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 1. 

FADE IN: 
          
EXT. SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA - PACIFIC COAST HIGHWAY - SUNSET 
 
The sky’s an abstract Pollock painting spattered with pinks, 
golds, reds and blues.  
 
DISTILLERS’ “THE HUNGER” PLAYS OVER: 
 
A brawny rugged man in a leather jacket, 30, rides a chopped 
Harley Davidson south on Pacific Coast Highway-- the custom 
bike’s gas tank features an elaborate paint job illustrating  
a grinning skull with devil horns and a top hat. This is-  
 
MATT BECK. 
 
Following Matt is a badass black matte Dodge Charger Hellcat.  
 
SUPER:  CHRISTMAS DAY - 1997  
 
They arrive at the closed gate of a private upscale clinic.  
 
A sign indicates-- “Laguna Shores Center”  
 
Matt stops and nods at the Security Guard who opens the gate. 
Matt and the Hellcat enter the property and slowly drive the 
winding palm and hibiscus lined gravel road to the clinic’s 
entrance--    
 
 
EXT. LAGUNA SHORES CENTER - ENTRANCE - SUNSET 
 
Matt parks his bike near the entrance doors and turns off the 
stereo--Distillers song cuts.  
 
The Hellcat pulls in next to the bike and slides to a gentle 
stop on the gravel. Dust rises--   
 
Matt walks to the driver’s side of the Hellcat-- the tinted 
window slides down--  
 
The Driver’s muscular tattooed arm, with “F-R-A-N-K” inked 
across the knuckles of his left fist, extends a bouquet of 
white and pink orchids out to Matt. He takes the orchids and 
enters the center-- 
 
INT. LAGUNA SHORES CENTER - RECEPTION - NIGHT  
 
Matt walks to the reception desk--  
 
A NURSE in her thirties talks on her phone-- 
 
     NURSE 
    (hangs up; cheery) 
   Merry Christmas, Mr. Beck. 
 
Matt stares at her-- 
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     NURSE (CONT’D) 
    (checks computer screen) 
   Miss Paige, is in ten. She’s  

doing much better today!  
 
Matt stalks down the corridor with the orchids-- the POUNDING 
sound of his heavy black motorcycle boots ECHO off the tile 
floor and ceramic walls-- 
 
A piercing shriek ECHOES down the hall--  
 
Matt stops outside the door of room ten.  
 
The muffled sound of a person inside the room humming the  
song “Satisfaction” by the Stones is HEARD-- 
 
Matt rests his forehead against the door a few moments...  
he straightens up, inhales, and enters-- 
 
INT. ROOM TEN - NIGHT  
 
--Matt enters.  
     FEMALE VOICE (O.S.) 
    (loud) 
   I can’t get no! Oh, no, no! 
   I can’t get me no- 
 
Silence.  
 
Male ORDERLY stands by the door, nods to Matt-- Matt doesn’t 
acknowledge him. Matt looks at the woman who was singing--  
 
--sitting on a metal chair in the middle of the room, wearing 
slippers and a white robe. Staring downward. A beautiful 
blonde-haired woman, twenty-three years old. She bobs her head 
to the silent beat of the song inside her head while twisting 
her ratty blonde hair with her skin-bitten finger-- she stops 
bobbing her head. Looks up... her eyes are tired, faded blue. 
She slowly turns her head and looks at Matt standing near the 
door-- this is-  
 
MARIANNE PAIGE. 
  
     MATT 
    (fixed on Marianne; 

 to Orderly) 
   Out. 
 
     ORDERLY 
   I stay with Miss Paige. 
 
Matt stares at Marianne... 
 
     MATT 
    (quietly) 
   Get the fuck out. 
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     ORDERLY 
    (desperate) 
   C’mon, Mr. Beck. It’s my job! 
 
Matt keeps his calm eyes locked on Marianne-- 
 
     MATT 
   In a couple seconds, you’re going  

to be pissing all over yourself.    
 
Orderly burns silently... exits. 
 
Matt locks the door. He turns his gaze back to Marianne. 
Matt and Marianne stare at each other for several moments, 
uncomfortable in each other’s presence.  
 
Marianne, eyes riveted on Matt, pulls a small clump of hair 
from her scalp and rubs it vigorously between her fingers-- 
Matt winces. 
     MATT 

Merry Christmas. Marianne.  
 
Matt steps closer and hands her the orchids--  
 
Marianne flicks the hairball. Takes the flowers-- 
 
     MATT (CONT’D)  

I, uh, could come back. If... 
How are you? 

 
     MARIANNE 
    (smells flowers; 

 English accent) 
   Hmmm, how am I? Like fat sucking,  

Santa fucking, Claus! Happy  
fucking Christmas! 

(laughs)  
But my sack, is empty.  

(points to her head)  
Except, for the broken toy. 
   
  MATT 
We missed you this morning.  

 
Matt takes a small gift box from his leather jacket pocket--  
 
The box is wrapped in pretty paper with a red & green bow.  
 
He hands it to her-- she drops the orchids on the floor and 
takes the box-- 
 

  MARIANNE 
What’s this? My whole life could  
fit into this little box.  

(unwraps)  
Is it a key? To the door?  
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  MATT 
Open it. 
 
  MARIANNE 
The door? 
 
  MATT 
The gift. 

 
Marianne takes the top off the little box. She takes out a 
black ring box. She looks at Matt. Then opens the box--  
 
     MARIANNE 
   What’s it for, Matt? Does this  

mean I can go home. Tonight? 
 
     MATT 
   I just wanted you to know, again,  

that I love you.  
 
     MARIANNE 
   And that I’m going home tonight?  

Right? With this ring, you thee,  
get me, the fuck out of here?  

 
     MATT 
   It’s pretty isn’t it? Put it on. 
 
     MARIANNE 
   Answer me? I’m ringing the ding- 

bell, Matt. Pretend I’m a door  
and fucking answer me.  

 
     MATT 
   C’mon, Marianne... Please? 
 
Marianne takes out the ring and stares at it-- revealing a 
large diamond, radiating brilliant colorful light. 
  

MATT (CONT’D) 
Here, let me. 
 

Matt gets down on one knee before her and gently slides the 
ring on her slender ring finger with its torn fingernail.  
He smiles at her warmly, lovingly-- 
 
      MARIANNE 
   It’s really gorgeous. Looks just  

like a beautiful baby star. That’s  
fallen here, from heaven.  

 
     MATT 

An angel star. Like you...  
Pretty soon, after you get out  
of here, you’ll- 
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     MARIANNE 
   -After? No, no, no Matt. Tonight. 
    (becomes frantic)  

It has to be tonight. Tonight!  
 
 MATT 
(stands) 

   Yeah... I’m sorry about- 
 
     MARIANNE  

-I really must, have to in fact,  
get out of here. Must get out  
of this, this black vinyl bag.  
They keep zipping the damn thing  
up. While I’m sleeping. My hair  
keeps getting caught in the  
fucking zipper! I’m smothering!  
Can’t breathe. I need to- 
 (wild)  
-get out! Out, out, out, out! 

 
The paper and ring box fall onto the orchids on the floor-- 
 

  MATT 
Marianne, Marianne! Calm-  
Marianne!  
 

Matt steps toward her, unsure of what to do-- 
 
--POUNDING from outside against the locked door-- 
 
     ORDERLY (O.S.) 
    (muffled) 
   Open the door, Mr. Beck! Now!  
   

   MARIANNE 
Really gotta go- now! Gotta get  
back onstage. The band’s waiting  
for me. I’m the star!  

(whimpers)  
Tonight, Matt! Please?  

 
MATT  

I know, Honey. I know. The  
Doctor’s doing every- 

 
MARIANNE 

    (calm) 
-Don’t you call me, Honey.  
You’re a fuck. 

 
--POUNDING on the door-- 
 
     ORDERLY (O.S.) 
    (muffled) 
   Open the door, Mr. Beck! I’m 
   calling the police!   
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MATT  
I came to take the girl home. 
 

MARIANNE 
(brightens) 

What? You’re talking about- me? 
  

MATT 
Our daughter. 
 

MARIANNE 
Daughter? Ugh, not that bloody  
bundle again, please! I dug, dug,  
dug and scraped it all out. That,  
thing, was, so dead! That bloody  
load almost ruined me. I was lucky,  
boyo! Damn the fucking- thing! 

(beat; calm) 
You don’t really mean-  

(confused) 
-a girl you say? Huh...  

 
MATT 

Our child, three-months-old now.  
Against all odds she’s somehow  
doing real well. In the nursery.  
She’s a real fighter that one. A  
sweet little girl. Like you,  
Marianne. Beautiful and strong. 

 
MARIANNE 

I’m not beautiful. I’m not, any- 
thing now. Nothing. You turned  
me into naught you buggering  
bastard. My radiant life. Look at  
me, lover. My light’s almost out.  
I barely flicker. You really  
fucking snuffed me, Matt. You  
broke me! Get it? You touch things,  
and they shatter. I’m a million  
shards of broken fucking glass! 
  

MATT 
    (calmly) 

I love you, Marianne. Very much.  
And I want you home with us, as, 
as soon as you’re- 
 

MARIANNE 
-Liar! I WAS FUCKING RISING!  
Then you raped me. Ripped up a  
skinny blonde singer, half your  
size. Wow. What did the word no  
mean to you? Fuck me harder?  

   
Matt, floods with guilt and shame, looks at Marianne-- 
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MARIANNE (CONT’D) 
You cut out my soul and buried it  
in a cold dark hole. Didn’t you,  
tough guy? Where’s your sword and  
shovel now, Matt? How many ghouls 
did you cut and plant this week?  
You cheap-shit American gangster.  
You will reap what you’ve raped,  
Matt. I’ll be back for the harvest.  

 
     MATT 
    (defeated) 
   I, have to go. I love- 
 
     MARIANNE 

-Piss off. I’m going, too.  
 

Marianne stands-- stares defiantly at Matt--  
 
--and pulls a crude metal blade out from under her robe-- 
 
--she slashes her wrist, blood sprays-- slashes her neck-- 
 

 
INT. PUNK ROCK CLUB - NIGHT 
 
Pummeling punk song rises to full volume--  
 
Mobbed with Kids, 20s, mostly boys, shirtless, body-pierced, 
tattooed, wearing boots and baggy shorts moshing and slamming 
violently in a circle in the pit in front of the stage-- they 
elbow, punch, shove and spit on each other as they slam and 
churn in their violent tribal ritual--  
 
SUPER:   CHICAGO - PRESENT  
 
--clouds of pot smoke hang over their heads like the Sword of 
Damocles. Colored laser beams cut through the haze in hyper 
hacking chops completing the full-on sensory assault-- 
  
Onstage, black boots stomp to the blistering beat-- the wet 
legs of the young woman wearing them-- her glistening thighs-- 
her plaid catholic-school miniskirt-- her breasts-- and 
finally, her radiant face-- that resembles Marianne-- This  
23-year-old rock star is- 
 
MINK.   
 
She whirls around the stage, a tempest in a frenzy, lost 
within the band’s slamming music--  
 
Her bandmates onstage, shirtless, covered with sweat are--  
 
JACK, 20s, prolific raging guitarist--  
 
KRUSH, 20s, African American, killer-beats drummer--  
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BOX, 20s, brilliant female bass player, has “free the nipple” 
written across her breasts in black marker--  
 
Hanging haphazardly on the curtain behind Krush is a white 
tattered bedsheet spattered with red paint. Stenciled in black 
ink is the band’s name-- “broken toys” 
 
Guitarist Jack shifts gears, steps up front, breaks loose from 
the ruthless rhythm and rapidly fingers a string of slashing 
notes, slicing them off at will, escalating the tension 
between Mink, the band and the pulsating audience, teasingly 
tormenting the notes and the crowd, lifting them higher and 
higher, intensifying the craving for the ecstatic release, and 
finally, at the last possible unbearable moment, with all in 
the house unified and slamming against their limits-- 
  
--the rhythm section--Box & Krush--IGNITE the concussive 
EXPLOSION that instantaneously megaforces the whole crowd 
backward, airborne, reeling into each other like paper dolls 
hit by a twister-- colored lights come on blazing at once-- 
the crowd ROARS at the stage--  
 
--Mink shudders and clutches at herself in orgasmic ecstasy--  
 
Jack smiles at her--  
 
Mink smiles feverishly at Jack-- regains her presence on stage 
and viciously spits her words at the crowd-- 
 
     MINK 
   Kill your parents/ Smash their toys 

Jump the fence/ And slash the boys! 
Attack authority/ Bury ‘em in holes 
Fuck fraternity/ Save your souls! 

 
Mink stalks the stage glaring at faceless BOYS lustfully 
reaching up to her-- she kicks a smiling Boy at the edge of 
the stage, he falls backward and disappears into the pit-- 
 
The band segues seamlessly into a fierce cover version of 
Black Flag’s “Fix Me”--  
 
--the crowd ROARS! slamming together as one solid force-- 
sonic youth with anger to spare-- 
 
 
EXT. NORTHSHORE CHICAGO - LAKEFRONT MANSION - DAWN 
 
Moans and screams cascade out of the open top floor window 
over the manicured, silent and serene, green pristine lawn. 
 
 
INT. LAKEFRONT MANSION - BEDROOM - DAY 
 
Posters of Nirvana, Distillers, Bikini Kill, 7 Year Bitch, X, 
Babes In Toyland and Hole are tacked to the walls.   
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Disheveled clothes of a male Gen Z Kid strewn on the floor.  
 
Wearing a minidress, Mink sits on the edge of the bed tying 
her Doc Martens boots-- she stands, brushes the hair out of 
her eyes with her hand-- and exits-- revealing the bare foot 
of the Gen Z Kid jutting out from under the bed blankets.  
 
 
EXT. LAKEFRONT MANSION - FRONT STEPS - DAY 
 
Mink sits on the top step in her minidress and black leather 
jacket. She takes a folded eight-inch straight razor from her 
jacket pocket and slides it into her boot-- she pulls a worn 
photo of Marianne out of her jacket pocket and looks at it--  
 
Mink’s POV on the photo of Marianne-- she is Mink’s age, 23-- 
they could pass for twins-- a blonde beauty pouting sensually.   
 
Mink slides the photo into her pocket and stands-- the sun 
lights her face-- she skips like a schoolgirl down the long 
driveway toward the road sweetly singing “You Smell Lonely” by 
7 Year Bitch-- 
 
     MINK 
   So you want to go to bed with me/ 
   Why don’t you come in my head with  

me/ If you knew what I was thinking/  
Your dick it would be shrinking/  
Yeah, baby, you smell lonely to me 

 
 
EXT. SHERIDAN ROAD - DAY 
 
Mink hitchhikes with her thumb out along the tree-lined 
southbound lane of the quiet two lane street-- she pulls her 
minidress up her thighs and poses seductively at the drivers 
in passing cars--   
 
--a Jeep drives past her, hits the brakes and pulls over. The 
passenger door swings open-- Mink smiles, struts to the car-- 
 
 
INT. CHICAGO COFFEE SHOP - DAY  
 
At a table with a bouquet of flowers on it, African American 
RAP STAR, 20s, sits constructing a house of Pokémon cards--  
 
Mink enters, looks around... spots Rap Star-- she swaggers 
over to him-- sits down-- his card house collapses-- 
 

RAP STAR 
    (glares at her) 

What the fuck, Blondie? 
 

MINK 
They don’t call me the Bel Air  
homewrecker for nothing. 
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RAP STAR 
    (softens) 

I’ll bet you are. Look at you. 
 (beat)  
The coffee here sucks. We can do  
better. You wanna, head... out? 
 

MINK 
Head. Cute. Nah, I’m, headed, to  
the Sheraton... in link, park? 
 

RAP STAR 
That would be Lincoln Park. 
 

MINK 
They have their own park? 

(nods at flowers) 
So Busta, where are you off to  
this spring morning? 
 

RAP STAR 
Cemetery, to visit my Mama.  
Mother’s Day, today. You know? 
 

MINK 
Yeah. I know. My mom’s gone, too. 
I barely made it out alive. 
 

RAP STAR 
I know that trip. The last thing 
my Mama saw was the flash from a  
Glock. My world got, very dark.  
What do you see, Blondie, when  
you’re alone in the dark? 
 

MINK 
The circus... Nonstop freak show!  
We lived in this huge house in  
the Hollywood Hills. Wild parties-  
clothing and drugs optional. All  
the clowns slid over: actors,  
rapers, bangers, bikers, dealers,  
lawyers, rock hoes, strippers-  
all the killbillies that infest  
those silly hills. Booze, drugs,  
thugs and blood splattered the  
walls. Like Pollock’s Number 5. 

    (dreamy)  
Those filthy creatures soiled my  
pure, pristine pool. ‘Twas beastly.  
Then, without a word, my Daddy  
drained the mucky cesspool. Because  
he and the others had desecrated  
its immaculate inner sanctum... It  
was then that my sister called to  
me. And shortly after, she went to  
heaven, too. I miss them both. 
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    RAP STAR 
Jaysus. God bless them... Family.             
 (beat) 
Sounds real hard, Blondie. 
 

Mink faces him-- she slides her leg up onto the seat-- her 
legs spread-- her minidress rides up her thighs and nearly 
reveals her crotch-- Rap Star’s eyes dart between her legs-- 
 

MINK 
Yeah, Busta. Hard.  
 

RAP STAR 
Yeah... Mama can wait.  

 
 
INT. BMW X6 (MOVING) - DAY 
 
Mink and Rap Star sit in the front seats. Rap Star drives. His 
flowers lie on the dashboard. 
 
     MINK 

(points) 
   There, by the water.     
 
 
EXT. LINCOLN PARK LAGOON - DAY 
 
Rap Star parks the X6 in a secluded area near the water--  
 
 
INT. BMW X6 (STOPPED) - DAY 
 
Mink pulls the folded straight razor from her boot and puts it 
on the dashboard next to the flowers-- she smiles, reaches 
over and unzips Rap Star’s pants-- he smiles-- 
  
     MINK 
    (licks lips)    
   My teeth. Are very sharp. 

(leans over his lap) 
 
 
EXT. SHERATON HOTEL - DRIVEWAY - DAY 
 
A slow moving hotel shuttle van cruises up the driveway toward 
the lobby entrance with Mink stealing a ride on the back 
bumper-- she hops off and trots toward the entrance doors of 
the hotel-- she enters the revolving door, goes around 
completely then disappears into the lobby-- 
 
 
INT. SHERATON HOTEL - HALLWAY - DAY 
 
Mink walks down the hall-- she spots the door to Room 714, 
slightly ajar, the room key card sticks out of the key slot.  
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Muffled sound of the BLARING television inside the room. She 
turns and trots down the hall and around the corner-- 
 
--Mink’s POV on a fire extinguisher in a glass case on the 
wall-- she crashes her boot through the glass door-- grabs the 
extinguisher and runs back to Room 714-- she stands outside 
the door, then KICKS it open-- 
 
INT. HOTEL ROOM 714 - DAY 
 
Mink enters, SLAMS the door-- 
 

MINK 
   FBI! You’re all busted! 
 
