n o
W h
e

by gregg araki

copyright 1994. desperate pictures Itd.
registered WGA west.
all nghts reserved.

WARNING: this script is protected by law and is not 10 be reproduced, photocopied, distributed or otherwise
pirated without the author's consent. the penalty for doing so is death. .




n o W h e r e

BLACK

The infinite empty hole before time and space. Accompanied by silence, the sound of
absolute eternal nothingness.

A depressive teenboy VOICE comes floating, disembodied, deadpan - close-miked
so it sounds intimate yet somehow faraway, like it comes from beyond this astral

plane.

DARK (VO)
(total monotone)
LA is like nowhere. Everybody who livas here is lost...

long, slooooow fade in

int-THE UNKNOWABLE VOID.time unspecific

A billowing morass of white, shifting clouds, gently rising up. We could be languidly
drifting through heaven or floating in a barbituate dreamhaze...

Thetite N 0 W h e r e (printedin iower case, helvetica boid)
gradually metamorphoses out of the mysterious fog - simultaneousiy dissolving into
legibility and wafting upwards as the CAMERA begins an imperceptible, inexorable
TILT DOWN.

The NOISE of a”shower. like the harsh static of a neglected TV, siowly FADES UP as
we find

DARK SMITH, 18, an indescribably beautiful half-asian boy with a mop of black hair,
standing undemeath a torrent of hot water in the steam-filled, ethereal space.

As Dark langorously soaps the smooth skin of his alabaster chest, his lean stomach,
and lower, we can't help but voyeuristicaily appreciate his aesthetic delectability. He
bears a singular resemblance to a wet angel.

Closing his longlashed eyes, he begins fantasizing in preparation for some good,

old-fashioned beating off...
cutto




int-GLOOMY BEDROOM.night

Dark doing the nasty with his cute, spunky, Afro-Am gf MEL. Their carnal activity is
too slow for reality - it's more like a sensuous, underwater ballet.

Lifting Dark's arm, Mel feasts on his erogenous pit, then fills his mouth with her
tongue. He's left gasping for breath.

MEL
hey, Dark...

DARK
(in a happy daze)
hey what, Mel?

MEL
Want me t0...7
(suggestively wets her iips, looking
down towards his OS hard-on)

DARK
(so turned on he can barsly speak)

uh..yuh huh...
MEL
(evil smile)
How bad?
DARK

uh... pretty dam bad...
Mel gets a ook of maievolent glee on her face.

MEL
Waell then... Beg for it.

Dark laughs, embarrassed but definitely aroused by the idea. Mel grinds her warm
body against his, persuading him.

MEL
Beg me.

DARK

MEL
Do it.

Dark hesitates, but his teenage hormones win out in the end.

DARK
(giving in)
"Please”.
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MEL
Not beggy enough.

DARK
(growing desperate)
Pretty please.

Me! beams, tiumphant.

MEL
Next time, I'l have you on your hands and knees...

She torments him a bit more, chewing on his pouty lower lip, then slowly sinks out of
frame. As Dark leans his head back in blowjob-receiving ecstasy, we match cut

hack o

int-SHOWER
Dark getting with the program, his hands running wild over his suds-coated body.

.cutto

int-LOCKER ROOM.dusk
In the musty twilight of the adolescent afternoon.

Dark is taking off one of those lame blue-and-gold P.E. uniforms next to
MONTGOMERY who, if Dark looks like a stranded angel, must be a fucking teenage
god put on this earth by accident. A living, breathing specimen of boy wonder
perfection: tangled dirty blonde hair, a lean body that's smooth and white as a pear,
startlingly blue eyes which reflect the profound depths of his lost soul. From his neck,
a plain silver cross dangles, gleaming in the soft, dreamy light.

As the two boys undress wordlessly, side by side, they exchange timid, hornified
glances and subterranean smiies. '

Finally, Montgomaery reaches out and softly, like a butterfly alighting on a fiower,
touches the supple flesh of Dark's upper bicep. The boys' eyes meet with such
electricity it scares them both.

MONTGOMERY
Hi. :

Dark is so overcoma with forbidden lust, he can't make a sound.

MONTGOMERY
My name's Montgomery.

At last, Dark manages a choked
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DARK
oo-hi.

Montgomaery's hand inexorably migrates upwards, coming to rest on the nape of
Dark's knotted neck.

MONTGOMERY
You'ra s0...tanse.

Dark swallows, about to gag on a mouthful of spit, as Montgomery begins to gently
but firmly knead his corded neck muscles.

MONTGOMERY
(smiling in an inutterably sexy fashion)
You have got the deepest, blackest eyes I've ever seen. It's like
| could just tumble right into them and keep falling foraver...

By now, Montgomery's face has gravitated right up to Dark's: their breath mingles
together, their lips are practically touching. Dark closes his eyes, ready and waiting

for the heavenly inevitable...
back to

int-SHOWER

Dark picking up the pumping pace...
cutto

int-ABSTRACT DARKENED STAGE.night
Caught in a flattering spotlight, Dark is stripped naked, tied to a hard metal chair.

KRISS AND KOZY, a coupte of hipsters in their late 20s who seethe with an aura of
dangerous sex, approach Dark like cats closing in on their prey. They're both decked
out in leather and rubber gear straight out of a Club Fuck! fashion show.

They stand over Dark, giowering down at him. Kozy's got on reflecting sunglasses
just like the cop in Psycho.

KRISS
(sneernng)
Filthy animal.

Kozy removes the thick, tocled beft from around his waist and wraps it around Dark's
neck. Squeezes. As Dark struggles, Kriss leans in and crams her muscular tongue
down his throat, leaving black lipstick smeared all around his mouth. Dark gasps for
air.

Kriss smiles, pieased, and reaches down to fondle his (OS, of course) erection as
Kozy pulls the belt-noose tighter.
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KRISS
(eyes shining with menace)
| am gonna ride you and ride you until you are ready to dis, till
you plead with me to stop. Then I'm gonna ride you some

maore.
Any objections to that, scum?

Kozy's belt is cinched so tight, Dark can hardly shake his head.
DARK

Kriss SLAPS him hard across the face WHAP!

KRISS
Who told you you could speak, s/ime?!

Through with the tender foreplay, Kriss removes her leather G-string and rubs it all
over Dark's face. Laughing, she ties it around his head as a blindfold then mounts
him like he's a vintage Harley and starts fucking him without mercy.

We're TIGHT on Dark's face as the combination of Kriss's pelvic thrusting and Kozy's
belt-noose cutting off his oxygen drives him closer and closer to the edge of

orgasmic bliss...
' back to

int-SHOWER

Dark's breathing is rapid, strangulated. Every muscle in his quaking body tenses,
readying for a monster spew...

Then there's this rude BANG BANG BANGING at the bathroom door.
cut to

int-HALLWAY.nforning

DARK'S MOM (played by like Exene Cervenka, Cathy Rigby, or some lost 70s TV
icon like Karen Valentine) waits impatiently in the hall. She's got this fiuorescent blue
clay facial stutf on and looks like a Kabuki gargoyle standing there in her fireproof JC
Penneys robe.

DARK'S MOM
Dark? Dark? Are you flogging the puppy again???

More pounding. BANG BANG BANG.

DARK'S MOM
Lemme in. | gotta wash this crap offa my face!

back to
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int-SHOWER
Dark roils his eyes and drops his aching, OS boy-sausage.

DARK
Mom, can you wait just a sec, please?

DARK'S MOM
{O8, through door)
Honey, | have to rot my life away in a 8-to-5 hellhole to support
your lazy, juvenile delinquent ass, remember?

Dark sighs as his frustrated load backs up into his blue balls.

back to
int-HALLWAY
DARK'S MOM
Swaeetheart, chipmunk, my little ray o' sunshine...
OPEN UP THIS MOTHERHUMPING
DOOR RIGHT NOWII!
BANG BANG BANG BANG BANG.
back to

int-BATHROOM

Emerging dripping wet from the shower, Dark hangs an ugly, mauve towel around
his slender hips.

