistol.





RONNIE


When I die, I want to go out just



like that!

EXT. WILDERNESS AREA - MORNING

A paramedic pulls back a sheet revealing the corpse of Fabio Marquette to Alan Embry. Flanking him on the hillside are Detectives Mark LeMay and Mitchell Sullivan. Vincent Scopes is also on the scene.





ALAN




(gagging)



That’s him! That’s Fabio Marquette



of New Age Records.

Alan Embry hurries off screen and we hear the sound of vomiting. 

Sullivan leans down close over the bloody corpse. 





SULLIVAN



Looks like a bullet to the head



finished him off.





SCOPES



And he’s got a patch of scalp 



missing in back.





LeMAY



Coyotes?





SCOPES


Nope. I’d say sliced off cleanly



with a knife. It also appears he’s



hemorrhaging from both ears.





LeMAY




(wondering aloud)



I wonder what the hell they



did to him.





SULLIVAN



Whatever they did doesn’t 



matter. They did him. That makes



fourteen that we know of.

Behind then, Alan Embry is regaining his composure. He wipes off the remains of his breakfast from his lips and chin.





ALAN



Say, guys. I think it might be



time for me to get the hell out



of California for a while. I’m



scared shitless here!

The detectives just look at him.





ALAN



Maybe I could just go to New



York for a few days. Visit my folks.





LeMAY



I don’t think so, Mr. Embry. I 



understand how upsetting this



whole thing is for you. But right



now, you’re about all we’ve got.



That’s difficult for me to admit.



But it’s accurate.





SULLIVAN



We’ll catch a break soon enough.



These guys won’t stay lucky forever.





SCOPES




(still examining the body)



Hey, guys! Get a load of this!

Both detectives quickly turn their attention back to the corpse on the ground. Scopes has rolled Fabio’s body on its

side and is looking at something on his back.





SULLIVAN



Is that?





LeMAY



Sure looks like it. 




(beat)




(cont’d)



Hey, Embry! Looks like we’ve



got another message.

Alan Embry cautiously moves close enough to see what the detectives are talking about. He peers down with a squeamish look at the body.

There is another short phrase carved into Fabio’s upper back which reads:

CRY TOUGH!





LeMAY



Suppose you could tell us what



that means?

To the detectives’ obvious surprise, Alan Embry breaks out into song!





ALAN



You gotta cry tough, out on the



street, to make your dreams happen!



You gotta cry out, out to the



world, to make them all come



true!





LeMAY



What the hell is that?





ALAN



Those are lyrics to a song from



two decades ago. From the band



called Poison. They’re one of



these glam bands we talked about.





SULLIVAN



Really?





ALAN



Yes. It’s a song about not letting



the world get you down or something



to that effect. A motivational



thing for aspiring young rock stars



back then.





SULLIVAN



So why carve this on the guy’s



back?





ALAN



I don’t know. For all we know



these guys may be aspiring 



young rockers, themselves. This



man was in charge of signing up



new talent for New Age Records.



Maybe he turned these guys down



for a recording contract at one



time.

Detective LeMay turns and walks away from the body. He walks over to the edge of a cliff and looks out toward the city below them. Sullivan joins him shortly thereafter.





SULLIVAN



Where do we go with this?

LeMay turns to face his partner with an intense look that says he’s had enough of this odd case.





LeMAY



I’ll tell you where we go. We



go downtown. We’ll assemble any



available personnel and scour the



recent criminal data banks. We’re



looking for any crimes committed



in the past month involving both



music and violence.





SULLIVAN



Are you serious?





LeMAY



Damned serious! And I also want



the files searched from top to



bottom at this New Age Records.



We’re looking for anyone who’s 



auditioned for them and has a



criminal record.





SULLIVAN



That could take some time, Mark.





LeMAY



No, it won’t. I tell you these 



guys have been up to more than



just these murders. Call it a



hunch. Call it anything. Nobody



starts with murder. Nobody. I



assure you we’ll find their 



handiwork once we start cross-



-referencing those files.





SULLIVAN



And when you say we’re looking for



violence and music, you mean...?





LeMAY



I mean anything from somebody 



punching out a neighbor for 



playing a stereo too loud to



someone hitting someone else in



the head with a drumstick.




(beat)



Violence and music. Got it?





SULLIVAN



Got it. I guess.

EXT. LOADING DOCK - DAY

Shannon is hard at work on the loading dock at Grissom’s Department Store. He looks up and we see Michelle walking out on the dock to smoke.

Shannon beams as she waves at him. He drops what he’s doing

and hustles over to talk to her.





MICHELLE


What’s up, Shay?





SHANNON



Oh, nothing really.





MICHELLE



Don’t say it! I know I’m a terrible



person for smoking again!





SHANNON



You are anything but a terrible




(cont’d)



person. 





MICHELLE



What have you been up to lately?



I haven’t seen you for a few 



days?





SHANNON


I’ve just been messing around.



Kind of sort of putting my band



together. 





MICHELLE



Really?





SHANNON



We’re still in the early stages right



now. It’s just what I’ve been



waiting for.





MICHELLE


What kind of music are we talking



about?





SHANNON



Rock. Straight up rock. 





MICHELLE



Originals or covers?





SHANNON



Oh, were totally original. There



is nobody out there like us.



That’s for sure!





MICHELLE



I’d love to hear you guys some



time!





SHANNON



We’d love that. You’d be a great



start to us developing our fan



base!

Michelle moves in closer to Shannon and grabs his wrist. 





MICHELLE



You know, there’s no reason we 



can’t be friends outside of 



this place. I think you’re a



great guy, and I’d love to 



spend time with you.





SHANNON


You don’t say? Well, I’m very



flattered that you still feel



that way. 





MICHELLE



I do.





SHANNON



Well, how about tonight, then. 



Perhaps we could grab a beer?





MICHELLE



I’d love to. It’s just that I



can’t tonight. Tomorrow would



really be better. 





SHANNON



Tomorrow it is, then. I promise



I won’t get you too drunk this



time, either. 





MICHELLE



Tell me about it. Last time we



both let things get a little



out of hand, didn’t we? 





