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"Revenge is a drug."

-- Anonymous

               



EXT. RURAL TEXAS - NIGHT

A modest one floor house squats undisturbed on a patch of
dirt, on the outskirts of town.

A DODGE RAM PICK-UP TRUCK, with mud-caked tires, sits in the
driveway.

Sick, yellow light pours from the windows of the house. 
Someone's home.

SUPER: SWEETWATER, TEXAS 9:00 PM

INT. HOUSE - NIGHT

Hideous brown carpet.  Wood panel walls.  A pair of mounted
deer heads.  A proverbial pecker-wood paradise.

LES, a man with a tall can surgically attached to his right
hand,  reclines in a La-Z-Boy recliner, watching a mammoth
wide screen LCD television. 

WINNIE, a curvy teen in a pair of cut-off shorts, lays
sprawled along the sofa. Her fingers move nimbly across the
keys of a BlackBerry.

There's a KNOCK at the door.

MAN'S VOICE (O.S.)
(outside front door)

Pizza!

Les's eyes tick to the door.  Then to his daughter.

LES
You order pizza?

WINNIE
No.

Beat.

A second KNOCK stabs at the momentary silence.

MAN'S VOICE (O.S.)
Dominos!

LES
(to door)

Hold on!

Les rises from his La-Z-Boy and waddles over to a cabinet
against the wall.  He opens the cabinet, and pulls out a
shotgun.
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WINNIE
What are you doin'?!

LES
You said you ain't order no pizza.  
I fer sure damn well didn't.  You 
never can be too safe these days. 

WINNIE
Put that thing back! Remember what 
happened the last time?

LES
That was an honest mistake.

WINNIE
Honest mistake? You almost shot Uncle 
Willy!  I'll get the door.

LES
Fine.

Les racks the shotgun.

LES (CONT'D)
But I'll just hold on to this.

WINNIE
No you won't you drunk red neck! Now 
please.  Put.  It.  Away.

Les reluctantly puts the shotgun back inside the cabinet, 
and closes the doors.

Another KNOCK at the door.

WINNIE (CONT'D)
Comin'!

Winnie heads over to answer the door.

Les slumps back down into his la-z-boy. 

AT THE DOOR

Winnie peers through the peephole.

THROUGH PEEPHOLE

A MAN stands, face hidden behind long black, stringy hair.

WINNIE (CONT'D)
Hold on.
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Winnie pulls away from the peephole.  Slides off the chain 
lock.  Opens the front door.

WINNIE (CONT'D)
You've got the wrong house...

Winnie's eyes go wide.

The Man's dark eyes are piercing, even through the oily 
strands of hair that shroud his face.  He smiles, revealing 
a set of discolored meth teeth, that look like they're going 
to disintegrate in his head at any moment.

Then...

BOOM!  Most of Winnie's pretty face is splattered onto the 
wood panel walls of the home.  She falls to the floor with a 
THUD.  Dead.

Time slows.

Les stares aghast at his child's lifeless body.  Her head a 
wet chunk of mutilated meat. 

METH TEETH enters the house HOLDING A SHOTGUN. 

With no time to morn the loss of his daughter, Les leaps 
from out his La-Z-Boy, and makes a mad dash for the cabinet.

Meth Teeth fires at Les.

Les's calve muscle explodes, and he crashes to the floor in 
pain.

The killer's worn out BLACK LEATHER BOOTS,  make their way 
across the carpet, his untied boot laces swing with every 
step.

Les, in pure agony, tries to crawl on his stomach over to 
the cabinet.  

The black leather boots come to a stop right next to the 
crawling Les.

Sensing the futility of the situation, Les rolls over on his 
back, and locks eyes with his attacker.

Meth Teeth looms over him, looking like some kind of wild 
meth Yeti.  Strung out eyes bulge out his skull.  Scraggily 
facial hair pokes out in every direction.  Craters pothole 
his skin.   

Les scowls at Meth Teeth.

The killer grins, flashing two rows of black sour teeth. 
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He levels the shotgun at Les.

BOOM!  The blast obliterates Les's face.  His head bursts 
open like a pinata.  A shower of blood, bits of brain, and 
skull fragments. 

EXT. HOUSE - NIGHT

Crickets CHIRP eerily outside the modest home, as it stands 
looking deceptively tranquil surrounded by night.

SLAM TO BLACK

FADE IN:

INT. RAFE'S ROOM - DAY

Messy as hell.

Movie posters decorate the walls.  Mounds of wrinkled clothes 
litter the floor.  A stockpile of skate board decks sits 
stacked in the corner. 

A TEENAGE BOY lies in bed with an open Penthouse Magazine on 
his face.  SNORES emanate from under the porno mag.

A RING TONE SHRILLS from an iPhone on a nearby nightstand.

The Teen blindly feels around the nightstand, face still 
covered by the Penthouse.  His hand finds the phone.  Brings 
it to his ear. 

TEEN (O.S.)
(groggy)

Hello?  Yeah... hold on...

He sets the cell phone down on the bed.  Lifts the magazine 
from his face, and stares up at it.  Smiles wide.

A NAKED WOMAN with her legs spread eagle stares back, smiling 
from the pages of the magazine. 

TEEN (CONT'D)
(re: naked woman)

Hello there.

This is RAFE.  Seventeen.  Boyish face.  Stylishly unkempt 
hair.  Equal parts hipster and skater punk.  He sports a 
nasty black eye on the right side of his face.

He tosses the Penthouse.  Sits up on the bed. Brings the 
phone back to his ear.



5.

RAFE
(into phone)

Okay. 

ALEX (V.O.)
Did you hear about Winnie Clark?

RAFE
No.  What about her?

INT. ALEX'S ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Massive checkered throw rug.  British Flag bedspread.  Metal 
posters everywhere. 

Amidst the punk rock decor, squawking into an iphone, sits 
ALEX JONES(18), a lesbian punk princess.  She has short, jet 
black hair with blue streaks, and wears a pair of prescription 
glasses with funky, Buddy Holly style frames.

ALEX
(into cell phone)

She was murdered last night.

INTERCUT

RAFE
Are you serious?

ALEX
I'm serious as nut cancer.  Someone 
blew her and her Dad's head off.

RAFE
What do you mean somebody blew their 
heads off?  

ALEX
I mean as in some crazy fuck unloaded 
a shotgun into their skulls.

RAFE
Wow.  That's... 

ALEX
Majorly fucked up.  I know.  

RAFE
Damn... we weren't close friends or 
anything, but I always thought Winnie 
was cool.
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ALEX
They'll probably have like shrinks 
and stuff at school.  They might 
even let us go home early too!  So 
at least Winnie died for a reason. 

RAFE
It amazes me that no matter how 
serious the topic of discussion is, 
you somehow always manage to make a 
joke out of it.

Rafe pads over to a mirror above his dresser.

ALEX
I can't help it. My therapist says I 
use humor as a coping mechanism.

RAFE
Well please curb that humor of yours 
at school.

ALEX
Consider it curbed.

RAFE
Good.

ALEX
Well I'm gonna get ready.  I'll talk 
to you at school.

RAFE
Hey, before you go. Can you steal 
some of your Mother's vicodin again, 
and bring it to school?

He examines the puffy discolored ring around his orbital 
bone in the mirror.

ALEX
If I take any more she might notice.  

RAFE
Come on. My entire face hurts.

ALEX
Isn't your brother in the drug supply 
business?   

RAFE
If I touched any of my brother's 
stash he'd kill me.  Come on.  You're 
partially to blame for this black 
eye I got.
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Alex sighs.

ALEX
Okay.  Okay.  I'll get some.

RAFE
Excellent.  See you at school.

Click.  Rafe hangs up. 

He quickly pulls on a tee shirt from a heap.  Slides into a 
pair of holy jeans.  Laces up his Chuck Taylor Converse.  
Throws on an Army surplus jacket.

INT. KITCHEN/METH LAB - DAY

Lantern fuel cans.  Propane tanks.  Liquid filled flasks.  
Bunsen burners.  A lattice of rubber tubes. 

The Devil's chemistry set -- a METH LAB cobbled together on 
an old, worn out air hockey table. 

Rafe's older brother BO(29), cloaked in a black hoodie with 
the sleeves torn off, crushes sinus pills in a motar and 
pestle in the makeshift lab.  His arms are ripped and covered 
with tats.

Rafe strolls into the lab.  He walks over to a cupboard above 
the sink.  Opens it.  Reaches inside, and pulls out a pop 
tart.

Bo remains focused on his clandestine chemistry. 

Rafe stares at his brother Bo. 

Bo looks up from his meth making.  His hard features are 
covered with a few days scruff.  He removes his hood, 
revealing a tattoo of a SNEERING DEMON inked on the back of 
his shaved skull.  

BO
What you lookin' at?

RAFE
A guy who got an F minus in chemistry.

BO
Ironic right?

RAFE
(sarcastic)

Noooo.

BO
Do me a favor.
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RAFE
I know.  Shut the fuck up right?

BO
That's a good little bitch.

Rafe grabs a set of keys off a counter top coated in a layer 
of grime.

RAFE
Gotta motor.  Try and not blow the 
house up.

BO
Hey wait before you go...

Bo slides open a drawer beneath the counter.  Inside the 
drawer is a .44 BULLDOG REVOLVER and a pair of BRASS KNUCKLES.  
Bo grabs the brass knuckles, and shuts the drawer.  He strides 
over to his brother.

BO  (CONT'D)
Here. 

Bo slaps the brass knuckles into Rafe's palm.

RAFE
Brass knuckles?

BO
This will help clear up that eye 
problem of yours.

RAFE
Visine clears up eye problems not 
brass knuckles. 

(then)
Why don't you just fuck them up for 
me?  Like old times.

BO
No.  You're damn near eighteen.  
It's important that you learn to 
fight your own battles. 

Rafe rolls his eyes.

BO (CONT'D)
You hear me?

RAFE
Yeah.

He doesn't.
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BO
Good.  Now get the hell out outta 
here.  You'll be late for school.

Rafe pockets the brass knuckles.  Heads out the door.

This is the closest thing to a display of affection in the 
in dysfunctional life of RAFE HARRINGTON. 

EXT. RAFE'S HOUSE - DAY

Rafe emerges out the front door of a ramshackle house. 

It looks like a crack house.  Minus the charm.

Rafe gets inside a beat-up little '97 Geo Metro.  Nicest 
thing on this car is the bird shit. The Geo whines as it 
struggles to turn over. It sputters to life.

Black smoke plumes from the exhaust pipe.  On the cracked 
bumper of the Geo is a bumper sticker that says: My kid raped 
your honor student.

The car pulls out the drive way.

EXT. SWEETWATER HIGH SCHOOL - DAY

STUDENTS scurry about the campus like an infestation.  Cell 
phones glued to their palms. 

A group of EMO TEENS chain smoke cigarettes in front of the 
school next to a sign that reads: SWEETWATER HIGH SCHOOL 
HOME OF THE SWEETWATER MUSTANGS.

SLUTTY GIRLS tongue wrestle with their FOOTBALL JOCK 
BOYFRIENDS, who wear their football jerseys.  

It's game night, tonight.

IN THE PARKING LOT

A GROUP OF TEENS congregate.  Not just any group of Teens.  
Sweetwater High's equivalent of the Brat Pack.  The cool 
kids.

The leader of this bunch is JASPER HICKS(18), Sweetwater 
High's star Quarterback.  A walking hard on, with annoyingly 
good looks.  He Leans against his black 2008 Mustang Cobra. 

MILLY CLAYBOURNE(18), a leggy spitfire, with a sunny 
disposition, hangs off Jasper's arm. 

TWO FOOTBALL PLAYERS toss a football back and fourth in front 
of Jasper and Milly.  They are....
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TINO ROJOS(18). A Spanish skyscraper, with a sun-baked 
complexion, and massive biceps.  

WILEY GRUBBS(18). Sandy blonde hair, chiseled chin, looks 
like he jumped out an Abercrombie & Fitch catalog.  

MILLY
So her face was completely blown 
off?

JASPER
That's what my Dad said.  I believe 
he used the words "wall to wall 
brains" to describe it.

MILLY
That's disgusting.

GRUBBS
So does the Sheriff have any suspects?

Grubbs throws the ball.  Tino catches it.

JASPER
Not yet.  I overheard him telling my 
Mom that Winnie's Dad Lester may 
have been tied up in some illegal 
drug trafficking.

TINO
No shit?

JASPER
That's what I heard him say.

Tino goes to throw the ball back to Grubbs when...

TAYLOR  (O.S.)
Tino!  I'm open!

Tino turns.  He sees...

TAYLOR STOKES(17), a red haired beauty with a sinewy build.  

She holds her hands above her head.

TAYLOR (CONT'D)
Here!

Tino lobs the pigskin through the air.

Taylor makes an impressive two handed catch.

TAYLOR (CONT'D)
Touch down Mustangs!!
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Taylor begins a mock end zone celebration in the parking 
lot.  She pop-locks.  It looks like she's having a seizure.

The Teens howl hysterically as Taylor dances.

Taylor finishes her spastic dance.  Jogs over and joins her 
friends.

JASPER
Nice catch!

TAYLOR
I know.  I'm like Jerry Rice.  With 
a vagina.

Jasper and Taylor high five.

JASPER
That you are.

TAYLOR
(to Grubbs)

Think fast.

She flips the football to Grubbs.  He's not ready for it and 
the ball fumbles around on his chest, before he finally gets 
a hold of it. 

Tino snickers, amused by Grubbs lousy display of hands.

TINO
(laughing)

She catches better than you do Grubbs.

GRUBBS
Eat me.  

Grubbs zips the ball at Tino's head.

Tino catches it with one massive hand.

TINO
(to Grubbs)

You see that?  That's how you catch 
a fuckin' football.  One handed.

Tino holds up the ball.  Turns to Taylor.

TINO (CONT'D)
Now that was some Jerry Rice shit.

GRUBBS
Yeah.  You're a regular Jerry rice 
and beans, amigo.
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TINO
Blow me pretty boy.

TAYLOR
So you guys hear what happened to 
Winnie Clark?

MILLY
We were just talking about that.

TAYLOR
Isn't it awful?

The teens gossip as...

Rafe's piece-of-shit Geo CLUNKERS into the parking lot. 

The noisy vehicle draws the attention of the Teens.

JASPER
Well look who it is.  

The Geo pulls into a vacant parking spot.  Rafe hops out.  
Plods up the lot.  Head down.  Backpack slung over his 
shoulder.

MILLY
Don't start with this shit again 
guys.

JASPER
Who?  Us?

Grubbs hands the football to Taylor.

GRUBBS
Excuse us ladies.

Taylor rolls her eyes.

Tino grins devilishly.

Jasper marches down the lot towards the unsuspecting Rafe, 
followed by Tino and Grubbs.

Rafe casually looks up, and sees the three football players 
headed toward him.  He STOPS IN HIS TRACKS.

Jasper and Rafe make eye contact.

JASPER
Hi Harrington!  How's it going?

RAFE
Fuck.
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Rafe TAKES OFF RUNNING the opposite direction.

Jasper, Tino, and Grubbs give chase.

Rafe hauls ass through the parking lot.  He dashes between 
groups of CHATTING TEENS. 

The jocks are in hot pursuit.  They knock STUDENTS to the 
ground as bolt by.

Running full speed, Rafe BARRELS INTO a FAT GIRL.  They both 
hit the pavement hard.

The Fat Girl moans like a beached whale.

Wincing, Rafe peers up the lot.

Coming up fast is Jasper, Tino, and Grubbs.

No time to lay around hurt.

Rafe jumps to his feet.  He spots his iPhone laying on the 
ground.  He swipes it up. The screen is cracked.