DARK
Jesus, can you hold on?!

He yanks open the door and Mom flies in like a witch on a broom.

DARK'S MOM
Cripes, it's soggy as an armpit in here. How long've you been
in the shower abusing yoursel{?

Dark storms out and we FOLLOW him into the hall.

DARK'S MOM
(OS, calling after him)
You pump your handle too much, young man. it's gonna wither
up and fall off!

DARK

- SHUT UP SHUT UP SHUT UP SHUT UP
cutto




int-DARK'S BEDROOM.morning

SLAM!

Wae cut on Dark banging shut the door to his room. The Sanctuary. Chock full of teen
angst paraphernalia - gory comic books, a mess of CDs, posters of Ride, Skinny
Puppy and a bloody crucified Jesus, bright yellow 'CRIME AREA - Do Not Cross'
marker tape, etc.

DARK
Bitch.

He drops the towel (which the CAMERA coyly follows to the floor) and starts foraging
through the scattered heaps of dirty laundry. Locating his tavorite trashed, holy levis,
he yanks them on (not bothering with underwear this morning). The CAMERA follows
this movement back up to Dark as he sorts through the video shit piled on his desk -
his Sony TR7 camcorder, mini tripod, a mess of tapes, etc.

He uncovers this totally grodified GREEN FUR-COVERED BALONEY SANDWICH
beneath some Ioose papers.

DARK
Gyewww.

The sandwich looks unnervingly scary, like some creepy alien guinea pig crawling
with nasty viruses - or more simply, an omen of death and decay. He puts the plate
on the floor (out of sight, out ot mind) and finally finds what he's looking for.

HIS POV
A VIDEOS CASSETTE labeled "homework/oct 10",

BACK TO SCENE
Dark pops the tape into his videodeck and clicks on a small monitor.
HIS POV - VIDEO

The screen gratiually coming to TV life. MEL, whom we recognize from his earlier
showaer fantasy, is lying on his bed reading Thrasher Magazine, sucking on a
rootbeer popsicie. The CAMERA is subjective, handheld and interrogative - or
inquisitive at least in a friendly puppydog way.

DARK
(VO from behind camera)

C'mon Mel....

MEL
(not locking up from her magazine)
N-o0-p-e. Forgetit

DARK (VO)
Mel, | gotta make a documentary about someone i care about
'n' it's due next Wednasday.




MEL
So?

DARK (VO)
Mel...

MEL
(looking up for the first time)
And who ever said you care about me anyways?

DARK (VO)
Me.
MEL
Yeah, right.
DARK (VO)
Didn't | give you my Cap'n Crunch Decoder Ring back in sixth
grade?
MEL
That was Angeiique Tewksbury, dorkball.
DARK (VO)
(caught)
oh.

(changing the subject)
Hey, take your shirt off.

Mel busts up.
DARK (VO)
Come on. It's ant.
MEL
(a bit, er... skeptical)
Uh huh...
DARK (VO)
it'll give Professor Sighvatsson a boner 'n’ he'll gimme an "A'.
MEL
I'm sure. Take your Prozag, Dark.
DARK (VO)
What's the matter? You scared?
MEL
No.
DARK (VO)

C'mon... howzabout a little gratuitous nudity for the viewers...

Mel just smiles.
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DARK (VO)
Think of The Scandal. Everyone in class'li be all shocked 'n'
outraged 'n’ stuff... .

Mel's the type of person who would do it - just for the fuck of it - and Dark knows it.
Playfully, she begins to slowly lift her extra-large striped boy's t-shirt, tantalizing Dark
and his camera. Thoroughly into the power of the moment, she inexorably raises the
shirt higher, revealing more and more of her soft, cocoa-colored flesh...

At this point, the OS phone begins to BLIP.

Mel has this look of pure flirtatious delight on her face as her shirt creeps hlgher and
higher....

But the OS phone keeps BLIPPING, insistent.

DARK (OS)
Man.

FREEZEFRAME on Mel smiling devilishly, her pert buds on the verge of making an
appearance. We hear the OS sound of Dark's frustrated sigh and CLUNK CLUNK

CLUNK, him fumbling for the receiver.

BACK TO SCENE

Dark, phone tucked under his chin, hunts for a cigarette.
DARK

Yeah?
intercut with

int-MEL'S BEDROOM.moming

MEL runs around her messy, bursting-with-oversaturated-coiors room with her
cordless phone, pulling on skatechick attire. There's appropriately feisty MUSIC
playing on the stereo in the BG.

MEL
S'up, bonzo dog breath? Need a ride to class?
DARK
(VO over phone)
Nah, {'m not goin'.
MEL

Dark, you are gonna totally flunk the eight whole units you're

retaking this semester...
back 10

int-DARK'S ROOM
Dark lights up his first precious cig of the day with a CLINK of his siiver lighter.




: DARK
What're you, my career guidance counselor?
(takes a deep morning drag)
| gotta do some editing on my 101 project, then VIl prob'ly head
over to the Hole for some chow...
cut to

int-MEL'S BATHROOM
Mel dumps a box of Tampax onto the cluttered counter.

MEL
Maybe I'lt go with. | just got my period and | don't think | can
make it through another of Stark's snore-a-thon lectures either.

As the CAMERA FOLLOWS Mel around, we catch sight of LUCIFER (nee Lucy), her
pixig-ish, fire-engine-red-haired gf peeing on the toilet.

MEL
'n' make sure you edit my boobs out. | do not want the whole
school starin’ at my chimichangas...

Since Lucifer's likewise on the rag (they've been together long enough to "sync up"),

Mel hands her a tampon too.
back to

int-DARK'S ROOM
Dark, with Mel floating frozen in time on the monitor behind his head.

DARK
Why not? They're pratty enough. Hey, Lucifer's not with you, is
she? | cannot stomach seeing her butt-ugly likeness this early

in the day.
back to

int-MEL'S BATHROOM

ot ' LUCIFER
(laughing, she yells into the phone)
Lick my box, Rover}

DARK
(YO over phone, yelling back)
Clean the maggots out of it ﬁr_st, you stinky oystert

MEL
(used to/amused by their bickering)

You guys...
back to

int-DARK'S ROOM

Dark runs his hand through his gorgeous mass of rumply hair.




DARK
| mean it, Mel. | do not want to have to look at that tarantula
woman Over my mofning espresso...

MEL
(VO over phone)
Don't be a seizure queen, Dark. I'm sure. We'll pick you up in

like twenty?
DARK
Mel, | toid you, I'm editing...
back to
int-MEL'S BATHROOM
MEL

Seeya, loverboy.
As Mel disconnects, Lucifer FLUSHES and pulls up her white vinyl miniskirt.

LUCIFER

(grimacing)
How you can continue to frog that annoying buttloaf when you
have someone as sexy 'n' rad as me around....

MEL
(smiles coyly)
What would iife be without a littie mystery?

Lucifer rolls her eyes as there's an anxious KNOCK at the door.

ZERO (0S)
Mel?

MEL
Yo?

*
.

int-ADJOINING ROOM.morning

ZERO, Mel's adorable, mega-tasty 16 year oid little bro, leans against the bathroom
door in his BVDs.

ZERO
You wenches dons in there or what? | gotta whiz like a busted
firehose.

back to
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int-BATHROOM
Lucifer adjusts her skirt while Mel lets Zero in.

ZERO
‘bout time.

LUCIFER
(ruffling Zero's already disheveled hair)
Ifitisn't little baby Zero...

ZERO
(scowiing)
Cut it out.

Laughing, Lucifer gives Mel a quick kiss and heads out.

Zero goes to take his morning leak (with his back to us, of course) as Mel positions
herself in front of the mirror, making her hair even bigger and more chaotic.

ZERO
(trying to act ali grownup 'n' casual as he pisses)
So you uh, goin' to Jujyfruit's party tonight?

MEL
I'm sure. How did you hear about it?

ZERO

{all down)

Hey...

MEL
You are not invited, shrimpskin. You're barely old enough to
shave, Zero.