SHANNON



If I don’t see you again ‘til



then... I guess this is 



goodbye.





MICHELLE



Yeah. I’d better get back inside.



Thanks for being my friend.





SHANNON



It’s the least I can do, honey.

Shannon practically drools as he watches her walk back inside.

EXT. SHANNON’S HOUSE - DAY

Shannon is just about to walk inside his front door. A hand reaches out from behind a bush and grabs him by the arm.





SHANNON



Holy shit!

Shannon turns to find Kenny Frazier emerging from behind the bush. Kenny looks terrible. Unshaven. Bags under his eyes. He is visibly trembling.





SHANNON



Kenny! Where the hell have you



been?





KENNY



Hiding out! Where you should be!





SHANNON



And may I ask why?





KENNY



Do I need to tell you? You guys 



are in some big fucking trouble!



It’s only a matter of time before



all you guys... maybe me, too are



gonna be behind bars.

Shannon smacks Kenny across the face with an open hand. He then grabs Kenny by the shoulders and pulls him closer.





SHANNON


Now, you listen to me! I know 



there going to catch us. At this



point I don’t give a shit. But we



still have gigs to do before they



find us. And we’re going to do



them! You can either help us, or 



get lost!





KENNY



You’re fucking insane.





SHANNON



How long did it take you to come



to that conclusion?




(beat)



Let me just warn you. Mike and



Ronnie are looking for you. They



think you’ll rat us out. If they



find you...





KENNY



I’m no snitch. And I’m not afraid



of those two creeps, either. I’m



leaving town.





SHANNON



Where to?





KENNY



That’s my business. I just came



here to try and convince you to



stop all this bullshit. Before



someone else gets killed. Like



you. I can see that it’s a waste



of time, though. You won’t stop.

Kenny begins to walk away.





SHANNON



You’re right about that, Kenneth!



I’m not going to stop! Look at



the news! Read the Times! I’m a



goddamned shining fucking star!




(beat)



This is my time on stage!

INT. SHANNON’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Shannon is lying back in bed with his eyes wide awake. He’s staring at the ceiling, obviously having trouble falling asleep.





SHANNON



Fuck it!

Shannon jumps out of bed and throws on the closest clothes he can find on the floor.

INT. SHANNON’S KITCHEN - NIGHT

Shannon’s kitchen is dark. Shannon opens up his refrigerator and grabs a bottle of champagne. The bright light from within the appliance illuminates his face.





SHANNON



Perfect!

EXT. SHANNON’S CAR - NIGHT

Shannon is driving his muscle car with the top down. The breeze is blowing his hair. He hums along to a glam rock

ballad as he drives.

EXT. MICHELLE’S APARTMENT BULIDING - NIGHT

Shannon parks his car in the street outside Michelle’s apartment building. He hops out with the bottle of champagne and struts up to her building. 

Shannon stops abruptly in his tracks. Parked right outside her door is the same car which picked her up at work the other day. Michelle is most likely inside with the mystery man!





SHANNON



Hmmmmmm. Interesting.

Shannon walks over to a window of Michelle’s ground-level apartment. He peers in through a tiny gap in the curtains.

From his POV, we see Michelle sitting with the mystery man on her couch. No making out is happening. They’re just sitting and talking while apparently watching TV.

Shannon snarls at this site through the window, then turns and angrily walks back to his vehicle.

INT. SHANNON’S CAR - NIGHT

Shannon is driving home at a much greater speed. He has popped the cork on the champagne bottle and is taking huge swigs of it.





SHANNON



I can’t believe it. I can’t 



fucking believe it!

INT. POLICE HEADQUARTERS - DAY

Detective Mark LeMay is sitting at his desk reading a file. Detective Mitch Sullivan hurries up to his desk, waving a piece of paper. 





SULLIVAN



I think we may have something



here, Mark!





LeMAY



We’d better, because if I have 



to read about one more noise 



complaint... what have you got?





SULLIVAN



I’ve got a bar owner. Says he



had a fight break out in his bar



over a jukebox selection.





LeMAY



Is that all?

Sullivan hands him the report, and LeMay scans it over quickly.





LeMAY



You aren’t shitting me. A couple



of bruisers laid out for people



simply because they made fun of



their jukebox selection.




(beat)



I don’t know if this is a clue, 



or yet another sign that our 



world is coming to an end.





SULLIVAN



It gets better. 

Sullivan hands LeMay another report.





SULLIVAN



Not even two hours later a couple



of guys matching the same general



descriptions roughed up a female



employee at a topless joint a few



blocks away. 

LeMay scans this report as Sullivan summarizes.





SULLIVAN



It seems they were singing along



with the p.a. system, then they



decided to get rough. In both cases,



the subjects fled before our units



arrived.





LeMAY



Whew. You might be on to something



here, Mitch. Even if these two men



aren’t the guys we’re after, they



still sound a little dangerous to



be walking the streets. 




(beat)



Feel like doing some follow-up?





SULLIVAN



You just read my mind, boss. Mic’s



Place is the name of the first



joint. It’s over on Olympic.

INT. MIC’S PLACE - DAY

Mic Reynolds is stocking up the bar as Detectives LeMay and Sullivan question him. The bar is not yet open for business.





MIC



Yeah, it was something. It



happened pretty fast like they



all do. Those four guys from



the one table were knocked on



their asses before you could



blink twice. They all needed



medical treatment. It was some



beating.





SULLIVAN



So, these two guys with the 



long hair and the tattoos just



started fighting because the 



other guys made fun of their



jukebox selection? Nothing more?





MIC



It wasn’t even their selection,



either! Another guy played the



song. These four guys made fun



of him and got in his face. The



other two came out of nowhere and



kicked ass!





LeMAY



This other guy who played the song.



He wasn’t with the two bruisers?





MIC



Naw, him I knew. He’s kind of a 



regular. He works over at Grissom’s.



That department store around the



corner. 




(beat)



The other two guys... I hadn’t ever



seen them before.





LeMAY



Do you know his name? The other 



guy?





MIC



Uh... Markowitz. Shannon Markowitz.