RAFE (CONT'D)
(re: phone)

Shit.

He pockets the cell phone. Takes off out the parking lot, 
and across the street.  He darts down an alley. 

The jocks streak across the street, and into the alley after 
him.

EXT. ALLEY - CONTINUOUS

Rafe books it through the narrow alley. 

EXT. STREET - CONTINUOUS

He bursts out of the alley into a busy street.  A HORN BLARES. 
A TRUCK swerves nearly hits Rafe as he sprints across the 
street and into... 

EXT. ALLEY - CONTINUOUS

Rafe tears down another alley.  He looks ahead.  IT DEAD 
ENDS.  Swell.  

He slows to a halt.  Puts his hands on his knees, and sucks 
in air.  
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EXT. STREET - CONTINUOUS

Jasper and his cronies maneuver through traffic and rush 
into the alley.

EXT. ALLEY - CONTINUOUS

Rafe straightens up.  Turns.  Waits.

The bullies appear at the mouth of the alley.  They see that 
Rafe has nowhere to run.  They slow down.

JASPER
(smirking)

No way out.

Tino and Grubbs faces' twist into sinister sneers.

RAFE
Last chance.

JASPER
For what?

RAFE
For you guys to turn around and leave 
without anyone gettin' hurt.

The jocks burst into laughs. 

RAFE (CONT'D)
(sotto)

Guess that didn't work.

The bullies stalk towards Rafe.

Rafe reaches in his back pocket. Pulls out the brass knuckles.

JASPER
What you gonna do with those?

Rafe slides on the brass knuckles.  Clinches his fists.

RAFE
Attitude adjustments.

The bullies close in.  Circling.  Taunting.

Rafe raises his fist.  Ready for a fight.

Jasper makes the first move.  Rafe is ready for him. The 
brass knuckles connect with Jasper's jaw with a sickening 
smack.  Drops him. 
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Rafe, surprised, admires his work.  Bad move.  Tino slams 
his fist in Rafe's gut.  He doubles over onto his knees.

Grubbs grabs Rafe from behind.  Yanks him back to his feet.

JASPER (O.S.)
HOLD HIM STILL!

Jasper rises from the concrete.  He rubs his jaw.  His eyes 
burn with rage.

JASPER (CONT'D)
Night night bitch!

POV - RAFE

Jasper's fist flies at us.  SMACK.

Everything goes BLACK.

Silence... then...

VOICE (O.S.)
Rafe.

(beat)
Rafe.

EXT. ALLEY - DAY - LATER

Rafe's eyes flutter open.  He's coming out of the darkness.

A blurry figure stands over him.  The figure comes into focus.  
It's Alex.  

A tee shirt with an image of a girl in a straight jacket on
it that says: "Only thing straight about me is this effing
jacket", hugs her curvy frame.  Black fingerless arm warmers
cover her forearms.  A tote bag decorated with large safety
pins hangs from her shoulder.

Alex stares at Rafe like she's gawking at a car accident on 
the side of the road.  

ALEX
(re:Rafe)

Shit. 

Rafe looks like he's been chewed up, and spit back out.  As 
he sits up, he winces in pain.

Alex hands Rafe his brass knuckles.

ALEX (CONT'D)
These yours?
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Rafe takes them.

RAFE
Yeah.  Real help these things turned 
to be.

He stuffs them in his pocket.

ALEX
Hard core.

RAFE
Thanks.

Alex pulls a PILL BOTTLE from her tote bag.

ALEX
Here.

She hands the pill bottle to Rafe.

RAFE
My savior!

Rafe pops off the top and spills two vicodin into his palm.  
Gulps them down dry.

ALEX
Let me give you a hand.

Alex offers out her arm.  Rafe declines.

RAFE
I got it.

Rafe grimaces as he shakily rises to his feet on his own.

ALEX
You goin' to class?

RAFE
Hell no.  Are you kidding?  I think 
my ego is more bruised than my face.

ALEX
I doubt that.

RAFE
(you're not helping)

Do you think so?

ALEX
Aw come on. You have nothing to be
ashamed of Rafe.  

(MORE)
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ALEX (CONT'D)
You took on three steroid enhanced
dick heads, and lived to tell about
it.  That was ballsy.  Be like...
proud about that.

RAFE
I should be proud of gettin' my ass 
kicked?

ALEX
Well... yeah.

RAFE
Remind me never to stand up for my
best friend ever again, when she's
being sexually harassed by jocks. 
It will save me from a beating or
two.

ALEX
Hey!  I appreciate you standin' up
for me the other day, I really do,
but let's not act like Jasper started
bullying you because of it.  That
dick has been ridin' you since the
eight grade.

RAFE
Sorry.  I shouldn't be blaming you 
for this.

ALEX
Damn straight you shouldn't. 

RAFE
Well I'll see you after school or 
somethin'.

Rafe starts to sulk away.

ALEX
Wait!

Rafe turns back around.

ALEX (CONT'D)
You think I'm gonna let you play 
hookie by yourself silly? 

Alex flashes an impish grin.

ALEX (CONT'D)
Let's go to my house and hang.  

(MORE)
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ALEX (CONT'D)
I know where my Mom hides the Jack
Daniel's.  We can play Call Of Duty
and get faced. 

RAFE
Sounds like a plan. 

Rafe staggers out of the alley holding his ribs.  Alex falls 
into step beside him.

EXT. PARKING LOT - MOMENTS LATER

Plodding through the parking lot, Rafe and Alex suddenly 
come to a stop.  They both stare ahead at...

The Geo on four flat tires.  Sprayed painted across the side 
in big, bright red letters is the word: "Faggot".

ALEX
Looks like you'll be riding with me.

Rafe boils with anger as he stares at his vandalized vehicle.  
Then something inside him snaps.  He moves through the parking 
lot with a sudden sense of purpose.

ALEX (CONT'D)
Where are you going?

Alex soon sees.  Rafe stops in front of Jasper's Mustang.

ALEX (CONT'D)
(oh shit)

What are you gonna do?

Rafe holds up his car keys and jingles them.

RAFE
What good is a race car...

SCREEEEEEECCCH!  He keys the shit out of the side of the 
Mustang.

RAFE (CONT'D)
...Without the stripes?

Alex stands jaw agape.

Rafe is not finished.  He unzips his fly and urinates on the 
seats of the convertible. 

ALEX
Holy shit.

Rafe zips up and turns to Alex.
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RAFE 
Now we can go.

CUT TO:

A TV SCREEN

A video game is in progress.  Call of Duty Modern Warfare 2.  
A popular first person shooter.

The screen is split in half horizontally.  On the top half 
of the screen someone is working their PLAYER like a trained 
assassin.  Dropping enemy combatants left and right.  A 
killing machine.

On the bottom half of the screen, PLAYER 2 isn't doing so 
well.  Getting killed over and over again.  Whoever's 
controlling him just plain stinks.

RAFE (O.S.)
Bastard! That's like the hundredth 
time I've been killed! By the same 
guy!

INT. ALEX'S ROOM - DAY

Rafe and Alex sit on the floor in front of a television 
playing X-Box 360.  They work their thumbs vigorously across 
the buttons on their controllers.  An open bottle of Jack 
Daniel's rests on the floor between them.

ALEX
(eyes still on game)

You suck epic balls.

RAFE
How are you so damn good at this 
stupid game?

ALEX
You really only need to know two
things.  One, always aim for the
head.  Two, breath in through your
nose, and exhale from your mouth
while you shoot.

RAFE
Bullshit.

ALEX
It works try it.

Rafe becomes determined.

ON TV SCREEN
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Rafe's Player gets an enemy in his sights. 

RAFE (O.S.)
Aim for the head.

BACK TO ALEX'S ROOM

Rafe, wearing an expression of pure concentration, breathes
in through his nose.  He exhales while he taps the button to
fire.

ON TV SCREEN

Rafe's Player misses the enemy, then gets blown up by a 
grenade.

BACK TO ALEX'S ROOM

RAFE (CONT'D)
Damn it!

Rafe drops his controller.

RAFE (CONT'D)
That's it.  Enough Call Of Duty for 
me.

He picks up the bottle of Jack.  Takes a swig.

Alex ends the game, and sets down her controller.

ALEX
(re:bottle)

Pass me that.

Rafe passes the bottle to Alex. 

Alex takes a drink.  Passes the bottle back to Rafe.

ALEX (CONT'D)
Whaddya say we hit the mall to the 
scope the ladies, then catch a flick 
at the drive in?

RAFE
Sure.

Rafe just holds the bottle.  He stares at the amber colored 
liquid inside.  

ALEX
What's the matter?
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RAFE
You know Jasper is gonna kill me 
when he finds out what I did to his 
car.

ALEX
Are you worried?  I'd be worried.

RAFE
I'm fuckin' freaking.  I don't know 
what I was thinking.

ALEX 
I have to admit I was impressed.

RAFE
Really?

ALEX 
Hell yeah! I thought you standing up
to Jasper and his flunkies took balls. 
But keying, then pissing on Jasper's
penis mobile took some serious balls. 
I'm talkin' big gorilla size ones.

Rafe blushes.

RAFE
Thanks. It will probably result in 
my death, but thanks.

ALEX
I would give my left tit to see his 
face when he finds out.

JASPER  (V.O.)
HARRINGTON!

CUT TO:

EXT. SWEETWATER HIGH SCHOOL - PARKING LOT - DAY

Jasper stands in front of his scratched mustang.  Tino and 
Grubbs flank him to each side.

GRUBBS
I can't believe he had the sack to 
do this.

TINO
How do you know it was him?
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JASPER
You think it's a coincidence that 
after we trashed his hooptie, my 
Mustang gets keyed?

TINO
Dude.  I'm just sayin'.

Jasper moves to the trunk of the Mustang.  Pops it.  Removes 
a football helmet and shoulder pads.  

JASPER
I know he did it, and when I catch 
him he's fucking DEAD.  

He slams the trunk shut.

INT.  SHOPPING MALL - DAY

Rafe and Alex sit on a bench inside a rinky dink mall.

They watch as shoppers pass by lugging bags of merchandise.

A pretty BRUNETTE exits a Victoria's Secret.

ALEX
How about her?  She's pretty.

RAFE
She would never give me the time of 
day.  Plus she looks like she's high 
maintenance.

ALEX
Okay.  What about that one over there?  
I do her. 

She points to a tall RED HEAD with large breasts.

RAFE
Too many freckles.  Plus she's like 
twenty seven, she wouldn't give me 
the time of day.

ALEX
Chick watching with you used to be 
fun.  What happened?

RAFE
I guess I'm just tired of window
shopping for a girlfriend.  You can
only stare at that pretty thing in
the window so long, before you start
to get angry that you can't have it.
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A pregnant silence.  Then...

ALEX
Dude you need to get laid. 

RAFE
Tell me about it.

ALEX
Who am I kiddin'?  I do too. 

RAFE
We should find one really hot bi 
chick that we can share.

ALEX
You just want a threesome.  

Rafe smiles mischievously. 

Just then, a DROP DEAD GORGEOUS YOUNG WOMAN waltzes pass. 

Alex and Rafe stare entranced. 

ALEX (CONT'D)
Wow.

RAFE
Ditto.

Their gaze follows the Young Woman until she disappears into 
a store. 

ALEX
She out of both of our leagues.

RAFE
You know what?  As hot as she is, I 
don't think she would make good 
girlfriend material.

ALEX
Did you see that body?

RAFE
Yes, and it's boner inspiring.  But 
do you honestly think a chick like 
that would have anything in common 
with you? 

ALEX
We both have vaginas.
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RAFE
But do you share common interests?  
Are your personalities compatible?

Alex studies Rafe for a few beats.  Then...

ALEX
You're so gay.

Off Alex's comment we...

CUT TO:

EXT. FOOTBALL FIELD - NIGHT

An EFFEMINATE MALE CHEERLEADER cheers on the sidelines along 
with a group of energetic CHEERLEADERS.

MALE CHEERLEADER
GOOOO TEAM!

The whole town is at the game nearly.  The bleachers are 
packed. 

ON THE FIELD

A football game is underway.

A huge MIDDLE LINE BACKER clobbers a QUARTERBACK with a 
thundering CRUNCH, the QB crumples to the grass.  The ball 
rolls free.  The line backer dives on it.  Players pile on.

A WHISTLE BLARES.

The REFEREES peel players off the pile.  The Middle Line 
Backer rises with the ball.  Pulls off his helmet.

It's Tino.  He screams a war cry.

ON THE SIDELINES

The MUSTANGS ERUPT in cheers.  Jasper puts on his helmet, 
and leads the offense on to the field.

ON FIELD

Jasper high fives Tino.

JASPER
THAT'S RIGHT!  NO FUCKIN' MERCY!

Tino runs off to the sidelines. 

The offense huddles on the field.
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IN HUDDLE

JASPER (CONT'D)
All right!  Let's show these bitches 
who's house this is!

The huddle breaks.  The players take their positions on the 
line of scrimmage.  

Jasper gets behind the center.  The ball is snapped.  Jasper 
steps back in the pocket.  LAUNCHES a bomb.

Down the field a RECEIVER makes a magnificent catch.  He 
races for the end zone.  50 yard line.  30 yard line.  10 
yard line.  Touchdown.

The Receiver spikes the ball.  Rips off his helmet.  

It's Grubbs.

GRUBBS
Now THAT was some Jerry Rice shit!

IN THE STANDS

The crowd goes APE SHIT.  Hooting and hollering in a frenzy.

EXT. PARKING LOT - FOOTBALL STADIUM - LATER

The game is over. Jasper, Tino, and Grubbs are in plain 
clothes.  They stand around the Mustang.  Their blood is 
still pumping from the victory.  

JASPER
Gladiators!  That's what we are man!  
We're god damn gladiators!

TINO
You see that hit I laid on the QB?

GRUBBS
That was a beaut.  Viscous.

MILLY  (O.S.)
OH MY GOD!  IS THAT TOM BRADY?!

Milly and Taylor prance up.  Milly plants a hungry kiss on 
Jasper.  When their kiss breaks...

JASPER
Tom Brady's a fag. 

TAYLOR
So, we goin' to Bobby Lee's keg party 
to celebrate?
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GRUBBS
Shit yeah.  

JASPER
We was just waitin' on you two.

A BLACK JEEP CHEROKEE rolls to a stop in front of the teens. 
The window rolls down. SHERIFF EARL HICKS(44), a leathery
Texan, born with a wad of Red Man chew wedged under his bottom
lip, sits behind the wheel. He spits a brown clump of chewing
tobacco into a cup.

SHERIFF HICKS
Good job tonight boys.

TINO
Thanks Mr. Hicks.

JASPER
Yeah thanks Dad.

SHERIFF HICKS
There were a lot of scouts in the 
stands tonight.

JASPER
There's only one scout I care about 
Dad.

SHERIFF HICKS
He was there. 

Jasper's face brightens.

SHERIFF HICKS (CONT'D)
He came up and spoke to me.

GRUBBS
No shit?  You hear that Jasp?  You're 
longhorn bound.

Jasper smirks with satisfaction.

SHERIFF HICKS
I think Texas University is gonna 
approach you soon, about makin' a 
commitment to play for them.

MILLY
(to Jasper)

That's even more reason to celebrate.

SHERIFF HICKS
Well you make sure you guys don't 
celebrate too hard.  
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GRUBBS
We won't Mr. Hicks.

SHERIFF HICKS
I know about the kegger Bobby Lee's 
throwin' over at his parents.

The teens faces fall flat.  Busted.

SHERIFF HICKS (CONT'D)
You guys deserve it. 

The teens look to each other flabbergasted. 

SHERIFF HICKS (CONT'D)
I'll keep my deputies away. Just 
make sure you don't get too crazy.