ZERO

Felch me. C'mon, | got a date with Zoe 'n’ she totally wants to
go. Mom's already lettin’ me take the car...

Finished peeing, Zero shakes his OS dick and stuffs it back into his shorts.

MEL
(going back to coiffing her hair)

Sorry...

ZERO
(scowling)

You are such the straining sphincter, | swear.
cutto




HANDHELD VIDEQ POV
ext-THE SUNSPLASHED BOULEVARD.day

We SLO-MO BLUR past a horrible accident - a decimated, FLAMING HYUNDA|
wrapped around a telephone pole and this TOTALLY WRECKED WOMAN
screaming, with blood spurting out of her in gory gushers. it's |Ik9 some nightmare
apparition and it's gone in the blink of an eye...

int-MEL'S WAY COOL CONVERTIBLE FALCON.day

Cruising the avenue with the top down and scrappy MUSIC blasting, Mel ang Lucifer
{(wearing trendy shades, naturally) sit up front while Dark shoots video8 footage from

the back.

MEL
| have got the skeeviest zit sproutin’ right in the middle of my
forehead. It's gonna be a full-on third eye by the time we get to
Jujyfruit's party. | hate that.

DARK
(not bothering to take the camera away from his eye)
What | hate is when you get a zit way down on your back in a
spot where you can't even reach to pop it.

LUCIFER
Y'know if you pop a zit on your forehead, you can get biood
poisoning and die.

DARK
Luciter, you are so dumb, you shouid donate your brain to a
monkey science fair.

He points his qaplcorder at Lucifer.

VIDEO POV

LUCIFER
1 read it in Sassy Magazine, scrotal fungus.
(to Mel)
Hey Mel, know what this is?

She makes a LOUD FARTING noise with her hand cupped under her armpit.

LUCIFER
(busting herself up)
Dark being born.




MEL
(unable to keep from chuckling)
Gross.

BACK TO SCENE

DARK
(lowering the camera again, rolling his eyes)
Yuk yuk yuk.
MEL

"Moving right along...”
Dark aims his camera back outside and sees

VIDEO POV

MONTGOMERY, the boy from his locker room wet dream, standing at the bus stop.
As he passes by in artsy, hallucinatory, video-degenerated SLO-MO, there's
something otherworldly and aimost chilling about the image.

BACK TO SCENE

DARK
Wo.

He films Montgomery who recedes dreamlike into the distance.

DARK
Mei, back it up.

MEL
What?

DARK

(a little t00 urgent)

Just back up, alright?
cut to

ext-BUS STOP.day

Montgomery looking positively phosphorescent, like some kind of mirage. He's got
this goiden halo glow surrounding him and his silver cross glistens in the sunlight.

Mel's convertible, with Dark leaning out the side, backs into the frame.

DARK
Need a lift?

Montgomery smiles bashfully and fidgets like a dewy yeariing afraid of its own
shadow.
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MONTGOMERY

uh... well....
DARK
You're in my Modern Society class, aren't you?
MONTGOMERY
yeah, uh, | think...
DARK
Name's Dark - that's "Dark” like absence of light...
LUCIFER
Or "Dork" like we all call him.
DARK

(to Lucifer)
Cram it, fishburger.
(to Montgomery, making introductions)
This is Mel, 'n’ the loudmouth hag is Lucifer.

MONTGOMERY
Montgomery.
Hi's go all around.
DARK
Wae're on our way to the Hole for breakfast. Wanna come?
MONTGOMERY

I, uh, kinda have a class...

DARK
Wae'll eat quick 'n’ drop you.

Dark pops open the door, a seductive invitation. Montgomery hesitates.

DARK
C'mon...

Shyly, Montgomery smiles.
cutto

int-THE HOLE.day

A scungy, laidback, cappuccino/bad poetry hangout with something esoterically hip
like DEAD CAN DANCE, MY BLOODY VALENTINE, SLOWDIVE, stc droning on the

stereo in the BG.

Dark is videotaping his breakfast companions as the sunlight pours in, bouncing oft
the formica table, creating cooi light patterns with his and Mel's cigarette smoke.




HANDHELD VIDEO POV

Montgomery looking like some luscious, adolescent boy-mode! from a Herb Ritts
shoot.

MONTGOMERY
So what's with the camcorder? You in film class?
DARK (VO)
Till | get bored.
LUCIFER

(through a mouthful of peanut butter and bagel)
Dark thinks he's gonna be the next Clive Barker - like, rght.

DARK (VO)
Eat my turbo, willya Lucifer?

Dark puts his camera aside, takes a bite of danish.

DARK
(to Montgomery)
Actually, I'm convinced I'm gonna die soon...
(takes another bite)
...in like a spectacular piane crash, fire, chemical explosion,
something...
(washing the stale pastry down with coffee)
...’n" | wanna film it so there'll be this like cool record of my own
death. So | take my camcorder with me wheraver i go, just in
case...

LUCIFER
Isn't that just so bitchen...

DARK
Will you please Shut - Up?*
(*pronounced in a special, Vaispeak-colioquial way)

Montgomery is listening to Dark very seriously - fike it touches a dark, scary chord
deep inside him. He's absently playing with the silver cross hanging from his neck (a
recurring nervous habit of his).

MONTGOMERY
How do you know? .
DARK
(chewing)
Know what?
MONTGOMERY

That you're gonna, y'know... die.




DARK

(shrugs)
| just know. | feel it. Like a prenomination.
LUCIFER
Duh. You mean "premonition”.
DARK
Whatever.
LUCIFER
How can you have one if you can't even pronounce the friggin’
word?
DARK
I am about to iose my temper, Lucifer. And | am going to deck
you.
MEL
(sighs like it's a familiar routine)
You guys...

Just then

ALYSSA, a frail delicate beauty with long black hair and iridescent blue eyes, comes
literally CRASHING into the place, accidentally knocking a lamp over.

ALYSSA
(bewildered by the ruckus she's caused)
000pSs.

Montgomery recognizes her and somehow, the sight of her (like practically-
everything eise) spooks him.

MONTGOMERY
Alyssa.

He gets up from the tabie and comes over to help her pick up the lamp.

ALYSSA
Clumsy me... Hi Montgomery. What're you doing here? Aren't
you s'posed to be in Thermonuclear Catastrophes class?

MONTGOMERY
yeah, well, uh...

She touches his arm, conspiratorially pulling him aside.

ALYSSA
Hey. Do you know what today is?

MONTGOMERY
uh, Thursday?




ALYSSA
No, dodo-bird. | mean, do you know what's special about

today?

Montgomery shakes his head and looks befuddled (as well as unearthiy beauteous
in the wash of golden fight - it's that halo action again).

ALYSSA
(her voice hushed)
It's Armageddon Day. The day the worid is supposed to End.

Montgomery just looks at her, like this is frightening him way, way more than it
shouid.

ALYSSA
(practically whispering now)
Like have you heard of "The Rapture”™?

MONTGOMERY
That movie?

ALYSSA

No, silly. ,

(rolls her eyes)
It's this like radical religious movement in South Cambodia.
All these tens of thousands of people have been giving away
their worldly possessions, quitting their jobs, leaving their
families - all in preparation for "The Rapture®, ascending into
Heaven on the day that Christ retums to earth and the world is
destroyed...

Her wide, translucent eyes lock onto Montgomery's and won't let go. He anxiously
fingers his cross.

ALYSSA
... And according to their scriptures, foday is that day.

Montgomery stares at her, filled with inutterable dread. He tries to swallow but his
mouth has gone’dry.

MONTGOMERY
... S0, lika, what're we s'posed to do?

A deathly serious beat.

ALYSSA
(her huge eyes brimming over with earnaestness)
| don't know.

Montgomery is getting very, very tense when

DINGBAT (0S)
Alyssa. Are you gonna join us back here on Planet Earth
sometime this decade or what?
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Alyssa and Montgomery turn to see DINGBAT, a perky, stick-thin-gangly blonde with
braces, the "Brain" of the greup. Not a full-fledged geekess - just a tad socially
retarded and unlike the others, you can imagine her actually cracking open a book.
Seated at the table behind Dingbat is EGG (a.k.a. POLLY), a shy, self-conscious
bundle of luscious, porcelain-skinned neurosis.