People usually call him “Shay”. He’s



a good kid. He’s never given me



any trouble.





SULLIVAN



There’s no record of him in the 



police report. Did he stick 



around and talk to any of the



officers?





MIC



No. He left shortly after the other



two guys did. I haven’t seen him



since.

Sullivan hands Mic his card.





SULLIVAN



If he shows back up here, why



don’t you have him give us a call.





MIC



You got it.

EXT. STREET - DAY

Detectives LeMay and Sullivan exit Mic’s Place and discuss what they’ve found out.





LeMAY



Well, at least we got something.



We got a name. Shannon Markowitz.




(beat)



I’ve got a feeling he may have



met up with these two guys after



the brawl.





SULLIVAN



You think?





LeMAY



Wouldn’t you at least buy the



guys who stuck up for you a 



beer?





SULLIVAN



I’ve never needed anyone sticking



up for me, Mark.





LeMAY



I’ll bet not.





SULLIVAN



Should we go find him? 





LeMAY



We will. First I’d like to talk



to someone over at that topless



bar. What was it called again?





SULLIVAN



The One Night Stand.





LeMAY



Classy.

INT. THE ONE NIGHT STAND - DAY

Detectives LeMay and Sullivan walk up to the bar inside the establishment. The owner/bartender who witnessed the disturbance with Shannon, Mike, and Ronnie is wiping down glasses on the other side. 

LeMay shows the bartender his badge.





BARTENDER



Oh shit. Which one of my girls got



busted this time?





SULLIVAN



Don’t worry, sir. It’s your patrons



we’re here for this time!





BARTENDER



Our patrons? Boy, you’ve got it all



when it comes to our patrons. They



come from the darkest depths of the



city. To tell you the truth, they



scare me to death most of the time.



The only reason I’m in this business



is for the money... and chicks.





LeMAY



You get your share of dregs, eh?





BARTENDER



You bet. The nine to five types like



looking at girls, too. But they 



generally don’t do it in here. It’s



usually the kind of guys you see on



wanted posters.





SULLIVAN



Would you happen to remember a couple



recently who were music lovers?





BARTENDER



Music lovers?





LeMAY



Music lovers.





SULLIVAN



Apparently you filed a report about 



some guys who roughed up one of your




(cont’d)



ladies. Only these weren’t ordinary



punks. They sang along with a song



over the p.a. system that they both



knew the words to.




(begins quoting from the report)



“They were obnoxious, vulgar, and 



looking for trouble.”





BARTENDER



Oh, yeah. Those guys were vicious 



mothers. Good singing voices, though.



The three of them have it made if 



they ever want to give up fighting 



and start singing for a living.





BOTH DETECTIVES



Three of them!





BARTENDER



Well, yeah. There were two big-assed



guys with long hair and tattoos all



up and down their arms. There was



another guy with them. He had long



hair, too, but I never noticed any



tatts. He was more of a pretty-boy.





LeMAY



I see. These guys ever try to come



back here?





BARTENDER



No way! We’d have thrown them out 



on their asses!





LeMAY



We’re currently trying to track 



these guys down so they don’t cause



any more trouble.





BARTENDER



If they come back, we’ll soften ‘em



up for you first. I’d like another



shot at them, to tell you the truth.





SULLIVAN



I’ll bet you would. Thank you, sir.

EXT. UNMARKED POLICE CAR - DAY

Detectives LeMay and Sullivan get into their car and begin discussing what they’ve learned.





SULLIVAN



I know what you’re thinking, Mark.





LeMAY



You know me too well, Mitch.

LeMay begins dialing a number into his cell phone. He waits for a moment before someone answers on the other end.





LeMAY



Mr. Reynolds. Mic? This is Detective



Mark LeMay. We just spoke. 




(beat)



Yeah. I have another thing I’d like



to ask you. Could you describe this



Shannon Markowitz’s physical 



appearance to me? 




(beat)



Mmm Hmm. 




(beat)



Okay. Thank you very much, sir.

LeMay terminates the call. 





SULLIVAN



Let me guess. Long Hair. Handsome.



Basically a pretty-boy with no



visible tattoos?





LeMAY



You got it. It seems Mr. Markowitz



may have been a little more than a



spectator in these events.

EXT. LOADING DOCK - DAY

Michelle walks out onto the dock to have her usual cigarette. Shannon notices her come out. He turns away quickly; acting as though he does not see her.

Michelle is undaunted. She walks right out amongst the other workers and taps him on the back.

Shannon jumps; then angrily turns around. He softens a bit when he realizes it is her.





MICHELLE




(laughing)



It’s just me! Don’t be scared.





SHANNON



What are you doing all the way



out here? This floor can be 



dangerous.





MICHELLE



With you here? I’m not afraid.




(beat)



So, how’s it going today?





SHANNON




(a little distant)



Great. Never better.





MICHELLE



We’ve been busy as hell in there



today. Some days I just don’t



know about this place.





SHANNON



Just wait until its holiday 



season.





MICHELLE



I think I may be ready for that



drink we talked about.

Shannon pauses for a moment, seeming to ponder when would be the best time. 





SHANNON


Me, too. If you can wait until



tonight, I just might be able



to accommodate you.





MICHELLE



It’s a date, then.




(beat)



If you’re sure it’s okay. I mean



you just seem a little tense today... 





SHANNON



Trust me. Tonight would be perfect.



Remember my band I was telling you



about? 

Michelle nods.





SHANNON



We’re going to be rehearsing tonight



at my place. If you’d care to drop



by, you could check us out.





MICHELLE



Really? That would be awesome! I



would love to!





SHANNON



Why don’t we plan on eight o’clock,



then? 





MICHELLE



Sounds fine to me.




(beat)



And is it okay if I bring a friend?





SHANNON



And who might that be?





MICHELLE


My cousin Brandee. She’s here from



Indiana for a couple weeks.





SHANNON




Certainly. The more the merrier.





MICHELLE



Cool. We’ll be over at eight, then.



I’d better be getting back inside



now. See ya!

Michelle begins to walk away. 





SHANNON



Hey! 

Michelle turns.





SHANNON



We’re gonna blow you away, honey!