The room’s a mess with beer cans, plates, ashtrays, etc. The 
ceiling smoke detectors have plastic bags taped over them.  
 
Mink storms in spraying a stream of foam at Jack, Krush and 
Box-- they’re frozen in stoned disbelief, staring dumbly at 
Mink as she shoots them point-blank with a jet-spray of foam--     
 

MINK 
     (sings & sprays)  

Bad boys, bad girls/ Whatcha gonna  
do/ Whatcha gonna do, now I’ve come  
for you? I’m nailing you all, you  
filthy rat bastards! 

 
They snap alert and dive for cover while Mink sprays them-- 
They giggle and scream in childlike hysteria-- the extin-
guisher runs out of foam... it dribbles out the nozzle-- Box 
turns off the TV-- 
  

BOX 
A new feminine hygiene product.  
Le douche foamé.   
 

JACK 
Speaking of, your pussy smells       
like a dead alewife. Scale it,  
and give it a good squirt. 

 
KRUSH 

(lights a joint)  
We should fill it with nitrous. 
 

BOX 
At least when I shower, the stink  
goes away. 
 
  KRUSH 
 (exhales a cloud) 
Nitrous would be, nighty-night. 

 
JACK 

If-then, why won’t you? 
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BOX 
I’m stuck to you like fetor on a  
corpse. Come here my poo-poo head. 
  

Box, bigger than Jack, grabs him in a playful head-lock-- 
 

JACK 
Get off! Fuckin beast! 

 
They wrestle--  

KRUSH 
Ah, ain’t love grand?  
 

Mink heaves the empty extinguisher over their heads--  
 
--it CRASHES out the window--  
 
Jack frees himself from Box, lights a cigarette-- 
    
     MINK 
    (sarcastic) 

Oh no! Now it be broke and woke.   
 
Mink runs to the broken window, looks down-- 
 
     MINK (CONT’D) 
   Fuck. Didn’t hit anything? How 

is that even possible? 
    (turns from window)  

I smell me some Humboldt.  
(to Krush) 

Yo, stoner witch. Hit me.  
  

KRUSH 
(passes joint) 

A pleasure to see you again.   
 

MINK 
(inhales)  

Sweet Willy rollbar! What’re you  
fuckwits up to?  
 

JACK 
Goosin’ the freight train.  
 

BOX 
Dude, you just got home. 

 
     MINK 

(takes off jacket)   
Jacula? You fucking vampire. Who  
were you stalking this time? 
 

JACK 
You. Making sure you fucked every  
clown in town. Came pretty close.  
You must be full to the brim.  
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MINK 
Oooh, you were like this after  
that nasty episode in Boston. 
 

     JACK 
Bitch deserved it.  

 
BOX 

Such a twisted sense of equity. 
 

KRUSH 
Cunt was all yak, yak, yak: let’s  
go shopping; blah, blah, blah:  
how much you worth? yadda, yadda,  
yadda: you got a black card? Oh,  
oh, oh! Jack, I love diamonds!  
natter, natter, natter- POW!  

 
Krush hi-fives Jack-- 

BOX 
(to Jack)  

You’re deranged. 
 

JACK 
Born that way, Bim. Your excuse? 

 
BOX 

Well, Jack... I was born over- 
capitalized, but underloved; over- 
educated yet underfed; I’m over- 
hyped but underpaid; way overdue  
though underlaid; I guess above  
all, I’m underground. Just a secret  
that no one wants to share. While  
you on the other hand, are just a  
miserable little prick. Why don’t  
you go spank that tiny knobgoblin? 
 

KRUSH 
Would you two please just fuck and  
get it over with?  

 
Mink passes the joint to Box-- 
 

BOX 
(takes Mink’s hand) 

You’ve got blood on yourself.  
 

KRUSH 
Broken glass? On your dress, too. 
 

MINK 
(looks at hand)  

No. Well... must be... 
 

JACK 
Let me take a look at it. 
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MINK 
Get away. I’m in no mood for  
your quacky-ass treatment. 
 

JACK 
You might need stitches. 
 

MINK 
I’m fine, Drac. Go suck blood 
from someone else.  

(flops on bed) 
I feel like... playing, Zhivago. 
  

BOX 
Step right up boys and girl. It’s  
Zhivago time!    
 

KRUSH 
Wait! Don’t start!   

(gets phone) 
   TikTok! 
 
     MINK 
   No fucking TikTok! This is   

private, VIP room. Toys only.  
 
     KRUSH 
   C’mon, our fans would love it! 
 
     MINK 
   Fuck ‘em. I’m overexposed. 
   
Mink pulls her dress off and lies on the bed-- she slides her 
hands between her legs-- Krush aims his phone at her--  
 
Box sits in a chair smoking a joint, watching closely--  
 
Jack, in disgust, grabs his cigarettes off the TV and exits 
the room-- SLAMS the door.  
 
Mink closes her eyes and moans, knees up, fingers working--  
 
 
INT. HOTEL ROOM 716 - BATHROOM - DAY 
 
Jack has one of Mink’s heels-- he sniffs her shoe, rubs it on 
his crotch, sets it on the vanity-- unzips his pants, they 
fall to his ankles-- he squirts some moisturizing lotion into 
his hand, closes his eyes and masturbates-- 
 
 
INT. HOTEL ROOM 714 - DAY  
 
Mink’s on the bed moaning-- Krush is on the bed recording-- 
the phone’s light cuts through the smoky darkness-- Box puffs 
maniacally on the joint-- loud POUNDING on the door-- Box 
YELPS-- Mink’s legs quiver-- Box snuffs out the joint-- 
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     SECURITY GUARD (O.S.) 
    (pounding) 
   Security! Open this door! 
 
     KRUSH 
   Box, hide the shit! 
 
     SECURITY GUARD (O.S.) 
    (pounding) 
   Security! Open this door, now! 
 
     BOX 
    (in panic) 
   Where is it? Don’t know where  

it is! 
   
     MINK 
   Oh, God! 
     (sings)  

Just-a-mi-nute! I am so, co-ming! 
So fucking co-ming, co-ming so  
fucking hard now!  

 
     KRUSH 
    (throws Box the pot) 
   Stash it! 
 
Box catches it-- 
 
     SECURITY GUARD (O.S.) 
    (pounding) 
   You’ve got five seconds! 
 
Box hides the pot in a duffel-- Krush videos Mink-- 
 
     MINK 
   Pound it! Harder! Harder! Ohhh, wow!  
 
Mink shudders in ecstasy on the bed--  
 
Box stands in a panic, unsure of what to do--  
 
She waves her arms frantically to disperse the pot smoke--  
 
Naked Mink rolls off the bed and stumbles to the door-- 
 

SECURITY GUARD (O.S.) 
5, 4, 3, 2-  I’m coming in! 

 
Krush follows Mink-- points his phone camera at the door-- 
 

MINK 
(opens door)  

What the fuck do you want?  
(giggles; to Krush)  

Look, it’s Tubby. The magic pig  
detective. 
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The short stout SECURITY GUARD, 25, is stunned by Mink’s naked 
beauty-- Krush points his phone at his face-- 
 

SECURITY GUARD 
Uh, I uh, the window, Miss? 
 

MINK 
What about the fuckin window? 
 

SECURITY GUARD 
Just checking, to, uh, make sure  
everything was, you know, okay? 
 

MINK 
Do I look okay to you, Chubba? 
 

SECURITY GUARD 
Yes, Miss. Uh, you look very fine. 

 
MINK 

(sweetly)  
Well, my room’s next door. Why  
don’t you whistle for me some time.  
You know how to whistle, don’t you?  
Just wrap your lips, around your  
big fat dick, and blow it out yer  
fuckin ass.  

(SLAMS door) 
 
Box and Krush erupt in laughter-- Mink staggers to the bed, 
grabs her folded razor and dress-- she takes her jacket off 
the chair and walks to the door-- 
 

MINK 
Hope you enjoyed the shevil show.  
Wanna see the tape, at eleven.  

She exits-- 
BOX 

    (searches duffel) 
Where’s that majik rabbit? 

 
KRUSH 

I really need a girlfriend. 
 

Box stops, looks at Krush, and smiles at him-- Krush tilts his 
head and looks at Box--  
 
 
INT. HOTEL ROOM 716 - DAY 
 
Mink enters-- tosses her jacket and dress on one of the twin 
beds-- she sits on the bed, takes off her Doc Martens-- she 
rises, takes her razor and walks into the bathroom-- 
 
BATHROOM 
 
JACK is zipping up his pants-- 
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MINK 
    (chuckles) 

What the fuck? You’re humping  
my pumps?  
 

JACK 
No, uh, no, of course not. 

 
MINK 

There’s schmutz on them?  
 
MINK looks at her weary blue eyes in the mirror-- 

 
JACK 

Too radical. Besides, they smell. 
 

MINK 
What then, going trans? 
 

JACK  
Just going.  

(starts to exit) 
Fuckin slut. 
 

Mink blocks the doorway and, with a flick of her wrist, flips 
out her razor’s long shiny blade-- she stares at Jack--   

 
MINK 

Slut? Listen up Jack-hole, nobody  
makes me do anything. Not for  
money, career breaks, fun, nothing.  
I do whatever the fuck I wanna do,  
whatever gets me off. And I’ll keep  
doing whatever I want, whenever I  
want, until they take me away and  
lock me up... Say yes, Jack. 

 
She slides the blade gently across Jack’s throat-- 
         

JACK 
(touches throat, sits  
 on toilet)  

Yes... you, hurt me. 
 

MINK 
Look, I’m sorry about how weak you  
are. Work on your spine. You’re an  
invertebrate for christ sake.  

 
Jack gets up, wipes his wet eyes, pushes past her out the 
bathroom door-- 
     JACK (O.S.) 
   So fucking rock star outrageous.  

You’re stale cake, bitch! 
 
Hotel room door SLAMS.  
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Mink stares at herself in the mirror--SFX--at TWO IMAGES, 
side-by-side in the mirror-- she stares at them vacantly-- 
with her hand she brushes her hair away from her eyes-- one 
image of her in the mirror mimics the movement-- the other 
image--that of Marianne--doesn’t move... Marianne’s eyes look 
directly at her-- Mink leans in, peers worriedly at the image 
of Marianne, an inch away, gazing back at her...  
 
 
INT. HOTEL ROOM 716 - DAY (LATER) 
 
Light from the TV set in the otherwise dark room. Food 
platters on the floor.  
 
Mink sleeps in one of the twin beds.  
 
The low voice of a male TV newsman is HEARD-- 
 
Door opens-- Jack enters smoking a cigarette-- he picks up his 
guitar and sits on the other twin bed-- he strums the guitar 
lightly as he watches the news-- 
 
The TV shows video footage of a body wrapped in a bloody sheet 
being hauled away on a gurney to a waiting ambulance--  
 
Mink MUMBLES in her sleep-- Jack glances at her, then back at 
the TV screen-- 
 
     TV NEWS ANCHOR 
   ...found dead today in his BMW X6  

near a secluded lagoon in Lincoln  
Park. He apparently bled to death.  
Forensic specialists from the FBI  
have been here for hours. 
 

On the TV screen, FBI Special Agent SONNY BARTELL, 30s, with 
shoulder length hair has a microphone thrust in his face by a 
FEMALE NEWS REPORTER, 30s-- 
 
     REPORTER 
   Why is the FBI investigating this  

local murder? 
 
     BARTELL 
    (realizes he’s on  

 camera) 
   No comment. 
 
Bartell pushes the microphone away, covers his face with his 
hand and walks away-- 
 
     REPORTER 
    (walks after him) 
   Is there a link here to the others  

that have been reported? Another  
young man has been killed in a  
vicious manner, Sir. Is there an- 
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     MINK 
    (asleep; mumbling) 

-Answer! I don’t understand it!   
(wakes; sits up)  

What the fuck? Where? Where am I?! 
 

JACK 
You’re here, Mink. Safe. With me. 

 
MINK 

    (out of breath) 
Suffocating, in silence. Thought  
I was, back in my house, when- 

 
-Aggressive POUNDING from outside against their room door--   
 
     SLICK (O.S.) 

Radio station! Thirty minutes! 
 
INT. HOTEL HALLWAY - DAY (CONTINUOUS)  
 
The Broken Toys’ tall, tough, tattooed, good-natured but 
intimidating tour manager, in his mid-30s-  
 
SLICK,  
 
POUNDS on their room door-- 
 

SLICK 
At six o’clock. Come my children,  
rise and shine! Time for promo! 
Unpack your smiles, paste ‘em on.  
Right-side-up! Time for our happy  
faces! I’m so fucking happy! Hope  
you are too!  

(pounding)  
Let’s not disappoint your old pal,  
Stinky Wizzleteats! Happy-happy  
joy-joy! Happy-happy-joy-joy!  

 
INT. Hotel ROOM 716 - DAY (CONTINUOUS) 
 
Mink lies in bed. Jack sits on the other bed with his guitar.  
 

MINK 
He’s so fucking obnoxious. I’m  
gonna kill him- 

(screams at door)  
-if he doesn’t cut that shit out! 
 

JACK 
    (beat) 

I saw you get in the car. The X6.  
 

MINK 
You saw what? 
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JACK 
    (softly) 

You, talking and laughing. And  
the rest of it. With that... Why  
do you do it? It gets so, messy. 
 

MINK 
Because I can. Cheap thrills.  
Relieves my incessant boredom.  
Following me around only pisses  
you off. Why do you do it? 

 
JACK 

I can’t fucking sleep! I miss you,  
us. We were, the tré cool couple.  

 
MINK 

Couple? A couple a what, Jack?  
Look at us, we are the misfit toys.  
Can barely get through a day with- 
out blowing up our shit. 
 

JACK 
We had fun. Right...? I love you. 
 

MINK 
 (gets off bed) 

C’mon, Jack, we fucked a few times.  
That’s all. Those days are gone.  
On to the next gig.  
 

Mink, naked, walks into the bathroom--  
 
Jack follows-- 
 
BATHROOM  

JACK 
I want to be with you. I- 

 
MINK 

(enters shower)  
-Yeah, you and every cock on this  
fucking rock-- 
 

--Mink YANKS the shower curtain closed. The shower goes on. 
Jack stares at the curtain for several moments. He SLAMS his 
fist on the bathroom wall and exits the bathroom. 
 
 
INT. CHICAGO RADIO STATION - HALLWAY - NIGHT 
 
Liz Phair’s “Help Me Mary” is HEARD as Mink, Jack, Box, Krush 
and Slick walk down the hallway to the on-air studio--  
 
They pass posters of popular posers tacked to the walls--  
Ed Sheeran, Billie Eilish, Lizzo, Post Malone, The Weeknd,  
Dua Lipa, Rihanna, Cardi B, Camila Cabello, Halsey, etc. 
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The on-air DJ, WEASEL, mid-20s, spots them through the glass 
window of his studio and gives them a hand sign-- he waves 
them in--  
 
INT. RADIO STATION - ON-AIR STUDIO - NIGHT  
 
--The band members sit on chairs in front of microphones and 
put on headphones-- Slick stands behind them. The song ends-- 
 
     WEASEL 
    (on air) 

A blast from the past from home-  
grown Winnetka girl, Liz Phair.  
Hey, guess who just walked in?  
Mink and the Broken Toys. Thanks  
for coming in guys! How you all  
doin’ tonight? 
 

JACK 
Just swell, Cheese. Got any crank? 

 
WEASEL 

C’mon Jack, call me Weasel.  
 

JACK 
    Kay-kay, Cheesehole. You really  

off the pipe? Fo reals? 
  

WEASEL 
What? Yeah, sure. So anyway, you  
have a huge, sold out show tonight  
down at Metro. I heard all your  
shows have been sold out this tour.  
What have the crowds been like? 

 
JACK 

(explodes)  
Sold out, you stupid frickin’  
radio bitch! 
  

BOX 
    (laughs) 

-Whoa, Jack! Serenity bro!  
 

KRUSH 
Great, Weazy! When you’ve got a  
leader like Mink out front any- 
thing can happen. She rips it  
open like a chainsaw. They’re  
loud and- 

 
WEASEL 

-And violent too. Slamming and  
stage diving, killer tunes, sounds  
like you put on a sweet show. 
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BOX 
Yes, except the kids get harmed. 
Our music’s about fighting against  
white boomer fraternal domination. 
And economic subjugation. Not each  
other. We’re rising together, from  
the bottom up, en masse, to hold  
all thieving patricians culpable.  
Raise the Black Flag! Rise Above! 
 

WEASEL 
What? Oh, uh yeah, sure. Where did  
you go to school? 
 

BOX 
Stanford. Chelsea came to visit my  
class one time with her daddy, Bill.  
Yeah, I blew him, too! He busted  
nut, all over my face! Cream pie! 

 
Mink bursts out laughing-- 

 
WEASEL 

What the fuh? Oh, he said you  
had a pretty face! Got it! Ha-ha!  

(frowns at Box) 
So gang, this is your second tour  
in support of your new CD. How  
long you been out? 
 

MINK 
Eight weeks now, forty-one real  
swell shows. We got like, what  
is it Slick, seven shows left? 
  

SLICK 
Six...six...six. 

 
MINK 

That’s, Slick, our menacing and  
ruthless tour mangler. Keep away  
from his cage. He eats children. 
 

WEASEL 
Good to know. How have sales been? 

 
JACK 

As of last week, 960,000 units. 
 

MINK 
You are a eunuch. 

 
BOX 

Really? 
 

JACK 
Yeah. You nick. I cut. 
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WEASEL 
Wow, almost platinum. Great! 
 

KRUSH 
Should be platinum by the end of  
the week! We’ve also sold tons of  
merch. And we- 

 
WEASEL  

-I’m sure you have. Krush, right?  
Love your drumming, dude.   

 
BOX 

    (to Krush) 
Have you seen any cash yet? 
 

KRUSH 
Right. Check’s up someone’s ass. 
 

WEASEL  
-Well the CD’s been near the top  
of Billboard’s Hot 100 chart all  
spring. You’ve gotten great press.  
Even London’s Melody Maker writes,  
hold on... here-- “her incredible  
fury and raw sexuality mixed with  
violent visual lyrics mark Mink  
and the Broken Toys as the new  
leaders of the Neo-Punk movement.”  
 
  MINK 
 (laughs) 
Leaders? Neo-punk? What a load  
of crap. 
 
  WEASEL 
Language! Do you feel a lot of  
pressure from all the hype? 

 
BOX 

No, we smoke a lot of bud. 
 

MINK 
First to name-drop our corporate  
sponsor, in context! Box wins! 
 
  BOX 
Hooray. 
 

WEASEL 
Yeah... It’s been said, Mink, that  
you despise your predominantly  
young male audience. True? 
 