ALYSSA
(snapping out of her fearful reverie)
uh... yeah. Hi Dingbat.

Dingbat comes over.

DINGBAT
Hey Montgomery.

MONTGOMERY.
{still shaken by Alyssa's ominous words)
B

- DINGBAT
Alyssa, me 'n' Egg've been waitin' like eons. Want us to start
without you or what?

ALYSSA
No, I'm coming...

MONTGOMERY
(gradually returning to reality)
Hey, Dingbat. Can you uh, help me study for the History of
Lethal Epidemics midterm?

DINGBAT
Sunday night, nine-ish?

- MONTGOMERY
Cool. Are you goin' to the Kick The Can game tonight?

DINGBAT
Duih. Yes.
(pulling Alyssa by the arm)
C'mon. | am fully prepared to pork out major.

ALYSSA
(waving)
Bye, Montgomaery.

MONTGOMERY
Seeya.
back to




EXTREME CU

Dark fires up a fresh cigarette, the CAMERA focusing on his reflection, all tiny,
distorted and trapped in the shiny surface of his lighter.

Pushing away her thoroughly cleaned-up plate, Lucifer BELCHES ioudly.

LUCIFER
uckg. | gotta burn these calories fast before | blow up.
{to Mel) _
Let's go rollerblading in Venice or something?

DARK
{(exhaling a stream of smoke)
I'd rather have my ball hairs burned off with an acetylene torch.

LUCIFER
That can be arranged. Who said you were invited?

Montgomery returns to the table, collects his books 'n’ stuff.

MONTGOMERY
| better get to class. B
DARK -
Are you OK, man? You look kinda pale.
MONTGOMERY

(shrugging it off)
I'm fine. { just...| gotta go.

MEL
We're on our way out, we'll drive you.
(touching Dark’s hand - a significant gesture
not overlocked by Dark or Lucifer)
Sure y'don't wanna come with?

DARK
Nah. Think I'm gonna go to the recordstore...

(There's something very touching and pure in Mel and Dark's interchange here that
reprasents what their relationship is about - it's like if they were in a different, less
fucked up time and place, they'd be a sweet, old-fashioned boy-loves-girl couple...)

But this tender moment is shortlived as

COWBOQY (0S)
Dark, 'sup?

COWBOQY, a super-cute, queer industrial boy wearing way baggy camouflage shorts,
clunky army boots and suspenders (no shirt) saunters over.

DARK
Hey Cowboy.




Once again, hi's go all around.

MEL
We're outtahere.
, (to Dark)
See you later?
DARK
yeah.
: COWBOY
You guys playin' Kick The Can tonight?
DARK
Huh?
MONTGOMERY
Kick The Can. At eleven oclock in the old baseball field.
CcOoOwBOY
Before Jujyfruit's party.
DARK
oh.
He takes a lazy drag of his cig.
MONTGOMERY

(shyly to Dark - is he flirting with him or what?)
You're gonna uh, be there, right?

DARK
{heavy eye contact)
... SUre.

Montgomery beams, a happy boygod.

LUCIFER
- (impatient)
Let's evacuate.
Now byes go all around.
COWBOY

Hey, don' forget our gig at the Buttcrack next Wednesday.

He hands out flyers for his band, GIRL+ANIMAL=SEX, as everybody starts to walk
away.

MEL
Who's opening?

COWBOY
Sandy Duncan's Eye and Jayne Mansfield's Head.
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- LUCIFER

(as she exits)
Putrified. | met the drummer for Sandy Duncan's Eye at a party
and he reeks like a barnyard animali.

COWBOY
{calling after them as they leave)
Come late then 'n' just see us.

Mel, Lucifer and Montgomery vacate as Cowboy tums a chair around backward and
sits. He scratches a fresh tattoo, the word "FAG", on the soft underside of his left wrist.

cowBOQY
(his tone suddenly all serious)
Seen Bart around today?

Dark inhales a lungful of smoke, taking note of Cowboy's uneasiness.

DARK
no.

COWBOQY
We were s'posed to rehearse this morning 'n’ he like totally
flaked again.

Cowboy sighs, bummin' heavy duty. Both he and Dark know what Bart's absence

most likely means.
cutto

int-TASTELESS WEHO CONDO.day

MED CU

The BART in question, standing against a tacky, gold-vein-mirrorized wall. He's a
strikingly handsome Mexican kid - suedehead, close-cropped goatee, pierced
nipples, tribal tattoos, the whole outre-chic homo thing happening.

HANDJOB (0OS)
So, Barty boy...

Bart fingers the wad of sweaty bills in his clutched hand, all tense.

ANOTHER CU

reveals why. H being measured out and scraped into an available receptacle, a
(non-lubricated, duh) condom.

HANDJOB (OS)
Haven't seen you for a while...




HANDJOB, a scraggily sexy, shirtless dude in his 20s (cameo by like Eddie Vedder
or the Soundgarden dude with the pecs), licks the powdery residue from his

fingertips.

BART
(practically salivating, eyes fixed on his fix)
Yeah... | been uh, busy....

Smiling, Handjob dangles the junk in front of Bart's nose, like a snake hypnotizing a
helpless bird. As Bart reaches for it, he crueily snatches it away.

HANDJOB
{laughing)
Busy jonesin', y'mean.

BART
Whatev. C'mon, Handjob, quit screwin' around...

Handjob smirks sadistically as behind him, his roommates KRISS AND KOZY
(likewise recognizabie from Dark's earlier shower fantasies) emerge from the back
bedroom. They're not wearing much in the way of clothes and look like they've been
up to something nasty. Upon seeing Bart, Kriss gets a really frightening smile on her
face. (While Kozy, eyes hidden by sunglasses, registers no emotion at ail.)

KRISS
Bart. To whom do we owe the pleasure?...

BART
{not taking his eye off the bag)
Hey Kriss...

She reaches out and toys with his left nipple ring, flicking it then siocoocoowly,
seductively twisting it.

KRISS
I hope you're here for an appointment...

. BART
Nah. Me 'n' Handjob're just conductin’ a littie business...

HANDJOB
(twirling the smack-filled condom like a dead yoyo)
He's here for my brand of bliss today, Kriss.

KRISS
(purring like a tigress as she continues
to torture Bart's nipple)
Pity. And to think that Kozy and | ofter so much more bang for

the buck...
back
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to



int-THE HOLE.day
EXTREME CU

A humongous mound of moist, scrumpdelicious CARROT CAKE shot so close that it
looks like the surface of an extraterrestrial landscape.

SERIES OF CUs
First Alyssa, then Egg, both staring at the dessert, drooling...

DINGBAT (0OS)
OK, ladies...

THIRD CU
Dingbat going

DINGBAT
...SCARF!

The three girls go for it like famished Ethiopians devouring a crust of stale bread - not

what you'd call a pretty sight.
back to

DARK AND COWBOQY

Cowboy is eating a PB&J on Wonderbread as Dark lights his dozenth cigarette of the
day.

COWBQY
(mouth chewy full)
| dunno what to do. iImean, it's hard enough bein’ in a band
with your boyfriend, but when stuff like this starts happenin'...
(shakes his head)
What'm | s’posed to do? Fire him?

DARK
Or break up at least.
They both smile.
COowWBQY
So what's up with my video?
DARK

I'm still in the 'conceptualizing' stages. But don't worry, it's
gonna blow your head off.




COWBOY
Veah? {perking up)
eah’

DARK
(with hand gestures)
You 'n' Ban are like trapped inside this gigantic uterus...

cowBOY
Are we lip-syncing, man? Imean, y'’know how | hate those
bogus VH-1 lip-syncing videos...
back to

ALYSSA, EGG AND DINGBAT
cu

The carrot cake looks like it was hit by a disintegration ray - all that' s ieft is tiny
specks splattered around the periphery of the plate.