GRUBBS
Thanks Mr. Hicks!

Sheriff Hicks smiles at his son.  He's so proud.

JASPER
Thanks dad.

The Sheriff winks at his son. Throws a wave, and pulls off.

TAYLOR
You're Dad is so cool.

JASPER
It runs in the family.

GRUBBS
What the hell are we watin' for?  
Let's go!

The teens pile into cars and drive out the parking lot.

EXT. DRIVE IN - NIGHT

A giant canvas screen looms over a massive stretch of cracked 
pavement.  It's a drive-in.  One of the last around.  A dying 
breed.

It's completely empty except for a single FORD RANGER TRUCK 
which is parked facing away from the screen.

IN THE BED OF THE TRUCK

Rafe and Alex sit in lawn chairs mowing down a bucket of 
stale popcorn.  

ON SCREEN
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A scene from George A. Romero's "Night Of The Living Dead" 
flickers across the canvas.

BACK TO TRUCK BED

ALEX
I love the drive in.  Why aren't 
they're more of these places around 
anymore?

RAFE
Mosquitoes.

Rafe smacks a mosquito feasting on his neck.  He picks up a 
soda slurps on the straw until he sucks air. 

Alex rolls her eyes.

ON SCREEN 

A horde of zombies move at a snail-like pace in pursuit of a 
scared shitless Barbra.

JASPER (V.O.)
BRAINS!

CUT TO:

INT. BOBBY LEE'S HOUSE - NIGHT

Bodies gyrate in a cramped living room, as hip hop music 
blares.  TEENS everywhere, clutching red Dixie cups filled 
to the brim with beer.  

Jasper holds court in front of an audience of inebriated 
high schoolers off in a corner of the room.  Cup full of 
beer sloshing in his grip.

JASPER
That's what it takes to be a good 
quarter back!  Brains!

BOBBY LEE(18), a rotund redneck teen, in a wife beater tank 
and a backwards trucker hat, comes over.  He's puts a meaty 
arm around Jasper.

BOBBY LEE
Brains and a canon for an arm!

JASPER
Well that helps too!

Grubbs and Tino stammer over.
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TINO
Hey Bobby beer's runnin' low.

BOBBY LEE
Shit.  Guess I'll have to make a 
beer run.

JASPER
I'll go. 

BOBBY LEE
You sure?

JASPER
Hell yeah. My Dad is the Sheriff.  
If I get pulled over they won't do 
shit.

BOBBY LEE
Good point.

TINO
Me and Grubbs will go with you.

JASPER
(to Bobby)

Tell Milly I'll be back.
(to Tino and Grubs)

Let's go.

EXT. BOBBY LEE'S HOUSE - NIGHT

The jocks pour out the front door of a log cabin style ranch 
home.  They descend a gravel driveway, and hop into Jasper's 
Mustang.  The Mustang's tires scream into a spin, kicking up 
rock, as it peels out the driveway.

EXT. DRIVE IN - NIGHT

The giant screen is blank.  The drive in is closed.  Alex's 
Ford Ranger still sits in the parking lot.

IN TRUCK BED

Alex and Rafe lay on their backs gazing up at the stars.

ALEX
You know high school is just a small 
part of a person's life.  Assholes 
like Jasper don't even matter in the 
grand scheme of things.

RAFE
I wish someone would tell him that.

(MORE)
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RAFE (CONT'D)
(changing subject)

Hey you know in a few months I'll be 
eighteen.

ALEX
Yeah. 

RAFE
Sooo.  I was thinking about our deal.

ALEX
Which deal is that?

RAFE
You know which deal.  The one where
my lesbian best friend and I promised
each other that if we both hadn't
lost our virginity by the time we
were eighteen we would sleep with
each other just to get it out of the
way.

ALEX
Oh yeah.  That deal.

(thinks)
I guess will have to wait and see in 
a few months won't we?

She grins at Rafe.  

EXT. ROAD - NIGHT

Jasper's Mustang barrels down a Texas back road.

INT. MUSTANG - MOVING - CONTINUOUS

Scenery blurs by as Jasper white knuckles the steering wheel.

JASPER
We don't need ID at the liquor barn.  
The owner told me he'd give me what 
ever I wanted as long as I promised 
him that we'd win state. 

GRUBBS
How far is it?

JASPER
Just past the drive in up here.

TINO
Dude why does it smell like piss in 
here?
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EXT. ROAD 

The Mustang streaks past the drive in.  The breaks SQUEAL as 
the Mustang comes to an abrupt stop in the road. 

INT. MUSTANG - CONTINUOUS

JASPER
I know that truck.

TINO
What truck?

JASPER
Back at the drive in.

EXT. ROAD

The Mustang reverses back up the road stops in front of the 
drive in.

INT. MUSTANG

JASPER
That's that dike's truck.

Jasper looks out the window, gaze burning on the truck sitting 
in the deserted lot. 

EXT. TRUCK BED - DRIVE IN

Rafe and Alex are still star gazing in the bed of the truck.

RAFE
You don't have to if you don't want 
you know...

ALEX
Hey I've always been a lesbo of my 
word.

RAFE
I'm just sayin'... I don't want you 
to feel like forced to do something 
you don't want.  When the time comes 
I mean.

ALEX
Aww.  You're so sweet Rafe.  And 
dare I say it... cute.

Rafe and Alex meet eyes.  There's a moment.  They break eye 
contact quickly.
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RAFE
Thanks.  That means a lot coming 
from a girl that has absolutely zero 
attraction to the male half of the 
species.

ALEX
You don't believe me?

RAFE
Well... no.  I would like to though.

ALEX
Rafe you totally have a Hilary Swank 
in Boys Don't Cry look going on.

RAFE
(sarcastically)

Thanks for tellin' me I look like a 
butch lesbian.

ALEX
She gives me total lezzie wood in 
that movie.

Rafe sits up.

RAFE
Hold on.

Alex rises as well.

RAFE (CONT'D)
Are you saying that I'm giving you 
lezzie wood right now?

Alex looks right at Rafe.

ALEX
Totally.

There's a pregnant silence.  Then Rafe and Alex move in for 
a kiss.  Just as their lips are about to meet...

BRIGHT LIGHTS SHINE ON THEM.  Head lights.  A car approaches 
up the lot.  FAST. 

ALEX (CONT'D)
Who's that?

Rafe and Alex hop out the truck bed.  They squint up the lot 
as the car draws nearer. Rafe recognizes the vehicle.

RAFE
Shit.
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Jasper's Mustang skids up.

Jasper hops out the Mustang, trailed by Tino and Grubbs.

JASPER
Harrington!

Jasper walks up.  Get's in Rafe's face.  

Rafe locks gazes with Jasper.

ALEX
What the hell do you want? 

JASPER 
Cram it box eater.  He knows why I'm 
here.  You keyed my car didn't you?

RAFE
I don't know what you're talking 
about?

Rafe smirks.

JASPER
You smilin'?  Is this funny?!

ALEX
You're drunk.  Just leave!

JASPER
She's right.  I'm drunk.  I'm gonna 
leave.

Jasper turns.  Takes a step.  Clinches his fist.  Then whirls 
back around, and punches Rafe.  

Rafe drops to the pavement.  

Tino and Grubbs laugh drunkenly.

ALEX
You ASSHOLES!

Alex bends down to help Rafe get back on his feet.

Rafe rises.  Wipes blood from the corner of his mouth.

ALEX (CONT'D)
You alright?

RAFE
I'm fine. 

(sotto)
Fuck these douche bags.



34.

JASPER
What was that?

GRUBBS
You talkin' shit boy?

Rafe just glares.

JASPER
You TOUGH?!

Jasper rushes Rafe, shoving Alex to the ground. 

Tino and Grubbs join in.

The jocks attack Rafe like a pack of wild dogs.  They pummel 
Rafe with kicks and punches.

Rafe curls into the fetal position.  Fists and feet rain 
down on him from all angles.  The world is starting to go 
dark for Rafe as he absorbs punishment.  He's going to black 
out.

Alex pulls her self from the ground.

ALEX
GET THE FUCK OFF OF HIM!!

The jocks continue to whale on Rafe.

Alex knows she has to do something.

ALEX (CONT'D)
I KEYED YOUR STUPID CAR!!

The bullies suddenly stop beating Rafe.  They all look over 
at Alex. 

Jasper's glassy eyes fix on Alex.  She's in the eye of the 
storm now. 

JASPER
YOU?

ALEX
That's right.  I did you dickless 
bastard.

JASPER
Dickless?  I'll show you dickless 
dike.

GRUBBS
Show her Jasper.
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Jasper stalks toward her leering. 

Rafe who's curled up like a jumbo shrimp, and barely clinging 
to consciousness, raises up onto his knees and elbows.  

RAFE
No... get... away from her.

Grubbs kicks Rafe in the face.  

Lights out.  Rafe crashes back to the ground unconscious.

Jasper gets in Alex's face.

JASPER
You wanna see it?

He grabs his crotch.

ALEX
You wish.

Jasper caresses Alex's cheek with the back of his hand.

ALEX (CONT'D)
Don't touch me!

Alex slaps Jasper.

Jasper fumes. 

JASPER
You DUMB DIKE!

He grabs Alex and throws her to the ground.  Drops down on 
top of her. 

Alex struggles underneath Jasper, pushing up on his chest, 
kicking her feet.

Jasper grabs her wrists.  Brings them together over her head, 
and holds them down with the same hand.  His free hand roams 
up and down her body.  He squeezes her breast.

Alex spits right in Jasper's face.

ALEX
PIG!

Jasper grins, Alex's spit dripping from his face.  His hand 
travels down to her pants.  He unbuttons her jeans.

Alex goes BERSERK.  She flails violently.  A hand breaks 
free from Jasper's grip.  She RAKES Jasper across the face.
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JASPER
AHH!  You stupid BITCH!

He backhands her hard.  The blow knocks her out.  Jasper 
releases her wrist. 

JASPER (CONT'D)
I'll show you dike.

Bored of an unconscious Rafe, Tino and Grubbs come over.

Jasper works off Alex's pants.  Flings them over his shoulder.

Grubbs catches them, while he watches on.

Jasper tears Alex's shirt right off her body.  

Alex lays unconscious on the pavement in her brawl and 
panties.

Jasper looks down at her wearing a ravenous, animal-like 
expression.

GRUBBS
(re:Alex)

Look at that body.

Jasper unbuckles his belt. 

JASPER
I'ma give this Lezzie what she's 
been needin'.

He rips her panties off. Crawls on top off her.  His bare 
ass exposed.  Roughly puts himself inside her. 

Grubbs and Tino watch on nonchalantly.

GRUBBS
(to Tino)

I got next.

Alex's body rocks from Jasper's thrusting.  She comes to and 
finds Jasper pumping on top of her.  She becomes HYSTERICAL.  
Fighting to get out from under Jasper.

ALEX
NO!!  GET THE FUCK OFF!!!! 

Alex claws Jasper's face repeatedly. 

JASPER
(holding his face)

GOD DAMN IT!  Hold this bitch down, 
and keep her quite!
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Tino and Grubbs rush over. 

Tino grabs Alex's arms.

Grubbs smothers Alex's face with her jeans.  Her muffled 
cries escape from beneath.   

JASPER (CONT'D)
That's more like it.

Jasper goes about having his way with Alex.

Her moans become more and more faint. Her struggling limbs 
stop fighting.  Stop moving completely.

Grubbs notices.

GRUBBS
Oh shit.  She ain't movin'.

JASPER
(looks up from Alex)

What do you mean she ain't movin'?

TINO
(letting go of her 
arms)

He's right.

Jasper stands, pulling up his pants. 

JASPER
(to Grubbs)

Take the jeans off her face!

Grubbs removes the jeans from Alex's face.

She stares blankly.  Mouth agape.  Not moving.  Not breathing.  

GRUBBS
Oh fuck man... she's dead!

The three jocks stare down at Alex's lifeless body in shock. 

JASPER
We gotta get the fuck outta hear...  
NOW!

Tino, Jasper, and Grubbs haul ass back to the Mustang.  

Alex's dead eyes stare, glazed over, as the sound of the 
Mustang SCREECHING off fills the night.

SLAM TO BLACK



38.

FADE IN:

INT. RAFE'S HOSPITAL ROOM - DAY

Rafe lays in a hospital bed sleep beneath bile green sheets.  
He was in bad shape before, but now he's really smashed up. 
Cuts and bruises all over. 

His right arm is in a cast, and his forehead is wrapped in 
gauze.  Body linked to machines by a series of tubes. 

A NURSE monitors an EKG by the bed.

He stirs.  His eyes flutter open.  Takes in his surroundings. 

RAFE
Where... where am I?

NURSE
The hospital.  

RAFE
How... how did I get here?

NURSE
The owner of a drive in theater found 
you unconscious on his property this 
morning and, called the ambulance. 

A DOCTOR walks in.

DOCTOR
Hello.  My name is Dr. Collins.

RAFE
Hi.

DOCTOR
You survived quite a brutal attack. 
Your left arm is fractured, you have
a set of bruised ribs, and you've
suffered a concussion.  The police
of course want to talk to you, but
before anything like that takes place
we need to contact your parents.

RAFE
My Mother is dead.  And my Dad is in 
prison.

DOCTOR
Oh.  Um that is... unfortunate.

An awkward beat.
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DOCTOR (CONT'D)
Well who can we contact?  Who's your 
legal guardian?

RAFE
My... older brother... Bo.

DOCTOR
Well we should get him on the phone...

RAFE
Where's Alex?

The Doctor turns quite.  Looks to the nurse, then back to 
Rafe. 

RAFE (CONT'D)
(picking up on this)

What?

DOCTOR
When your friend was found... there 
were signs of rape.  And I'm sorry 
to say that... she didn't survive 
the attack.  

Rafe looks as if a bomb dropped on him.  The room falls 
silent.

A KNOCK at the room door.

Sheriff Hicks walks in the room, trailed by DEPUTY ELLIS 
(30), a modern day cowboy with a rugged build.   

The color drains from Rafe's face when he sees Jasper's 
father.

SHERIFF HICKS
Hello Rafe.  I'm Sheriff Hicks from 
the Nolan County Sheriff's Department.  
This is Deputy Ellis to my right 
here. 

Rafe dry swallows. 

RAFE
Hi...

SHERIFF HICKS
Now I know this is gonna be difficult,
but I need you to tell me what you
remember from last night.
Specifically, can you tell us who it
was that attacked you and your friend?
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Rafe locks eyes with the Sheriff.

RAFE
I don't remember much...

CUT TO:

EXT. CEMETERY - DAY

A small funeral service for Alex is taking place.  A PRIEST 
says a few words.  Amongst FRIENDS AND FAMILY gathered to 
mourn, stands Rafe, dressed in a black suit.  His eyes are 
puffy and red from crying.  

RAFE (V.O.)
It was... it was dark. 

Next to him, in a black dress, face shrouded in a black veil, 
is ALEX'S MOTHER. She BAWLS hysterically.

RAFE (V.O.) (CONT'D)
They were wearing masks.

Alex's casket is lowered into the earth.  Rafe looks down 
into the grave.  Drops a rose.

CUT TO:

EXT. SWEETWATER OUTSKIRTS - DAY

Condemned buildings.  Dirt lots.  Utterly desolate.

A '67 DODGE CHALLENGER, CHERRY RED, rumbles through the 
wasteland. 

The Challenger comes to a stop outside a shit-brown house 
with an old CAMARO rotting in the front yard.

INT. CHALLENGER

Bo sits at the wheel.  Rafe in the passenger.

BO
(to Rafe)

Wait here.  This will only take a 
sec.