MINK 
You mean, do I like fucking their  
brains out? 
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WEASEL 
    (slams button down)  

Whoa- hit the dump button! You  
can’t say that! Lucky we’re on  
a seven-second delay. I appreciate  
your candor Mink but let’s keep it  
clean. This is a show for the kids. 

 
MINK 

(laughing)  
Who cares? We’re kids, too. You’re  
confusing me with someone who  
gives a fuck. But I’ve got no  
fucks left to give! Right, Cheezy? 
 

WEASEL 
(angry) 

Come on now! And it’s Weasel! 
 

MINK 
You’re just a cheezy little pussy.  
Who probably needs more yeast! 
 

JACK 
He’s like a new Kraft snack treat. 
“Would you like to try our new  
cheezy pussies? They’re little.” 
 

BOX 
    (yelling) 

There’s a call here for Mike Hunt!  
The Kraft snack people are here to  
see my cunt! And your cheezy pussy! 

 
Jack smiles, leans back in his chair and lights a cigarette-- 
 
Slick smiles-- 

WEASEL 
Enough now! This is my show!  
There’s no smoking in here! 
 

Jack drags off his cigarette, stares at Weasel, exhales toward 
the ceiling and stubs the cig out in the palm of his hand-- he 
flicks the butt at Weasel’s face--  
 

WEASEL (CONT’D) 
    (ducks butt; derisive) 

A rumor’s going around that you  
might like to comment on. It’s  
been said that you had a very,  
unusual childhood, regarding some  
of your father’s, um, associates.  
Most of them in that nasty Satan  
biker gang in L.A., and that  
things got pretty crazy out of  
control. And that they, shall we  
say... broke, in, your, toy? 
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Slick hits the dump button and slaps Weasel off his chair-- 
 
--smoke alarms from Jack’s cig smoke start BLARING loudly--  
--ceiling sprinklers spray water down on everyone--  
 
The Toys rip off their headphones-- throw them down-- 
they stand together, wet and angry-- Krush sweeps CDs to the 
floor...exits-- Box stomps on the CDs...exits-- Mink spits on 
moaning Weasel, lifts her boot to stomp on him...and exits-- 
   

SLICK 
(into mic; calm)  

Had a problem here with our little  
Weasel. He got hard on us. So we  
had to spank him. Going to put in  
the new Toys CD and let ‘er rip.  
Y’all come down tonight to Metro,  
on Clark, across the street from  
Wrigley. Uh, thanks for listening. 
 

Slick slides the CD into the player-- the song comes in, he 
dances playfully out the door as the song’s volume rises-- 
 
 
INT. METRO - DRESSING ROOM - NIGHT   
 
Candles light the room. A tub of iced beer, pizzas and a deli 
platter on a table. Staff and VIP’s wander in and out--  
 
Box smokes a joint sitting next to Krush who taps his 
drumsticks on a chair--  
 
Jack smokes a cigarette as he leans against the wall in the 
corner strumming his ‘57 Les Paul Goldtop guitar-- 
 
Mink, wearing a robe, sits on a couch next to Slick. She sips 
from a quart bottle of Jack Daniels--   
 

MINK 
A million fucking problems. 
  

SLICK 
I was a foster kid. Big. Angry.  
Drifted around L.A., until Frank  
noticed me. Got Matt to take me on.  
First job, bouncing at the Whisky.  
Backing Frank. The scariest man in  
Hollywood. Matt twisted that town  
around his fist... I respect that.  
 

MINK 
What? Killing and ruining people?  
Satan’s Slaves worshipping him?  
Frank, and, and- Beast, always at  
the house talking about guns and  
fires and fucking bodies and shit?  

(MORE) 
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MINK (CONT’D) 
Beast sitting her on his lap...  
groping her. I’m inside, helpless. 

(dark; softly)  
The pool...  

(alert; clear) 
Frank taught me how to make a pipe  
bomb. When I was ten. Thought we’d  
punk the teacher at show-n-tell. We  
did! Was kinda cool, until LAPD  
busted into my classroom. They were  
all on Matt’s payroll. Corrupt. His  
other Slaves. But they wore blue.  
 
  SLICK 
 (shudders) 
He was a demon, legit-   
 
  MINK 
-Matt killed my mother, and my  
sister. How can you respect that? 
 

SLICK 
I, I can’t, really. You’re right.  
Was trying to fit in. Not get  
buried in a hole... I was, afraid.  
I’m so sorry. I- 
 

MINK 
    (stands; swigs) 

-Now, Slick, really? Fuck off.    
 

Mink catches Jack’s eye, nods to him--  
 
--Jack nods to Mink; small smile-- 
 
Metro’s stage manager, LENNY, late-20s, steps into the room-- 
 
     LENNY 
   It’s time.  

 
  SLICK 
Thanks, Lenny.  

(to Mink) 
You gonna be okay? 
 

MINK 
Always. Let me at the squirting  
twerps. 
 

SLICK 
Try to have some fun out there.  
With those herpe squirts. 
  

MINK 
    (glares at him) 

I am the fun.  
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INT. METRO - BACKSTAGE/STAGE - NIGHT 
 
The band exits the dressing room following a big Metro ROADIE 
with a flashlight-- Jack, Box and Krush take the stage in the 
dark-- strap on guitars and get seated behind the drum kit-- 
 
INT. METRO SHOWROOM - NIGHT  
 
Multicolored lights hang in nets around the dark stage. Pot 
smoke fills the air. Kids accrue into a rowdy multi-headed 
organism pulsing and pushing toward the stage in harmonic 
waves-- elbowing and shoving-- yelling profanities-- throwing 
drinks-- they are ONE-- lusting feverishly for Mink-- primed, 
sparking with friction-- longing for their fuse to be lit-- 
 
     P.A. ANNOUNCER (O.S.) 
    (whispers) 
   Broken Toys. 
 
The band EXPLODES in a flash of light and a tsunami of sound 
that is so abrupt and unexpected that the harmonic shock wave 
propels and staggers the Kids backward into a compacted mass, 
absorbing all available sound, light and space-- compressing 
and interconnecting all individual flesh and energy into one 
larger power charge that reaches critical mass--reverses--and 
BLOWS BACK at the stage in a titanic ROAR! --a bone- chilling, 
hair-on-end, cool as fuck show-starting moment--  
 
--Jack is all over the stage ripping and churning waves of 
notes from his flashing guitar--  
 
Box hangs back, calmly firing out a machinegun groove--  
 
Krush smiles at her while ferociously beating the shit out of 
his drums in perfect time-- 
 
Box smiles at Krush-- 
 
Spotlight POPS on Mink as she enters running from the wings 
wearing a lacy black bikini and her Doc Martens-- a black 
magic marker “smile face” scrawled across her belly--  
 
She stomps around the edge of the stage with the bottle of 
Jack Daniels in her hand-- she spits whisky down on the Kids 
that mosh and slam in a violent circle below her-- she rips 
the microphone from its stand and kicks the stand offstage-- 
The band volumes down while ripping, chugging and churning-- 
 

MINK 
Happy fucking Mother’s Day Chicago!  
My mother is dead! And I miss her!  
But I wanna see her! This one’s  
called, “Going to Heaven”! 
 

The band explodes-- the crowd surges and ROARS-- Mink hurls 
the bottle of Jack at them and dances around the stage-- the 
band charges into the intro of the song--  
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--Mink whirls around the stage in a frenzy-- she pulls her 
razor from her boot, flicks it open, continues her tribal 
dance across the stage, grinning drunkenly at the crowd-- 
       
--Mink, like tai chi master, slashes the flashing blade around 
her--reflected razor beams of light cut through the smoke and 
flash across the Kids’ faces--  
 
Mink looks up to heaven-- raises her arms-- slashes her wrist 
with the blade-- blood streams down her arm-- crowd ROARS-- 
band slams on-- Mink stalks the edge of the stage-- she looks 
out over her disciples in the pit with glassy eyes-- she spits 
on them-- and pulls the blade across her throat-- blood runs 
from her neck--  
 
She turns to Jack and smiles-- he smiles at her-- 
 
--Mink gazes upward, spotlight on her face-- she mouths the 
words “mother” then “I love you”--  
 
--an IMAGE of BLOODY MARIANNE flashes above Mink’s head--  
 
--Mink raises her arms out to each side as if hanging on a 
cross-- she dives off the stage into the pit-- the Kids catch 
her-- hold her above their heads-- pass her around-- hands all 
over her body-- blood smears their hands, arms, and faces in 
this surreal ritual-- the band slams on-- 
 
 
EXT. BUS (MOVING) - NIGHT 
 
The custom-painted tour bus depicts the scene of five fierce 
Native American Warriors adorned with bone, silver, turquoise 
ornaments and red, orange and black war paint clutching toma-
hawks dancing around a raging bonfire under a full moon. A 
lone black wolf with bared fangs lurks at the rear of the bus 
watching the Warriors dance. 
  
The bus rolls through central Illinois... followed by their 
equipment truck... they pass a sign-- “I-55 SOUTH”  
 
A single high-beam headlight trails them behind the truck...  
  
 
INT. BUS (MOVING) - NIGHT 
 
Slick, Jack and Krush sit on the two couches in the front 
lounge drinking beer-- they pass a joint-- the TV plays porn. 
   
     JACK 
    (intense; to Slick) 
   What are you holding back? I know  

you were there. Tell us. 
 
     KRUSH 
    (to Jack) 
   Quit pushing it, Bro. 
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     JACK 
   Fuck you, Krush. We’re living  

together, close, like a family,  
and if she’s got fucking black ink  
in her head that’s gonna make her  
go all Sandy Hook, and jeopardize  
my shitty life, I want to know. 
So what the fuck happened?  
 

     SLICK 
    (beat) 
   She’s said, that she had a sister.  

They were twins. But, I never saw  
her sister, when I lived there.  
 

     KRUSH 
   What happened to her, the sister? 
    
SPEEDO, 20, wearing bikini underwear, stumbles into the 
lounge-- Slick, Jack and Krush stare at him-- 
 
     SLICK 
   Who the fuck’re you? 
 
     SPEEDO          
   I’m with Mink, dude. It’s all good. 

(takes joint from Jack)  
Got a beer? I am drained! 
    

Jack grabs the joint from him and shoves him away-- 
 
     JACK 
   Fuck off! Freakin’ fuckfag. 
 
     KRUSH 
    (to Speedo) 
   He looks more like a dick smoker. 
   She’s gotta be pegging you. Ass 
   hurts? You shit yourself. Right?    
 
Speedo stares at Krush-- 
 
     SLICK 
   In the fridge. One. 
 
     SPEEDO 
    (takes beer) 
   Thanks, my brother.  
 
     JACK 
   You ain’t our fucking brother, 

fuckin bitch faggot. 
 

     SPEEDO 
    (smirks; winks) 
   Yeah, well, whatevs... I’m the   

one’s been bustin’ Mink tonight. 
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Jack explodes upward off his seat launching a hard upper-cut 
into Speedo’s jaw-- Speedo SLAMS against the refrigerator and 
crashes face first on the floor crushing his bloody nose-- 
Jack’s on Speedo’s back pummeling his head with his fists-- 
 
     JACK 
   You mother, fucking, cunt! 
 
Jack pulls a knife from his belt holster, pulls Speedo’s head 
up by his hair, sticks the knife under his chin-- 
 
Slick & Krush freak and grab Jack’s arms, struggle with him--  
 
Slick expertly takes the knife-- lifts Jack off Speedo-- 
shoves Jack onto the couch--  
 
Breathing hard, Slick and Krush fall back seated on the couch 
on either side of Jack. 
 
Jack breathes hard, staring murder down at Speedo-- 
 
     SLICK 
   We cool now? Jack?  
 
Slick and Krush stare at Jack-- 
 
Speedo’s unopened beer rolls across the floor toward Slick-- 
 
     KRUSH 
    (stunned; to Jack) 
   What, in the livin fuck?    
 
Jack--eyes staring crazy--rubs his bloody fist-- spits on 
Speedo. 
 
Slick leans over, picks up the beer from the floor near 
unconscious Speedo’s bloody broken face--  
 
     SLICK 
   Okay then... who needs a cold one? 
 
Jack grabs it, opens it, chugs it... BURPS--SFX--the burp 
becomes an echoing ROAR... 
         DISSOLVE TO: 
 
 
EXT. BUS (MOVING) - DAWN 
 
Dawn breaks-- the bus glides through the city of St. Louis-- 
it cruises over the bridge above the Mississippi River-- 
 
We roll past the Gateway Arch-- Anheuser-Busch Brewery-- Busch 
Stadium--  
 
Papers blow and swirl in the empty streets-- looks like a 
ghost town. 
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EXT. ST. LOUIS STREET - DAWN  
 
The bus is stopped at a red light. Light turns green, the bus 
pulls away-- revealing Speedo lying naked on the sidewalk.  
 
A BAG LADY, 60s, pushes a shopping cart filled with junk past 
motionless Speedo-- she stops, bends over, picks up a broken 
blonde-haired baby doll near him-- smiling, she gives it a hug 
and kiss and puts it on top of the shopping cart’s junk. The 
doll’s blue eyes open and stare vacantly. 
 
         DISSOLVE TO: 
 
EXT. BUS (MOVING) - DAY (LATER)  
 
The bus passes a sign-- “Welcome to Lawrence, Kansas”  
 
The bus and equipment truck pull into the parking lot of a 
Holiday Inn and park side-by-side.  
 
The three-man road crew: RATSO, STRETCH and MIKE, late 20s, 
unload the band’s Anvil travel cases from underneath the bus. 
   
 
EXT./INT. BUS (STOPPED) - HOTEL PARKING LOT - DAY  
 
Slick exits the lobby with a manila envelope, walks to the 
bus, enters, and talks to the bus driver, SMOOTHY, 50s-- 
 
     SLICK 
   You’re leaving?  
 
     SMOOTHY 
   New assignment. Some tweener boy 
   band... God, I hate that shit. 

(yawns) 
They must want me to retire. Talk 
later? 
 

     SLICK 
   Sure, Smooth.    
 
All wearing sunglasses--Jack, Mink, Box and Krush--sit quietly 
exhausted in the front lounge. 
 
     SLICK 
   How’s y’all doin this morning with  

your nasty pukey hangovers? Brains  
a thumpin’ and a pumpin’? How ’bout  
some runny eggs? Maybe some green  
phlegmy soup with hot snot sauce- 
 

MINK 
(slugs him in gut)   

Chatty Cathy. Fuckin cut it. 
 

Slick groans... Box, Krush and Mink rise and exit the bus-- 
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     JACK 
    (rises; to Slick) 
   Give it. 
 
Slick, recovered from Mink’s gut punch, stares at Jack-- 
 
He slides Jack’s knife from his belt under the back of his 
jacket; he looks at it-- the blade flashes-- Jack and Slick 
lock eyes. Slick hands Jack the knife. Jack slides it into a 
holster on his belt under his jacket. He turns and walks 
toward the bus door exit-- 
 
     SLICK 
   Hey- would you’ve?  
 
Jack stops at the door, turns and faces Slick-- 
 
     JACK 

(thoughtful) 
Probably. Yeah. 

(sincere) 
Thanks, Brother.  

 
Slick nods. 
 
Jack nods, turns and exits-- 
 
 
EXT. HOLIDAY INN - PARKING LOT - DAY (CONTINUOUS)  
 
--Jack joins Mink, Box and Krush outside the bus door-- 

 
JACK 

Gonna trip the whole fuckin day. 
Wizard of Oz, Pink Floyd, some  
“Goblins Den” and me. 
 
  MINK 
 (softly) 
So, someone took out the trash? 
 
  KRUSH 
Yeah. Gone at dawn.  

 
BOX 

So effen bright! Where are we? 
 
Slick exits the bus with the manila envelope and joins them. 

 
JACK 

We’re back in Kansas, Scarecrow. If  
you only had a brain. Lawrence, K-S.  
Kansas University. K-U. Heartland  
of America. Fucking nowhere. Anytown,  
U.S.A. Wheat, prairie, dirt, repeat.  
Wheat, prairie --c’mon kids, all  
together now-- wheat, prairie, dirt- 



 34. 

BOX 
-Jack, stop it! This is the state      
where it’s against the law to have  
a bee in your bonnet. 
 

MINK 
Guess that makes me a lawbreaker. 
 (beat)  
Slick, I need my own room. Jack’s  
been fucking my shoes. 
  

BOX 
Jack, you’re getting more complex  
every day. Shoes’re for your feet. 
 

SLICK 
Do we have a fetishist among us? 
 

JACK 
Fuck that festa shit. I don’t do  
anything like that. 

 
BOX 

You do more than you know. You’re  
just a shitty little fiesta, Jack. 

 
Slick takes their room key cards from the manila envelope-- 
   

MINK 
Slick, come by my room later. I  
need some help, with a new song? 
 
  BOX 
You mean your new thong?  

 
Mink smiles, takes her key card from SLICK, winks at him, and 
seductively struts toward the lobby-- they all stare at her in 
silence-- Slick stares at her-- 
 

KRUSH 
Dude, she’s gonna suck you in,  
grind you up, and puke you out.  
Then who’ll take care of us? 
 

JACK 
Fuck me.  

(walks away) 
Again. 

 
BOX 

I’ll fuck ya, Jack. Twice if ya  
like!  

(behind him) 
Let’s try the auto-asphyxia thing. 

 
KRUSH 

Hey yeah, wait! I’ll go first!  



 35. 

INT. MINK’S HOTEL ROOM - DAY (LATER) 
 
Grunting and moaning is HEARD-- A candle burns on the bedside 
table next to Mink’s extended straight razor.  
 
Mink and Slick are fucking on the bed-- Mink’s on top of 
Slick, reverse cowgirl, bucking wildly with her eyes closed... 
 
[FLASHBACK SEQUENCE] 
 
EXT. HOLLYWOOD HILLS MANSION - POOL - DAY 
 
SUPER:  HOLLYWOOD HILLS - 2011  
 
LANA DEL REY’S “SUMMERTIME SADNESS” PLAYS from the Bose Wave 
box sitting under an umbrella on the teak patio table-- 
 
An inflated butterfly float floats in the placid pool. Lying 
on the float, working on her tan, is 14-year-old MONICA BECK, 
wearing a red bathing suit and black sunglasses--  
 
Song cuts--silence. Monica sits up, her feet dangle in the 
water. She lifts her glasses and looks toward the teak table-- 
 
     MONICA 
   Hey, put the song on! Don’t be  

a big dumb jerk!  
 
POV on Monica in the pool from behind a large long-haired man 
wearing motorcycle boots, jeans and a leather vest with an 
emblem on back depicting a grinning skull with devil horns and 
a top hat encircled with “SATAN’S SLAVES - LOS ANGELES”-- he 
wears a dangling swastika earring-- 
 
     MONICA 
   Go on, go away! My pool is off 

limits! You can’t come in here!  
 