The three girls sit there, post-binge, the sugary calories rushing through their
metabolic systems like wildfire.

DINGBAT
(sucking the fast bit of frosting off her finger)

glug.

ALYSSA
Are you gonna...?

DINGBAT
| promised my mom [I'd stop for a week. You?

ALYSSA
I'm just gonna do a bunch of speed Iater n' not eat for three
days
They both turn to Egg, who suddenly gets up and runs off.
cutto

int-BATHROOM.day

Egg, on her knees, BARFING noisily into thae toilet (filmed from behind, so this isn't
too major a gross-out). Finished, she flushes, rinses her mouth out in the sink and
spits. Then, like she does this after every meal, she takes Binaca out of her pocket
and spritzes away all traces of vomit-breath.

Deciding she needs to pee as waell, she sits down on the bowi (again, this is all
filmed in an ever-so-discrete way). We hear the sound of OS TINKLING.
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Then, like something out of a totally bizarre dream, this COMPLETELY GORGEQUS
TEENYBOPPER IDOL (playing himseif) walks in the unlocked door.

As his and Egg's eyes lock for a split-second, they're both absolutely mortified by the
situation,

MR. TEEN IDOL
sory.

He's gone, like a fleeting mirage, out the door with an embarrassed SLAM.

back to

ALYSSA AND DINGBAT

gawking at Mr. Teen Idol, who's replacing his Armani shades by the john, trying hard to
not be noticed.

ALYSSA
Isn't that....

DINGBAT
OhmyGod. '

They giggle.
back to

DARK AND COWBOY
Getting up, dumping change on the tabie.

cowBOY
...Well, ' guess I'd better go out 'n' hunt for him.

DARK
(pausing to light yet another stogie)
Can you drop me at Aron's? | wanna score the new Coil CD.

cowBQy
Sure. Hey, did you hear what happened to Marcus?

Dark looks like *no, what?".

cowBOQY
His butthole fell out 'n' he has to have surgery.

DARK
(smirks, sucking up nicatine)
Oh Henry.

They pass by




MR. TEEN IDOL
who's still waiting outside the bathroom.

They take one iook at the utterly cracked sight of him standing there and walk off
laughing.

The toilet FLUSHES OS and Egg finally emerges from the john. Her ayes meet Mr. Teen
Idol's again ang they're both uncomfortable and embarrassed. She starts to hurry away.

MR. TEEN IDOL
Wait.
Egg freezes like a doe caught in the headlights of an oncoming car.
MR. TEEN IDOL

(all charming fumbliness)
{ uh, I'm really sorry. i just... Imean, the door was unlocked 'n' i...

EGG
(avoiding eye contact, she wants to just disappear)
Forget about it.

She tries to escape but Mr. Teen Idol stops her.

MR. TEEN IDOL
What's your name?

EGG
{on the spot, even more nervous now)
Egg. Imean, my real name's Polly, but my friends all call me -

Egg.

MR. TEEN IDOL
'‘Egg'?

EGG

It's dweeby, | know, but it just kinda... stuck.

MR. TEEN IDOL
Oh.

{(extends his hand)

Waell, hi Egg. I'm--

EGG
| know who you are, duh. I'm not from another dimension.

They exchange smiles.
cutto




ALYSSA AND DINGBAT

who are like freaking out - their best friend is standing there talking to... they just cant

believe it.

DINGBAT
ChmyGod.

ALYSSA
(wrinkling her nose)
He looks skinnier in person.

DINGBAT
So? He's still the total definition of yummy.

The girls giggle as Egg comes back to the table.

DINGBAT
(all excited)
OhmyGod, whatdidhesay??

EGG
(smiles, blushing)
Nothing really, he just...
(gathering up her stuff)
He invited me to go for a walk.

WHAT?2211 o
EGG

(shushing her, afraid that He might hear)
Shut upl

Egg rolis her eyes and goes back over to the bathroom where she reconnects with Mr.
Teen Idol who's just finished taking his own pee. As they leave the coffeeshop together,

Alyssa and Dingbat just watch, incredulous.

DINGBAT
No way...
ALYSSA
(out of the blue)
My palm itches.
DINGBAT

Where's Shad?

cut to
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ext-VENICE BOARDWALK day
Cu

A boy's PALM being read by an old woman's gnarled, jewelry-covered hand.

The paim belongs to SHAD, Alyssa's twin brother (with whom she has this trippy
symbictic twin bond thing). Shad likewise shares Alyssa's coloring - her long black
hair and translucent blue eyes - only he also possesses this wildness, this over-the-
edge voltage that is simultaneously exciting and scary. He's seated at a table, having
his fortune toid while his dark, intense gf LILITH looks on.

The PALMIST (cameo by the "Where's the Beef?" Lady from the Wendy's
Commercial or that "I've fallen and | can't get up" Dame) looks up from Shad's
outstretched hand into his eyes.

PALMIST
(completely deadpan)
Death.

Shad grins, turned on by the notion of his impending death.

SHAD
Cool.

He and Lilith start passionately making out as the PALMIST puts her cigarette out in
an overflowing, baroque ashtray.

SHAD
(brushing his lips against hers as he speaks)
Lilith, have | ever told you that | love you?

LILITH
(sexily gnawing on his full lower lip)
Stow it 'n’ pay the lady, Shad.

Shad gives Lilith's pink tongue a playful bite as Mei and Lucifer come careening
towards them op their rollerblades.

LUCIFER
WATCH OUT, BREEDERS!!!

Mal and Lucifer go SWOOSHING by, practically running Shad and Lilith over.

SHAD
(arm protectively around Lilith)
Watch out yourself, y' freakin’ lezbot!!t

LUCIFER
(yelling back, sticking her tongue betwean her fingers)
Eat my Bermuda Triangle, Shadl!

Laughing, Lucifer and Mel return their attention to their intensely competitive race for

speed.

Je



Mel's ahead by a hair but she hits a rock in the bikepath and goes for a mean
TUMBLE, landing butt-first in the sand. Lucifer screeches to a halt with her toebrake.

LUCIFER
Youch, You alright?

MEL
(gives her a nasty "like, duh” lock)
No.

Lucifer helps Mel get back on her feet.

MEL
{(grimacing in pain)
OWwww...
(noticing in the distance)
Hey, look who it is...

THEIR POV

By the lifeguard station on the sun-soaked sand, Lucifer's half-sister JANA, her
hunky boyfriend NOAH (played by like that homo from "The Grind" or one of the
International Male underwear guys) and blonde bimbette SHANNON are posing in
skimpy bikinis for a blackclad PHOTOGRAPHER. The trio of models are all dripping
wet, anatomically perfect and completely soulless.

. SHANNON
Hey Jana, isn't that your muffdiving little sister and her disgusto
cocoa-flavored girlfriend?

JANA
(through a sickly sweet smile)
Cram it in your clammy crevice, wiil you Shannon?

Shannon sneers as Noah flexes his pecs.

NOAH
T!:link | need to pump again.

PHOTOGRAPHER
| gotta change filters anyhow.

Noah drops to the sand and starts doing military pushups.

SHANNON
| could use a firm-up too.

Shannon likewise hits the ground for a set of reps while Jana does stretching
exercises, contorting her body like a pretzel.




DUCKY
I lust woke up.

DINGBAT
Really?

Ducky fidgets a bit: it's clear he's totally infatuated with Alyssa, while at the same
time, Dingbat has a bigtime crush on him.

DUCKY
Did you hear Muris!'s in Cedar Sinai?

ALYSSA
Who's Muriel?

DUCKY

My stepmom. She's way anorexic: she péssed out in her low-
impact aerobics class 'n' they had to carry herouton a
stretcher.

DINGBAT
Bummaer.

DUCKY
You guys gonna be at the Kick The Can game later?

Alyssa shrugs, noncommital.

DINGBAT
{am.