Shannon makes a shooting motion with an outstretched hand.

INT. SHANNON’S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Mike and Ronnie are stretched out on two of the massive couches in Shannon’s living room. Shannon stands at the front window anticipating the arrival of Michelle and her cousin BRANDEE JACOBS. Each man has a beer in hand.





MIKE



So, when are these chicks gonna



get here?





SHANNON



Patience, my friend. Patience.



Soon we will be blessed with the



presence of a beautiful woman. 



Perhaps two. Any cousin of Michelle



is bound to be hot.





RONNIE



What exactly is the deal tonight,



Shay? I thought you told us this



chick led you on, and then you



caught her with another guy. Now



you’re inviting her over to your



house for drinks?





SHANNON



She’s not just coming over for 



drinks. She’s really coming over



to hear us play our music.





MIKE



Play our music? What the fuck?



We’ve never even tried to play



music. You told her we were an



actual band?





SHANNON



Sure. Why not? All we have to 



do is get them in here. After



that... anything goes! Get it?





RONNIE



I think I do. But what if they



aren’t cool with it?





SHANNON



They will be. We’ll use our style,



our charm, our good looks... and



if that doesn’t work, we’ll think



of something else to use.





MIKE



What are you talking about here?





SHANNON



I just happen to have a little 



surprise waiting in the theater.

Mike’s and Ronnie’s eyes both widen.

EXT. SHANNON’S FRONT DOOR - NIGHT

Michelle and her cousin Brandee walk up to the front door of Shannon’s house. Both are heavily made up and wearing somewhat revealing clothing. 

Brandee is an attractive brunette a couple years younger than Michelle. She has never been to California before and is constantly surveying the scenery like any other tourist. 

Her skin is somewhat paler than that of the Californians in this scene.





BRANDEE



Are you serious? You actually work



with a guy who lives here?




(looks around again)



This place is huge!





MICHELLE



Wait til you get inside. You won’t



believe some of the stuff he has



in there. I think his parents are



actors or something. 





BRANDEE



Anyone I’ve heard of?





MICHELLE



I think just plays and stuff.



No movies.

Michelle reaches out and rings the doorbell.

INT. SHANNON’S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

A loud GONG sound is heard throughout the house.





SHANNON



That’s them! 

Shannon gleefully makes his way over to the front door. Mike and Ronnie sit up, wanting to improve their posture for these young ladies.

Shannon opens the door.





SHANNON



Good evening, ladies! Welcome to my



humble abode.





MICHELLE



Humble? What planet are you from?





SHANNON



California.

Shannon motions the two ladies inside. He smiles warmly at Brandee who returns the favor.

Shannon follows Brandee and Michelle into the main living room where Mike and Ronnie are seated. 





SHANNON



Gentlemen! I’d like you to meet



Michelle from work and her cousin..





MICHELLE



Brandee.





SHANNON



Yes, of course. Brandee.

Shannon shakes hands with the pretty brunette.





SHANNON



Michelle has been a key acquisition 



for us at Grissom’s. You guys will



love her.

Mike and Ronnie get to their feet and make their way over to the girls. Ronnie extends his hand toward Michelle.





RONNIE



We may, indeed. I’m Ronnie.





MICHELLE




(extending a hand)



Hi Ronnie.

Ronnie takes her hand and kisses it softly. Michelle blushes.





RONNIE



It’s my pleasure.

Mike makes his way over to Brandee. He extends his hand as Ronnie did. Brandee also extends a hand. Instead of kissing her hand, Mike playfully licks it like a dog.





RONNIE




(nudging Mike in the gut)



Heel, boy!

Mike giggles and backs off. Brandee gives a look of contempt. Shannon shows an uncomfortable look of his own.





SHANNON



Who wants a drink?





RONNIE & MIKE in unison



Me!





MICHELLE



I could use something with a little



vodka I suppose.





SHANNON




(to Brandee)



And for you?





BRANDEE



Oh, I’ll just have a beer.





SHANNON



Be back in a flash! Don’t do 



anything I wouldn’t do.

Shannon heads off toward the kitchen. Ronnie and Mike look over the young ladies and flash as charming of smiles as they are capable of.

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

Shannon opens the refrigerator and pulls out three beers. He sets them on the counter. He then pulls a bottle of vodka out of the freezer and begins to make Michelle a drink. He’s humming as he works. He throws ice cubes into the drink as if he’s mimicking Tom Cruise in Cocktail.

After a moment, Shannon has all of the drinks finished. He sets them on a tray and begins to head back to the living room. 

He hears the stereo system from the living room kick on. Shannon raises an eyebrow. We hear the station changing until finally it settles on a classic rock station. 

Shannon shrugs as he proceeds out to the living room with the drinks. 

INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Shannon enters, carrying the tray of drinks. 





SHANNON




(passing them out)



Here we are.





RONNIE




(cracking open a beer)



You the man, Shay!





SHANNON



I try.

CUT TO: LATER IN THE EVENING.

The five young people are still gathered around in the living room and drinking. Several glasses and empty bottles litter the central coffee table. Everyone seems outwardly happy.





MIKE



How do you like California so 



far?





BRANDEE



It’s been a blast.





MICHELLE



Try having to work for a living



and pay bills out here! Then you’ll



see what a blast it really is.





RONNIE



Not if you have things figured out




like our pal Shay, here. Can you



believe this place he has all to



himself?





BRANDEE



It’s not fair! 





SHANNON



Oh, you people have no idea how



difficult it is to be me! 





MICHELLE



How’s that?





SHANNON



Not only have I yet to find my 



true love, but I am also as of



yet still ignored by the music



industry. 





MICHELLE



Oh, that’s right. Weren’t we 



supposed to hear you guys play



tonight?

Ronnie is eyeing Michelle like he wants her more than anything in the entire world. He makes his move.





RONNIE



You will. But first, I have a 



better idea. 

Ronnie gets to his feet and extends a hand to Michelle.





RONNIE



Care to dance?





MICHELLE



I’d love to.

Ronnie takes Michelle by the hand and leads her over to a more open area of Shannon’s massive living room. He pulls her fairly close, and the two begin to dance to a slower song. 