BACK TO PRESENT: 
 
INT. MINK’S HOTEL ROOM - DAY (SAME AS BEFORE) 
 
Silent. Mink’s on top of Slick, reverse cowgirl--motionless, 
staring-- 
 
Candle burns on the bedside table next to the extended razor.  
 
Mink slides off Slick and goes to the bedside table--  
 
POV from behind her as she picks up the straight razor--  
 
--She stares at her reflection in the blade-- two sets of 
eyes, side-by-side, stare back at her from the narrow blade-- 
 
     MINK 
    (dazed; softly) 

We... like you. 



 36. 

Slick gets up, places his hand gently on her shoulder-- 
 
     SLICK 
    (smiles) 
   We? I like you, too. Always have. 
 
She gently touches the blade to the side of her neck-- 
 
 
INT. KRUSH & BOX’S HOTEL ROOM - DAY 
 
Blindfolded, wearing briefs, Krush lies spread eagle on the 
bed with an erection. His wrists and ankles are tied to the 
bed legs. He’s smiling in anticipation... waiting... 
 
     KRUSH 
   C’mon, Box-baby! I’m ready for ya! 
   Let me have it!  
 
 
EXT. HOTEL - SWIMMING POOL - DAY  
 
Box swims in the pool, enjoying the water-- she smiles. 
 
 
INT. JACK’S HOTEL ROOM - DAY  
 
Sunlight streams in through parted curtains onto the bedside 
tabletop. Lying on the table is Jack’s knife; it sits next to 
a former 10-square x 10-square, 100-hit perforated LSD blotter 
paper named “Goblins Den” with about 20 hits remaining. Next 
to the blotter paper is an iPhone with “Pink Floyd” showing on 
its screen. An iPad is propped up on a pillow on the bed 
showing the end credits of “The Wizard of Oz.” Jack lies near 
the iPad in bed curled up in the fetal position with AirPods 
in his ears. Next to his face, a pistol lies on his pillow 
with the muzzle inserted into his mouth like a pacifier.    
 
 
INT. TAXICAB - DAY (LATER)  
 
Mink and Box sit in the backseat. Slick sits in front with the 
Driver. They drive through the K-U campus-- Students walk, 
ride bikes, carry books-- flowers in bloom everywhere-- 
 
     MINK 
   This is the so-called real world? 
   More like an unscripted farce.  

 
  BOX 
It’s pretty. Smells like a garden.  

 
     MINK 

What do these chumps know about  
life? They look like plastic toys.  
Corporate larvae. Cogswell’s cogs. 
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BOX 
Or Spacely’s sprockets! Wish I  
could’ve finished school. 

 
     MINK 

No degree needed to play with us. 
 

BOX 
Got one of them. Meant law school.  
Thought I wanted to be a lawyer. 

 
MINK 

    (beat) 
We never would’ve met. Wouldn’t  
be any Toys. No tour... No us. I 
woulda been very frickin lonely.   
 

BOX 
Yeah. Dropped out my second year.  
Overwhelmed. Being a junkie didn’t  
help. Now, for me, it’s either mud  
or music. You’d think it’d be an  
easy choice... Death. Or life.  

 
       MINK 

Life with me, Kristen, is a lot  
more fun. 

 
Mink leans closer to Box and kisses her on the lips. Box puts 
her arms around Mink and kisses her deeply...  
 
Slick smiles to himself--a thunderous ROAR from a Harley 
chopper rolls past them--  
 
It disappears up ahead in a blur-- Slick squints toward the 
vanishing blur-- 
 
 
INT. K-U CAMPUS - JAYHAWKS RECORDS - DAY 
 
The store is mobbed with College Kids-- the sound system PLAYS 
a Broken Toys song--  
 
Mink and Box sit behind a skirted table signing CDs, posters, 
t-shirts, etc. for their fans-- Slick stands behind Mink and 
Box watching the crowd-- Mink becomes agitated-- 
  

MINK 
Oh, oh... oh yes, oh fucking yes! 

 
Mink trembles, she shudders, she pounds her fists on the 
table-- she breaks her pen-- breathless, exhilarated--  
Astonished, everyone stares at her-- 
  
A hot female GROUPIE, 20s, crawls out from under the table-- 
she wipes her sleeve across her mouth, smiles, and wades 
through the College Kids toward the door-- 
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MINK 
Got another pen, Slick? This  
little stiffy didn’t make it. 

 
 
EXT. K-U CAMPUS - PARK - DUSK   
 
Dark clouds drift across the sky-- Students walk through the 
park-- Mink, Box and Slick lie on their backs in the grass.  
 

MINK 
About a year ago, at the Roxy.  

 
SLICK 

Did you guys talk? 
 

MINK 
Nah, he was geeked, cheezed on  
crank. Was all, “Baby come back”  
and shit. Pathetic. Crashed his  
Enzo that night. Fuckin putz. 
Meth. The great equalizer.   

 
BOX 

So, why do you hate your father? 
 

MINK 
Dang sure he’s the devil.  
 

BOX 
Well yeah. They all are, right? 
 

MINK 
Tore my sister in half.  
  

SLICK 
I have a friend, works for Matt.  
In the office. Says all he ever  
talks about is you.  

(beat) 
Says he loves you. 
 

MINK 
    (sits up) 

It’s psychopathic obsession. 
 

SLICK 
About seven weeks ago, Matt turned  
the day-to-day over to Frank. They  
haven’t heard from him since. My  
friend’s worried. 
 

MINK 
Who cares? Maybe his fucking jet  
crashed. Burning to death in his  
forty-million-dollar tubular bird 
cage would be so appropriate. 
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BOX 
    (beat) 

Okay. You win. 
 

MINK 
Yay. Participation prize.  
Woo-fuckin-hoo. Pin it on me. 

 
Thunder RUMBLES through the air-- it starts to rain-- 
 
 
INT. K-U BALLROOM - NIGHT 
 
Music rises LOUD and aggressive--  
 
The crowd of Kids slam violently in the smoky auditorium-- 
multicolored lights flash on and off-- the room is sweltering 
hot, everybody’s sweating-- music slashes onward-- the Toys 
near the end of their set--  
 
A brutal fist-fight breaks out near the stage among three big 
tattooed Dudes with buzz-cuts-- teeth and blood fly-- 
 
Barefoot Mink is soaked-- her sheer silk minislip pasted to 
her skin-- she HOWLS inaudible lyrics into the mic as she 
stalks the stage--  
 
Wearing black shorts and red boots, Jack rips across the 
strings of his guitar while standing on top of his stack of 
Marshall speaker cabinets--  
 
Box & Krush, shirtless, baggy shorts, jackhammer the rhythm-- 
building the song to its crescendo-- 
 
--Mink freezes, focused on something (unseen by us) onstage in 
front of her-- she stares at it, confused-- 
 
--the crowd, band, music stop--DEAD SILENCE.  
 
Mink turns to Krush-- he’s frozen in mid-beat-- 
 
Jack stands atop his stack, frozen smile, mid-strum-- 
 
Mink whirls around to face Box-- her head and hair hang down 
over the neck of her bass, fingers frozen on frets, sweat 
droplets hang suspended in the air below her face--   
 
Mink swings around in fear and looks forward, toward the front 
of the stage-- she (and we) now see a bed in front of her-- 
  
--Matt, 30, sits on the bed next to Marianne, 23-- they stare 
at each other, sizing each other up--  
 
Matt, flirts with Marianne, moves closer to her-- she seems 
tipsy, she giggles-- they move together and kiss playfully--  
 
SFX--appearing next to the bed--Monica, 14--watches them--  
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Matt moves toward Marianne-- he pulls her blouse open-- she 
tries to push him away-- her smile changes to a look of fear-- 
Matt forces her arms down-- he dominates the tussle-- Marianne 
struggles, screams and cries--  
 

MONICA 
She doesn’t want you! She doesn’t  
want me! She never wanted us! Stop  
it, Daddy! You’re killing Mommy!  

 (screams)  
STOP! (ECHOES...)   

 
SFX--the bed, Matt, Marianne and Monica dissolve slowly with 
the fading ECHOES-- 
 
Mink stares stunned--  
 
The band re-starts--music comes in fast and loud--ripping and 
churning--hitting the crescendo--  
 
The crowd ROARS in a frenzy-- freaked, Mink drops the mic and 
exits the stage-- 
 
 
INT. K-U BALLROOM - DRESSING ROOM - NIGHT  
 
--Mink enters in a rage, out of control-- she SMASHES 
everything she can get hers hands on against the walls--   
 
Slick hurries into the room, assesses the situation, tries to 
stay out of her way-- 
 
     SLICK 
   Are you hurt? Did you get hit? 
 
     MINK 
    (screaming & throwing) 
   I hate all you pricks! All you want  
   is a hole! Fuck the bitch! In the  
   mouth, in the ass! You can go fuck  
   yourselves! I’ve had it with you!  
   Going to kill you all! Save us all!   
    (stands still; calm) 
   Cut you up into itsy-bitsy fucking  
   pieces. 
 
Mink picks up Jack’s antique ‘57 Les Paul Goldtop guitar-- 
 
     SLICK 
   Mink no! Not that! 
 
--Mink SMASHES the Goldtop against the wall-- it SPLINTERS to 
pieces-- she storms out of the room--  
 
Slick follows her out-- 
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INT. K-U BALLROOM - BACKSTAGE - NIGHT (CONTINUOUS) 
   
Mink runs past roadie Stretch, who’s tuning one of Jack’s 
guitars, toward the EXIT door--  
 
Slick jogs after her and yells to Stretch-- 
 
     SLICK 
   Stretch! Get after her! Now!  
 
Stretch puts the guitar down and goes after Mink--  
 
The band finishes the song, they come off stage, pass Slick, 
and enter the dressing room-- Slick follows them in-- 
 
 
INT. K-U BALLROOM - DRESSING ROOM - NIGHT (CONTINUOUS)  
 
Jack, Box, and Krush are huffing and sweating-- the crowd 
YELLS for an encore-- they notice the broken items--   
    
     CROWD (O.S.) 
   Toys! Toys! Toys! Toys! 
 
     JACK 
   What happened to Super Fink? 
    (notices smashed guitar) 
   Gone crazy? Is that my Goldtop?! 
 
He picks up a piece and stares at it, stunned-- 
 
     SLICK 

What happened out there? 
 
     BOX 
   Is she sick?  
  
     KRUSH 
   Didn’t see a thing. 
 
     JACK 
   Fucking cunt!  
 
     BOX 
   She looked, disturbed. 
 
     JACK 
   She fucked my guitar to pieces.  
 
     KRUSH 
   Yeah, she just flipped out. 
 
     BOX 
   Like she saw a ghost. 
 
     JACK 
   I’ll fuckin ghost her!  
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EXT. K-U BALLROOM - REAR LOADING AREA - NIGHT (LATER) 
 
Stretch, Mike and Ratso load the band’s equipment into the 
truck-- the bus is parked next to it, doors open--   
 
Young FANS surround the bus-- Jack and Box sign autographs-- 
Krush and Slick step off the bus-- they wade thru the crowd--  
 
     GIRL FAN 
    (pushes pen at Jack)  

Jack! Jack! Sign my tits? Please?!  
 
GIRL FAN lifts her shirt exposing her breasts-- 

 
  BOX 
Nubile nipples have been freed! 
You go girl! 
 

Slick and Krush glance at the Girl Fan as they push their way 
through the crowd-- 
     SLICK 
   Where do you think she’d go? 
 
     KRUSH 
   No idea. She had a breakdown  

after a show at the Palace. Box  
and I found her in Forest Lawn.  
Curled up on Theda Bara’s grave.  
Took her a few days to bounce back. 

 
They walk to the street in front of the Ballroom-- 
 
EXT. K-U BALLROOM - BOX OFFICE/STREET - NIGHT 
   
--Krush and Slick walk and stop in front of the Box Office--  
 
Krush’s POV on a big, custom painted chopped Harley parked at 
the curb in a “No Parking Zone.” It starts to rain-- 
 
     KRUSH 
   Nice hog. Shouldn’t be in the rain. 
 
Slick stares at the bike as if he knows it-- 
 
     SLICK 
   Let’s try the graveyard. 
 
     KRUSH 
   I’d rather be signing tits. 
 
 
EXT. GRAVEYARD - NIGHT  
 
A head stone engraved-- “In Memory of Elizabeth Reed” 
 
Next to the head stone, Mink, in her wet silk slip with rain 
streaming down her face and body is down on her knees--  
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--she straddles a YOUNG MAN, 21, thrusting herself wildly-- 
razor in her hand, slashing the flashing blade around scared 
Young Man’s head-- her eyes are glassy, she’s in a trance-- 
 
[FLASHBACK SEQUENCE] 
 
EXT. HOLLYWOOD HILLS MANSION - POOL - DAY (SAME AS BEFORE) 
 
HOLE’s “ASKING FOR IT” PLAYS now from the same Bose Wave box 
sitting under the umbrella on the teak patio table-- 
 
The pool water thrashes violently-- creating waves that 
repeatedly SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! hard against the pool wall-- 
 
--faint crying sounds mixed into the SOUND of the song-- 
 
--the waves bang the butterfly float against the pool wall--  
 
--the overflow water runs in wavelets into Monica’s torn red 
bathing suit lying on the concrete near the pool wall-- 
   
BACK TO PRESENT: 
 
 
EXT. GRAVEYARD - NIGHT (SAME AS BEFORE)  
   
--a big MAN, his face obscured, wears a black Oakland Raiders 
hat as he stands in the rain under a tree watching Mink slash 
her razor around the head of the freaked out Young Man--  
 
 
EXT. GRAVEYARD - NIGHT (A LITTLE LATER) 
 
Rain’s stopped. Krush and Slick wander through the dark wet 
cemetery-- they slip and stumble over gravestones and 
shrubbery-- Slick stumbles and falls to the ground-- 
 
--his face right next to the fright-frozen face of the Young 
Man’s severed head-- its lips are parted in a silent scream-- 
 
     KRUSH 
    (unaware) 
   She not’s here. Let’s get out-  
 
     SLICK 
   Oh, oh- Fuuuck! 
   
     KRUSH 
   This place is- What? Slick? 
 
Krush takes a few more steps, trips over Slick and hits the 
ground next to the severed head as Slick gets up and runs--  
 
--Krush stares at the dead head, his eyes widen in shock--  
 
--Slick stops running, turns around, goes back for Krush-- 
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     KRUSH 
    (terrified; gagging) 
   Uh, Uh, HUHHH... 
  
--Slick gets to Krush, grabs him around the waist with one 
arm, lifts him, runs with him toward the graveyard gates-- 
  
     KRUSH 
    (moaning) 
   Ugh.. cannot unsee that.  
 
Slick and Krush exit the graveyard to the street-- Slick 
stands in the road waving his arms-- cars drive past HONKING 
their horns-- he stops a taxicab-- Krush and Slick get in. 
 
 
EXT. K-U BALLROOM - TAXICAB - REAR LOADING AREA - NIGHT 
 
The taxi drives by the front of the Ballroom--  
 
The Harley is gone. 
 
--the taxi continues around back to the rear loading area and 
parks near the bus. Krush exits and staggers into the bus-- 
the taxi pulls away with Slick inside--  
 
MONTAGE OF SHOTS 
 
The taxi drives and stops at a series of locations with Slick 
getting in and out in search of Mink: 
 
bar-- 
diner-- 
bowling alley--  
fast food joint--  
Mink is not to be found... 
         DISSOLVE TO:  
 
INT. TAXI - NIGHT (LATER)  
 
The taxi pulls up to-- “Slackers & Hackers” video arcade. 
Slick gets out and runs inside--   
 
INT. VIDEO ARCADE - NIGHT 
 
--Slick enters and scans the room-- various arcade machines 
thump, beep, and squeal-- GAMERS play-- 
 
Slick turns to leave-- stops, turns around slowly, and spots-- 
 
--a tuft of blonde hair above the back of the seat of a car 
racing game at the other end of the room.  
 
Slick walks over to it-- the car on the video screen has 
crashed and is burning. Mink is asleep in the seat wearing her 
leather jacket--  
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--her cheeks are streaked with tears and mascara. She looks 
childlike, innocent. Slick looks at her with sadness and 
empathy. 
  
The frayed photo of Marianne is gripped tightly in Mink’s 
hands. Slick gently slides the photo from her fingers and 
slips it into her jacket pocket. He picks her up carefully and 
carries her out of the arcade-- the Gamers stop playing and 
stare at them as they pass-- 
 
 
EXT. K-U BALLROOM - REAR LOADING AREA - NIGHT 
 
The taxi pulls into the loading area-- kids are gone. The tour 
bus idles in the dark with its parking lights on.  
 
Slick helps Mink out of the taxi and follows her to the bus--  
 
Bus doors open with a hydraulic HISS... Mink and Slick enter-- 
the doors close with a HISS...   
 
The equipment truck starts its engine. The bus pulls out with 
the truck following-- 
 
 
INT. BUS (MOVING) - NIGHT 
 
Krush and Jack sit in the front lounge. Jack drunkenly swigs 
from a half-full bottle of Jim Beam-- he plays a video game on 
Slick’s laptop-- Mink walks silently past them to the rear of 
the bus-- Slick enters-- 
 
     JACK 
   There she goes, Kali Ma. Goddess 
   of destruction. 
 
     KRUSH 
    (to Slick) 
   Hey? 
 
Slick nods at Krush, intimating everything’s cool. 
 
     SLICK 
   She’s had a rough night. We’ll all  
   be better tomorrow. 
 
     JACK 

  Fuck her, she smashed my beautiful  
  ’57 Les Paul. She owes me five 
  grand! Slut gets away with fucking  
  everyone, and everything. Not me. 
  

     SLICK 
    (weary) 
   Jack, her problems are...  
   Don’t be too hard on her tomorrow,  
   okay? And don’t fuck up my laptop. 
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TOUR BUS - BACK BEDROOM 
 
Mink’s crying, Box hugs her-- Box kisses her, soothes her-- 
wraps her arms around her and embraces her lovingly--  
  
FRONT LOUNGE (LATER) 
 
Slick’s at the table doing paperwork-- Box sits next to Krush 
with her head resting on his shoulder; his arm’s around her. 
They smile at each other and kiss-- Jack’s drunk; Krush takes 
the Jim Beam bottle from him, swigs--  

 
KRUSH 

This big little baby-doll was  
sleeping in the alley. In a card- 
board box! Our Christmas present. 
Made you a big famous girlie star! 
 

BOX 
Stars are remote. Twinkle on.  
Twinkle off. And all of ‘em, one  
day, burn out--pffft. Or supernova. 
 

KRUSH 
Well, that sucks... San Fran next  
Sunday. Last show at The Warfield! 
  

JACK 
Volcano Sybil is about to blow. 
 

SLICK 
Time to hit the bunks. Everyone  
out, I got work to do. Shoo, scoot,  
skedaddle. Get the fuck out, now. 