This iast line is drowned out by the cbnoxious gutturai GRUMBLE of a demufflerized
MONSTERBIKE pulling into the lot. Alyssa's face brightens upon seeing

- ELVIS, a 30ish, skanky but extremely sexy biker-dude with iong hair, muscies and
many tatts. He lifts his Terminator-style shades and flashes Alyssa a smile.

ALYSSA
(beams, excusing herself)

I3

Later, guys.

DINGBAT
(rolls her eyes)
Right.

Alyssa goes over o Elvis who's straddling his rumbling, throbbing hog.

ELVIS
Hi sexy.

AIyséa smiles coquettishly, obviously head-over-heels for the bikestud.

ALYSSA
hi.




ELVIS
Wanna ride?

ALYSSA
uh huh... Where've you been?

ELVIS
{(a who-fuckin'-caras shrug)}
Places. Get on.

Alyssa obediently climbs on the motorcycle, wrapping her frail arms around Eivis's
broadshouldered, leather-vested chast.

ALYSSA

You smell like a wet dog.
ELVIS

Complainin'?

ALYSSA

(on top of the world)
Nope.
(she kisses his grimy neck and does
her puma-in-heat imitaticn)

rreeeorrnT. o

Elvis grins and they go ROARING off. Ducky and Dingbat watch them disappear down
the street.

DUCKY
What does she see in that scuzbali?

Dingbat holds up her hands indicating a length of about 13 inches and Ducky sighs.

DUCKY
Y'seen Egg around? it's her tumn to recycle the aluminum...

DINGBAT
OhmyGod. You haven't heard? Your little sister just left here with...
you're not gonna believe it...
cut to

ext-LAKE HOLLYWOOD.day

Egg and Mr. Teen Idol stroll along a romanticized, goiden-hour-lit stretch of the
resarveir. They aren't holding hands but they might as well be.

MR. TEEN IDOL
So do you think this is completely weird, or what?

EGG
What?




_ MR. TEEN IDOL
Y'know. Hangin' out, with me, like this...

EGG
Waell... it's kinda surreal, | guess.

Mr. Teen Idol flashes his million-buck-a-picture pearly whites.

MR. TEEN IDOL
You have no idea what a drag it is baeing like, a "ceiebrity".
Everybody treats you like you're not even a person anymore, like
you'rs this thing, this... entity. You're eating dinner in some
restaurant, or goin' to a movie or whatever, and people stare and
point at you, start whispenn' to their friends like you're some
exhibit at a freak show....

EGG .
(sympathizes, but ail she can come up
with is a not-very-gloquent)
Wow.

MR. TEEN {DOL
| don't wanna whing or complain... Imean, I'm "successful®, | make
lots of money 'n’ stuff. It's just it can get sorta lonely sometimes....

He sighs with well-rehearsed ennui and looks at Egg who has a total "understanding”

MR. TEEN IDOL
(continuing)
That's why | like being with you. Imean, | don't know you that weil,
but you seem, | dunno, different. Neat.

EGG
(sweet smile)
Thanks.
MR. TEEN IDOL
.- (finding a spot)
Wanna sit?
EGG
sure.
They park it on the water's edge.
MR. TEEN IDOL
So, are you in school or...?
Egg nods, shyly.
MR. TEEN {DOL

Studying...?
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EGG

i dunno... Nothing.
(embarrassed at how dumb she must be sounding)

Imean, a bunch of stuff, nothing specific...

MR. TEEN IDOL

(that smile again)
Woell, just so you aren'tin the Industry. | have sworn off all
actresses, agents, d-girls, you-name-it, for all eternity.

Egg laughs politely and when her eyes meet his, they give it all away: she's over-the-
rainbow in love. Mr. Teen idol smiles at her then looks out over the glistening water.

MR. TEEN IDOL
| have this fantasy. It's kinda cornball and romantic, | know... but
there's times when ['d like to just disappear. Meet up with
someone special, just run away, and Never Be Heard From Again.
(his mesmerizing eyes locking onto Egg's)
Don't you think that'd be killer?

EGG
(completely under his spell)
uh huh... .-

Mr. Teen Idol smiles again, eyes all atwinkle.

MR. TEEN 1DOL

Me too.
cut to

int-HANDJOB'S CONDO.day

v

- SUZANNE SOMERS flexing her mega-buck ThighMaster muscles with the sound off.
ABRASIVE metal-industrial NOIZE (COP SHOOT COP, whatever) plays in the BG.

Sprawled on the overstuffed sofa, Handjob talks on his cellularphone as he shoots up.

HANDJOB
(all slurry)
Yeaah. Just fax the deal memo to my lawyer 'n’ wa'll talk once she's
gone over it. Yeah, | want to write and direct. Ab-so-lutely.
' {his head flops back as the needle goes in)
...| have to ensure that the artistic integrity of the project isn't
compromised... uh huh...

BANG BANG BANG. OS POUNDING at the front door.

HANDJOB
... | know I'm late with the polish... First thing Monday. | solemnly

swear...'K. Ciao.
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BANG BANG BANG BANG. More pounding.

HANDJOB
J.F. Christ. Hold on...

Putting the phone down on the ugly marble coffeetable which is piled high with
Varietys and old scripts, Handjob sort of falls off the couch.

BANG BANG BANG.

HANDJOB (OS)
Coming...

He picks himself up and staggers towards the door.

IN THE FOYER

(which is decorated with this huge Reservoir Dogs poster featuring Harvey Keitel
pointing a Magnum right at us), Handjob barely has the chance to turn the doorknob
before Cowboy comes busting in, shoving him back into the living room.

COWBQY -
Where is he??? Is he hera?

Handjob, too high to feel threatened, just laughs.

HANDJOB
He was here like an hour or so ago...but no, man, he's not here
now... Barty boy has left the building...

Frustrated, Cowboy roughly pushes Handjob who falils like a rag doll back onto the
bouncy sofa.

COWBOQY
Where'd he go? Did he say where he was going???

HANDJOB
(smiles like it's all some pleasant, floaty dream)
Heaven, man. He said he was taking a hike up that ol' Stairway
To Heaven...

Cowboy is way sad.
cut to




ext-BUS STOP.day

Dark waits, holding an Aron's bag stuffed with freshly purchased CDs. Sitting on the
bench in front of him are THREE SPACE CADET CHICKS with scary hair that he
probably knows from school but he pretends like he doesn't so he won't have to
deal. He hides behind his shades and lights a cig as the Chicks chatter.

CHICK1
OhmyGod. Jujyfruit's party is tonight and | don't have a clue
who to go with!

_ ‘ CHICK2
What about Jason?
CHICK3
I'm going with Jason.
CHICK1
Well then, I'll go with Tomas.
CHICK3
(to CHICK2)
| thought you were going with Tomas.
CHICK2

Tomas has a dinky weenie.

Dark looks at his watch: his bus wili never come and he'll have to listen to thase
annoying bitches for-fucking-ever.

CHICK3
You did Tomas?

CHICK2
I'm sure, gross.
{as an afterthought)
| thought Jason was doing Tomas.

CHICK1
-Jason is doing that Valley sluthole llenaSchwarzkopf.
CHICK3
Un true. Says who?
CHICK1
llene.
CHICK3

And you believe her? She lives in Whittier!

Dark yawns.




(sJ
)

CHICK2
If Jason did llene, then he must've done Richard.

CHICK1 AND CHICK3
Who's Richard?

CHICK2
llene's other scag. She's totally into these kinky threeways.

CHICKS3
llene is a whore.

Bored out of his fucking mind, Dark starts looking around the street.

HIS POV

There's like this green, geckolike SPACE ALIEN (with a tail even) wandering totally
-unnoticed amongst the oblivious pedestrians across the way.

BACK TO SCENE
Dark does a double take - like What The Fuck?

CHICK1
Is Richard the surfer with the hairlip who drives a black Jetta?

CHICK2
No, he's got a Lexus.

Dark starts frantically foraging through his backpack for his video8 camaera.