EXT. CLAY BOGGS' HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Bo steps out of the Challenger, and goes to his trunk.  He 
pops it, and removes a backpack.  Slams it shut.

A shirtless MAN covered in jail ink, with a buzz-cut, and
shifty eyes, steps out of the house holding a backpack.  The
words "Don't mess with Texas" are tatted across his chest.  
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This is CLAYTON "CLAY" BOGGS(28).

Bo walks up to him.  They greet each other like old friends.  
Then exchange bags.

CLAY
(re:backpack)

Count that.  I told you we'd start 
makin' tons more cheddar with Lester 
out of the picture.

BO
Look, if you had anything to do with 
Lester's death I don't wanna know.  
You got me?

CLAY
I got you.  Why you so paranoid?

BO
Takin' out the competition is what 
landed my Daddy in prison.

CLAY
No worries man.  Clay's got it 
covered.  You don't wanna know.  I 
won't tell ya.  Cool?

BO
Cool. 

CLAY
You wanna stay for a minute, come 
inside?

BO
I can't. I have to run my little 
brother to school.

CLAY
(looks at Rafe)

That him?

BO
Yeah.

Clay winks at Rafe, who stares at him from the car window.

BO (CONT'D)
Alright man.  I'll talk to you later.

Bo and Clay slap hands, and part.

Bo hurries back over to the car.  He opens the door, and 
throws the backpack Ray gave him in the back seat.  Gets in.
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INT. CHALLENGER - CONTINUOUS

RAFE
Who was that?

BO
That's Clay Boggs. He's like a jack-
of-all trades, of sorts.  

RAFE
How so?

BO
Let's just say if it's illegal, and 
you need it, he's the guy to go to.  

Rafe ponders this, as Bo starts up the Challenger, and rolls 
off.

CUT TO:

EXT. SWEETWATER HIGH SCHOOL - DAY

Jasper, Tino, and Grubbs raucously yap in front of the school 
along with other FOOTBALL PLAYERS.

Bo's Charger glides up to the shoulder.  Sits growling.

BO (O.S.)
I'll have your car towed to the house 
today.

INT. CHALLENGER

Rafe sits in the passenger gazed fixed on Jasper, and his 
friends.

Bo sits at the wheel.  His eyes tick over to the jocks, then 
to Rafe.

BO
You okay?

No response.

BO (CONT'D)
You know... if you wanna talk.  About 
what happened to your friend...

Rafe turns to his big brother.  Nods.  Goes to open the door.

BO (CONT'D)
Wait.
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Bo reaches in the back seat.  Grabs Rafe's army surplus 
jacket.

BO (CONT'D)
Here.

He tosses Rafe the jacket.

BO (CONT'D)
The nurse gave it to me.

Rafe puts on his jacket.  He checks the pockets.  Lint.  A 
stick of gum.  A pair of brass knuckles.

RAFE
(re:brass knuckles)

You want these back?

BO
Naw.  You keep em'.  

Rafe slides them back in his pocket.  Gets out the car.

EXT. SWEETWATER HIGH SCHOOL

Grubbs is the first to see Rafe.

GRUBBS
Hey look.

Jasper, Tino, and the other football players look over.

Jasper is visibly worried, but tries to hide it.

Rafe makes his way toward the entrance of the school.  He 
walks past the jocks, trading icy stares with Jasper, Tino, 
and Grubbs as he moves by.

INT./EXT. CHALLENGER/SWEETWATER HIGH SCHOOL

Bo watches Rafe go inside the school. The muscle car ROARS 
to life, and peels off tires screeching.

INT. CLASSROOM - DAY

A science class.  Lab tables.  Poster of the periodic table 
of elements.  Bored students.

Rafe sits at his table listening, to MR. RAINES (50), a geeky 
chemistry teacher.

MR. RAINES
Today we are going to discuss volatile
chemicals and their reactions when 

(MORE)
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MR. RAINES (CONT'D)
other elements are introduced. 
Certain chemicals like ether once
released in the air have such a
violent reaction that even the tiniest
spark can cause an explosion.  For
example...

The Chemistry Teacher places a burnt up metallic can on his 
desk.  It's a hunk of twisted metal.  Black and gnarled. 

MR. RAINES (CONT'D)
This was a can of ethyl ether.  It's 
fairly common, and used in labs across 
the globe.  This one exploded, and 
killed a professor in Washington.

This peaks the interest of the class.

MR. RAINES (CONT'D)
It's a funny story with a great
lesson.  You see, he needed to clean
out his lab, but didn't want to pay
for hazardous waste disposal.  So he
decides to just dump the stuff down
the sink.  No one will ever find out
right?  Well, when he tries to take
off the lid on this can of ether he
can't. It's too tight.  So what does
the brilliant professor do class?

The class just stares blankly.  A collective: I don't know?

MR. RAINES (CONT'D)
He decides to use an AX to open the
can.  When he hit this can of ether
with the ax it created a spark, and
kaboom! He blew himself and the entire
lab sky high.

The class laughs.  Rafe just stares expressionless. 

The bell RINGS.   

MR. RAINES (CONT'D)
Looks like we're done for today.

The students pick up their books and backpacks.  Then scurry 
out the class room.

INT. BATHROOM 

Rafe enters the boys bathroom.  And is immediately slammed 
against the wall by Grubbs.
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Jasper and Tino stand by the door.

Rafe struggles to break free of Grubbs grip.

RAFE
Get the fuck off of me!

Grubbs slams him back against the wall.  Hard.

Jasper struts over to Rafe.

Tino keeps watch by the door.

JASPER
(to Grubbs)

Let him go man.

GRUBBS
Fuck that shit.

JASPER
(forceful)

I said let him go.

Grubbs releases Rafe.

Jasper attempts to straighten up Rafe's ruffled shirt.

JASPER (CONT'D)
You okay? 

Rafe smacks his hand away. 

JASPER (CONT'D)
My Dad said you said couldn't identify 
your attackers that night.  

Rafe doesn't say anything.  Just glares through gritted teeth.

JASPER (CONT'D)
(leaning in)

Make sure it stays that way.

He backs off.  Turns to Tino and Grubbs.

JASPER (CONT'D)
Let's go.  My public awaits.

The jocks exit the bathroom, leaving Rafe boiling. He slams 
his cast against the wall.

INT. GYMNASIUM - SWEETWATER HIGHSCHOOL - LATER

Jasper's walks up to a podium.  Cameras flash.  He smiles 
big.  A press conference is underway.
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JASPER
(into mic)

Today I'm here to officially announce 
that I have committed to attend, and 
play for Texas University.

A flurry of APPLAUSE.

In the crowd Sheriff Hicks beams like a proud father. 

Tino, Grubbs, Milly, and Taylor scream and hoot their approval 
amongst a throng of students watching.

Staring from the other end of the gym is Rafe.  His expression 
is that of pure hate.  He exits the gym.

INT. HALLWAY - SWEETWATER HIGHSCHOOL - DAY

Standing by a locker necking, are Jasper and Milly.  She 
pulls away after a long kiss.

MILLY
So my uncle said it was okay to throw 
you a commitment celebration at his  
ranch this weekend.

JASPER
Cool.  Who's all coming?

MILLY
It's a private party.  Just us, 
Taylor, Tino, and Grubbs.  It's going 
to be great.

JASPER
I can't wait.

Jasper kisses Winnie and they walk off.  A locker door slams 
shut revealing Rafe.  He was standing right by them listening 
to the whole thing.

EXT. SWEETWATER OUTSKIRTS - DAY

Rafe's Geo, now with four new tires, cruises through the 
desolate section of town.

EXT. CLAY BOGGS' HOUSE - DAY

He parks in front of the unsightly pad.  Gets out.  Walks up 
to the door.  Knocks.

CLAY (O.S.)
Who is it?
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RAFE
It's Rafe Harrington.  Bo's brother.

The door opens, and Clay gives Rafe a wondering look.

CLAY
What are you doin' here kid?

RAFE
My brother told me you were who I 
need to see.

CLAY
He did, did he?

Clay holds the door aside, and motions for Rafe to come in 
with his head.

Rafe goes in.

INT. CLAY BOGGS' HOUSE - DAY

A complete hellhole.

Squalid.  Peeling wall paper.  Crates for furniture.  Food 
wrappers lay strewn across the dirty linoleum advertising 
various fast food chains.

Clay sits on a crate.  He points to a second crate sitting 
across from him.

Rafe sits.

CLAY
So what can I help you with?

RAFE
I need some people killed.  You know 
of anybody who could do that type of 
thing for me?

Clay thinks this is a joke.  He laughs. 

CLAY  
Did Bo put you up to this?

Rafe wears a serious expression. 

RAFE
No. 

There's a prolonged stare between them. Clay can see he means 
business.
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CLAY
There is this guy.  A fuckin' tweaker.  
I only use him as a last resort. 

RAFE
A tweaker?

CLAY
He's a god damn animal.  He'll do 
anything for a fix.

RAFE
Anything?

CLAY
Anything. He takes souls in exchange 
for crank.  As many as you like.  
He'll wage a god damn jibhead jihad 
if you supply him with enough meth.

RAFE
Where can I find him?

CLAY
You sure you want to use this guy?

RAFE
Wouldn't be asking if I wasn't.

CLAY
You haven't thought this through.  
Maybe you should go home, and think 
about what you're askin'?

RAFE
I know what I'm asking.   

CLAY
Listen kid, This cat is no normal
person.  No normal junkie for that
matter.  He's the fuckin' Devil. 
This mother fucker lives to do two
things.  Kill and smoke crystal. 
And he will kill anything.  
Man, woman, child, dog, or cat.  
Makes no difference.  He's the monster 
other monsters check under the bed 
for.

RAFE
Sounds like the right guy.

Clay studies Rafe for a few seconds, sighs then...
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CLAY
He stays at this shit hole called
the junkie zoo on flint street. 
Makes this place look like a suite
at the Hilton.  Go there, and ask
for Mr. Rogers.

RAFE
Thanks.

Rafe rises from the crate. 

RAFE (CONT'D)
I'd appreciate if this stayed between 
me, and you.  Bo doesn't need to 
know about this.

CLAY
Sure.

Clay watches Rafe turn and head out the door. A look of unease 
spreads across his face.  He's regretting this already.

INT. GARAGE - DAY

Drums of ether line the wall.  Trash bags spill with empty 
sinus pill blister packs.  Piles of match boxes with no strike 
surface litter the floor.

In the corner of the garage is an old, rusty frigidaire 
refrigerator.

Rafe makes his way over to the fridge.  Opens the freezer.

INT. FREEZER

FOUR ZIP LOCK BAGS full of yellow crystals.  CRANK.  Rafe 
reaches in and grabs one bag off the top.  Shuts the door.

INT. LIVING ROOM 

Rafe sweeps junk off the coffee table onto the floor.  He 
slams down a YEAR BOOK.  Cracks it open.  Pulls out a red 
marker. 

IN YEARBOOK

He flips to the seniors.  

Finds Grubbs's photo.  Circles it with the red marker.  

Flips to another page.  Circles Jasper.  

Flips to yet another.  Circles Tino.
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The book SLAMS shut.

EXT. JUNKIE ZOO - DAY

A crumbling brick building.  Boarded up windows.  Lawn 
overgrown with weeds.  Might have been a nice place a long 
time ago, now it's a haven for drug addled fiends.

D BOY (19), a wiry black kid with gold teeth, and a street 
wise face,  stands outside the flop house with a hand canon 
tucked in his waist band.

Rafe clomps up lugging a backpack.

D BOY
Fuck you want?

He looks Rafe up and down.

RAFE
I need to see Mr. Rogers.

D Boy grins a mouthful of gold.  He steps to the side, and 
motions inside the house.

Rafe goes in.

INT. JUNKIE ZOO - CONTINUOUS

It's dark.  Sunlight bleeds in through the slats of the 
boarded up windows.  Which illuminates the room just enough 
so that Rafe can make out his surroundings.

JUNKIES in many different states of high lay around the soiled 
carpet.  Rafe literally has to step over them to move through 
the room.

He spots a semi-coherent looking JUNKIE sitting on a 
staircase.  Rafe makes his way over carefully tip toeing 
over bodies.

RAFE
Hey.  Can you tell me where I can 
find Mr. Rogers?

The Junkie looks at Rafe with pupils the size of golf balls, 
and cracks a toothless smile.  He points a long skeletal 
finger up the stairs behind him.

Rafe moves past the Junkie, and scales the stairs.

UPSTAIRS HALLWAY

Rafe comes off the the stairs, and walks down a hallway.
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The hallway walls are bombed with graffiti.

He cautiously navigates his way through the dimly lit 
corridor.  At the end of the hallway is a door.  "BEWARE ALL 
YE WHO ENTER..." is spray painted across the front of the 
door.

The teen stares at the door hesitant.

RAFE (CONT'D)
Fuck it.

Reaches for the knob.  Turns it.  The door creaks open.

This room is nearly pitch black, aside from a few slivers of 
light coming from a tiny window with 2x4's nailed over it in 
the far coroner of the room.

RAFE (CONT'D)
Hello?

No response.

RAFE (CONT'D)
I'm lookin' for Mr. Rogers?

A VOICE calls out from the inky blackness, with a gravely 
hiss.

VOICE
Come in.

This voice sends a chill down Rafe's spine.  He takes a deep 
breath.  Then steps inside.  The door SLAMS behind him.

INT. ROOM

Rafe can't see anything.

HEAVY BREATHING fills the room.

RAFE
Hello?

The room suddenly brightens up enough for Rafe to see. 

AN OIL LANTERN GLOWS BRIGHT atop a table in the center of 
the room.  A MAN with dark stringy hair slouches in a chair 
at the table.  Most of his face is lost in shadow or obscured 
by his greasy hair.

RAFE (CONT'D)
Are you... Mr. Rogers?
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The Man leans forward just enough for the light to hit the 
lower half of his face.  Exposing his dry cracked lips, and 
stubble covered jaw.

MAN
That's me.

He smiles with a set of mangled meth teeth. This is the killer 
from the opening. 

This is MR. ROGERS.

MR. ROGERS
What can I do for ya?

RAFE
I want some people dead.

MR. ROGERS
The very thing that defines life is 
that it ends.  Wait long enough these 
people will die.

RAFE
I want you to kill them for me.

Mr. Rogers CACKLES like a hyena.

MR. ROGERS
Now why would I do a thing like that?

Rafe takes his back pack off, and unzips it.  He digs inside.  
Takes out the zip lock bag of crank.  

RAFE
Because I'm going to give you this.

The bag of crank dangles from his fist.

Mr. Rogers suddenly stops grinning.  He pitches forward in 
his chair all the way into the light, and brushes the hair 
out his face.  Giving Rafe a true glimpse at his twisted 
face. 

He stares at the crank transfixed. Red veins spider web his 
tweaker eyes.  His extremely dilated pupils fluctuate.

MR. ROGERS
Bring that over to me.

Rafe slowly steps closer to Mr. Rogers, holding the bag of 
crank out as far as he can.

MR. ROGERS (CONT'D)
Come closer.  I won't bite.
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He smiles, again flashing his anything but pearly whites.

Rafe takes a few more steps.  He's now within striking 
distance.

Mr. Rogers is a blur.  He's out of his chair with his face 
literally an inch from Rafe's.

Frozen in fear, Rafe stares deep into the eyes of the crazed 
junkie.  There's nothing behind them.  Just more black.  
Completely soulless.

Mr. Rogers grins at the petrified teen.  

Rafe can smell the stink on his breath.

With out breaking his stare Mr. Rogers snatches the crank.  
Then slowly retracts his face from Rafe's.  Calmly sits back 
down in his chair.