Shannon watches them closely; obviously jealous. 

Mike sees his chance, also. He grabs Brandee by the arm and leads her over to the same area of the floor. Brandee seems a little reluctant until she sees how much fun Michelle is having with Ronnie. 

The two continue to dance for the remainder of the song that’s playing. Shannon pretends to act casual, but he clearly feels left out. 





SHANNON



I’ll go grab us some more drinks.

No answer. 

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

Once inside the kitchen, Shannon leans up against a wall and SIGHS loudly. He begins breathing heavily and an intense look appears on his face. 





SHANNON



Fuck! 

Shannon opens the refrigerator door and grabs four more beers. The tray has been long forgotten. He takes a deep breath and prepares to walk back out to where his friends are partying.

INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Shannon emerges from the kitchen carrying drinks. Ronnie and Michelle are now dancing very close. Shannon flashes a look of contempt for their behavior.

Mike takes Brandee by the hand and leads her toward the first floor restroom. 





MIKE



Come on, honey. There’s something I



need to show you.





BRANDEE




(nervously)



I can’t wait.

Mike and Brandee disappear into the bathroom. Shannon is more concerned with what Ronnie is doing with Michelle. A slower song is reaching its end, and the two of them are holding each other closer than ever.

Shannon notices Ronnie’s hand casually slide down Michelle’s back and caress her buttocks. Shannon’s face projects an angry scowl. He takes a step closer to them.

Suddenly, a loud SHRIEK is heard from inside the bathroom. Seconds later, Brandee hastily exits the bathroom. Mike is right behind her rubbing his cheek where she has obviously just slapped him.





MIKE



What the hell!?





BRANDEE



You’d better just back the fuck



away from me!





MICHELLE



What’s going on?





BRANDEE




(pointing at Mike)



This guy’s a little bit out of



control. That’s what!





MIKE




(approaching her)



Hey, baby! It ain’t cool to tease



a guy and leave him hanging. 




(beat)



What were you just trying to prove



by coming on to me in there?





MICHELLE



Nobody here is trying to prove



anything. We’re all just having a 



few drinks and trying to have fun.



Nobody here is leading anyone on.

Michelle moves between Mike and Brandee.





MIKE



And who in the fuck asked you?





RONNIE



Mike!





MICHELLE




(to Mike)



Excuse me?





BRANDEE




(to Michelle)



I think it might be time to leave.



It looks like we may have made a



mistake by coming over here.





SHANNON



Now, wait! I’m sure nobody meant



any harm here. Why don’t you 



ladies just have another drink and



forget about it, huh?

Shannon and Ronnie move over to subdue Mike. Brandee lifts her skirt enough to reveal a bite mark on her thigh.





MICHELLE




(whispers)



Oh, my God!





BRANDEE




(whispers)




(cont’d)



We’d seriously better go!

Michelle and Brandee begin to head in the direction of the front door. Shannon turns and notices this. 





SHANNON



Hey! Where are you two going?





MICHELLE



I’ll talk to you tomorrow, Shay.



We’ve had enough fun for the 



night.

Mike lunges after them. He reaches the front door first, and blocks their exit. 





MIKE



We’ve hardly gotten to know 



each other yet. You can’t just



leave.





BRANDEE



As a matter of fact, we can. 



Watch us.

Mike reaches out and grabs Brandee by the arm.





MIKE



As a matter of fact, you ain’t



going anywhere yet, sweetheart.



Except maybe upstairs with me.

Suddenly, the front door swings open, knocking Mike off his feet. 





MIKE




(after regaining his bearings)



Who the fuck?

Mike looks up to see Kenny Frazier standing over him with a baseball bat. It takes Mike a moment to remember who Kenny is.





MIKE



Go ahead and hit me you little



chicken-shit! I seriously doubt



you’ve got the balls!





KENNY



Shut up, asshole!




(to everyone)



What the hell is going on here?



Are these two going to be your



next gig or something?

Kenny draws the bat back as if he’s planning to hit Mike with it. A bullet from Ronnie’s automatic pistol tears into Kenny’s shoulder. Kenny drops the bat and falls to his knees.





RONNIE



No, kid. You are.

Ronnie approaches Kenny with his pistol aimed right at him. Kenny looks up in anguish; tears streaming down his cheeks.





RONNIE



I always knew you didn’t have



what it takes to run with us.

Ronnie sends another bullet through Kenny’s kneecap. Michelle and Brandee hold each other. Mike begins laughing obnoxiously. Shannon just stares in amazement of what is transpiring right in front of him.





RONNIE



Just consider yourself an 



unnecessary appendage. 




(beat)



A fifth Beatle. An Andy Gibb!

Ronnie sends another round through Kenny’s foot. 





MICHELLE



You guys are fucking psychos!





RONNIE



I’ve been called worse.

A stun gun is thrust into Michelle’s back. A bolt from it knocks her over. From her POV, we see the floor rise up to meet the camera. The screen fades to black.

INT. SHANNON’S THEATER - NIGHT

Michelle’s eyes open, and she finds herself inside the theater at the center of Shannon’s house. She is sitting in one of the center chairs of the front row. The theater is quiet, and mostly dark except for a brilliant light shining directly into her eyes from onstage.

Michelle tries to get up, but she is tied to the chair from behind. Brandee is tied up about two chairs away from her.  





BRANDEE




(weakly)



Michelle.





MICHELLE



I’m here. Are you all right?





BRANDEE



I’m not sure. I’m tied to this



chair.





MICHELLE



Me, too. We’ve go to get out



of here fast. Before those 



guys come back.

Michelle squirms as hard as she can, but cannot free herself from the chair.





MICHELLE



What happened? Did someone hit



me?





BRANDEE



It was your friend from work.



He stuck something into your



back and you fell right over.





MICHELLE



Shannon was in on it with them?

Suddenly from onstage, a LOUD voice calls down to them...





SHANNON



SHANNON!!!?????




(beat)



Is that how you are to address



me? When I am on this stage, or




(cont’d)



any other, I am Shay! Understand? 



Or don’t you recognize a star



when you see one?