CHICK
Whatevaer.
(beat)
| thought he hung himsalf.
CHICK2
No, he's totally gorgeous. Plus he's got a Lexus.
CHICK1

Oh. Is he gay?
Dark finally pulis his camera out amidst a tangle of cords and wires. Switches it on...
WAY BUMPY HANDHELD VIDEO POV

The Alien gradually COMING INTO FOCUS. But the BATTERY WARNING LIGHT
starts blinking and the SCREEN quickly goes DEAD.

CHICK2
Who? Jason?

CHICK3
Richard?




Frustrated, Dark swats the side of his camera with his palm, trying to get more juice
out of the damn thing, but it's no use...

CHICK{1
Tomas.

Chick2 and Chick3 look at Chick1, roll their eyes.

CHICK3
Well, duh. What do you think, dingleberry?

Dark watches incredulously as the Alien aims a strange RAYGUN CONTRAPTION at
the Three Chicks...

CHICK 2
| swear, Trudi, sometimes you are so naive...

Chick1 sits there with a sheepish expression on her face.
CLOSE

on Dark's dumbfounded reaction as we hear this huge OS ZZZZZAAAAAAPP
(like the sound of cattle being fried on an electric fence).

Dark looks down to where the Three Chicks ware sitting and they're gone without a
trace. Well, actually, all that's left behind is their RETAINERS - which look somehow
terrifying and funny at the same time, all wire and pink, pre-formed plastic grossness.

He looks back across the street and
HIS POV

The Alien has likewise vanished.
BACK TO SCENE

Dark scans all around but it seems that nobody else has even noticed what he thinks
he's just witnessed - it's just the bustling buzz of urban life as usual.

Holding his camcorder limply at his side, Dark is totally bewildered.

Was he just hallucinating? Was this all just some acid flashback or something?
cut to

ext-HOLLYWOOD BLVD ROOFTOP.dusk

This monumental, surreat billboard advertisement for Forest Lawn Mortuary ("Like
Any Beautiful Place - Reservations Required") suspended high over the fitthy, brown

city.
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Directly beneath this cool visual, Bart sits amidst the gravel and pigeonshit. He
grasps onto the metal railing, hanging like a scarecrow or a fucked up Jesus, rolling
his limp head back, surrendering to the chemical nirvana coursing through his veins.

Then SOMEBQDY, A FIGURE, casts a long dark shadow aver his inert form. Bart
slowly revolves his eyes in his skull to see who it is.

COWBOY (0OS)
| figured you'd be here.

Identifying his lover through the evanescent haze, a languid smile materializes on
his pale face.

BART

Though they've been through this scenario a million times, it still tears Cowboy apart
to see the guy he loves like this.

COWBOY
Bart. You promised me, man. You promised.

BART
(after a way longer than normal response time)
I'm sorry, Cowboy. I'm really sorry....

Cowboy gazes down at his junked-up bf and wants to cry.

COWBOY
Bart...

Bart looks up into Cowboy's painfilled eyes and it's torture for both of them: it's like
they're two drowning boys clinging to the same sinking liferaft.

BART
I'm trying, man. | swear i'm trying...

All Cowboy wants is to hold Bart in his arms, take care of him, make everything
airight again - bt that's not allowed.

COWBOY
Bart, man, you have got to get clean. You've gotto. Or it's all
over. You, me, the band, the whole falafel...

BART
| will. You know | will, Cowboy.
COWBOY
| mean it this time, Bar.
BART

OK, OK....
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Bart reaches out to Cowboy, a seductive invitation that he normally is unable to
resist. Bart knows, even as wasted as he is, that he’s got this power over Cowboy,
that their love blurs his judgement like a strong drink (or drugs, for that matter).

BART
Come here.

Cowboy logks at the guy he cherishes more than anything in this world and can feel
his defenses melting...

BART
C'mon....

Cowboy's on the verge, perched on the brink of giving in, succumbing to his intense
need for Bart but

COWBOY
(tearing himself away at the last minute)
No, man.

He steps out of Bart's powerful magnaetic fieid.

COWBOY
Just get clean, OK? Please? I'll do anything to help you
through it - but we cannot do this anymore. Do you get it? No
More.

He runs off, leaving Bart sitting there, marooned. Angry, wasted and sad sad sad all
at once, he gives the iong-gone Cowboy the finger.

BART
{a bitter murmur)
| love you too, dude.

If only he wasn't so fucking high, he could muster up the energy for tears.
cut to

int-HANDJOB'S CONDO.dusk
cu

Kozy, mirrored sunglasses still on, a cig dangling from his lower lip, counts ten-dollar
bills as menacing, techno-drone MUSIC {something along the iines of pre-discofied
CABARET VOLTAIRE) plays in the BG.




Cu

Bart's beautiful, drugged-out face. Impassive, eyes totally dead, lit by blood red,
pulsating STROBES.

THIRD CU

Kriss licks Bart's nipple ring, pushing it around with her strong tongue. As she moves
in to chew on the steel ring and tender flesh, we TILT UP to Bart's head rolling
around in exquisite agony.

Suddenly, he jerks in pain too intense to be mistaken for pleasure.

BART
AHht

As Bart's head flops back in tormented ecstasy, Kozy steps forward, wielding a pair
of shiny, stainless steei ELECTRICAL PLIERS in his right hand. Placing his left on
Bart's hot cheek with territying gentieness, he speaks in a voice that sounds like
Robocop-meets-Night Of The Living Dead.

KOZY
Dear, sweet and tender Bart... ,
(bringing the pliers closer, closer, closer
to Bart's quivering, intact right nipple)
How do you spell Relief?

IN A TIGHT TWOSHOT

We don't see what happens to Bart's nippie but we do watch his reaction, a HOWL of
orgasmic anguish. Killing the pain with more pain - but a pain that is, at least,
physical, sharp and definable.

And Kozy smiles, an icy, very scary smile, for the first time. His teeth are all capped in
glinting silver, like that bad guy from the James Bond movies.
cut to

‘e

int-ELVIS'S CONDOQ.dusk

In contrast to his grungy image, Elvis lives in a sleek, ultra-moderne, yuppified
highrise. Over the leather and polished chrome sofa, thare's a huge framed photo of
the two loves of his life: himself and his Harley.

There's the OS SLAM of the door and he and Alyssa, tearing each other's clothes off,
make their way over to the couch and PLOP down on it.

ALYSSA

(inbetween tongue-wrastling him)
| wrote a poem for you last night. Want me to read it to you?

He RIPS her shirt off.
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ELVIS
No.

He starts sucking her face.

- ALYSSA
Hey Elvis.... Do you believe in God?

Elvis lifts both her arms and devours her pits.

ELVIS
{inbetween the left and right one)
| don't believe in anything.

Groping behind the sofa, he pulls out a THICK, BLACK LEATHER STRAP.

ALYSSA
You have to believe in something.

ELVIS
No | don't.

He removes her bra and yanks it tight around his neck as a choker.

ELVIS -
Tie me up.

Alyssa obedienﬂy complies, pausing only to kiss him sweetly on the cheek.

ALYSSA
OK, Mr. Kinky.

He undoes his grody jeans and she helps tug them off. Hurled across the room, they
land on the immaculate white carpet with a FLOP.

Alyssa's got his hands behind his back and is cinching the beit.

ELVIS
Tighter. Tighter...

Alyssa does as instructed, yanking on the strap with all her 90-pound might, till you
can practically hear his tendons popping.

ALYSSA
(breathing hard after such exertion)
This OK?

Elvis groans like a pleased pig. She removes his dingy white Calvin Kieins and
flings them across the room too - they land on a miniature STATUE OF DAVID.

Laying his now-naked {and of course, below the frameline) body across Alyssa's lap,
he barks out his next command.
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ELVIS
Spank me, baby. Spank my hot, tight, round ass!

She starts hitting him, SLAP SLAP SLAP.

ELVIS
Harder! HARDER!!!

Alyssa does as told, WHAP WHAP WHAP.
ALYSSA
(not interrupting her spanking rhythm)
Uh, Elvis?...