Rafe's heart is beating so hard he can feel it in his throat.

Mr. Rogers unzips the bag.  Takes out a single yellow crystal.  
Sets it on the table.  Draws a SWITCH BLADE.

Rafe stares at the menacing looking weapon.

Using the back of the knife, Mr. Rogers crushes the crystal 
into powder.  Scraps some on to the tip of the blade.  Raises 
it to his nose.  Snorts it up his nostril.

His jaw tightens.  Veins bulge from his neck.  He shakes 
violently.  Then bangs his hand against the table. 

MR. ROGERS (CONT'D)
HELL YEAH!!

The crank has him jacked.

MR. ROGERS (CONT'D)
I'm listening!  Let's make a deal!

Rafe, still a little shaken, calms himself.  He reaches inside 
his backpack and removes the year book.  Throws it at Mr. 
Rogers' feet.

Mr. Rogers plucks the year book from the floor in his filthy 
hand.

RAFE
Go to the seniors. They're all 
circled.

Mr. Rogers opens the year book, turns through dog-eared the 
pages.
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MR. ROGERS
How many?

RAFE
Three.

IN YEAR BOOK

Mr. Rogers turns to a page with Grubbs's circled photo.

He turns to the next page.  Finds Jasper's picture circled. 

Flips a few more pages.  Comes to Tino's circled snap shot.  

BACK TO ROOM

MR. ROGERS
For this.

(holds up the crank)
I'll kill all but one.

RAFE
You won't do three?

MR. ROGERS
I'd do fifteen for what you gave me.

Mr. Rogers flips back through the year book.  Holds it up 
for Rafe to see.

MR. ROGERS (CONT'D)
But for this one...

He points his grungy finger at Jasper's photo.

MR. ROGERS (CONT'D)
It will cost you extra.

RAFE
What?!  Why?

MR. ROGERS
Sheriff's kid.  If I kill em' the
Sheriff is gonna turn over every
rock in Tex's ass tryin' to find
those responsible.  So that means
I'll have to kill him as well to
avoid that hassle.  Nothin' worse
than a cop with a vendetta. 

(then)
Well there is.  There's me with one. 

The junkie lets out a maniacal howl. 
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RAFE
How much more?

MR. ROGERS
Another pound.

RAFE
Fine.  I'll get you another pound.

(beat)
After it's finished.

MR. ROGERS
Alright.  Consider it done.  But...

The meth addict's demeanor suddenly turns dark.

MR. ROGERS (CONT'D)
Don't fuck with me.

RAFE
You'll get your crank. 

MR. ROGERS
Good.

RAFE
They'll all be at Willis Clayborne's 
ranch tomorrow night.

Rafe digs in his pocket.  Pulls out a folded piece of paper.

RAFE (CONT'D)
Here's the directions to the ranch.  
I map quested it.

A grin spreads across Mr. Rogers face like an open wound. He 
takes the paper from Rafe.

MR. ROGERS
I'll give you until sun down the day 
after to bring me my crank. 

Mr. Rogers leans forward in his chair for emphasis.

MR. ROGERS (CONT'D)
(reiterating)

Sun down.

Rafe holds his malevolent gaze for a beat. Then turns and 
heads for the door.  As he walks, Mr. Rogers WHISTLES "It's 
a beautiful day in the neighborhood" eerily out-of-tune.

EXT. JUNKIE ZOO - DAY

Rafe marches out.  Blows right by D Boy.
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D BOY
You in a hurry white boy?

Rafe doesn't respond.  He fast walks right across the street, 
and disappears around a corner.

CUT TO:

EXT. CLAYBORNE RANCH - NIGHT

A forty acre ranch. A sprawling compound, surrounded by a 
fence which serpentines around the entire property. 

Jasper's Mustang is parked next to a SCION on the cobblestone 
driveway.

The moon hangs low in the sky, casting a bluish hue on to 
the ranch.

SUPER: CLAYBORNE RANCH, 9:00 PM

INT. CLAYBORNE RANCH - NIGHT

Hard wood floors.  Cathedral ceilings.  Massive stone 
fireplace. 

Jasper and Milly lay across a bear skin rug that lays in 
front of the roaring fireplace.  Things are getting hot and 
heavy.  They kiss hard.  Start to tear at each other's 
clothes.

EXT. JACUZZI - BACKYARD

Tino, Grubbs, and Taylor relax in a bubbling, in ground 
jacuzzi in back of the ranch home.

Soft rock BLARES from a pair of speakers mounted on the back 
of the ranch house.  Combined with the warmth of the jacuzzi 
it creates a relaxing environment.

TAYLOR
This place is amazing.

TINO
I don't ever wanna leave.

GRUBBS
Well your gonna have to leave so I 
can get Taylor to let me hit that 
ass.

Grubbs winks at Taylor.

TAYLOR
Who says he has to leave?
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Taylor moves seductively through the water over to Grubbs.  
Reaches both her arms around his neck.

Grubbs is entranced.

Then she suddenly pulls her hands away, clutching two empty 
beer bottles.

TAYLOR (CONT'D)
We need more beer.

She smiles.  Wades back through the water.  Rises out the 
jacuzzi in her skimpy bikini.  Water drips off of her 
glistening body. 

She's a knock out.

TAYLOR (CONT'D)
I'm going to grab so more from the 
garage.  You want me to get anything 
else?

Tino and Grubbs simultaneously shake their heads no.

Taylor traipses away.

GRUBBS
(to Tino)

Dibs.

INT. STORAGE GARAGE - CONTINUOUS

Taylor enters a large storage garage.

It's completely dark inside.  The mellow soft rock from 
outside is muffled in the garage. 

TAYLOR
Where's the light switch?

A GROWL emanates from the within the darkness. Taylor flips 
the light switch on.  All the color drains from her face.

Mr. Rogers stands in the back of the garage, holding a shotgun 
and A SNARLING PIT BULL by a chain leash. 

Taylor backs slowly toward the garage door. 

Mr. Rogers let's the Pit Bull of the leash.  

The Pit CATAPULTS toward Taylor. 

Taylor runs out the garage. 
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EXT.  STORAGE GARAGE - BACKYARD - CONTINUOUS

Taylor races to get back to the jacuzzi, and she trips.  She 
picks herself back up, and turns to see..

The muscular canine, as it LEAPS to tackle her to the ground.

Taylor ducks.

The Pit flies over Taylor's head. Lands on the other side of 
her on it's pawls.

Taylor takes off in the other direction.

The dog springs back around and chases after her, jaws 
foaming.

Taylor runs through the ranch compound screaming at the top 
of her lungs.

TAYLOR
HELP!  SOMEBODY PLEASE!

She checks over her shoulder, sees the Pit gaining on her.  
Dashes through a patch of tall grass.

The Pit is RIGHT AT HER HEELS.  It pounces on her back.

She falls to the ground with the Pit on her back, disappearing 
in the tall grass.  

Bright teeth slash through moonlight and flesh.

Horrific sounds emanate from the swaying tendrils of grass. 
SCREAMS.  RUSTLING.  GURGLING.  Then only the sounds of the 
hungry beast TEARING THROUGH FLESH remains.

EXT.  JACUZZI - BACKYARD

Tino and Grubbs sit in the jacuzzi oblivious. 

Tino relaxes with his eyes shut.

A pair of dirty boots walk up right behind Grubbs.

Grubbs has no idea someone's behind him.

GRUBBS
What's takin' Taylor so damn long?

A shotgun COCKS.

Tino's eyes open to see Grubbs' head blasted apart.  Brains 
in the water.  He looks up at Mr. Rogers, who trains the 
shotgun on him. 
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Mr. Rogers let's out a psychotic giggle.  

INT. RANCH HOUSE

Jasper and Milly's sex is interrupted by the sound of the 
shotgun blast.

MILLY
What was that?

JASPER
Sounded like a shotgun.

EXT.  JACUZZI - BACK YARD

Tino stares down the barrel of the barrel of the shotgun in 
the jacuzzi.

TINO
(to Mr. Rogers)

Don't shoo...

BOOM!  Tino's face is pulverized by the blast.

Mr. Rogers calmly makes his way toward the ranch house, 
feeding new shells into his shotgun.

INT. RANCH HOUSE

Jasper pulls his clothes on frantically.

Milly covers her nude body with a sheet.  Her back is to a 
sliding glass door that's covered by a sliding curtain.

MILLY
What's goin' on Jasper?

JASPER
How the hell am I supposed to know?!  
But I'm gonna find...

BOOM!  The sliding glass door shatters.  Milly chest explodes 
misting Jasper's face with blood.

Milly falls to the hard wood floor with a smack.  Dead as 
door nail.

JASPER (CONT'D)
OH MY GOD!  MILLY!

Mr. Rogers steps through the shattered sliding glass door, 
smoking shotgun in his grip.

Jasper inches over toward the door to the back of the house, 
never taking his eyes off Mr. Rogers.
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MR. ROGER'S
(at Jasper)

Boo!

Jasper throws open the door and bolts out.

EXT. BACK YARD

Jasper runs past the jacuzzi and sees his dead friends.  
Speeds up even more.  He streaks past the garage. 

Mr. Rogers fast walks out into the back yard.  He's not going 
to run, he's going to walk him down.

Jasper blasts through the tall grass running for his life, 
his face covered in Milly's blood.

Mr. Rogers ejects a spent shell as he stalks through the 
field.   

Jasper looks over his shoulder sees the killer.  Picks up 
speed.

Mr. Rogers stops.  Raises his shotgun.

Jasper is starting to make distance between himself and Mr. 
Rogers.  He gets smaller and smaller the further he runs.  
Then...

BOOM!

The shotgun rings out through the night.

Jasper let's out a scream and falls to the ground.

The killer lower's his weapon, and begins to move.  His dirty 
boots trample over the dead grass. Slow.  Deliberate. 

Jasper lays face down in the dirt.  Strings of dirty saliva 
hang from his lips.  He lays in agony for what seems like 
forever.  Then his eyes go wide at the sound of approaching 
foot steps.

The killer walks up to Jasper.  There's a nasty gaping shotgun 
wound in the jock's back.  He puts down his shotgun.  
Forcefully rolls Jasper onto his back.

Jasper moans in pain.  Tears streak down his dirty, blood 
drenched face.  He looks up at Mr. Rogers.

Mr. Rogers reaches down.  Digs in Jasper's pockets.  Finds a 
BlackBerry.  He scrolls through it.  Finds what he's looking 
for.  Dials.

CUT TO:
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INT. HICKS' HOUSE - NIGHT

Sheriff Hicks sits in a rocking chair in his study.  Smoke 
curls off a lit cigar poking from his mouth.  A TINNY TUNE 
bellows from his pocket.  He fishes out his cell phone.  
Answers. 

SHERIFF HICKS
Hello?

INTERCUT

Mr. Roger's holds the BlackBerry to his ear.

MR. ROGER'S
Say hi to your son.

Mr. Rogers holds the cell phone out over Jasper.

JASPER
PLEASE DON'T KILL ME!

He brings the phone back to his ear.

SHERIFF HICKS
Who is this?

MR. ROGER'S
Come out to the Clayborne ranch.  
ALONE.  If you bring anybody your 
son is dead.

Click.

Mr. Rogers hangs up.  He throws the cell phone.

Jasper looks at Mr. Rogers pleadingly.

JASPER
Please.

Mr. Rogers reaches inside his army jacket and pulls out a 
GIANT HUNTING KNIFE.  The blade gleams in the night.  He 
grins with a mouthful of rotten teeth.

Terror streaks across Jasper's face.

JASPER (CONT'D)
F-fuck you!!

The killer drops down onto the wounded jock and straddles 
him.

JASPER (CONT'D)
FUCK YOU!  FUCK YOU!
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Mr. Rogers brings the blade down.

CUT TO:

EXT. NIGHT SKY

The moon, pale and low, hangs above the field.

JASPER  (O.S.)
AAAAaaaaahhhhhh!!!

The jock's blood curdling scream fills the night.  Then 
everything goes silent. 

EXT. RANCH HOUSE - LATER

The Sheriff's Cherokee pulls up to the compound. 

He leaps out. Rushes into the ranch home.

SUPER: CLAYBORNE RANCH, 11:00 PM

INT. RANCH HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Sheriff Hicks pulls out a pearl handle .38 REVOLVER.  He 
moves through the house.  He sees Milly's naked corpse  
wrapped in a sheet laying on the floor.  The Sheriff heads 
out the shattered glass sliding door.

EXT. BACK YARD

He moves through the massive back yard area.  Spots Tino and 
Grubbs dead in the jacuzzi.  Looks around spots the area of 
tall grass in the distance.  Holds his gun high, moves towards 
it.

The Sheriff makes it over to the area of tall grass.  
Something LAUNCHES OUT.  He DISCHARGES his .38.  BAM!  BAM!

A Pit Bull carcass crashes to the ground.

Sheriff Hicks breaths easy, then a shotgun COCKS behind him.

He wheels around and finds himself staring down the business 
end of a shotgun.  

Mr. Rogers's face splits open into a smile.  Eroding teeth 
on full display.

The Sheriff snaps his gaze to the demonic looking junkie 
behind the shotgun.

SHERIFF HICKS
Who are you?
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MR. ROGERS
Drop the gun.

Sheriff Hicks tosses his .38 in the grass behind him.

SHERIFF HICKS
Why are you doing this?

MR. ROGERS
Because you and your boy went and 
landed on someone's shit list.

SHERIFF HICKS
Where's my son?

MR. ROGERS
You wanna see him?

SHERIFF HICKS
(pleading)

Yes.

MR. ROGERS
Okay.

The barrel of the shotgun lights up.  BOOM!

SMASH TO:

EXT. RAFE'S HOUSE - DAY

An URBAN ASSAULT VEHICLE roars up.  A six-man ENTRY TEAM 
storms out clutching shotguns.  Black-clad boots hit the 
ground running.  They wear respirators, and bulletproof vests 
with "D.E.A." stenciled across the back. 

They converge on the front door moving low.

INT. RAFE'S HOUSE - KITCHEN/METH LAB - DAY

Bo is in his lab cooking meth in a gas mask.  Unaware.

IN THE LIVING ROOM 

The door is rammed open, a LEAD AGENT follows his gun inside.  
The other agents charge in behind.

BACK IN THE KITCHEN

Bo hears them. Goes to the drawer for his revolver. It's 
gone!

The Agents rush in pointing tactical shotguns.

Bo surrenders.  Puts his hands in the air.
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EXT. RAFE'S HOUSE - DAY

Bo is taken out in cuffs, and put in a car.

DEA AGENT #1 comes over to DEA AGENT #2 holding the backpack 
Bo got from Ray.

DEA AGENT #1
I found this.  It's twenty five 
thousand in cash.  There was also 
three pounds of crystal meth stored 
in a freezer in the garage.

INT. BACK OF DEA AGENT'S CAR - CONTINUOUS

Bo reacts to the DEA agent only finding three pounds.

BO
(sotto)

Three?  What the fuck?

EXT. RAFE'S HOUSE

DEA AGENT #2
Clear out the lab in the kitchen. 

DEA AGENT #1
There's some drums of solvent in the 
garage.

DEA AGENT #2
Leave those.  We can always come 
back for that.  Just make sure the 
lab is broken down.

DEA AGENT #1
Also this guy said he has a seventeen 
year old brother that lives under 
his care.  You wanna go find him?

DEA AGENT #2
No let him find us.  He's bound to
come looking for his brother, when
he realizes he's not coming back. 
He'll go to the police, and will be
notified.

DEA AGENT #1
You're the boss.

DEA Agent #1 walks off.