 
JACK 

She already left. They all leave.  
 

KRUSH 
What?  
 

JACK 
Anyone I’ve ever loved, leaves.  
What’s wrong with me? Was a good  
kid. Loved her. She was my best  
friend. The drunk took her from me.  
Fucker. Let me help you out the  
door. You don’t want to stick  
around, especially after what you  
did to her. Have some more bullets.  
I’ll help you. Eat ’em all up, Dad.  
Let me steady you, cuz your hand’s  
shaking. There, now just squeeze  
it, gently--BOOM! Fuck, what a mess.  
A fucking fucked up mess. 
  (MORE) 

They stare at him-- 
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  JACK (CONT’D) 
 (tears fall; dazed) 
I’ll clean it up. There. All  
cleaned up. Nice’n tidy. Like  
before the wreck... Increase  
the drip. I need more, please.  
I’m feeling it again. Gimme toro,  
gimme some more. Goddammit! Now!  
I’m feelin’ it! 
      

BOX 
    (frightened) 

Jack? Wake up! Are you okay?! 
 

JACK 
    (snaps alert) 

No, Box. Not in the slightest. 
 
  KRUSH 
What were- 
 
  JACK  

(smiles; embarrassed) 
-Fucking crap won’t let me be.       
My legacy. Some kids get cash, Box.  
You rich little trust-fund junkie.  
I get a life, that’s killing me.  
Gotta get off this fucking merry- 
go-round before I get trampled by  
the horses. Gotta get out to a  
green pasture. Breathe fresh air.  
This life. Just ain’t right.  

 
Weary Jack takes his pistol out of his jacket pocket, holds it 
on the table aiming upward-- he rests his forehead down on the 
muzzle with his finger on the trigger-- Box and Krush recoil-- 
stunned, silent-- 

     SLICK 
   Jesus. Give me the gun, Jack.  
 
     JACK 
   I’m so fucking tired. 
 
     SLICK 
   Is it loaded? 
 
     JACK 
   Of course. 
 
     SLICK 
   C’mon, Jack. We’re almost done.  

You’ll get fresh air, and the  
green fields. Just a week to go,  
and we’ll all be off this stinkin’  
fuckin merry-go-round. I’m with  
you on that, Jack. I need a break,  
too. We all do. C’mon, seven days. 
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     JACK 
   So fucking beat. I can’t do it. 
 
     SLICK 
   I know, Buddy. I know.  
 
     JACK 
   I need to sleep, Slick. Just,  

wanna sleep. Forever. 
 
     SLICK 
   I know. It’s late. Gimme the gun  

and we’ll all get to- 
 
  JACK 
-Can’t sleep without it. 
 
  SLICK 
Unload it then. 
 
  JACK 
Doesn’t work without the bullets.  
Has to be loaded. Real.  
 
  SLICK 

 Okay. Okay. Just, can you just put  
it down? You can keep it. Just put  
it down. Okay? 
 

JACK 
   You’ll trust me? 

 
SLICK 

Jack, I trust you, Buddy. 
 
Jack lifts his head and lays the gun flat on the table.  
 
     JACK 
   I need to know, that I can do it.  

At any time. That I have control.  
Over my life. I’m sorry. I’m just,  
I’m afraid to death. Of my own  
mind. 
 

Box hugs Jack-- he lets her.  
 
 
EXT. BUS & TRUCK (MOVING) - NIGHT 
 
The bus and truck drive through flat barren landscape, devoid 
of life-- 
 
They pass a sign-- “I-70 WEST” 
 
Following the bus & truck, about a mile back, a man in dark 
clothes and a black hat, glides along on a chopped Harley-- 
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INT. BUS (MOVING) - NIGHT (LATER) 
 
Slick sits alone at the table in the lounge. He gathers the 
schedules, budgets, receipts, bills, etc. scattered around him 
and sticks the paperwork into marked file folders-- he puts 
the folders into a metal briefcase and snaps it shut. He 
closes his laptop. 
  
Slick takes a beer from the refrigerator, sits on the couch, 
takes a gulp. He stares at the reflection of his weary face in 
the bus window opposite him. 
 
 
INT. BUS (MOVING) - DAYBREAK 
 
Slick opens his eyes. He sits in the same position on the 
couch as before, still holding the can of beer. Red sun rays 
burn through the window coloring his stubbled face. He blinks 
as he wakes--  
 
--Tranced-out Mink sits next to him. She holds his hand. She 
sips off a bottle of bourbon-- Slick reacts subtly to her 
presence-- moments pass... 
 
     MINK 
   It’s him. I feel him. 
 
     SLICK 
   I don’t- 
 
     MINK 
   -You saw him, didn’t you? 
 
     SLICK 
    (stalling) 
   I’m not sure. Maybe his bike.  
 
Moments pass... 
     SLICK (CONT’D) 
   Were you in the graveyard, last  

night? 
 
     MINK 

Don’t know. My mind’s a traveling 
circus... Keep him away.  

(rises)  
He gets near me. I’ll kill him. 

 
Mink drifts back to the rear of the bus--  
 
Slick slugs from his beer can and tosses it in the trash. He 
stands and walks forward toward the bus driver, Smoothy--  
 
Jazz PLAYS softly on the bus radio--   
 
     SLICK 
   You need anything? 
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     SMOOTHY 
I’m fine, thanks. A new driver’s 
coming on in Denver. He’ll meet  
you at the Gothic. 

 
     SLICK 
   Sonny? 
 
     SMOOTHY 
   Yep. Just crossed into Colorado.  

We need to fill up.  
 
     SLICK 
    (smiles) 
   The truck still back there? 
 
     SMOOTHY 
   Yep, I can’t seem to lose them.  
   Or the big dude on the Harley. 
 
 
EXT. GAS STATION - DAY 
 
The rust colored Rocky Mountains cleave a jagged path across 
the bright blue western skyline.  
 
The bus and truck fill up with fuel--  
 
Slick exits the restroom smoking a cigarette-- he looks at the 
freeway just as Matt THUNDERS by on his Harley-- 
 
Matt stares at Slick as he passes-- 
 
Slick stares at Matt-- he stamps out his cig.  
 
 
EXT. BUS (MOVING) - DAY 
 
The bus and truck slowly pass “The Gothic Theatre”--  
 
Marquee displays-- “THE BROKEN TOYS -- TONIGHT--SOLD OUT” 
 
 
INT. JACK’S HOTEL ROOM - DAY 
 
Jack stands at the window. Staring out--  
 
His POV on a freight train chugging west in the distance-- 
 
Jack slides the window open-- immediately buffeted by a gust 
of fresh air-- he climbs up and stands on the window ledge. 
His hair and shirt blow in the wind-- He momentarily loses his 
balance--grabs the drape--regains his balance--resets his 
feet. He stares at the train in the distance-- it’s WHISTLE 
blows-- Jack lets go of the drape. Raises his arms. Closes his 
eyes. Tilts his head upward-- a gust of wind hits him--  
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INT. THE GOTHIC THEATRE - DAY 
 
Seating area is empty. House lights are on.  
 
Stage is set with the Toys’ equipment.  
 
Slick walks offstage to the wings-- 
  
Slick’s POV on his new “undercover” bus driver standing 
offstage-- FBI Agent Sonny Bartell-- that was previously 
interviewed by the TV Reporter at Lincoln Park lagoon. 
 
     SLICK 
   Who the fuck’re you? 
 
     BARTELL 
   You must be Slick. Sonny Bartell.  

(puts out hand) 
I’ll be driving for you.  

 
     SLICK 
    (shakes hand) 

Good, we could use some muscle  
around here. You know musicians. 

    (smiles; hands him keys) 
   Why don’t you go check out the bus. 
 
 
INT. MINK’S HOTEL ROOM - DAY 
 
Mink sits barefoot on the couch wearing short denim cut-offs 
and a red satin bra. She sips a Coke--  
 
A hot but nerdy female fanzine REPORTER, 20s, sits in a chair 
next to the couch interviewing Mink-- a recorder is on the 
table; the interview is in progress-- 
 
     REPORTER 
   You should be in Billboard’s Top  
   Ten this week. Aren’t you excited? 
 
     MINK 
   Big fucking deal. Numbers don’t  
   mean shit to me. Not my thing. I  
   perform because I have to. I’m  
   corroding from the inside out from  
   a constant bombardment of sub- 
   conscious psychoshit. And if I  
   don’t open my infected head and  
   puke out the pus, they’ll have  
   to chop it off from gangrene. 
 
     REPORTER 
    (overenthusiastic) 
   Oh Mink, you’re just, so Emo!  
   I love it! What is your secret  
   for- 
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     MINK 
    (presses recorder’s  
     “stop” button)  
   Oy vey! What the fuck am I saying?  
   That’s it. I lost my mind. See ya.  
 
     REPORTER 
   We were just getting to the good- 
 
     MINK 
   -Get some other raving freak to  
   answer your teeny-bopper questions 
   and help you get likes. 
 
     REPORTER 
   I can’t believe- 
 
     MINK 
    (stands; menacing) 
   -Go on, Boopsie, back to the  
   playground. 
 
Reporter angrily jams her gear into her backpack-- walks 
toward the door-- Mink follows her-- 
 
     REPORTER 

I’m only doing my job! I’ll  
probably be fired. Everything I  
heard about you is true. Why do  
you have to be so cruel? 
  

MINK 
(in Reporter’s face)  

Life really sucks, don’t it? And  
you’re just a vapid baby Karen 
dilettante from Mill Valley. So  
get back out there and suck some  
more cock-- cuz that’s the only  
thing I ever heard about you--  
before I kick all your bleached  
white teeth out of your pink  
plastic head. Go on, Barbie, beat  
it. Back to your twat box, you  
little fucking toy. 

 
Humiliated, in tears, Reporter exits--  
 
Mink walks over to the bar and pulls out a bottle of bourbon. 
Using her palm she spins the cap off, and takes a swig--  
 
Soft KNOCKING on the door--  
 
Mink’s POV on Reporter’s sunglasses on the table-- she  walks 
to the door-- opens it-- 
 
--A weathered, hard looking man, MATT, 50s, wearing motorcycle 
boots and a black Oakland Raiders hat stands in the doorway. 
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     MATT 
    (smiles) 
   Hi, Honey. Sure, I’ll have a drink.   
 
Mink slams the door as Matt’s boot blocks it-- he easily 
pushes the door open and enters-- Mink tries to punch him in 
the face-- he catches her fist in his hand-- their hands lock 
together-- Mink glares at Matt and swings the bottle at him-- 
he bats it down with his other hand--  
 
--the bourbon pours out slowly, soaking the carpet--   
 
Mink yanks her hand from Matt’s and runs toward the table with 
her razor on it-- she picks it up, flips out the blade, and 
faces Matt-- the shiny blade flashes in her hand--     
 
     MINK 
   I’ll kill you. Leave! 
 
     MATT 
    (calmly) 
   We need to talk.  
 
     MINK 
   Ten words or less. It better be  

great or you’re gonna get greasy. 
 
     MATT 
   First... I brought you something. 
 
He takes a small black pouch from inside his leather jacket--  
 
     MATT 
   I’ve kept this. Close to my heart. 
 
He leans cautiously toward Mink and hands it to her--  
 
Mink is momentarily defused. She takes the pouch and stares at 
Matt suspiciously-- guardedly she sets the razor down on the 
table-- she gently rubs the velvet pouch between her fingers-- 
she unties the thin gold cord at the top of the pouch and 
opens it-- Mink looks at Matt, and dumps the contents into the 
palm of her hand--  
 
--Marianne’s sparkling diamond rings radiates in her palm-- 
 
--she stares at the ring, mesmerized by the brilliant rays of 
light reflecting off the facets-- 
 
     MINK 
    (stunned) 
   Her ring. 
 
Matt smiles at her-- 
 
Mink stares transfixed at the glittering ring--  
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INT. HOTEL HALLWAY - DAY 
 
Slick exits the elevator and walks down the hall-- he stops at  
a room-- KNOCKS on the door-- the door opens-- Slick is 
surprised, then enters-- 
 
INT. MINK’S HOTEL ROOM - DAY 
 
--Matt gives Slick a bro hug-- Slick hugs him half-hearted-- 
 
     MATT 

Come in, Kid. I’ve missed you.   
 
     SLICK 
   Hey Matt. You’re looking fit.  
    (scans room) 
   Where is she?   
 
     MATT 

The bathroom. Drink?   
 
     SLICK 
   Sure. 
 
Matt pours Slick a bourbon and hands it to him-- 
 
     MATT 
    (raises glass) 
   Semper Fi. 
 
     SLICK 

 (raises glass; drinks) 
Semper Fi. 
 
  MATT 
You really fucking my daughter? 

 
Slick chokes on his drink...   
 
 
INT. HOTEL BAR - NIGHT 
 
Mink sits at the bar with a small pile of cash and a bourbon 
in front of her. The diamond ring glitters on her finger.  
 
Marianne, 23, enters... and slides onto the stool next to 
Mink. Mink turns and stares at her in shock--  
 
BARTENDER, 30s, comes over-- 
 
     MARIANNE 
    (English accent)  
   Scotch. Single-malt. Make it  
   a double.  
 
Mink silently mouths Marianne’s drink order-- 
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MARIANNE 
 (glances at ring) 
Pretty. Like a baby star.  

 
Mink covers the ring with her hand-- 

 
MINK 

You look like someone. Some- 
one I never... You’re kinda  
knocking me sideways. 
 

MARIANNE 
Yes, life can be a wet squib.  
Imagine sitting alone in the  
backseat of a long black car.  
Straining to see out the front  
windscreen. And then discover,  
in utter horror, that nobody  
is even driving your car! 
  

Bartender sets the scotch in front of Mink; she slides the 
drink in front of Marianne-- 
 

BARTENDER 
(to Mink) 

That will be twenty-dollars, Miss. 
 

MARIANNE 
Sometimes it’s not real at all. 
 

MINK 
What? Fine. My treat. 

 
Bartender takes a twenty from Mink’s cash pile--  
 

MARIANNE 
I like your jacket and boots. I  
lived in Hollywood, once upon a  
time... So, you sing in the band. 
 

MINK 
Yeah, we’re touring. Have a show  
tonight. At The Gothic. 
 

MARIANNE 
Broken Toys.  
 (laughs)   
They break sometimes. Children.  
Fragile. Naive. Mostly useless.  
 

MINK 
    (appalled) 

That’s heartless, insane or both.  
 

MARIANNE 
Your new record is doing smashing   
business. Congratulations, Monica. 
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Marianne takes lipstick out of her purse-- she carefully 
applies the bright, wet red gloss to her lips-- 
 

MINK 
My name is Mink.  

 
MARIANNE 

I’ve been following your progress.  
(puts lipstick away) 

You’ve done very well, considering.  
 

MINK 
Considering? Who the fuck are you? 

 
MARIANNE 

You’ve had a rough go. I used to  
be a singer, too. Was rising, but  
my light was snuffed out- poof! 
 (laughs)  
Dead star. We’re a dime a dozen! 

 
MINK 

What’re you talking about? 
 
MARIANNE 

Nothing, really. I don’t get the  
chance to talk with people much.  
It’s your turn, Monica. Sorry, I 
mean Mink, to be the star. You’ve  
made me very proud of you. 

 
Mink stares with fearful suspicion at Marianne-- 
 
     MARIANNE (CONT’D)  

You’re going to do me a favor. 
 

MINK 
No. I’m not. I, don’t know you. 
 

MARIANNE 
You’re going to do it. For you.  
And for me. But mostly, for little  
Monica. 
 

MINK 
    (fearful) 

Little, Monica?    
 
Marianne reaches for her drink-- her sleeve pulls away from 
her wrist...revealing a jagged scar-- Mink stares at it-- she 
looks up at Marianne’s face as she sips her drink--  
 
Mink’s close POV on the rough scar across Marianne’s neck-- 

 
MINK 

    (stunned) 
The scars-  
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--LOUD CRASH from glasses hitting the floor behind the bar-- 
Mink jerks her head reflexively toward the shattering sound--  
 
Mink turns back-- Marianne is gone. Mink anxiously grabs 
Marianne’s drink glass and stares at it-- no lipstick on it. 
She recoils in terror-- 
 

BARTENDER 
Sorry about that, slippery hands.  
Something wrong with your drink? 
 

MINK 
    (trembling) 

No lipstick. Look. 
 
BARTENDER 

Pardon me for noticing, Miss. But  
you’re not wearing any lipstick. 

 
MINK 

Not me you fool, her. Her! The  
English girl, that was sitting  
right here. Right next to me! 

 
BARTENDER 

    (concerned) 
I’m sorry, Miss but you’ve been  
sitting here, alone. I think maybe  
you’ve had enough? Can I get you  
a glass of water? 

 
Mink drops the glass on the floor--CRASH. Jack walks to her-- 
   

JACK 
Can I buy you another one? 

  
MINK 

    (stands; petrified) 
Don’t know, what’s happening.  
She’s actually here. Physically. 
A real, person. Talking to me!  

 
Mink clings to Jack-- 
  

JACK 
It’s okay, you’re okay. I’m here.  
You’re safe with me. I- 
 

MINK 
    (frantic) 

-Gotta... Gotta get outta here.  
 

JACK 
Let’s go to my room. You can- 

 
-Mink breaks away, exits the bar-- Jack chases after her-- 
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INT. MATT’S HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT 
 
Slick paces anxiously while smoking a cigarette-- Matt stands 
with his back to Slick with a drink in his hand. 
 
     MATT 
   What about you? 
 
     SLICK 
   You know me, Matt. Whatever it  

takes to keep her safe. 
 
     MATT 

(drinks; sad) 
She is the pure embodiment of  
her mother. I gotta be careful. 
Keep her safe. Under control.  
   

     SLICK 
    (stops pacing) 
   It wasn’t your fault. 
 
     MATT 
    (faces Slick) 
   It could’ve been. But now it’s  

my daughter’s turn. And nobody’s  
going to get in her way.  

 
 
EXT. GOTHIC THEATRE - ALLEY - NIGHT 
 
The band’s muffled music THUNDERS within the theatre-- the 
metal Exit Door CRASHES open against the brick wall--  
 
Mink, wearing camouflage fatigues, stumbles into the alley-- 
falls, and pukes-- she wipes her mouth with her sleeve-- gets 
up and runs out of the dark alley toward the bright street-- 
 
EXT. GOTHIC THEATRE - STREET - NIGHT 
 
--Tears stream down Mink’s face as she runs blindly across the 
four-lane road-- almost struck by swerving cars SCREECHING and 
SKIDDING to avoid her-- Drivers curse-- she keeps running--   
 
--Mink gets across-- walks hurriedly along the shoulder with 
her head down and her back to approaching traffic-- she sticks 
out her thumb to hitch a ride-- she wipes her eyes-- 
 
 
INT. GOTHIC THEATRE - BACKSTAGE - NIGHT 
 
Matt enters, walks to the side of the stage to watch-- the 
band plays on with Jack singing while he plays guitar--  
 
In the wings, Sonny stands near Stretch. Sonny’s POV on Matt--  
 
Slick exits the backstage Women’s Room, searching for Mink--   
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EXT. GOTHIC THEATRE - STREET - NIGHT 
 
--Slick exits the alley and stops underneath the marquee above 
the box office window-- he scans the area for Mink-- 
          
--Slick’s POV on bumper-to-bumper traffic moving in both 
directions-- no sign of Mink--  
 
--Slick’s POV, farther down the road, slightly obscured by 
traffic, of Mink getting into a RED VAN-- it speeds away-- 
 
--Slick runs across the road between the cars-- horns BLARE, 
SCREECHING skidding tires-- Slick runs along the road, spots 
the red van making a right turn-- it disappears O.S.  
 