From their POV, Michelle and Brandee cannot see anything on the stage. Neither can the audience yet.





MICHELLE



What happened to you? Why are you



doing this to us?




(beat)



I thought you were my friend, Shay!





SHANNON



You betrayed me, my dear. And it’s



going to cost you everything!





MICHELLE



What are you talking about?! What



did we ever do to you?





SHANNON



It’s what you didn’t do that put



you in that chair. But don’t 



worry. You came to see a show, and



it’s time for us to give you one!




(beat)



Let’s do it, boys!

Instantly, the stage is flooded with lights from every direction. The sight they reveal causes Michelle and Brandee to gasp in terror. Brandee then screams.





MICHELLE



Oh, my God!

Shannon is standing center-stage. His long hair is teased upward to a ridiculous level. Shannon’s face is coated with glossy make-up. He is shirtless and is wearing an extremely tight pair of leather pants. Leather boots studded with rhinestone adorn his feet. 

To Shannon’s left stands Ronnie Ramone. He is holding a bass guitar. His long black hair has also been teased to the heavens. He also has a layer of make-up sloppily caked onto his face. His entire torso is covered in tight leather. He is wearing platform boots that give him an extra six inches of height. 

Behind them is a well-fortified drum kit. Behind that, Mike Mears is sitting; twirling a stick with his fingers. Mike’s face has been painted black and white in a scull-face pattern. His long hair has been tied back into a ponytail.

Off to Shannon’s right side, Kenny Frazier has been crucified to a large wooden cross. His hands and feet have been nailed into the large stage prop, and a guitar has been hung over his shoulders. Blood is still oozing from his earlier wounds.

A distinct sound of keyboards fills the theater. Drums and guitar sounds follow. Shannon, Mike and Ronnie pretend to play along with a glam ballad. 

Shannon begins mouthing the words of the song into a dead microphone. He makes suggestive movements as his pretends to sing the first verse. Ronnie does the same with his guitar. 

Following the end of the first verse, Shannon adds to the festivities. Attached to his belt is a remote control device which he suddenly reaches for. By selecting a button, he sends a shower of sparks shooting out of two pyrotechnic tubes at either side of the stage. There are several more tubes set up near these two.

As Shannon begins mouthing the second verse of the song, he descends from the stage, and moves close to Michelle and Brandee. After a moment, he is standing over Michelle as he pretends to sing. He is constantly gyrating his pelvis in an attempt to turn her on.

Shannon gets right in her face for the bridge and final verse. When the song is finished, Shannon closes his eyes and puckers his lips. Rather than kissing him, Michelle spits in his face.

Mike and Ronnie erupt in laughter behind him.





SHANNON




(angrily wiping it off)



You’ve had your chances with me.



All you had to do was say the




(cont’d)



word, and I would have given you



anything!

Shannon reaches into one of his boots. He pulls out his trusty hunting knife. He holds it over her. Michelle is frozen; not sure if he’s serious or not. Brandee looks away.

Shannon moves the knife toward Michelle’s throat.

Suddenly, the loud sound of a GONG indicates there is someone at the front door. 

INT. HALLWAY - NIGHT

Shannon frantically tries to wipe the make-up off his face as he makes his way to the front door. 

INT. ENTRYWAY - NIGHT

Shannon is almost to the door when someone KNOCKS loudly on it. 





SHANNON




(under his breath)



Hold your fucking horses!

Shannon opens the front door to find Detectives Mark LeMay and Mitchell Sullivan standing outside it. 





LeMAY



Shannon Markowitz?





SHANNON



Yes?





LeMAY




(flashing his badge)



I’m detective Mark LeMay. This



is my partner Detective Sullivan.





SHANNON



Umm hmm.





LeMAY



We were hoping you could answer



a couple of questions for us. 





SHANNON




(after a pause)



Questions about what?





SULLIVAN




(inching closer)



We have information leading us to



believe that you, or persons you



know, have been involved in 



criminal activities in local bars.





SHANNON



Criminal activities?





LeMAY



We know for a fact that you 



recently witnessed an assault at



Mic’s Place. We know that the 



two individuals that fled that



scene are also wanted for another



such incident at The One Night



Stand nearby. A person matching



your description was seen with



them in that establishment. 




(beat)



Basically it boils down to this.



We’d like you to tell us just 



who these two characters are.





SHANNON




(pause, then a shrug)



Look, officers. We had a few



drinks that evening, and that



was the last I saw of those two.



I don’t even remember their names.




(beat)



Frankly, after I saw how they



behave in public, I never really



wanted to see them again.





SULLIVAN



Really? Would it be possible to



discuss this inside, Mr. Markowitz?





SHANNON



I don’t think so, sir. I was just



about to retire for the evening.

The detectives just stand and stare at him for a moment.





SHANNON



Sorry, guys.





LeMAY



I see. Well, thank you for your



time this evening. If there is



anything else you remember about



them, please don’t hesitate to



give me a call.

Detective LeMay hands Shannon one of his cards. Shannon takes it and momentarily scans over it.





SHANNON



I’m really not sure what more I 



could tell you. If I think of 



anything, I will definitely call



you, though.





LeMAY



Thank you very much, Mr. Markowitz.



Good evening.

Detective LeMay turns to head back to the car. Sullivan hesitates for a moment, then follows him. 

EXT. SHANNON’S DRIVEWAY - NIGHT





SULLIVAN



That’s it? That’s all were going



to ask him?





LeMAY



What more were you hoping for?





SULLIVAN



I don’t know! He’s definitely a



creep. That’s for sure.





LeMAY



I know, Mitch. And he’s sure as



hell not telling us everything.



He knows exactly who those guys



are. I’m sure he’s protecting 



them since they saved his ass. 




(cont’d)



But you know as well as I do that



it’s going to take a warrant to



get us inside there. We don’t 



have anything even close to 



evidence that he did anything 



himself yet. 





SULLIVAN



Well, I can promise you we’ll



be back here in the near future.

INT. SHANNON’S THEATER - NIGHT

Mike is standing over Brandee and looking her over. There is no doubt what is on his mind. 