DEA Agent #2 pulls out his cell phone dials.  It rings 
repeatedly.  Goes to voice mail.
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DEA AGENT #2
Hey man.  I was just calling to say 
that tip about Harrington you gave 
me paid off big time.  Thanks.

CUT TO:

EXT. CLAYBOURNE RANCH - DAY

Sheriff Hicks dead body lays on the ground.  His cell phone 
rests next to his pocket were it fell out.  It lights up and 
displays: "1 NEW MESSAGE".

CUT TO:

EXT. CEMETERY - DAY

Rafe sleeps against by Alex's headstone. Bo's .44 Bulldog in 
one hand.  Bottle of Jack in the other. He's been here all 
night. 

A mechanical BUZZ emanates from his pocket.  Rafe Stirs.  
Spills over the bottle of Jack Daniels.

RAFE
(re: bottle)

Shit.

He reaches in his jacket pocket.  Pulls his iPhone.  Chucks 
it across the cemetery without even looking at it.

RAFE (CONT'D)
(re: phone)

Shut up.

The cell phone lands in a pile of brown earth next to a 
freshly dug grave.  The cell phone displays: "1 missed call 
Nolan County Jail".

Rafe looks down at the .44 in his grip.  Closes his eyes and 
raises it to his temple.  His finger tenses on the trigger,  
then releases, can't do it.  

He rises to his feet.  Turns to face Alex's grave stone.

RAFE (CONT'D)
Sorry Alex.

CUT TO:

EXT. RAFE'S HOUSE - DAY

Rafe's Geo pulls up in front of the home.  Rafe gets out the 
vehicle.  Heads inside the house.
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INT. RAFE'S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Rafe is in shock.  The house is ransacked. Even more than 
usual.  He runs to the kitchen.

IN KITCHEN

The lab is gone.

Rafe panics. Heads for the door that connects off the kitchen 
to the garage.  Goes in.

GARAGE

Rafe opens the freezer

It's empty!

RAFE
This can't be happening.

IN LIVING ROOM

Rafe paces back and forth, running a hand through his hair.  

Through the living room window, a car pulls up in the 
driveway.

Rafe stops pacing.  Pulls Bo's gun out of his waist and places 
it on the coffee table.

EXT. RAFE'S HOUSE - DAY

Rafe steps out the house. 

Clay Boggs gets out of a souped up BUICK RIVIERA parked in 
the driveway.  

CLAY
Bo told me to come find you.  He 
tried calling you. 

RAFE
Where's he at?

CLAY
Jail.

Off Rafe's awe-struck face...

SMASH TO:

A LICENSE PLATE with the initials: "CB" rushes toward us.
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INT. RIVIERA (MOVING) - DAY

Clay sits behind the wheel, a Pall Mall dangles from the 
corner of his mouth. 

Rafe slumps in the passenger seat. 

RAFE
(looks straight ahead)

So he said to take me to my Grandma's 
in Terrel?

CLAY
Yep.

Clay blows smoke. Crushes out his cigarette in the ashtray.

CLAY (CONT'D)
That's not all he told me.

He eyes Rafe, who's still staring out the front windshield.

CLAY (CONT'D)
He also mentioned that when the D.E.A.  
busted him, they claimed they only 
found three pounds of crystal.  Bo 
said there was four. 

Rafe's eyes shift to Clay then back to the windshield. 

CLAY (CONT'D)
He thinks one them D.E.A. agents may 
have ripped it off.  But you and I 
know different don't we?

Rafe says nothing.  Just sits there silent. 

CLAY (CONT'D)
Heard a funny story on the radio on
the way over to get you.  They just
found five kids and the Sheriff
murdered up at the Clayborne ranch. 
Somebody executed them with a shotgun. 

Rafe's face is a mask of guilt as he takes in this news.  

CLAY (CONT'D)
If Bo Harrington knew that his own
kid brother ripped him off...  not
to mention had people killed... let's
just say you're lucky Bo got busted. 
Saved you from a beatin'.

RAFE
So you didn't tell him?
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CLAY
Shit no.  He'd hold me just as 
responsible for tellin' you what I 
did. 

RAFE
Well I got bigger problems than Bo 
finding out what I did.

CLAY
Oh really?  Like what?

RAFE
Like figuring out how am I going to 
pay off our junkie friend when the 
crystal I needed was taken by the 
D.E.A.? 

Clay slams on the brakes.  The Buick comes screeching to a 
halt in the the road.  

CLAY
Wait a minute.  You tellin' me you 
still owe that fuckin' psychopath?!   

Rafe doesn't respond.  Just looks down at his feet. 

CLAY (CONT'D)
You know if you weren't Bo's little
brother... if you were anyone else...
I would just kick your ass out my
car, and let that motherfucker kill
you. 

Clay sighs.  Pulls a crumpled pack of Pall Malls from his 
pocket, pops one in his mouth, and lights it.  He takes a 
long drag.  Exhales smoke through his nose. 

RAFE
So now what?

Clay looks back over at Rafe.

CLAY
Well you ain't going to Grandma's 
that for sure.

He shifts the car back in gear.

EXT.  ROAD - CONTINUOUS 

The Riviera starts off down the road.

INT.  CAR
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P.O.V. - THROUGH WINDSHIELD 

We watch the Buick drive away in the distance.

EXT. ROAD - CONTINUOUS

A black CHEVY IMPALA sits off the side of the road idling.  
The Impala pulls back on to the road, to follow. 

SMASH TO:

EXT.  STRIP CLUB - DAY

A sleazy strip joint.  The type of place where all the dancers  
have C-section scars.  Clay's Riviera rolls into the lot and 
parks. 

INT.  RIVIERA - CONTINUOUS

Rafe looks out the window at the the strip club.

RAFE
Were going to a strip club?

CLAY
He'll never think to look for you 
here.  Plus my brother owns the place.  
You'll be safe here.

Rafe eyes Clay skeptically. 

RAFE
Fuck it.

Clay and Rafe get out the car.

CUT TO:

INT. STRIP CLUB - DAY

Cigar smoke hangs in the air of the dark titty bar.  STRIPPERS 
prance about the stage topless.  LONELY DRUNKS stare on 
salivating from nearby tables.

Rafe follows Clay through the bar staring at the nude women 
traipsing all around.

CLAY
You stare any harder you'll melt the 
silicone. 

OTIS BOGGS(37), overweight, perpetually sweaty, emerges from 
a back room in the rear of the club.

He immediately spots Clay and Rafe making their way over.
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OTIS
Well look what we've have here.  If
it ain't my less attractive younger
brother.

Clay walks up and hugs his brother.  They break apart. 

CLAY
You put on some more weight Otis?  I 
swear if your tits get any bigger 
the customers will start askin' you 
to go up on stage. 

OTIS
Hey, don't forget I can still kick 
your ass. 

(re: Rafe)
You draggin' kids in my place of 
business now?  

CLAY
I'll explain.  Let's go in back.   

CUT TO:

EXT. STRIP CLUB - DAY

The black Impala sits parked across the street from the strip 
club.  Silent.  Waiting. 

INT. STRIP CLUB - BACK ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Framed pictures of John Wayne.  Mounted six shooters.  Mirrors 
shaped like horse shoes. Total cowboy motif.  

Otis sits behind a massive oak desk with bull horns mounted 
on the front. 

Rafe and Clay sit on a brown leather sofa. 

OTIS
I don't know what you're mixed up 
in, but this ain't no day care.  

RAFE
I'm not a baby.

CLAY
Don't be a dick Otis.  He just needs 
a safe place to lay low tonight.

RAFE
I still don't see what's so safe 
about this place.
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OTIS
There's twenty four hour surveillance.  
Anybody comes or goes, we see em'.  

Otis points to a bank of surveillance monitors on the wall. 

OTIS (CONT'D)
Plus I got some of the best bouncers 
in Texas.  

CLAY
Which is why I brought him here.  So 
can he stay?

OTIS
Alright.  The kid can stay.

Otis leans forward in his chair.

OTIS (CONT'D)
But I wanna know what the hell is 
going on. 

Rafe and Clay trade glances as we...

CUT TO:

EXT. STRIP CLUB (LATER) - NIGHT 

The strip joint is lit up with pink neon lights advertising 
drink specials, and one free complimentary lap dance. 

The Impala is still parked across the street.

INT. IMPALA - CONTINUOUS

A dark figure sits submersed in shadow in the driver's seat. 
A shadowy hand ignites a lighter in the dark vehicle.  The
flame flares, and is brought up under a glass pipe,
illuminating the face of Mr. Rogers.  He puts the pipe in
his mouth and takes a toke.  

Mr. Rogers pupils expand. Crystal meth smoke plumes out his 
nostrils.  The demon is awake.  He reaches over and grabs a 
shotgun off the passenger seat.  

RAFE (O.S.)
Maybe I could poison him. 

INT. STRIP CLUB - BACK ROOM

Rafe sits nursing a glass of orange juice on the sofa. 

Clay stands behind a mini bar in the corner of the room.  He 
holds a bottle of Jim Bean.  
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CLAY
You got a pound of poisoned crystal 
meth lying round somewhere? 

RAFE
Well... no.

Rafe sighs.  Swigs some of his orange juice.

OTIS (O.S.)
You need to relax. 

Otis chomps on a cuban cigar behind his oak desk.

OTIS (CONT'D)
I could have one of the girls come 
back here and give you a hand job if 
you like.  Maybe that'll help.

Rafe nearly spits out his juice. 

Otis grins.

OTIS (CONT'D)
Look, he doesn't know you're here.  
And if did, he wouldn't have the 
balls to march up in here and get 
ya.  He'd most likely wait ya out. 

EXT. STRIP CLUB - NIGHT

Mr. Rogers steps out of the Impala. He walks toward the 
entrance of the strip club, shotgun concealed beneath a long 
black trench.  

A stalky BOUNCER outside the front door of the Strip Club 
sees the disheveled looking addict as he approaches.  

BOUNCER
Can I help you? 

MR. ROGERS
I'm hear to see some titties.

Mr. Rogers attempts to walk past the Bouncer into the strip 
club. 

The burly Bouncer puts his hand on his chest, stopping him. 

BOUNCER
You need money to come inside. 

The Bouncer notices that Mr. Rogers has his right hand stuffed 
in his trench coat.
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BOUNCER (CONT'D)
What's under the coat?

Mr. Rogers mouth splits open in a smile, exposing his 
deteriorating teeth between a pair of cracked purple lips.

MR. ROGERS
You wanna see?

He WHIPS the shotgun up beneath his trench, in one swift 
move, and a BLAST ERUPTS under the bouncer's chin.  The shot 
destroys the Bouncer's face, gore explodes out the top of 
his head like a volcano, and he topples over in a heap.

Mr. Rogers steps over the Bouncer's body, and enters the 
strip joint.

INT. STRIP CLUB - MAIN ROOM

MUSIC BLARES inside the strip club as Mr. Rogers steps inside.  
He stands by the entrance, shotgun dispelling smoke in his 
grip.  His bugged out eyes scan the club.

A STRIPPER with enormous FAKE BREASTS grinding her ass into 
a FAT MAN's lap freezes at the sight of Mr. Rogers.  

The BARTENDER peers up from pouring a drink.

POLE DANCERS stop working the pole.

The DJ stares from the DJ booth.

TWO BOUNCERS stand by the bar, gazes fixed on the shotgun 
toting junkie.   

All eyes are on Mr. Rogers.  No one moves a muscle.

Mr. Rogers grins.

Fake Breasts is the first to react.

FAKE BREASTS
OH MY GOD!  HE HAS A GUN!!

BOOM!  BOOM!  Mr. Rogers WASTES the Bouncers by the bar.     

ALL HELL BREAKS LOOSE.

STRIPPERS SHRIEK all around us.  PATRONS DIVE for cover. 

Mr. Rogers yanks off his trench coat.

Nine round capacity shotgun shell carriers are strapped on
each of his arms.  He carries an array of shells on a belt
around his waist.  
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A second shotgun, a sawed off, is shoved in the waist of his
pants. 

He starts BLASTING anything with a shadow.  Buckshot ravages 
silicone implants.  Limbs are blown clean off left and right. 

IN BACK ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Slumped on the couch, Rafe hears the shooting over the booming 
music of the strip club.  Looks over at Clay at the mini 
bar.

RAFE
(re:shooting)

That sounds like...

CLAY
Shotgun fire!

OTIS
What in the...

Otis stubs out his cigar in gold plated ashtray.  Rises from 
his desk.  Scrambles over to the surveillance monitors against 
the wall, followed by Rafe and Clay. 

CLAY
He's here!

ON MONITOR 

Mr. Rogers prowls through the strip club like a drugged out 
terminator, blasting indiscriminately, on the black and white 
screen.

BACK TO ROOM

OTIS
I got somethin' for this sonuvabitch. 

Otis opens a trunk next to his liquor cabinet, reaches inside, 
pulls out a AK-47, and a long magazine.  

OTIS (CONT'D)
God damn Jibbhead thinks he can get 
away with blastin' my bar to shit?

He slaps the banana clip in. 

OTIS (CONT'D)
He's fucked with the wrong Texan.  
Y'all wait here.

Otis marches to the door.  Readies his AK.  Opens the door 
and slides out, closing it behind him. 
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Clay and Rafe turn to the monitor bank. 

INT. STRIP CLUB

Mr. Rogers blows away a CHARGING BOUNCER.  Cocks his shotgun. 

OTIS (O.S.)
HEY!!

Mr. Rogers looks up.  Spots Otis coming from the back, 
clutching an AK.   

OTIS (CONT'D)
I voted for Dubya. 

He racks the slide on top of the assault rifle.  

OTIS (CONT'D)
Twice.

Mr. Rogers dives to the floor.

Otis OPENS FIRE with the kalashnikov.  

RAT-TAT-TAT-TAT-TAT! RAT-TAT-TAT-TAT-TAT!!  RAT-TAT-TAT-TAT-
TAT!!!

Hot brass spits from the rifle as it shakes in Otis's grip. 
AK rounds shred everything in sight.   

Mr. Rogers army rolls across the floor, and comes back up 
blasting.  Then dives into the champagne room.

Otis stops firing.  Surveys the devastation: Dead strippers.  
Bar shot to hell.  Blood stained dollar bills littered every 
where.

OTIS (CONT'D)
I'm gonna kill that fuckin' tweaker. 

He heads for the champagne room.

IN BACK ROOM

Clay and Rafe watch Otis on the monitors. 

ON MONITORS

Otis enters the Champagne Room.

BACK TO BACK ROOM

RAFE
Are there cameras in the champagne 
room?
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CLAY
Of course.

Clay hurries over to Otis's desk, followed by Rafe.  He goes 
to a wide screen LCD monitor sitting on the desk.

ON LCD MONITOR

Otis appears in several different windows on the LCD screen. 
All from different angles. 

IN CHAMPAGNE ROOM

Otis sweeps the AK-47 back and fourth. The room is empty.

OTIS
Come out!  Come out!  Where ever you 
are!

He moves through the champagne room searching.

IN BACK ROOM

Clay and Rafe watch the monitor with puzzled expressions. 

CLAY
Where did he go?

RAFE
I don't know.  He must be hiding out 
of view of the camera. 

CLAY
There ain't no blind spots in the 
champagne room.

BACK IN CHAMPAGNE ROOM

Otis passes a stripper pole.

A WHISTLE comes from above.

Otis looks up...

Sees Mr. Rogers, bent backwards, hanging upside down by his 
legs at the top of the stripper pole, pointing the shotgun 
down at Otis.  

Otis tries to bring his AK up to fire, but Mr. Rogers slides 
down the pole BLASTING.  When he reaches the bottom Otis is 
a corpse.  