--He sprints along the road toward the corner, glancing over 
his shoulder as he runs--  
 
--he waves over a taxi and jumps in--  
 
--Taxi SQUEALS through the right turn at the same corner-- 
          
INT. TAXICAB (MOVING) - NIGHT  
 
Slick’s in back, the window’s down. He leans out, searching 
for the van-- Taxi DRIVER behind the wheel-- 
 
     SLICK 
   It’s a red van. Look for it! 
 
     DRIVER 
   No hábla inglés, señor. 
 
     SLICK 
   Fuck! Uh... un bus, un aútobus,  

rojo! Poquíto aútobus rojo!    
 
     DRIVER 
   Sí, señor. Camioneta roja. 
  
Taxi Driver accelerates-- 
 
 
EXT. GOTHIC THEATRE - STREET - NIGHT  
 
Pointed at the street, Matt’s on his Harley REVVING the 
engine-- he waves over a SECURITY GUARD, 20s-- 
   
     MATT 
   Where do the kids hang? 
 
     SECURITY GUARD 
   I don’t know.  
 
     MATT 
    (growling) 
   Fucking where?! 
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     SECURITY GUARD 
    (startled) 
   Uh, um, Washington Park, Marston  

Lake, uh, Sloan Lake- 
 
--Matt ROARS away-- cutting defiantly through traffic--  
 
 
INT. GOTHIC THEATRE - STAGE - NIGHT 
 
Rumbling DISTORTION and FEEDBACK rips the air in psychotic 
waves-- colored lights strobe across the mayhem on stage--  
 
Jack SMASHES his guitar on the stage, it SHATTERS-- he takes 
the jagged pointy neck of the guitar and hacks the black grill 
covers on his Marshall cabinets to shreds--  
 
The berserk crowd of angry Kids in the pit fuels their rage-- 
 
BOX swings her bass guitar over her head by its neck and 
SMASHES it down on the stage-- it EXPLODES on impact--  
 
Krush TRASHES his drum kit and cymbals-- punts his kick drum 
and rack toms off the riser-- they CRASH down on the stage--  
 
 
INT. TAXICAB (MOVING) - NIGHT  
 
Taxi cruises the streets with the Driver in front. Slick in 
back staring out the window--  
 
     SLICK 
   Do you see it? 
 
     DRIVER 
   Huh? 
 
     SLICK 
   Fuck! Lo ves?! 
 
     DRIVER 
   No, señor. Lo síento. 
 
 
EXT. ROAD - MATT’S BIKE (MOVING) - NIGHT 
 
SERIES OF SHOTS -- Matt drives along various roads searching-- 
 
 
INT. GOTHIC THEATRE - DRESSING ROOM - NIGHT  
 
Jack, Krush and Box sit together on chairs in the dressing 
room sweating, breathing hard, chugging drinks--   
 

KRUSH 
Three shows left. We can-  
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JACK 
-Are you outta your fucking mind?!  
Smart one, what do you think? 
 

BOX 
Me? I think she’s-  I don’t really  
know. What do I know? Nothing! Can  
barely deal with my own shit.  

 
STAGE MANAGER, 20s, enters the room and closes the door-- 

     
STAGE MANAGER 

Slick said he’s looking for Mink.  
That show was like, amazing. Total  
fucking insanity!  
  

JACK 
Yeah... Fuck off.  

 
 
EXT. ROAD - MATT’S BIKE (MOVING) - NIGHT  
 
Matt cruises slowly along a dark isolated road-- his headlight 
flashes across a sign-- “Marston Lake”   
 
He glides around a bend in the road-- his POV on the red van 
near the water’s edge parked with its lights off. 
 
EXT. MARSTON LAKE - VAN - NIGHT  
 
Moon rays shimmer on the shiny black water.  
 
Matt turns his engine off and glides silently up to the red 
van-- he rolls to a gentle stop and kick-stands the bike. 
 
Loud muted music HEARD inside the van. Matt approaches it-- 
walks to the van’s side door-- using the sleeve of his leather 
jacket he grasps the door handle-- he slides it open-- music 
volume LOUDER-- van interior smoky--  
 
[FLASHBACK SEQUENCE] 
 
EXT. HOLLYWOOD HILLS MANSION - POOL - DAY (SAME AS BEFORE) 
 
Monica’s black sunglasses sit at the bottom of the pool--  
--the ripped butterfly float hangs suspended, motionless. 
 
Silence. The same Bose Wave box sits under the umbrella on the 
teak patio table.  
 
Monica’s torn red bathing suit lies near the pool’s edge-- 
 
A pair of small wet footprints, with drops of dark red blood 
between them, lead away from the pool... the single pair of 
bloody wet footprints--becomes two sets of wet footprints...    
 
BACK TO PRESENT: 
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INT. TAXICAB (MOVING) - NIGHT (LATER) 
 
Driver at the wheel. Slick sits in the rear seat.  
   
     SLICK 
    (pissed) 
   Fuck this. Llévame al hotel.  

Ritz-Carlton. Denver. Sí? 
 
     DRIVER 
   Sí Señor. Ritz-Carlton. 
 
 
EXT. TAXICAB (MOVING) - NIGHT  
 
Taxi makes a U-turn and speeds away-- 
 
 
EXT. MARSTON LAKE - NIGHT 
 
With water up to their shoulders, Mink clings to Matt’s bare 
shoulders as they stand in the lake. Mink’s hair is wet and 
clean. She puts her hand up to her face-- the diamond ring is 
missing from her finger-- Matt whispers into Mink’s ear-- 
 
     MATT 
    (softly; lovingly) 
   Daddy will make you all better.   
 
     MINK 
    (weeps; baby voice) 
   You left me, all alone, in the  

big house. It’s a bad house,  
Daddy. Dirty people. You must  
hurt them... Where is my Mommy? 

 
Holding her, Matt gently strokes her hair-- 
   
     MATT 
   She’s in heaven, darling. With  

baby Jesus. Waiting for us. 
 
 
EXT. TAXICAB (MOVING/STOPPED) - RITZ-CARLTON HOTEL - NIGHT  
 
Taxi drives up to the entrance of the Ritz-Carlton-- Slick 
exits, tips the DOORMAN and enters the lobby-- 
 
 
EXT. MARSTON LAKE - MATT’S BIKE - NIGHT 
 
Matt’s dressed in his t-shirt, jeans and motorcycle boots. He 
holds Mink’s wet camo shirt in his hand. Mink wears her camo 
pants, Doc Martens boots, Matt’s shirt and his leather jacket. 
 
     MATT 
    Wait here. 
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Matt walks to the van-- it’s silent-- he pulls a pair of latex 
gloves from his pocket, slips them on-- he slides the side 
door open-- 
 
--he tosses Mink’s wet camo shirt into the van, near a spilled 
bong lying on its side on the floor. 
 
Next to the bong, lying in a pool of blood, is VAN MAN’s body. 
His severed head, with bulging eyes and a surprised look on 
his face, sits on his bloody chest facing Matt.  
 
Mink’s sparkling diamond ring is on Van Man’s little finger. 
Matt slides the diamond ring off Van Man’s finger and puts it 
into his pocket-- Mink’s bloody razor lies next to the body--  
 
Matt picks up the razor-- the blade has several nicks in it. 
He closes it, wraps it in a latex glove and puts it in his 
pocket-- 
 
He reaches into Van Man’s pants pocket and pulls out his 
wallet-- he slips out the driver’s license and puts it into a 
plastic baggie-- he slides the wallet back into the pants--  
 
Matt’s POV on a Colorado Rockies baseball hat with blood on it 
lying on the floor of the van. He takes it, turns it inside 
out and stuffs it into his back pocket-- 
 
Matt takes a rag from the van floor and stuffs it into the gas 
tank-- he pulls off the latex gloves and tosses them into the 
van-- he pulls out his Zippo lighter and torches the rag--  
 
--Matt jogs to Mink standing next to his bike--  
 
--The van EXPLODES into flames behind him-- 
 
--Mink’s face is colored orange, flames dance in her eyes-- 
 
     MINK 
    (smiles) 
   It’s so, pretty. 
 
Matt looks at her; helps her get on the back of the Harley-- 
he gets on and starts it-- they ride away down the dark road-- 
 
 
INT. RITZ-CARLTON - PENTHOUSE - NIGHT 
 
The suite has a sweeping view of Denver’s city lights.  
 
At the bar, Slick pours whisky into two tall glasses-- 
 
BATHROOM SHOWER 
 
Hot water sprays down on Mink-- she seems small, engulfed in 
the billowing steam-- she wilts under the hot spray, weary 
blonde head down, shoulders forward-- she cries softly and 
trembles-- she puts a washcloth into her mouth and SCREAMS-- 
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PENTHOUSE - LIVING ROOM  
 
Matt stands at the window, staring out at the city lights. 
Slick brings him the glass of whisky--  
 
Matt takes an identical straight razor from his pocket and 
opens it. This blade is smooth and shiny--clean, with no 
nicks. He closes it and hands it to Slick. 
 
     SLICK 
    (nervous) 
   When’s this gonna end, Matt?   
 
Slick stares at Matt, puts the new razor into his pocket-- 
Matt swigs his drink-- he turns and looks out the window-- 
 

MATT  
Just like the old days, eh Kid?  
I really miss ‘em. L.A. was like  
the fucking Serengeti back then. 
Wild kingdom... My kingdom.  

(faces Slick) 
My days with Marianne. I never  
thought I would meet a woman like  
her. So pure. An angel. I never  
misjudged anybody so completely.  
Never! Love, eh? When she found  
out she was pregnant, she looked  
like she had been poisoned. She  
snapped. Zipped on Oxy. Tried to  
abort the baby herself at the  
Château. Had to have an emergency  
C-section right there in the suite.  
Umbilical cord wrapped around the  
girl’s neck, she’s strangling.  
Marianne’s bleeding to death on  
the floor. They barely made it.  
 
  SLICK 
She was pregnant. With twins.       
Right? One lost during birth? 
 
  MATT 
No. Not twins! Just one kid!   

(drinks) 
I moved Marianne and the baby down  
to Laguna. She hated me. Cut me off.  
The only one I loved... We saved  
the baby, though. Me and Frank.  
Beautiful sweet baby girl. Monica.  

 
Mink enters in the b.g. wearing a white dress-- 
 

SLICK 
Then you abandoned her. Your own 
kid. How could you do that?! 
  



 65. 

 MINK 
Satan’s afraid of his own Slaves? 
 

They both turn to Mink-- 
 
MATT 

It wasn’t all my fault. It was the  
crystal! In and out of rehab- 

 
MINK 

-Shut up! It’s always about you,  
isn’t it? Just shut the fuck up.  
I wasn’t even there then. I came  
when the little girl broke!  
 

SLICK 
    (confused) 

You grew up there. I saw you- 
 

MINK 
-Not me, Monica!  
 

MATT 
Monica, I feel- 
 

MINK 
-Quiet! She’s in heaven! Goddammit!  
 

MATT 
I didn’t mean to- 
 

MINK 
-What, turn her into a fuck toy? A  
defenseless target in that fucking  
canyon of a house? You left her  
all alone with scum pedo deviants!  
And after a while, she really  
didn’t care anymore, about her  
little self. Nobody else did. So  
fuck me, she thought. Everybody  
else did. That’s when she called  
me, Matt! She summoned me, to  
emerge, and protect her. I was  
within her, and totally helpless,  
during that bloody rape. By that 
demonic creature! We walked out of  
the pool that day. Separately and 
together. We loved each other. We  
were of one soul. Twin sisters.  
And then, after talking all night,  
we decided it was best, to set  
Monica free. 
  
  SLICK 
 (stunned) 
Jesus christ. 
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Matt sits on the couch, dazed and despondent. 
 

  MINK  
I was strong enough to handle the  
house. I learned to enjoy all that  
creepy evil shit. It was all over  
my skin, tangled up in my hair,  
smeared across my face. I owned  
that fucking house and everyone  
in it. But that filth, that evil, 
never entered my soul. After all  
the rape, and psychotic abuse, I’m  
still clean. My soul is pristine.  
I beat the odds. I fucking won! 

 
Mink walks into the bedroom and SLAMS the door. 
 
     MATT 
   I slaughtered them. 
 
[FLASHBACK SEQUENCE] 
 
EXT. DESERT - NIGHT 
 
SOUNDS of motorcycles REVVING-- tight overhead shot of a huge, 
naked long-haired tattooed man lying on his back spread eagle 
on blood-soaked dirt--  
 
SUPER:  MOJAVE DESERT 
 
--Camera rises to reveal sturdy chains fastened to the man’s 
ankles, wrists and neck-- chains pull taut--motorcycles REV 
LOUDLY--simultaneously--legs rip away from the torso, blood 
sprays--tattooed arms tear off, blood sprays--the head--mouth 
open and wide-popping eyes--remains connected to the ripped 
torso as it spins and bounces bloody along the dirt O.S.     
 
EXT./INT. HOLE IN THE GROUND - DAYBREAK (LATER) 
 
Heavy heap THUDS into a grave-like hole. Sandy dirt rains into 
it-- onto the bloody long-haired head and armless ripped-in-
half naked torso of what used to be a huge man.  
 
Dirt showers onto tattooed arms and stiff twisted hands, one 
of which has “BEAST” tattooed on it. Beast’s body parts aren’t 
alone in the hole; his chunks rest on pieces and parts of the 
other Slaves that Matt pulled apart and piled in before him.  
 
A large muscular tattooed arm reaches down into the hole. 
Black letters-- “F-R-A-N-K” --are cut and inked into each 
knuckle from thumb to pinky on the massive tattooed hand.  
 
F-R-A-N-K rips the silver dangling swastika earring from  
Beast’s earlobe-- the ear tears off in his fist, and is placed 
into his vest pocket. Dirt is cut and shoveled into the hole. 
 
BACK TO PRESENT: 
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PENTHOUSE - LIVING ROOM (SAME AS BEFORE)  
 

SLICK 
Hey! I said, what are you going to  
do for her? Before she explodes? 
 

MATT 
    (snaps alert) 

What I’m not going to do is put  
her into some fucking hospital. 
 

SLICK 
She’s psychotic, Matt. She kills 
people.  
 

MATT 
I’ll take her to a doctor when we  
get back to L.A. Kid, I’ve known  
you for what, fifteen years now? 
 

SLICK 
A long time. Thought I knew you. 

 
MATT 

You do know me. I’m going to fix  
this. No one’s going to take her  
away from me. No clown doctors, no  
dumbfuck cops, not the corrupt FBI-  
Not even you. You try to fuck me,  
I’ll cut your fucking head off.  
You’re riding with me again. 
 

Mink opens the bedroom door and enters-- 
 

MINK 
    (to Slick) 

I lost my razor. Didja see it? 
 

Slick takes the new one from his pocket, looks at it, and 
hands it to her-- 

MINK (CONT’D) 
How did you get it? 

 
SLICK 

You gave it to me, backstage.  
Before you, left. 
 

MINK 
Oh. Sure.  
 (beat) 
Going to the VIP party, at the  
Hyatt. You coming? 
 

SLICK 
Yeah. Wait for me downstairs. 
 

Mink exits the suite-- 
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     MATT 
   Talked to Frank this afternoon.  

Your new bus driver? Sonny? FBI.      
 
 
INT. HYATT HOTEL - PARTY SUITE - NIGHT 
 
Noisy Kids are jammed into the smoky room-- Box and Krush talk 
and laugh with female fans-- 
 
Slick and Mink enter-- a couple of excited Kids walk over to 
her-- she smiles and laughs with them-- a girl gives her a 
drink and a kiss. 
 
Box spots Mink and walks over to her-- 
 
     BOX 
   Hi. You okay?  
 

MINK 
I feel like I lost my luggage. 
 

BOX 
I’ll take that as a good thing.  
I worry. Jack does, too.   

 
Mink smiles, puts her arms around Box and gives her a hug. 
 
 
INT. HOTEL HALLWAY - OUTSIDE SUITE - NIGHT 
 
Matt walks the hall toward the suite-- THUDDING SOUND behind 
him. Matt stops. He turns around--   
 
Jack, drunk, lies on the floor against the wall.   
 
Matt walks to Jack, takes him by the arm, helps him up--   
 
     MATT 
   Jack, buddy, you okay?   
 
     JACK 
   I’m fucking fine, okay! Let go  

my arm.  
 
Jack pulls away, stumbles, falls-- 

 
     MATT 
   Jack, you gotta take better care  

of yourself. You’re vulnerable 
when you’re fucked up like this.  

 
Matt lifts Jack, stands him up, dusts him off-- 
 
     MATT (CONT’D) 

Shit can happen to you. Know what  
I mean? Real bad shit. 
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Matt pulls the Colorado Rockies hat from his pocket and puts 
it on Jack’s head-- 
     JACK 
    (slurring) 
   Thanks buddy. You’re a nice guy. 
 
     MATT 
   Just trying to help, Jack. 
 
     JACK 
    (smiles; laughs) 
   I needed a new hat!   
 
 
INT. HOTEL PARTY SUITE - NIGHT 
 
Jack enters the party wearing the Rockies baseball hat--   
 
Sonny stands alone drinking a coke watching the scene-- Nobody 
approaches him; he gives off narc vibes. Sonny looks at Jack-- 
 
In his stupor, Jack squints, then nods to Sonny--   
 
A Kid walks to Jack and hands him a bottle of Jim Beam-- he 
takes a long swig from the bottle-- Kids high-five him--   
Jack smiles-- falls down-- the hat pops off his head--   
 
Slick scans the room-- his POV now on Jack on the floor-- he 
goes to him quickly and helps him to his feet-- Slick puts the 
hat back on Jack’s head-- 
 
     JACK 
    (slurring) 
   Leave me alone, Slick. You bastard.  

You took her away from me. Fucker- 
head. All you fuckin old men,  
all are fuckerers!   

 
The Kids laugh-- 
     SLICK 
   C’mon, Lightning, you’re hammered.   

How about we take a rest? Get some  
water in you.   

 
     JACK 
   Everyone has her but me. It’s  

not fair. Why won’t she love me? 
 