Mike takes out a knife and cuts Brandee loose from the chair she’s tied to. 





MIKE



Come on, lady. I’m giving you a



backstage pass.

Brandee thrashes at Mike as he picks her up and carries her toward the backstage area. Mike only laughs at her attempts to struggle free. 





RONNIE



Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do!

Ronnie turns his attention to Michelle who is also still tied up. He flashes a sleazy smile.





RONNIE



I believe we were interrupted



earlier. 

Ronnie reaches down and brushes the hair out of her eyes. He looks her up and down.





RONNIE



Wow. When they made you, they



had my cock in mind, baby.

Ronnie reaches down and begins to pull down Michelle’s dress enough to see her breasts. 





MICHELLE



Don’t! Please!





RONNIE



Just relax. It won’t hurt that


bad.

Ronnie bends over to lick on one of Michelle’s exposed breasts. Michelle shuts her eyes....

Suddenly, a knife appears against Ronnie’s throat. Shannon is standing behind him, ready to slash the larger man’s throat open.





SHANNON



Get the hell away from her!





RONNIE



Okay. Sorry, man. I was just...





SHANNON



She’s my meat. Got it?





RONNIE




(backing away from her)



Yeah. I got it.





SHANNON




(to Michelle)



I can’t believe it. Now you’re



leading him on!

Ronnie sends an elbow into Shannon’s groin. Ronnie kicks the knife out of Shannon’s hand, and punches him in the face. Shannon goes down hard, and Ronnie adds a kick to his ribs.





RONNIE



This is my show, man! If I want



some chick, I’m gonna have her!

Shannon kicks Ronnie in the knee, sending him down.





SHANNON



I’m our singer! You hear me!



I’m our front man! I make the



decisions about this group!

Ronnie tackles Shannon, and the two of them duke it out on the floor in front of Michelle. 

Michelle begins to squirm mightily against the ropes she’s tied up with. Eventually, she is able to create enough slack where she is able to slide out underneath the ropes holding her to the chair. 

Shannon and Ronnie do not notice as Michelle gets up from the chair and runs past them onto the stage. After a moment, Michelle is able to spring her hands free from the rope, as well. 

Ronnie and Shannon continue to duke it out on the floor in front of the stage.

Michelle looks around frantically for some type of a weapon. Finding none, her eyes zero in on the pyrotechnic tubes at each side of the stage. 

A quick cut reveals the control for these tubes to still be attached to Shannon’s belt. 

Michelle takes a close look at Kenny’s corpse still hanging from the cross on stage. She notices the outline of a butane lighter in his jeans. She reaches a hand inside his pocket to retrieve it.

Michelle winces as she pulls it out of his blood-soaked jeans. 

Michelle hurries over to one row of the pyro tubes. Not quite sure what to do right away, she finally punches a hole in the paper covering one of them. She makes two unsuccessful attempts at igniting the lighter. 





MICHELLE



Come on, god-dammit!

Finally, her third try is successful. She drops the lighter down one of the pyro tubes, then points it toward the curtain at the rear of the stage. She winces, expecting a wall of sparks to come shooting out of the tube. 

For a moment, nothing happens. Shannon and Ronnie are still fighting on stage. Both are a bloody mess.





MICHELLE



Come on!

Finally, a shower of sparks shoots out of the tube and into the curtain behind the stage. The dusty old curtain goes up in flames instantly. 





SHANNON




(looking up at the stage)



Huh?

The fire quickly spreads to the ceiling. Shannon suddenly forgets about his fight with Ronnie, and frantically looks around for a fire extinguisher.





RONNIE



We turn our backs on you for one



minute, and this is what you do?




(beat)



Very naughty! 

Mike suddenly emerges from the backstage area. He is carrying a limp, topless Brandee. 





MIKE


What the fuck is going on out here?





RONNIE



Our little friend set a fire! We



have to off these chicks and get



the hell out of here!

Shannon runs on to the stage with a fire extinguisher. He sprays frantically, but it’s no use. The fire is already out of control.





SHANNON



Fuck! Motherfucker!




(to Mike and Ronnie)



By the way, I just talked to a



couple of cops outside. They



know about you two at least!





RONNIE



Fuck me! You two take care of



the bitches. I’ll handle the



police if they come back! We




(cont’d)



need to hit the road fast!

INT. UNMARKED POLICE CAR - NIGHT

Detectives LeMay and Sullivan are speeding back to Shannon’s house. Sullivan is talking into the police radio.





SULLIVAN



Right! We were just there. We



can be back there in less than



a minute! Send everyone you have!



Out!

Sullivan hangs up with dispatch.





SULLIVAN



And you wanted to wait for a 



warrant! That was your plan?





LeMAY



Let’s just take this guy down,



and then we’ll decide if I need



to turn in my badge!





SULLIVAN



Deal!

EXT. SHANNON’S DRIVEWAY - NIGHT

The detectives’ vehicle skids to a stop in Shannon’s driveway. By now, smoke is billowing out from the roof of the house. The detectives jump out of the vehicle; guns drawn. 





SULLIVAN



Jesus! This place is about to go



up like a house of straw! 




(beat)



It’s your call, boss!

(OS) Sirens can be heard approaching in the distance.





LeMAY



Let’s do it!

Both detectives race up to the front door. LeMay tries the knob, but it is locked. LeMay steps back and kicks the door with all his might. It won’t budge. He and Sullivan kick the door simultaneously, and still nothing happens.





SULLIVAN



Watch it!

Sullivan fires a few shots into the lock from his automatic pistol. LeMay gives it another kick, and this time the door opens. From outside, the interior appears pitch-black and very smoky. Both detectives stick their guns inside.





LeMAY



Shannon Markowitz! This is the



LAPD! Come outside with your



hands raised!

There is no immediate response. 

Sullivan bolts inside the house.





LeMAY



Wait, Mitch! It’s too smoky in



there! He’ll have to come out



on his own!




(beat)



Shit!

LeMay bolts inside after his partner.

INT. SHANNON’S HOUSE - NIGHT

From LeMay’s POV, we see that the interior is very dark, and the smoke overwhelming. There is no sign of Sullivan.