IN BACK ROOM

Clay and Rafe can't believe what they just witnessed.
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ON LCD MONITOR

Mr. Roger looks over Otis's body.  Then up at one of the 
cameras.  Smiles.  Stomps out.

BACK TO BACK ROOM

RAFE
He's coming!

CLAY
We gotta get the fuck outta here.

Clay grabs a stool from the mini bar.  Smashes it into an 
air conditioner unit protruding from the wall.  The stool 
breaks after several swings.  Then clay starts kick-stomping  
the A.C. until it falls out of the wall.

CLAY (CONT'D)
Let's go!

Clay crawls out first.  Then Rafe follows.  Just as the door 
to the back room is blown off the hinges.

Mr. Rogers steps in.  Sees Rafe slide out the hole in the 
wall.

EXT.  ALLEY BEHIND STRIP CLUB - CONTINUOS

Rafe lands on the ground in an alley, next to the busted air 
conditioner.  Clay heaves him to his feet.

CLAY
Let's go around to the car!

They sprint down the alley.

EXT. STRIP CLUB - PARKING LOT - NIGHT

Clay and Rafe come around the building from the alley into 
the parking lot. 

They spot the Riviera.  Head to it. 

At the car, Clay pulls out his car keys.  Goes to put them 
in the door.  Drops them.  He bends down to retrieve them.

BLAAAM!!!  A shotgun BLAST shatters the window right where 
Clay's head was before. 

Clay and Rafe turn and see Mr. Rogers moving through the 
parking lot in their direction, waving his shotgun.  

Clay scoops up his keys.  Reaches in the car's shattered 
window.  Unlocks it and jumps in, followed by Rafe. 
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The Riviera revs to life.  Peels out of the parking lot, and 
down the street. 

Mr. Rogers calmly walks through the lot, and across the street 
to his Impala.  He slides in, and takes off after them. 

EXT. STREET - NIGHT

The Riviera rolls through the quite Texas streets. 

INT. RIVIERA (MOVING) - CONTINUOUS

Clay checks his rear view.

CLAY
I don't think he's following us.

EXT.  STREET - CONTINUOUS

The Buick crosses an intersection is hit in the ass by the 
Impala coming off a side street, almost sending it into a 
tale spin.

Rafe looks back at the Impala. 

Mr. Rogers waves.

RAFE
It's him again!

Clay hits the gas.  Puts some distance between the them and 
the Impala. 

EXT.  STREET - CONTINUOUS

The Riviera hits a corner throwing hubcaps.  The Impala 
follows. 

The Buick thunders down the street, then makes a sharp turn 
down an alley.  Mr. Rogers matches the maneuver in the Impala.

Both cars travel the length of the alley and veer back on to 
a main drag. 

Clay takes the Buick around another corner.  Then almost 
immediately down another back alley. 

Mr. Rogers keeps pace in the Chevy.

The two vehicles rip through the alley, spill back on to a 
street.  
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INT. RIVIERA - CONTINUOUS

Clay eyeballs his rear view.  Sees the Chevy still keeping 
pace behind them.

CLAY
We gotta shake him!

RAFE
(looking out back 
window)

Easier said than done.

EXT.  STREET - CONTINUOUS

The Buick bends a curb.

Corner.  Alley.  Corner.  Alley.  It's a game of cat and 
mouse. 

The Riviera bursts out another alley on to a strip, Impala 
hot on it's trail. 

INT. RIVIERA - CONTINUOUS

Clay bangs his palm against the steering wheel.

CLAY
We have to ditch this son of a bitch!

He glances at the Impala in the mirror.  His mind working. 

CLAY (CONT'D)
(to Rafe)

You might wanna buckle up.

Rafe brings the seat belt across his chest.  Snaps it in.

Clay shoots one last glance back at the Impala.  Then stands 
on the brake.

EXT. STREET - CONTINUOUS

The Riviera skids to a stop.  The Impala's brakes SQUEAL, 
but it's traveling too fast and too close.  It's front grill 
SMASHES into the bumper of the Buick.

With the two cars stopped, Clay immediately hits the gas 
again.  The Buick zooms up the street and turns down a back 
alley.

The Impala hits the gas again.  Storms up the street.
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INT. IMPALA

Mr. Rogers drives with one hand on the wheel, while he thumbs 
shells into a pump shotgun resting on his lap with the other.  
He turns the Impala down the alley.  And is surprised to 
see...

P.O.V.  THROUGH WINDSHIELD

The Riviera sitting in the alley abandoned.  Both doors wide 
open.

Mr. Rogers one hand racks his shotgun.

EXT. ALLEY

The Impala stops.  Mr. Rogers steps out.  Shotgun at the 
ready.

He stalks down the alley to the Buick.  Checks inside.  It's 
empty.

At the other end of the alley the lid of a dumpster FLIES 
OPEN.  Clay and Rafe hop out of it.

Mr. Rogers whirls BLASTING back up the alley.

Clay is hit in his side with a shotgun blast.  He falls to 
the ground.

Rafe dives into Mr. Rogers's Impala through the open passenger 
side window.  The rear view mirror on the door is blown to 
pieces just as the last of Rafe's body goes through.

INT. IMPALA - CONTINUOUS

Rafe picks himself up off the seats of the Impala.  Looks 
through the windshield in time to see Mr. Rogers take aim at 
him.  He ducks as the windshield is blasted to shards.

RAFE
Shit!

He looks up covered in bits of glass.  Sees keys dangling 
from the ignition.  Rafe pops up fast.  Slides into the 
driver's seat.

P.O.V. THROUGH WINDSHIELD

Mr. Rogers marches up the alley, cocking his shotgun.

Rafe turns the key in the ignition.  The Impala ROARS to 
life.
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EXT. ALLEY - CONTINUOUS

Mr. Rogers takes aim with his shotgun again.  BOOM!  Fires 
into the Impala.  The shot invades the car, and blasts out 
the back windshield.

INT. IMPALA - CONTINUOUS

Rafe throws the car into reverse.  Slams on the gas. 

EXT. ALLEY - CONTINUOUS

The Impala tears off backwards up the alley.

Mr. Rogers LETS LOOSE on the retreating vehicle.  BOOM!  
BOOM!  BOOM!

INT. IMPALA - CONTINUOUS

Rafe keeps his head ducked behind the steering wheel, 
reversing the car blindly as it's interior is ransacked by 
buckshot. 

EXT.  STREET - CONTINUOUS

The Impala flies out the alley.  Spins around 90 degrees, 
tires screaming, into the street.  Rafe pops his head up.  
Looks over to the alley.

EXT. ALLEY - CONTINUOUS

Clay lays in the alley bleeding.  But still alive.

Mr. Rogers stomps through the alley. He doesn't even bother 
to look down as he BLASTS Clay in the chest. 

INT. IMPALA - CONTINUOUS

RAFE
(re: Clay's murder)

Holy shit.

Rafe punches the gas.  The Impala peels down the street.

EXT. STREET

Mr. Rogers storms out of the alley.  Heads into the middle 
of the street. Stands clutching his shotgun.  Watching the 
Impala speed away.

A HUMMER comes to a SCREECHING stop right behind Mr. Rogers. 

A HORN BLARES from the vehicle.  A PISSED DRIVER pokes his 
head out the window.
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PISSED DRIVER
Get the hell out of the street junkie!

Mr. Rogers spins and lets his shotgun ROAR at the Hummer. 
Blood and windshield glass dance in the air.

He walks over the driver's side of the vehicle.  Opens the 
door.  The driver's lifeless body spills out.

Mr. Rogers hops into the Hummer and speeds off in pursuit of 
Rafe.

EXT.  BACK ROAD - NIGHT

The Impala SCREAMS down a back road, blowing by a speed trap.  
A POLICE CAR's roof lights up, and takes off after Rafe.

INT. IMPALA

Rafe hears the police SIREN.  Looks in his rear view, sees 
the cop car coming up behind him. 

RAFE
(re: cop car)

Shit!

EXT. BACK ROAD - CONTINUOUS

The Impala glides to the shoulder, stops next to a cornfield.  
The police cruiser pulls up behind it.  Snaps on a blinding 
spot light.

A POLICE OFFICER gets out of the cruiser.  Walks around to 
the passenger side.  A misdirection tactic.

INT. IMPALA

Rafe squints looking in the rear view.  A whistle from the 
passenger side surprises him.  He turns and sees the Police 
Officer peering through the window at him.

POLICE OFFICER
You got any idea how fast you were 
goin' son?

The Police Officer notices the blown out windshields.  The 
bits of glass scattered about the interior. 

POLICE OFFICER (CONT'D)
What happened to your front and back 
windshields?  You can't be driving 
around like this.

Rafe is bundle of nervous energy.

RAFE
I know officer but..
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POLICE OFFICER
(cutting him off)

You know what?  How fast you were 
going, or that you can't be driving 
around with a smashed front and back 
windshield?

RAFE
Both just listen!  Someone is trying 
to kill me and if I don't...

POLICE OFFICER
(cuts him off)

I need you to calm down. 

RAFE
Okay I'm sorry.

POLICE OFFICER
Good.  Now tell me who it is exactly 
that's trying to kill you son?

RAFE
(frantic)

A psychopath that's who!  His name 
is Mr. Rogers, and I have to get out 
of here before he finds me again!

The Police Officer studies Rafe for a moment, then...

POLICE OFFICER
You under the influence of any drugs?

RAFE
What?  No!  You're not listening...

POLICE OFFICER
Oh I'm listening just fine.  License 
and registration please.

RAFE
Christ!

POLICE OFFICER
Don't use the lord's name in vein 
son.  Now I'm only gonna ask you one 
more time, license and reg...

A LARGE DARK SHAPE rockets out of the night. 

The Police Officer is SLAMMED by the Hummer speeding down 
the road with it's headlights off, turning the cop into 
instant road kill.
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Rafe watches through the windshield as the Hummer slides to 
a stop up the road.  Does a u-turn.  Flicks on it's head 
lights -- revealing Mr. Rogers at the wheel.  

RAFE
Oh shit!

Mr. Rogers sticks his shotgun through the shattered 
windshield.  FIRES on the Impala. 

Rafe ducks as the headrest behind him explodes. 

EXT. STREET - CONTINUOUS

Mr. Rogers blasts out the front tires of the Impala. 

The driver's side door opens, Rafe falls out, picks himself 
off the ground, staying low.  He darts into the cornfield.

EXT. CORNFIELD - NIGHT

Rafe navigates through the cornfield.  Unable to tell where's 
he's going, he just keeps heading straight. 

The ground rumbles. He stops.  Listens.

RAFE DIVES to his left just as THE HUMMER BARRELS THROUGH 
THE FIELD, leveling corn stalks.  The Hummer plows right by 
Rafe, mowing down corn.  

Rafe gets back to his feet, and heads into the cluster of 
corn stalks.  

EXT.  RESIDENTIAL AREA - EDGE OF TOWN - MOMENTS LATER

Rafe blasts out of the corn field into a residential area.  
He smiles.  

RAFE
(to himself)

Home turf.

Takes off toward the residential area. 

EXT. RESIDENTIAL AREA - BACK YARDS - NIGHT

Rafe dashes through a back yard.  Dodges a swing set.  Hops 
a fence.  Lands in another back yard.   

EXT. RAFE'S STREET - MOMENTS LATER

Rafe hops over a fence and comes out on to his street.  

Mr. Rogers skids around a corner in the Hummer on to the 
street at the same time. 
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Rafe sees Mr. Rogers.

RAFE
You're kidding.

INT. HUMMER 

Mr. Rogers is behind the wheel of the Hummer.  

The fire of Hell burns in his eyes.

MR. ROGERS
Gotcha.

He puts the pedal to floor.

EXT.  RAFE'S STREET - MORNING

The Hummer tears up the street after Rafe.  

Rafe runs for his life, panting, nearly out of breath.  He's 
almost to his house. 

Mr. Rogers is gaining fast.

Rafe's faces brightens when he sees his Geo parked out front.  
Pumps his arms and legs harder.  He reaches the Geo.  Reaches 
for the door.

BOOM!  A shotgun blast buries into the grill of the Geo, 
totals the radiator. 

Rafe's head revolves.  He sees Mr. Rogers hanging out the 
window of the speeding Hummer, grinning, shotgun in hand. 

Rafe makes a beeline for his house, sprinting for the front 
door.

Mr. Rogers ducks back in the window. 

INT. RAFE'S HOUSE - NIGHT

Rafe bursts into his house.  Slams the door behind him.  

EXT. RAFE'S HOUSE

Mr. Rogers pulls into the driveway. Steps out of the Hummer 
cocked and ready. Walks to the front door.

INT.  RAFE'S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

The front door slams open. Mr. Rogers enters the living room 
shotgun primed.  He scans the room.  It's empty.
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MR. ROGERS
(sings)

It's a beautiful day in this 
neighborhood...

Cocks his weapon. 

MR .ROGERS
(sings)

A beautiful day for a neighbor...

Takes aim at the couch.  BOOM!  Blows a crater in the ratty 
piece of furniture.  The guts of the couch explode into the 
air.

MR. ROGERS
(sings)

Would you be mine?

Ejects a spent shell.

MR. ROGERS (CONT'D)
(sings)

Could you be mine?

He targets a TV sitting on an entertainment center.

MR. ROGERS (CONT'D)
(sings)

It's a neighborly day in this 
beautywood...

BOOM!  The TV screen is blown to kingdom come.  Glass and 
circuitry rain down on the carpet. 

MR. ROGERS (CONT'D)
(sings)

A neighborly day for a beauty...

Another spent shell flies to the floor.

MR. ROGERS (CONT'D)
(sings)

Would you be mine?

Mr. Rogers draws a bead on a coat closet next to the 
entertainment center.  Waits.

INSIDE COAT CLOSET

Rafe stands inside the coat closet holding his breath.

LIVING ROOM
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Mr. Rogers shifts his aim off the closet to a worn out 
reclining chair.

MR. ROGERS (CONT'D)
(sings)

Could you be mine?

BOOM!  Blows the springs out the recliner.

MR. ROGERS (CONT'D)
(sings)

I have always wanted to have a 
neighbor just like you...

A smoking shell expels from the shotgun.

MR. ROGERS (CONT'D)
(sings)

I've always wanted to live in a 
neighborhood with you...

He points the shotgun at the coat closet.  Moves toward it.  
His boots crunch on the shattered glass from the television 
as he tramps across the room.

MR. ROGERS (CONT'D)
(sings)

So let's make the most of this 
beautiful day, since we're together, 
we might might as well say...

INSIDE COAT CLOSET

Rafe listens with his ear to the door as the crunching 
footsteps, and the singing get closer.  And closer.

MR. ROGERS (O.S.) (CONT'D)
(sings)

Would you be mine?  Could you be 
mine?

LIVING ROOM

He's right outside the coat closet, shotgun leveled at the 
door.

MR. ROGERS (CONT'D)
(sings)

Won't you be my neighbor?

BLAM-BLAM-BLAM-BLAM-BLAM-BLAM!!!!!!

SIX SHOTS BLAST out from the inside of the closet.

Mr. Rogers falls to the floor.
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The closet door creaks open.  Rafe stands inside the closet 
gripping a smoking 44. BULLDOG with white knuckles.  Bo's 
gun.

He looks down at Mr. Rogers who lays in a heap at his feet.

Rafe steps all the way out the closet.  Levels the pistol 
down at the psycho.

Click.  Click.  Click.  It's empty.

He chucks the gun.

RAFE
(to Mr. Rogers)

Fuck you.

Satisfied that junkie is dead, Rafe walks away towards the 
kitchen.  As he sluggishly makes his way across the living 
room, Mr. Roger rises to his feet behind his back.

MR. ROGERS
(sings)

Won't you please, won't you please...