Mink looks toward Jack, then back to Box and Krush. 
 
     SLICK 
   Well... She’s kinda fickle. 
 
     JACK 
   She loves you, you babysitter. You 

took her, just took her from me!  
Goddammit fucker! 
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Jack punches Slick in the jaw-- Slick stumbles backward, 
regains his balance, steps forward, wraps Jack up in a bear 
hug-- Jack struggles with Slick as they move toward the door-- 
 
     JACK 
   Fuck someone your own age!  

Goddam child molester! 
 
Slick releases him, and slams his fist into Jack’s gut--  
 
Jack flies backward against the wall, doubles over, drops to 
his knees, then all fours-- he pukes on the carpet--  
 
The Kids groan--  
 
Sonny sips his coke, watching-- 
 
 
INT. BARTELL’S HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT 
 
The TV is on-- low background sound of a newswoman’s voice is 
HEARD--  
 
Sonny sits on the bed talking on his phone-- his gun and FBI 
badge lie next to him. Sonny reviews case files-- 
 
--he flips through pictures of bloody young men, murder 
victims, stapled to homicide reports-- 
 
     BARTELL 
    (into phone) 
   Cities of the victims correlate  

with their tour, from New York to  
Kansas... I’ve eliminated two...  
Jack Trance, Matt Beck and Monica 
Beck. All three have means, motive  
and opportunity... yeah, that rich  
L.A. gangbanger... Hold it-   

 
Sonny turns up TV volume-- 
 
     NEWSWOMAN (V.O.) 
   ...the grisly murder occurred some- 

time before midnight at Marston  
Lake. Police found identification,  
scorched by the fire, indicating  
the man may have been an employee  
of the Colorado Rockies baseball  
organization. 
 

     BARTELL 
    (into phone) 
   Got a fresh burnt one here. Trance  

is moving up.  
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INT. SLICK’S HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT 
 
The TV is on-- sound of a newsman’s voice is HEARD-- 
Slick and Mink are having sex in bed-- they’re playful, having 
fun, rolling, giggling and teasing--  
 
     NEWSMAN (V.O.) 
   ...the charred body was that of a  

young man, found tonight in a red 
van at Marston Lake.    

 
Slick stops, stares at the TV screen-- 
 
     MINK 
   Hey, why’d you stop?  
    
 
EXT. HYATT HOTEL - FRONT DRIVEWAY - DAY 
 
The equipment truck is loaded, ready, idling behind the bus. 
 
Mike, Ratso and Stretch finish loading the band’s Anvil travel 
cases into the storage area under the bus-- close the doors--  
 
All wearing sunglasses-- Box, Krush, Mink and Jack--with his 
right hand wrapped in an elastic bandage and wearing the 
Colorado Rockies hat--exit the lobby, walk to the bus--  
 
 
INT. HYATT HOTEL DRIVEWAY - BUS - DAY 
 
Sonny sits in the driver’s seat, smiling at the band as they 
board-- 
     BARTELL 
   Where’d you get the hat, Jack? 
 
     JACK 
   On sale at the blackout store.   
 
     BARTELL 
   Did you cut yourself? 
 
     JACK 
    (walks away) 
   Probably.  
 
 
EXT. HYATT HOTEL DRIVEWAY - NEAR BUS - DAY (CONTINUOUS) 
 
Matt sits on his Harley talking to Slick. 
 

SLICK 
I don’t like it. 
 

MATT 
Not your decision.  
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SLICK 
What’s the other way? 
 

MATT 
Isn’t one. Do you love her? 

 
SLICK 

Yes. But why play it that way? 
 

MATT 
The FBI’s going to make a move.  
She needs to be ruled out.   
 

SLICK 
Do you really care about her? 
  

     MATT 
   I’ll take her to the best med  
   team I can find when we get home.  
   She’ll get through this. And so  
   will you. C’mon, Dog, clear a path  
   and walk like a fuckin king. 
 
     SLICK 
   He’s just a boy, Matt. 
 
     MATT 
   Without a family. 

   
Matt REVS the bike and takes off--  
 
Slick climbs aboard the bus-- the doors HISS closed--  
 
The bus and truck pull out--  
 
 
INT. BUS (MOVING) - LOUNGE - DAY 
 
Wearing a dress, Box sits on the couch reading “Rolling Stone” 
while smoking a joint-- Jack sits next to her playing 
solitaire on Slick’s laptop-- Slick sits down next to Box-- 
 
     SLICK 
   Hi sweetie.  
    (takes joint) 
   Let me hit that. 
 
     JACK 
   Listen, Slick, I think I said  
   some pretty evil shit to you last  
   night. Whatever it was, I didn’t  
   mean it. I, fucked up. Again. 
 
     SLICK 
    (weary) 
   Don’t worry about it. Okay?  
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         JACK 
   Yeah... Okay. I mean, you’re the 
    coolest cat I know. You’re always  
   here for me. No matter what I do.  
   Don’t deserve it. I’m really sorry. 
 
Jack extends his bandaged hand across Box to Slick-- Slick 
looks sadly at Jack, and gently shakes his hand-- 
 
     BOX 
   You were flammable last night.  
   How do you not internally combust? 
   
     JACK 
   I don’t know. Must be retardant.  
 
     BOX 
    (puts her arm  
     around him)  
   I know, Baby. I know.  
    (hugs him)  
   It’ll be all right. I love you.  
 
 
EXT. BUS (MOVING) - SUNDOWN  
 
The bus passes a road sign-- “I-25 SOUTH”  
 
The cherry red sun splatters a palette of rouge across the 
western sky. The jet-black jagged edges of the southern Rocky 
Mountains lurk in darkness below. 
 
 
EXT. BUS (MOVING) - NIGHT 
 
The bus rolls past a sign-- “Santa Fe, New Mexico - The Land 
of Enchantment”  
 
Giant spiny Saguaro cactus jut upward like pitchforks from the 
desert dirt. A milky blanket of stars sparkle above. 
 
 
INT. BUS (MOVING) - LOUNGE - NIGHT (LATER) 
 
Krush and Box sit in the lounge watching porn on TV-- they’re 
stoned and tired-- empty beer cans sit on the table.   
  
     KRUSH 
   Phoenix, L.A., San Francisco. Then,  

we can live again. I miss my life. 
 

     BOX 
Let’s get wet, Kushi. 

 
     KRUSH 
   Barely have any jam left. You  

ever see a snuff film? 
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     BOX 
   No, and I hope I never do. C’mon  
   Kushi. A little sugar, downstairs. 
 
     KRUSH 
   They kill the actors, for real. 
 
Box pulls her dress up, pulls off her panties, spreads her 
legs-- Krush looks at her--  
 

BOX 
(turns off TV) 

Get down on your knees, Kushi and  
bon appétit. Or I’ll asphyxiate  
you. Right now. On camera. Got it? 

 
Krush slowly slides off his seat to the floor... he clears his 
throat, and dives into her muff-- Box smiles, closes her eyes. 
 
 
INT. BUS (MOVING) - REAR BEDROOM - NIGHT  
 
Candlelight flickers on Mink and Slick lying naked in bed.  
 
     MINK 
    (manic) 

I’m ready to take it to the next  
level. Fucking stadiums. I want  
to go global. The Toys, you and  
me, all of us -- global! Right?!  

 
     SLICK 
   You’ll need a new album. 
 
       MINK 
   I got thirty songs. At least ten  

hits. Get Andy Sneap. I wanna go  
metallic. Death metal! Jack can do  
it. He can thrash that shit better 
than Jack Owen. We’ll be, Gigadeth!  
Megadeth times a thousand! 

 
     SLICK 
    (dismissive) 
   Death metal? Nah, I don’t think so.  

Your fans won’t follow. I’ll talk  
to Matt, but there’s no way he’ll  
agree. He hates metal. 
 

     MINK 
   Fuck Matt! It’s about us! Right?! 
 
 
EXT. BUS & TRUCK (MOVING/STOPPED) - DAYBREAK 
 
The bus and truck enter the driveway to The Arizona Biltmore 
Hotel and park near the lobby-- 



 75. 

INT. BUS (STOPPED) - REAR BEDROOM - DAY 
 
Dressed, Slick sits on the bed watching Mink as she pulls on a 
white cotton minidress-- puts on white socks and her Doc 
Martens-- takes her razor from the dresser and slips it into 
her boot-- 
     MINK 
   What’s up? You look like a lost  
   ghost.  
    (hugs him)  
   C’mon, Caspar. Kiss me.   
    
Slick slowly pulls her arms off him and stands-- 
 
     SLICK 
   I have to check us in. Let’s talk  
   in the coffee shop, okay?  
 
     MINK 
   The fuck’s the matter with you? 
 
     SLICK 
   Sorry. I just feel kinda sick. 
 
He exits-- 
 
 
EXT. BILTMORE HOTEL DRIVEWAY - BUS (STOPPED) - DAY 
 
Slick exits the bus, walks toward the lobby-- Matt rides up on 
his Harley and stops in front of him-- 
 
     MATT 
   Hey. 
 
     SLICK 
   What the fuck do you want?  

  
     MATT 
   Relax, Kid. I need your laptop  

for a minute. 
 
     SLICK 

Lounge locker. 
 
Slick walks around Matt and enters the hotel lobby-- Matt 
parks his bike and steps aboard the bus--   
 
INT. BUS (STOPPED) - DAY  
 
Sonny picks up his bag as Matt comes aboard the bus-- 
 
     MATT 
   Sonny, my man. What’s up? 
 
     BARTELL 
   Gotta stretch. Think I have a DVT. 
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Sonny exits the bus--   
 
     MATT 
   Let’s get a drink later! 
 
Upset, Mink walks from the rear of the bus into the lounge--   
 
     MATT  
   Morning, Honey. 
      

MINK 
    (passing him) 
   Back again? You’re worse than a 
   bad case of herpes. 
 
Mink exits the bus-- 
 
Matt takes the laptop and printer from the locker, sets them 
on the table and powers them on-- 
 
   
INT. BILTMORE HOTEL - COFFEE SHOP - DAY 
 
Slick and Mink sit in a booth talking-- Mink’s angry. 
 
     SLICK 
   Just a couple days. Please? I  
   love you, Mink. I do. Just gotta- 
 
     MINK 
   -You got what you wanted. Fucking  
   cradle robber. You should work  
   with old people, or tourists, at  
   “Dearly Departed Tours.”   
 
Slick is sad-- moments pass... he gets up and gives Mink her 
room key card-- he gently touches her hair, she pulls away-- 
he looks at her, then exits--  
 
 
INT. BILTMORE HOTEL - LOBBY - DAY 
 
Slick walks through-- 
 
His POV on Sonny talking on his phone in a secluded area of 
the lobby-- he quickly creeps closer, overhears him talking--  
      

BARTELL 
I have enough to make an arrest...  
Phoenix PD and Maricopa County  
Sheriff... today, at five o’clock. 

 
Slick walks quickly to the elevators-- Box, Krush and Jack 
walk through the lobby and spot Slick by the elevators-- 
  
     KRUSH 
   Hey brother, you forget about us? 
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     SLICK 
   Shit, sorry guys. Here’s your keys.  
 
Slick pulls their room key cards from an envelope, checks them 
against his room list, and hands them over-- 
 
     SLICK 
   Here you go. Anything else? 
 
     JACK 
   Nah, I’m cool. 
 
     BOX 
   I’m almost outta buds, Slick. 
 
     SLICK 

We’ll get more in L.A. Okay, Box?  
Try to enjoy reality. It has a lot  
to offer.  

 
     BOX 
   I don’t know, Slick. A day without  

buds is like a day without sunshine. 
 
     SLICK 

(enters elevator) 
Well, there’s plenty of sun here.  
Try the pool. I have to go, Kids.  

 
     KRUSH 
   I’m hungry, anyone else? 
 
     JACK 
   Yeah, I could eat. Hey Slick, you  

got our per diems?   
 
Slick sticks his arm between the closing elevator doors and 
exits-- he reaches inside the envelope and hands each of them 
cash-- 

SLICK 
Okay? We’re all good? Get receipts! 

 
They smile at him and walk toward the hotel exit-- 

 
Slick walks to a secluded place off the lobby-- takes out his 
phone and makes a call--  
 
     SLICK 
   Show time... five o’clock.  
 
 
INT. BILTMORE HOTEL - COFFEE SHOP - DAY 
 
Mink sits in the booth sipping coffee-- she gazes at SWEET, 
20s, a beautiful businesswoman in a miniskirt, halter top and 
sandals sitting at a table across the aisle from Mink.  
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Sweet’s briefcase is open, papers on the tabletop. She’s 
immersed in her work. Mink gets up and walks to her table-- 
they smile, flirt (M.O.S.) and connect-- 
 
MONTAGE 
 

- Sweet is startled and starstruck by Mink’s beauty 
 

- Mink takes Sweet’s hand and holds it, reads her palm 
 

- Mink sits down across from Sweet 
 

- Mink slides her legs to the sides of Sweet’s legs under 
the table  

 
- Mink closes her legs to gently touch Sweet’s legs 

 
- Mink reaches under the table, takes Sweet’s foot in her 

hands, slides her sandal off, pulls Sweet’s foot up under 
her minidress  

 
- Sweet lights up, aroused, gazes lustfully at Mink 

 
- Both of them get up, horny and smiling at each other   

 
- Mink follows Sweet into the women’s bathroom 

 
 
INT. HOTEL BILTMORE - WOMEN’S BATHROOM - DAY 
 
--Sweet closes the door, looks around, kisses Mink deeply-- 
Mink slides her hand under Sweet’s skirt-- Sweet caresses 
Mink’s breasts with her hand-- they move into a stall-- Sweet 
closes the door-- 
 
BATHROOM STALL 
 
Mink kneels in front of Sweet-- she slides Sweet’s thong down 
her legs-- Sweet steps out of it-- Mink sniffs it-- Sweet 
spreads her legs-- Mink leans in, kisses her belly and inner 
thighs-- Sweet moans softly and closes her eyes-- Sweet gently 
runs her fingers through Mink’s hair as Mink gives her head-- 
She moans louder, grasps Mink’s head-- Mink looks up at her--  
 
--Marianne, stands next to Sweet-- shocked, Mink falls back 
against the door of the stall and, trembling badly, stares 
petrified at Marianne-- 
 
     MARIANNE 
   It’s time. Monica. 
   
     MINK 
    (afraid) 
   I, oh, god. Who are you!? 
 



 79. 

     SWEET 
    (opens her eyes) 
   What? I was about to come!  
    
     MARIANNE 
   For the harvest. 
 
     MINK 
    (freaking) 
   The what? Why are you doing this?! 
 

SWEET 
    (pushes skirt down) 
   We were- God, you really are crazy. 

    
Mink crawls under the stall door to escape--   
 
WOMEN’S BATHROOM  
 
--Mink gets to her feet and runs out of the bathroom-- 
 
 
INT. BILTMORE HOTEL - LOBBY - DAY  
 
Slick exits the elevator-- Mink runs into him, trembling, in a 
full-on nervous breakdown-- he puts his arms around her-- 
 
     SLICK 
   What happened? 
 
     MINK 
   She’s here. 
 
     SLICK 
   Who’s here? 
 
     MINK 
   Marianne!  
      
Slick quickly walks Mink into an open elevator-- doors close. 
 
 
INT. BILTMORE HOTEL - MATT’S PENTHOUSE - DAY 
 
Slick stares in a daze out the window at heavily polluted 
downtown Phoenix. He’s smoking a cigarette and has a large 
glass of whisky in his hand. 
  
Matt sits on the couch calmly smoking a cigarette. 
 
     SLICK 
   I gave her Xanax. She saw Marianne. 
   In person. Scared her shitless. 
        
     MATT 
   She did not. She’s just exhausted.  

What are you going to do? 
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     SLICK 
    (faces Matt) 

She’s had a psychotic break! She  
needs help! We have to get her to  
a hospital. She needs brain scans,  
tests, medication, everything. All  
of it. Like right now! 
 

     MATT 
   Right now? 
 
     SLICK 
   Yeah! Right fucking now. Get your  
   goddam thumbs outta your ass!  
    (frustrated) 
   Fuck this. I’m taking her in! 
 
     MATT 
    (rises; goes to him) 
   Settle down, okay? We’ll take her  
   to the hospital. That’s the right  
   move. But let’s let her sleep for  
   a few more hours. Let her rest.  
   We’ll see how she is, then we’ll  
   take her in... Okay with you?   
 
     SLICK 
   Today, Matt. No more delays. She 
   cracked. I saw it. It was horrible.  
 
     MATT 
   Yes. Today... Where will you be?  
     
     SLICK 
    (walks to exit) 
   In her room. With her.  
 
     MATT 
   Look, I’ll have the hotel doctor  
   stay with her, okay? Take a break.  
   Get some sleep yourself. You look  
   like shit. Then we’ll take her to  
   the hospital. I’ll come by and get  
   you -- around two, okay?    
 
     SLICK 
   Fine! Two o’clock.  
 
Slick slugs down the rest of his drink and exits--  
 
Matt taps a number on his phone-- 
 
     MATT 
    (on phone) 
   Arizona Biltmore. 
  
Matt hangs up and taps another phone number-- 
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     MATT 
    (on phone) 
   Hey, buddy, it’s Matt... Matt  
   Beck... Yeah, sorry to wake you.  
   Look, we gotta talk... yes, about  
   Mink... Good...   
 
Matt ends the call. 
 
 
INT. BILTMORE HOTEL - BAR - DAY 
 
Slick, unsettled, stands at the bar drinking a beer-- Box and 
Krush look into the bar and see him-- they walk over-- 
 
     KRUSH 
   Hey, Slick. How come you’re not at  
   soundcheck? 
 
     SLICK 
   Oh, hey guys. Ratso’s got it. 
  
     BOX 
   You okay? You don’t look well at  

all. You’re gonna make it tonight,  
right? 
 
  KRUSH 
We can’t do it without you, Slick. 
Tonight’s our biggest show.  

 
     SLICK 
   I’m okay, just beat. I’ll be there. 

Gonna catch a few zee’s. It’s going  
to be a great show. You’ll be fine.   

 
Slick smiles at them, exits-- 
 
 
INT. BILTMORE HOTEL - BAR - DAY (LATER) 
 
Matt sits at the bar with Sonny. They’ve had a few drinks and 
laugh it up while watching a basketball game on TV-- 

 
     MATT 

Another drink, Son?    
 
     BARTELL 

Yeah, another coke.  
 
 
INT. SLICK’S HOTEL ROOM - DAY 
 
The room is semi-dark. Slick lies on his bed asleep.  
 
KNOCKING on his door-- he wakes up, looks at his watch, gets 
off the bed and walks to the door-- 
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     SLICK 
   Hold on, Matt. 
 