LeMAY



Mitch! 

Further down the main corridor leading to the theater, Sullivan is advancing with his pistol drawn. 





SULLIVAN



LAPD! 




(beat)



Shannon Markowitz or anyone else



inside had better come out where



we can see you!





RONNIE (OS)



Sure thing, deputy dawg! 

Sullivan turns just as Ronnie fires his pistol. Sullivan takes a round in his upper chest which exits out his back. 

Ronnie snickers and aims his pistol at Sullivan’s head for a kill shot. 

LeMay comes around the corner in time to see this.





LeMAY



Hey!

Ronnie turns of face LeMay. Each man fires his pistol. A bullet WHIZZES by LeMay’s head and slams into the wall behind him. Ronnie is hit in the arm, causing him to momentarily loosen the grip on his pistol. 





LeMAY



Drop it right now!!

Ronnie clumsily aims his weapon and get off one more wild shot. LeMay then empties his pistol into Ronnie’s chest.

LeMay reloads as he cautiously approaches Ronnie’s body. Once he reaches the spot where Ronnie has fallen, LeMay kicks Ronnie’s pistol away from his hand.

LeMay bends over quickly examines Sullivan who is still alive. Sullivan cannot speak, and is coughing up blood. Still, Sullivan tries to get up. LeMay holds him down.





LeMAY



Easy, Mitch. The paramedics are



on the way. Try not to move.     




(beat)



Did you see anyone else?





MIKE (OS)



Looking for me, pig?

Mike enters the corridor clutching Brandee. Mike has his pistol up to her temple. 





MIKE



Drop that fucking gun, or this




(cont’d)



bitch dies!





LeMAY



Every cop in the city is on 



their way. You cannot escape. 



Just drop the gun and let’s go



outside before we all burn to



death in here!




(beat)



There is no way you’re getting



past me!





MIKE



We’ll see about that shit!

Mike aims his pistol at LeMay. LeMay crouches and aims back at him. Brandee faints at the sight of LeMay’s gun pointed in her direction. Now a dead weight, Mike cannot hold her up. She begins to slide out of his grasp.





MIKE



Shit!

He frantically aims for LeMay. LeMay shoots Mike between the eyes. 

LeMay cautiously advances further down the corridor.





MICHELLE (OS)



In here! Please!

LeMay quickly advances through the smoky corridor toward the voice. He steps through a doorway that takes him right on to the stage of the theater.

Standing center stage is Shannon Markowitz. He his holding Michelle with his hunting knife pressed up against her windpipe. 





SHANNON



That will be far enough, 



detective! 

LeMay slowly advances onto the stage. Shannon slowly retreats with Michelle in his arms. 





LeMAY



How about it, Markowitz? Are 



you and your buddies through



killing people? 





SHANNON



That depends on you, Detective.





LeMAY



Gennex?





SHANNON



You got it!





LeMAY



The kid from Cosmic Tunes?



The record company exec?





SHANNON



You seem to know all of our



greatest hits!





LeMAY



And these two young ladies?





SHANNON



Party favors.





LeMAY



Would it do any good to ask



you why?

Shannon continues to back up across the stage. Michelle is reluctant to go along, so he angrily jerks her back with him.





SHANNON



I’ve been on this planet long



enough. I’ve had to eat more



than my share of shit from the



kinds of people we wasted.




(beat)



We had to take the music back!



Any way we could!





LeMAY



I don’t have the slightest clue




(cont’d)



what you’re talking about.




(beat)



All I know is you’d better drop



that knife and let her go this



instant!





SHANNON



This little heart breaker? I



don’t think so!





LeMAY



Killing her won’t make you a rock



star, Markowitz!





SHANNON

 

Read the paper! Watch the TV! I’m the 



hottest fucking thing out there



right now!

Michelle reaches along Shannon’s belt. Her fingers find the remote control device which sets off the pyro tubes. She pulls the device from his belt and ignites one of the tubes. 

Shannon turns away, frightened by the small explosion. LeMay sees his chance. He sends a round through Shannon’s throat. Shannon clutches at the wound. Michelle breaks free from his grasp. 

Michelle pushes Shannon into the row of pyro tubes, and ignites them all. One goes off right in his face, setting him completely on fire.

Shannon begins madly flailing away on stage. LeMay shoots him in the head to put him out of his misery.





LeMAY




(to Michelle)



Come on! We need to get out of 



here now!

Michelle takes one last look at Shannon, who is burning up at center stage.

EXT. SHANNON’S FRONT LAWN - NIGHT

LeMay helps Michelle out onto the front lawn. By now, there are two ambulances and a fire engine hosing down the burning house. Police cars are arriving from every direction. 

Michelle finds her cousin Brandee and the two embrace. 

LeMay locates Sullivan who has been placed on a stretcher

in the back of an ambulance. He is not conscious.





LeMAY




(to a paramedic)



How is he?





PARAMEDIC



He’s stable. He’s lost a lot



of blood, but I think he’s



got a chance. We’d better get



him out of here!

The paramedic shuts the door, and the ambulance promptly speeds off.





LeMAY




(to himself)



A chance. I guess none of us can



ask for anything more than that.

Mark LeMay lowers his head, and walks away from the house. We see him begin to walk down the street past more police cars and fire engines that are roaring up to the house.

FINAL FANTASY SEQUENCE

INT. LARGE CONCERT HALL - NIGHT

Camera focuses on a drum kit, just as a pair of stick strike it. We hear a bass guitar kick in (OS). Then an electric guitar follows. 

The camera then focuses on a microphone. The outstretched hand of Shannon Markowitz grabs onto it. His head then comes into the scene, and he begins singing. 

The camera pans back to reveal Shannon, Ronnie, Mike and Kenny playing a glam rock ballad in front of a packed auditorium. All four men are heavily made up and playing their instruments flawlessly.

The camera pans the audience revealing that most of the concertgoers in this fantasy are beautiful women. Some of them flash their bare chests the stage while the guys perform. Lighters ignite all over.

Shannon and the guys prance around stage and eat up the attention and admiration.

Credits are rolling......










FADE OUT.