Rafe doesn't turn around, he just freezes in his tracks.

MR. ROGERS (CONT'D)
(sings)

Won't you please by my neighbor?

Suddenly Rafe takes off for the kitchen.

Mr. Rogers raises the shotgun.  HE UNLEASHES HELL. 

BOOM!  BOOM!  BOOM!

Rafe dives into the kitchen. A shotgun blast nearly takes 
his head off.  He lands hard on the kitchen floor.

The murderous tweaker tosses the shotgun as he glides through 
the living room.  Pulls the sawed-off scatter gun shoved in 
his pants.  Fires into the kitchen as Rafe scrambles up. 

BOOM-BOOM-BOOM!!!

KITCHEN

Everything erupts around Rafe.  Cupboards are blown to 
splinters.  Plates disintegrate.

He spots the door that leads to the garage from the kitchen.  
He bolts for it.  He reaches for the knob...

BOOM!
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Get's hit in the leg by a shotgun blast.

RAFE
AAAHHH!

Drops to the floor, left hand still clinging a hold of the 
door knob.  He twists the knob, and falls to his stomach.  
The door swings open.

Mr. Rogers enters the kitchen just as the door slams closed.

GARAGE

Rafe crawls through the dark, dirty garage cluttered with 
Meth supplies.  He slides his body behind a METAL DRUM.  
Winces in pain as he rolls over, and sits up resting his 
back on the drum.  

Looks back at the door from the kitchen.  Notices the drum 
he's behind.

The door blasts open.  The metal drum crashes to the floor 
splashing liquid all over the floor of the garage.  Mr.  
Rogers holds his scatter gun in the doorway.

MR. ROGERS
It's a good thing you can't shoot.  

Rafe crawls on his stomach over to the rusted fridge in the 
corner of the garage.

MR. ROGERS (CONT'D)
Where do you think you're going?

The wounded Rafe, grabs the handle of the refrigerator, uses 
it to pull himself up to a sitting position.

Mr. Rogers steps into the garage.  He has a gunshot wound on 
the right side of his chest from when Rafe shot him through 
the closet door, but he's so hopped up on crank it doesn't 
even effect him.

MR. ROGERS (CONT'D)
I told you I'd come lookin' for you 
if you didn't bring me the rest of 
my crank.

He has murder in his drugged out eyes, as he raises the 
shotgun.

RAFE
I wouldn't do that.

The junkie grins a mouthful of disgusting teeth.
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MR. ROGERS
Really?  Why's that?

RAFE
Do you smell that?

Mr. Rogers sniffs the air.

RAFE (CONT'D)
That's ether fumes.  You shoot that 
gun and this whole place blows. 

Mr. Rogers eyes the drum.  Spray painted on the side of the 
drum are the words: "DIETHYL ETHER".

MR. ROGERS
Clever boy.

In some type of drug induced tick, Mr. Rogers head cocks to 
the left and jerks back, while his left eye blinks repeatedly.  
He sets the scatter gun down on the floor.  Lifts his pant 
leg.  Pulls a large hunting knife from his boot.

MR. ROGERS (CONT'D)
I'll just have to slice you from 
neck to asshole.

Rafe's eyes tick to the giant hunting knife.  He inches his 
back off of the refrigerator, and drags himself over against 
the sliding garage door.  Attempts to raise it up.  Won't 
budge.  It's padlocked shut. 

RAFE
(re:lock)

Shit.

Mr. Rogers let's out a BLOOD CRAZY LAUGH, as he brandishes 
the knife. He slides his slug-like tongue across the front 
of his decayed teeth.  He begins to march slowly towards 
Rafe.  The massive blade gleams devilishly in his grip.

Rafe helplessly watches as the killer closes in.  What can 
he do?  He gazes at the drum of ether laying on the floor.  
His mind churning. 

He searches the pockets of his jacket frantically.  Fishes 
out the pair of brass knuckles.  With his left hand in a 
cast he can only slide one on his uninjured right one.  He 
re-pockets the other.

MR. ROGERS
What are you gonna do with those?

RAFE
Attitude adjustments.
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He clinches his fist and punches the brass knuckle against 
the concrete floor of the garage.  CHINK.  He does it again.  
CHINK.  And again.  CHINK.

Mr. Rogers is puzzled by this at first.  Why is he doing 
that? Then he puts it together.  But it's too late.

Rafe punches the floor of the garage a fourth time, and the 
brass knuckle SPARKS off the concrete...  

KaBooooooMMMM!

The garage EXPLODES.  The force of the explosion sends Rafe 
through the sliding garage door.

EXT. RAFE'S HOUSE - NIGHT

The garage burns intensely.  Flames lick hungrily at the 
night sky from the blazing fire.

Rafe's body lays still in the driveway.  Smoke rises off his 
army jacket.

SIRENS BLARE in the distance.  They become louder.  And 
louder.  Lights from approaching fire engines, and police 
cruisers strobe off Rafe and the burning house.  Painting 
the scene in eerie carnival glare. 

Rafe's eyes SNAP OPEN and he gasps for breath as we...

FADE OUT 

FADE IN:

INT. EMERGENCY ROOM - NIGHT

Rafe is wheeled through the E.R. on a stretcher.

POV - RAFE

Buzzing light fixtures and ceiling tiles whip past repeatedly 
as we're rolled through the hospital.  Doctors peer at down 
at us, faces registering concern.

Things become barely lucid.  Then go...

Black.

OVER BLACK:

BEEP... BEEP...

The sound of a heart monitor beeping drones as...

The scene rushes back in.  We find ourself in...
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INT.  OPERATION ROOM 

SURGEONS in surgical masks loom over us.  A breathing 
apparatus is placed on our mouth.  We become drowsy.  Our 
eyelids slowly draw closer together.  Closer.  Until all the 
light is shut out.  And everything...

FADES TO BLACK.

FADE IN:

INT. EMERGENCY ROOM - LATER

HOSPITAL STAFF shuffle by the entrance to the emergency wing.  
The automatic doors slide open.  Deputy Ellis marches into 
the emergency room. 

OVER BY THE NURSES STATION

DEA Agent #1 & #2 stand talking with a SURGEON.

Deputy Ellis strolls up.

DEA Agent #1 takes notice, and waves the Surgeon off.

DEA AGENT #1
Deputy Ellis?

DEPUTY ELLIS
Howdy.

The DEA agents and the deputy shake hands.

DEA AGENT #1
Looks like we got a lot of bodies on 
our hands.

DEPUTY ELLIS
How's the kid tie into all this?

DEA AGENT #1
We're not sure yet. 

DEPUTY ELLIS
What's his condition?

DEA AGENT #2
He just got out of surgery.  He had 
a shotgun wound and some superficial 
burns.   

DEPUTY ELLIS
And the suspect?
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DEA AGENT #2
He's in I.C.U. I'd be surprised if 
he pulls through.

CUT TO:

INT. OPERATION ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Mr. Rogers lays on the operating table.  His clothes are 
tattered and blackened.  His face was ugly before, but now 
it's completely monstrous.  Melted and deformed by flame.

A SURGEON comes into the room, trailed by a pair of NURSES.  
The Surgeon peers down at the burnt up junkie on his operating 
table.

SURGEON
We need to get these clothes off 
him.

The nurses began to remove his clothes.  NURSE #1 starts 
cutting up his shirt with a pair of scissors.  Nurse # 2 
starts to cut off his pants, starting at the ankle.

Mr. Rogers's EYES SNAP OPEN.  His left eye is completely 
milked over in his hideously burned face.  With out warning 
Mr. Rogers ROCKETS UP on the the operating table.  He grabs 
Nurse #1's wrist.

NURSE #1
OH MY GOD!  HE'S AWAKE!  

Mr. Rogers grabs the scissors from Nurse #1's hand.

The Surgeon snatches a syringe off a nearby table. Goes to 
stick Mr. Rogers with it. 

Mr. Rogers stabs the Surgeon in the eye with the scissors.  

The Surgeon hits the floor like a wet sack.  Blood squirts 
like a geyser out of his impaled socket, and begins to pool 
around his head. 

Nurse #2 let's out an eardrum splitting SCREAM.

Nurse #1 struggles to free her wrists from the madman's grip.

Mr. Rogers back hands Nurse #1, sending her flying into a 
cart of surgical tools.  

Nurse #2 is still screaming, until Mr. Rogers hops off the 
table, grabs a scalpel from the cart, and puts it to her 
neck. 

He puts a finger to his mouth.
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MR. ROGERS
Ssshhh.

He smiles, his eroded teeth hang in his melted head. 

Nurse #2 begins to hyper-ventilate.

He presses the scalpel against her neck drawling blood.

MR. ROGERS (CONT'D)
Where's the boy?

Off Nurse #2's trembling eyes...

CUT TO:

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM (EMERGENCY WING)

Rafe lays in a hospital bed.  He wakes to find a YOUNG NURSE 
with blonde hair standing over him reading his chart.

YOUNG NURSE
You're awake already.  You need to 
rest. 

Rafe is too weak to respond.

She puts down the chart.  Lifts the blanket covering his 
right leg. 

A large piece of red-blotted gauze is taped to his thigh.  
The nurse takes it off, revealing a long jagged line of 
stitched flesh about his leg.

There's no way in hell he's walking on that leg any time 
soon. 

The Young Nurse throws the bloody bandage away, and reapplies 
a new one on his thigh. 

Deputy Ellis enters the room. 

DEPUTY ELLIS
(to Young Nurse)

Hello.  Mind if I have a word with 
the patient?

YOUNG NURSE
Make it short.  He needs his rest.

The Young Nurse covers up Rafe's freshly bandaged leg with 
the blanket, and exits the room.

Deputy Ellis approaches Rafe's bed.
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DEPUTY ELLIS
This is the second time I've met you 
in the hospital.  How you feelin' 
son?

Rafe moans.

DEPUTY ELLIS (CONT'D)
That bad eh?  I'll try and make this 
quick then.  I want to ask you about 
the guy who shot you.

DEA AGENT #2  (O.S.)
DROP THE FUCKING SCALPEL!!

The deputy turns to see...

IN THE HALL

Mr. Rogers zombies down the hall of the E.R. behind Nurse 
#2, holding the scalpel to her throat.

The junkie's scorched flesh makes him look like a survivor 
of a nuclear fall out.  His clothes, torn and blackened by 
flame, hang raggedly off him.  

The DEA agents have their pistols drawn on the psychopath.

Mr. Rogers and the nurse come to a halt in the middle of the 
hall. 

IN RAFE'S ROOM

Deputy Ellis's hand goes to his holster, and he takes a step 
for the door.

RAFE (O.S.)
Don't...

The deputy looks back at Rafe, who's sitting up in his bed.

RAFE (CONT'D)
Don't... leave...  he'll kill me...

Deputy Ellis looks in Rafe's eyes.  Registers his fear. 

DEPUTY ELLIS
Alright.  Calm down.  I'll stay put.

BACK IN THE HALL

Mr. Rogers locks his gaze on Rafe in the room at the end of 
the hall. 
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DEA AGENT #1 (O.S.)
HE SAID DROP IT GORGEOUS!

His focus shifts back to the agents.  Mr. Rogers shoves Nurse 
#2 toward the agents.  Ducks into a room he's standing by.

IN ROOM - CONTINUOUS

A fire ax rests in a case mounted on the wall, behind glass 
that reads: BREAK IN CASE OF FIRE. The glass shatters.  Mr. 
Rogers reaches in the case and grabs the ax. 

IN HALL

The DEA agents rush down the hall toward the room guns at 
the ready.

IN ROOM

Mr. Rogers swings the ax up at the ceiling SHATTERS out the 
ceiling light.  The room goes dark. 

OUTSIDE ROOM

The two agents rush inside the dark room.  The door slams 
shut behind them. 

It's silent for a beat... then GUN FIRE RINGS OUT from within 
the room.  Muzzle flares FLASH through the window of the 
dark room, lighting it up over and over.  Then nothing.  All 
is quite.

IN RAFE'S ROOM

Deputy Ellis stares from the room out into the hall.  

Rafe sits up in bed, a look of pure dread across his face.

IN HALL

The door to the room creaks open, a BLOODY AX is thrown into 
the hall, clanging to the floor.  

Mr. Rogers steps out of the dark room alone holding a PISTOL 
IN EACH HAND.  

The Hospital Staff freaks.  

NURSES duck behind the counters.

A DOCTOR pulls the fire alarm. Mr. Rogers guns him dead.

A SCARED NURSE tries to call for help from the phone at the 
nurses station.  Mr. Rogers shoots her in the head.
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IN RAFE'S ROOM

Deputy Ellis pulls his BERETTA.  FIRES out the doorway of 
Rafe's room into the hall.

IN HALL

Mr. Rogers RETURNS FIRE at the deputy.  Firing both pistols 
simultaneously into the room at the end of the hall.

IN RAFE'S ROOM

The deputy gets hit in the left side of his chest by a bullet.  
Recoils.  Puts his left hand to the wound.  He raises the 
gun, still gripped in his right palm, BLASTS back pissed.

IN HALL

Deputy Ellis's shots whiz by the disfigured lunatic as he 
marches down the hall PISTOLS BLAZING.

IN RAFE'S ROOM

The deputy is hit again in the neck.  He instinctively grabs 
at it.  Then takes a slug in the brain.

He slumps over dead across Rafe's bed.

The deputy's dead weight on his legs causes Rafe to scream 
out in pain.

IN HALL

Mr. Rogers lowers his pistols as he walks down the hall toward 
Rafe's room.  He smiles.

MR. ROGERS
I TOLD YOU NOT TO FUCK WITH ME!!!

IN RAFE'S ROOM

Rafe panics.  He looks down at the dead deputy laying across 
his legs.  Spots his gun.  He pries it out of his dead hand.

RAFE
(screaming)

FUCK YOU!!

Rafe raises the Beretta.  Takes aim.  Fires a SHOT out the 
doorway.

IN HALL

Mr. Rogers doesn't even flinch as the shot misses him.  Just 
continues walking down the hall toward the room. 
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IN RAFE'S ROOM

Rafe takes TWO MORE SHOTS.

IN HALL

Both shots miss.  Mr. Rogers CACKLES. 

MR. ROGERS
YOU'RE GONNA RUN OUT OF BULLETS AT 
THIS RATE!!

IN RAFE'S ROOM

He's right.  And Rafe knows it.  

Rafe watches Mr. Rogers raise both his guns in the hall.  He 
doesn't fire them though.  He just walks toward the room 
with them held up. 

He's toying with Rafe.  Savoring the kill. 

Then a calm washes over Rafe.  Then resolve.

He raises the Beretta again.  He adjusts his aim.  Moves 
from the chest to the head. 

IN HALL

Mr. Rogers is now 30 feet away, walking slow, guns trained 
on the room.

MR. ROGERS (CONT'D)
YOU ONLY GET ONE MORE SHOT!!  THEN 
YOU'RE DEAD!!

IN RAFE'S ROOM

Rafe closes one eye.  Breathes in through his nose.  Exhales 
out his mouth, while he pulls back on the trigger.

BLAM!!

IN HALL

A nickel-sized hole appears on Mr. Rogers's forehead.  Blood 
trickles between his eyes, which stare at Rafe in amazement. 

Both guns fall from his hands.

Mr. Rogers topples straight back, crashing to the floor like 
a chopped tree.  Dead.  

IN RAFE'S ROOM
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Rafe drops the Beretta in his lap.  Breathes a sigh of relief.  
He sits in the bed, staring out at Mr.  Rogers body laying 
in the hall.  A tear rolls down his face.

RAFE
(sotto)

Thanks Alex.

The sound of police storming into the E.R. can be heard in 
the BG as we...

FADE OUT

THE END