Slick opens the door--  
 
 
INT. BILTMORE HOTEL - BAR - DAY (A LITTLE LATER)  
 
Matt and Sonny sit on stools drinking and watching the game-- 
 
     BARTELL 
   Siakam and Leonard, dominating. 
 
     MATT 
   Battle of big men.  
 
 
INT. SLICK’S HOTEL ROOM - DAY 
 
Slick is face down on the carpet-- A large tattooed fist with 
F-R-A-N-K inked across the knuckles shows through the latex 
glove as it smashes Slick’s head down-- Slick grunts and 
pants-- he struggles for his life--  
 
Bearded FRANK, 50, a giant tattooed bear of a man, six-feet-
six, 300 pounds, wearing black wrap-around sunglasses is on 
Slick’s back-- he pulls Slick’s head up by his hair-- the 
razor flashes in Frank’s right hand-- Frank slashes Slick’s 
throat and gently sets his head down-- blood sprays from 
Slick’s neck-- he chokes on his blood-- then lies still.  
 
Slick’s vacant eyes stare blankly into the carpet as blood 
pumps out slowly, soaking the carpet around his head-- 
 
Frank stands-- places Mink’s old nicked razor into a plastic 
bag-- he puts the bag into the pocket of his leather vest-- 
crouches down next to Slick, raises his shades above his eyes, 
and stares at Slick’s dead face-- 
 

FRANK 
Sorry little Bro. I always liked 
you.  
  

Frank stands, lowers his shades, walks to the door, exits-- 
 
 
INT. BILTMORE HOTEL ROOM - DAY 
 
Lying in the middle of the room on the carpet, a body is 
curled up in the fetal position. A steamed-up plastic bag is 
pulled down over the body’s head. The plastic bag is sucked 
tight against the dark blue face. A guitar string is tied in a 
tight knot around the throat, sealing the bag tight.   
 
Wearing latex gloves, Frank takes the nicked razor out of his 
bag and puts it into the right hand-- he curls the dead 
fingers around it tightly, then sets it on the coffee table-- 
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--Frank takes out a small plastic bag with the Driver’s 
Licenses showing the faces of the men murdered along the tour 
route-- he pushes the finger tips down on each of the 
licenses-- Frank lays them on the table next to the razor-- he 
takes a piece of paper from his vest pocket and presses the 
fingers all over it-- he places the paper on the table next to 
the licenses and the bloody nicked razor-- 
 
He exits-- 
 
 
INT. BILTMORE HOTEL - BAR - DAY 
 
The bar clock indicates-- 2:45 PM. 
 
Matt and Sonny sit at the bar, same as before. Sonny’s phone 
RINGS-- he answers-- 
     BARTELL 
    (on phone; stunned) 
   Bartell... What? What room?  
 
Sonny gets up and walks toward the bar exit-- 
      
     MATT 
   Hey Son, what’s up? 
 
     BARTELL 
    (turns to Matt) 
   Yeah, you come with me. 
 
They exit the bar-- 
 
 
EXT. PHOENIX SKY HARBOR AIRPORT - TARMAC - DAY 
 
MUSIC: Drums and Bass come in with a throbbing, slow building 
groove that continues to play over the next several scenes-- 
 
A black Lincoln Town Car drives across the tarmac and parks 
next to the sleek, sunburst orange Gulfstream V jet-- the tail 
has “MB” stenciled on it. Rear door opens, Frank climbs out of 
the back of the car and walks across the tarmac to the jet-- 
his long brown hair pulled back in a ponytail. 
 
CAPTAIN, 40, in a crisp black suit, waits at the jet’s stairs. 
He snaps to attention as Frank approaches. 
 
     CAPTAIN 
   Where to, Sir?   
 
     FRANK 
   Hellay.  
 
Frank bends down and enters the jet-- the Captain follows him 
in-- the stairs fold into the plane, the door closes-- 
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INT. BILTMORE HOTEL - HALLWAY - DAY 
 
MUSIC: Drums and Bass lock together, tempo builds-- 
 
Sonny and Matt exit the elevator and walk down the hall-- 
Sonny pulls out his gold FBI badge as they approach a crowd of 
cops: Phoenix PD OFFICERS, Maricopa County Sheriff’s DEPUTIES, 
Ambulance EMTs and FBI AGENTS gathered near a hotel room--  
 
INT. HOTEL ROOM - DAY 
 
Sonny flashes his badge as he and Matt walk through the group 
into the room-- Sonny pulls on latex gloves-- PHOTOGRAPHER, 
50, takes flash pictures of the body on the floor-- 
 
     BARTELL 
   Who is it? 
 
     DEPUTY 
   Some rock star.  
 
Sonny bends down to the coffee tabletop and reads out loud the 
paper Frank left there-- 
 

BARTELL 
   “Dear Mink, I did it all for  
   you. I’ll love you forever...  
    The greatest guitar player  
    that ever lived, Jack fucking  
   Trance” 
 
MUSIC: Drums and Bass bang and throb-- 
 
     BARTELL 
    (to Photographer) 
   You done here? 
 
     PHOTOGRAPHER 
   Yes, sir. 
 
Sonny crouches down next to the body-- 
 
     BARTELL 
    (removes plastic bag)  
   This isn’t the greatest guitar  
   player that ever lived. 
 
     PHOTOGRAPHER 
   I have their CD. He was a pretty  
   wicked player. Sad. 
 
     BARTELL  

Trance is a wicked player. But  
this kid here? He happens to be,  
Joey “Krush” Krushnell.  
 

Close On Krush’s dead face-- 
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     BARTELL (CONT’D) 
Somebody fucked up.  

 
Sonny looks at Matt--  
 
     MATT 
    (calm) 
   Such a tragedy. So young. 
 
Matt makes the sign of the cross--  
 
 
INT. BILTMORE HOTEL - HALLWAY - DAY 
 
MUSIC continues: Bass and Drums building, building--  
 
Kids crowd outside the hotel room BUZZING about the rumor of 
Jack’s suicide-- POLICE try to keep them back-- Kids push 
forward, they struggle-- more Kids drift down the hallway from 
the elevators like zombies-- joining the others, packing the 
hallway solid with Kids and Cops-- 
 
 
INT. SLICK’S HOTEL ROOM - DAY 
  
MUSIC continues, volume RISING: Drums and Bass are now 
SLAMMING toward the climax-- 
 
Slick’s body lies alone in silence. His filmy eyes stare death 
into the bloody carpet. 
 
 
EXT. DESERT SKY PAVILION - DAY (SUNSET) 
 
MUSIC continues:  Drums and Bass reach their high-powered 
angry peak and hold it there-- SLAMMING and SLAMMING-- 
 
PAVILION MARQUEE: “MINK & THE BROKEN TOYS -- TONIGHT! 
CANCELED” 
 
INT. DESERT SKY PAVILION - DAY (SUNSET) 
 
MUSIC continues:  Drums and Bass SLAMMING and SLAMMING-- 
 
The seating area is deserted except for scattered Security 
Guards standing stunned and silent as they watch the madness 
raging onstage-- 
  
--Box slams on her bass, Jack beats on Krush’s drums, abusing 
the instruments in a berserk, rage-filled jam, barely 
sustaining the peak of their excruciating musical odyssey--   
 
--the SOUND is DEAFENING-- they’re soaked with sweat and 
tears-- Jack goes crazy, SMASHES Krush’s drums to pieces-- 
 
--Box SLAMS her bass against the stage, over and over, then 
against her stack of amps and speaker cabinets--  
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--her bass SHATTERS to splinters-- she throws herself against 
the speaker cabinets CRASHING the towering stack down onto the 
stage-- blood covers her hands, face, and arms-- 
 
--Jack and Box, frenzied with fury, destroy the rest of the 
band’s equipment-- they finally fall into each other’s bloody 
arms, sobbing, clinging to each other, in pain and anger--    
 
--WILD DISTORTED CRUNCHY FEEDBACK SCREAMS, RUMBLES, SHRIEKS, 
THUNDERS and WAILS from the mangled, slaughtered speakers-- 
gray smoke rises from the carnage of the carcass on stage-- 
 
PAVILION SEATING AREA - SOUNDBOARD 
 
From behind the soundboard in the middle of the deserted 
seating area, Ratso smokes a cigarette as he watches the scene 
onstage-- he stares at the stage, eyes filled with tears.  
 
         DISSOLVE TO: 
 
INT. BILTMORE HOTEL - PENTHOUSE SUITE - BEDROOM - DAY 
 
The room is immaculate, vacant, silent. Sunlight pours through 
the windows. The bedroom door is slightly ajar--  
 
--HANDHELD CAMERA tracks slowly toward the bedroom door, 
enters the quiet bedroom, and stops in front of the bed-- 
 
--a person lies in the bed. The covers pulled up to the 
person’s head that rests on the pillow. The faint SOUND of 
breathing is heard-- 
 
Monica, 14, sits in a chair close to the bed, intently 
watching the person sleep-- 
 
 
INT. BILTMORE HOTEL ROOM - DAY 
 
HANDHELD CAMERA tracks across the room toward the table near 
the window-- the window’s drapes behind the table are slightly 
parted. A narrow shaft of light beams downward through the 
window-- dust particles dance in the sunbeam-- 
 
Box, lit by the shaft of light, sits in a chair at the table-- 
she’s slumped forward, her head rests on her left arm on the 
table. 
 
Track slowly around Box’s head-- the sun beam lights Box’s 
open glassy eyes-- 
 
--Pull Back to reveal a foamy discharge emanating from Box’s 
mouth, slavered on the table near a handwritten note-- 
 
Close On the note-- 
 

“Kushi. Kushi. Kushi.  
I loved you. Kristen.” 
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A thick bass guitar string is cinched tight around her right 
arm. A blood-filled syringe dangles from her vein. 
 
 
INT. BILTMORE HOTEL - PENTHOUSE SUITE - BEDROOM - DAY 
 
Hotel DOCTOR, 40s, stethoscope around his neck, holds the 
wrist of the person, Mink, lying in bed, while looking at his 
watch-- he lays her arm down gently on the bed and tucks it 
under the sheet--  
 
Monica (seen by us -- unseen by the other characters) watches 
Mink adoringly from her chair. 
 
Mink gradually opens her eyes-- she looks at the Doctor-- 
 
     DOCTOR 
    (smiles) 
   Hi there. 
 
     MINK 
    (groggy) 
   Hi? 
 
Jack, sitting in a chair on the other side of the bed gets up, 
walks to Mink-- he smiles at her-- 
 
     JACK 
   Wow. I really missed you. 
 
     MINK 
   Yeah, me too. How long have I- 
 
     DOCTOR 
   -You’ve been sleeping for two days. 
 
     JACK 
    (smiles) 
   And on the third day... 
 
     DOCTOR 

You should be able to travel- 
 

-Doctor swings around as Matt enters the bedroom-- Matt sees 
that Mink’s awake, rushes to her bedside-- 
 

MATT 
Honey, great! You look good. Much- 

 
     MINK 
   -Who let you in? Get away from me. 
     
     MATT 
   It’s my suite. C’mon, Honey. I’ve  

been taking care of you. Praying  
for you. 
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Doctor stares at his phone-- 
 
     MINK 
   Saying a prayer would start your 

head on fire. 
 
     DOCTOR 
   I have to leave- an emergency.  
    (walks toward door)  

Miss Beck, you’re much better. 
I’ll be back later. 

 
Doctor exits-- 

  JACK 
 (to Matt) 
I thought you were arrested. 
 
  MINK 
Arrested? 
 
  MATT 
Stay out of it. 

 
MINK sits up in bed-- 
 
     MINK 
   What happened? 
 
     MATT 
   There’s no material evidence  

linking me to anything. Because  
I didn’t do anything. 
 
  JACK 
But they like you for it. A lot. 
 

MATT 
(walks to Jack) 

Who the fuck’re you, CSI guy? Be  
a good boy, Jack and get the fuck  
outta here. 
 

JACK 
(laughs) 

Or what, you’ll try to kill me? 
Again? 

  
MINK 

Again? Get out, Matt. You’re  
pissing me off. 

 
     MONICA 
   And when you piss me off, the  

trouble’s gonna start. 
 
     JACK 
   Go on, git- leave us alone. 
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Jack shoves Matt--  
 
     MATT 
   Bitch? You pushing on me?  
 
Matt shoves Jack down hard on the carpet-- Jack slowly stands 
up-- He faces Matt-- pulls out his gun and calmly holds it 
down next to his leg-- he stares at Matt-- 
 
     MINK 
   Jack? 
 
     MATT 
    (sneers) 
   A gun? You’re just a guitar player.  

Fucking musicians. 
    (walks toward Jack) 
   Give it to me. Give it- 
  
     JACK 
   -Here. 
 
Jack raises the gun and fires--BOOM!--at the exact moment Matt 
reflexively reaches out and slaps the pistol out of his hand-- 
 
Slow Motion as the SOUND of the gunshot ECHOES-- white smoke 
wafts from the muzzle of the pistol as it sails and spins 
through the air-- the gun lands on the bed-- in Mink’s lap--  
 
--Mink stares, frozen stiff in her upright sitting position on 
the bed-- within an inch of her head--the bullet’s hole in the 
wall-- she blinks-- her lips part, she mouths-- 
 
     MONICA 
    (speaks the words) 
   Holy, fucking, shit. 
 
Matt and Jack focus on the gun on Mink’s lap-- 
 
--Matt lunges toward the gun on the bed-- Jack leaps on top of 
him-- they’re both on the bed grappling for the gun in front 
of Mink--  
 
--Mink snaps out of her daze-- Matt’s hand is about to grab 
the gun-- she picks it up and aims it, inches away, at Matt’s 
face-- 
 
--Matt, Jack, and Mink all freeze in the moment.  
 
With her thumb, Mink cocks the hammer of the gun-- her hand 
starts to tremble-- she steadies her grip on the gun with her 
other hand-- tears well up in her eyes-- 
 
     MINK 
   For Monica. 
 
Matt stares at Mink-- 
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     MATT 
   Do it, Monica.  
 
Mink, tears streaming down her cheeks, hesitates--then pulls 
the trigger--hammer STRIKES the primer of the bullet 
cartridge--CLICK--a misfire--Mink YELPS-- 
 
--Matt calmly, gently, takes the gun from Mink’s hand-- she 
lets it go-- he looks at her, resigned and sad-- he pops the 
bad cartridge out of the gun’s chamber-- it falls to the 
floor. 
 
Jack rolls off the bed and stands next to Mink-- 
 
Matt stands-- he raises the gun, aiming at Jack-- 
  
     JACK 
   You’ll never get away with it. 
 
Matt looks at the gun, then lowers it to his side-- he turns 
away from them-- 
 
--and fires six shots through the window--BOOM! BOOM! BOOM! 
BOOM! BOOM! BOOM! CRASH! The window EXPLODES and SHATTERS into 
a million glittering crystal shards-- 
 
He turns around to face Mink-- 
 
Gusty wind blows through the broken window into the suite-- 
 
     MATT 
   I’m sorry, Honey. For all of it. 
    (beat) 
   It was never you. It was always me.  
     
Matt turns to face the open broken window--  
 
He walks to it, stops, then steps out onto the ledge-- wind 
blows his hair and clothes, he looks up at the sky-- 
 
Jack looks at Mink-- they lock eyes, bonded in the moment. 
 
They look back at the window-- Matt’s gone. 
 
Monica walks to Mink-- she smiles at Mink, then leans over and 
kisses her on the cheek--  
 
Confused by feeling the kiss of unseen Monica, she touches her 
cheek and looks toward her-- 
 
     MONICA 
   Thank you for coming when I called.  

You were the only one who heard me. 
 
Monica turns, walks to the bedroom door-- she stops and turns 
back to face Mink-- 
 



 91. 

     MONICA (CONT’D) 
My name is Monica. You saved me. 
 (beat) 
My sister. I will always love you.  
 

--Monica turns, walks through the doorway-- she puts her hand 
in a young woman’s hand-- the woman, Marianne, turns and 
smiles at Mink-- Monica and Marianne are joined by Matt, who 
takes Marianne’s hand, she smiles at him-- they exit--   
 
Mink smiles. 
 
--an ambulance SIREN is HEARD-- and gets LOUDER... 
 
         DISSOLVE TO: 
 
EXT. HIGHWAY 10 WEST - HARLEY DAVIDSON (MOVING FAST) - DAY   
 
DISTILLERS’ “L.A. Girl” PLAYS OVER: 
 
Matt’s Harley chopper THUNDERS westward down the highway--  
 
Black Doc Martens boots rest high on the bike’s steel foot-
pegs. Shiny golden blonde hair flutters in the wind-- 
 
Mink’s hands squeeze the handle grips-- Marianne’s diamond 
ring sparkles and radiates on her ring finger--  
 
Jack sits behind her with his hands around her waist and a 
smile on his face. 
 
Mink accelerates, the bike ROARS-- they cruise swiftly down 
the road, disappearing together into the golden sunset-- 
 
         FADE TO BLACK: 
DISTILLERS song cuts. 
 
 
FADE UP: 
 
INT. LAGUNA SHORES CENTER - ROOM TEN - NIGHT 
 
Close On the engraved letters along the inside of a platinum 
ring band-- “To MP from MB, All My Love, Merry Christmas” 
 
Pull Back from the ring band to reveal the brilliant colorful 
light beaming off the diamond’s facets, the fingers holding 
the ring of the DOCTOR, mid-thirties, wearing a white lab 
coat, looking empathetically at--    
 
--sitting in the middle of the room in a padded wheelchair 
with body restraints, wearing slippers and a white robe. 
Beautiful blonde-haired, Marianne, 23-years-old-- 
 
--awake, staring vacantly, mute, nonresponsive-- 
 
Close On Marianne’s face--her smooth neck--no scar-- 
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     DOCTOR 
    (tenderly) 
   Wish I knew what you’ve been  

thinking about all these years.  
 

The Doctor gets down on one knee in front of her-- 
 
     DOCTOR (CONT’D) 
   I had your Mother’s ring cleaned  

for you. I hope you don’t mind. 
   

--he slides the diamond ring onto her slender left ring 
finger-- 
     DOCTOR (CONT’D) 

(sadly) 
There... Merry Christmas.  

 
He stands-- we catch a glimpse of the Doctor’s name tag--  
“Dr. Matthew Beck” 
 
Close On Marianne’s face-- a tear falls from her vacant 
staring eyes-- 
 
Close On/Slow Motion of the tear dropping from her eye onto 
the diamond-- the wet rock sparkles brightly--  
 
Pull Back slowly from the fiery ring on her finger to reveal 
her small pale hand, her wrist--no scars--then her hospital 
wristband printed with-- 
 

“Patient Name: Monica Marianne Paige” 
“D.O.B: 09-08-1997” 
“Acute Catatonic Syndrome”  
“Admitted Date: 12-25-2011” 

 
BLACK 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
     MONICA (O.S.) 
    (softly) 
   Doctor...?  
 
 
         FADE OUT. 
 

 
THE END 

 