He makes more animal noises inbetween the WHAP WHAP WHAPs,

ALYSSA
y'know what?....
WHAP.
Elvis grunts.
ALYSSA
luh...
WHAP.,
ALYSSA
(her voice unsure)
I love you.
WHAP.

ELVIS
(muttering into the cushion)
{ love you too, cuddiebunny...

This fills Alyssa with joy. She puts all her heart and soul into her spanking, much to
Elvis's masochistic delight, WHAPWHAPWHAPWHARP....

cutto

int-DARK'S BEDROOM.evening
ULTRA-ULTRA SLOMO VIDEQ PQV

FRAME BY FRAME through the televoid murk. A mosaic of blurry, bumpy, handheld
mush - the street, cars, the BATTERY WARNING LIGHT blinking - it's the footage
Dark shot earlier trying to capture the Alien on tape. instead all he got was utterly
indecipherable VIDEQ SLUDGE.
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BACK TO SCENE

Watching all this on his desktop monitor, surrounded by the enveloping gloom of his
room, Dark silently mouths the word "Fuck”.

There's the OS RAT TAT TAT of someone tapping on his window.

CLICKING off his TV, he goes to investigate and finds Mel climbing in his window.
Sipping a brewski, she holds a second bottle out for him.

MEL
(way cute)
Thirsty?
Dark smiles.
DARK
Mel.

Making herself right at home, Mel throws herself down on Dark's sprlngy unmade
bed - looking ever-so-boneable in the dim, romantic light.

MEL
How ya doin’, smiley?

Dark perches on the edge of the bed.

DARK
OK... now.

His eyes meet hers and there's this incredibly touching, melancholy moment
betwaeen the two of them: it's like they can't exprass in words all the screwy, messy
feelings, the emotional static between them.

So instead, they give up and lean towards each other and kiss, meeting halfway in
the middie. The contact between them is gentle, uncertain and somehow
heartrendingly desperate.

TIGHT TWOSHOT
Their sumptuous lips part and their foreheads roll against each other like gears.
DARK
Mel...
MEL
(imitating him)
Dark...
DARK
(smiles)

| love you, Mel. Totally, true and pure...




MEL
Me too.

They kiss sweetly like the couple on the Closeup toothpaste box.

DARK
i just wish that we didn't like get together with so many other
people 'n' stuff.

' MEL

Palooka, you know...

(kisses him)
| firmly believe...
(kisses him again)
, that human beings are built for...
! (kiss #3)
sex and for jove...
(kiss #4)

And that we should dole out as much of both as possible
before we're old and ugly and nobody wants to touch us
’ _ anymore.

She roughly shoves Dark down on the bouncy mattress.

DARK
(sighs, they've been through this ocne many times
before)
| know...
MEL
And...

(another kiss)
just because | makae it...
(kiss)
‘other guys and girls...
(kiss)
That has no effect whatsoever on my feelings for you.

Dark sighs ag’air'm

DARK
Sometimes | fesl so old-fashiocned and from another planet. But
its like I'm half a person without you.
MEL
(beams)
You are so cute.

She thrusts her tongue down his throat and proceeds to peel off his grimy t-shirt.

DARK
(lying back, surrendering himself to
another great round of teen-tucking)
Life is so complicated.



cut to

int-BETTER HOMES AND GARDENS-STYLE HOUSE.evening

Cu

In the hallway of a cheery, ultra-middleclass dwelling, therg's a LARGE FRAMED
PHOTO on the wall - one of those multiple-photo collage deals filled with pictures of
Alyssa and Shad as kids. One PHOTQ in particular is singled out, a TIGHT SHOT of
the impossibly beautiful, raven-haired twins, cheek-to-cheek. And though they're the
apotheosis of Sears Portrait cuteness, thera's something dark, unsettling, aimost
Omen-like about them as they stare into the lens...

SHAD :
{a low OS muffled moan)
| love you, Lilith, | love you...

The CAMERA FOLLOWS the sound of Shad's voice, tracking towards the bedroom
located at the end of the hall.

SHAD
(more garbled OS mumbling)
| love you more than life, more than death, more than time and
space... i love you, | love you, | love you...

As we enter color-coordinated, suburban bedroom, we find Shad and Lilith doing the
dirty on his parents’ bed. He's got one of those wiffle-bail bondage things stuffed in
his mouth (explaining his muffly voice); she's on top, dripping hot candle wax on his
bare, quivering torso.

SHAD
(gurgling as he nears orgasm)
.... llove you......

LILITH
. (ready to come to0)
| bet...you say that... to all the girts.

SHAD
(right on the verge)

Oh Lilith, Lilith, LILITH...
back to

int-ELVIS'S CONDOQ.evening
cu

Alyssa's face, all sweaty, her hair's a wreck. With Elvis's OS face in her lap, she’s
gasping desperately, also about to come (that twin thing again).
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ALYSSA
l....
..
can'...
b-breathe.... |...
(big monster climax)

AAAAAAAAAAAAHHHH--

cutto

v

MOSES HELPER, a frighteningly hunky, charismatic televangslist (played by like
postpunk pinup Henry Rollins) in the midst of a passionate sermon. At the bottom of the
screen, a TELETYPE scrolls: "REACH OQUT AND TOUCH MOSES HELPER... CALL 1-

714-HI-JESUS...

MOSES HELPER
In this world of sexual depravity and perversion, who can lead you
out of the muck, out of the dank, filthy swamp that mankind has .
foolheartedly allowed itself to sink into? Who is the Onty One who
can save you from an existence of emptiness and misery???

Moses's scary, overweight Orange County AUDIENCE chimes in iike lobotomazod
drones.

TV AUDIENCE
(in unison)
JESUSI

MOSES HELPER
Jasus!| JESUS! Jesus, Jesus, Jesus. Jesus, Our Lord. Jesus who
died on the Cross for our sins so that we might be Saved.
Welcome Jesus into Your Lifa, Brothers and Sisters, So That He
Might Show You The Way To The Glorious Kingdom of Godlf

The TV Audience goes wikl, shouting "Jesus, Jesus, Jesus® as Moses Helper,
glamorously backlit, raises his arms towards Heaven, a smgle tear of joy trickling down
his cheek.

The sound suddenly goes DEAD, and the images of Mosas and his rabid congregation
seem even more foreboding and unsettling silent.

MR. TEEN IDOL (OS)

| read someplace that that dude's got like tweive wives...
- cutto
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int-CHATEAU MARMONT .evening

Mr. Teen Idol pushing the 'MUTE' butten on the remote. He and Egg sit on the couch in
front of the TV.

Eqg, more than a little tipsy, giggles. Mr. Teen |dol reaches for the half-empty bottle of
Absolut Citron on the coffee table.

EGG
I think I'm drunk.

MR. TEEN IDOL
(smiles, refilling her glass)
Most excellent.

He holds up his glass and proposes a toast.

MR. TEEN IDOL
To Destiny.

His sparkling biue eyes take hers hostage as their glasses connect with a symboiic
CLINK. They exchange smiles and drink.

MR. TEEN IDOL
Hey.

Looking up from her glass, Egg's eyes are wide with nervous anticipation.

EGG
what?

He puts his drink and hers down on the table and moves in for the kill...

TIGHT TWOSHQOT
He traces her delicate profile with his fingertips.

MR TEEN IDOL
{silky smooth)
You-are so beautiful.

Egg would blush but her face is already rosy from the alcohol. Mr. Tesn idol leans in, his
pouty lips practically touching hers within the confines of the intimate CU.

MR. TEEN IDIOL
Know what the difference between sex and love is?

Egg shakes her head as he ever-so-sensuously wets her dry lips with his warm tongue.
As their profiles separate, he stares deep deep deep into her soul.

MR. TEEN IDOL
Fifteen minutes.
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Before she c¢an laugh at the punchline, he is smothering her mouth with his own. Their
kissing grows more passionate and urgent by the minute, and intercourse of the most

intanse kind is rapidly becoming inevitable.

But...

Something, which is hardly even perceptibie at first, develops between them, gradually,
progressively by degrees. It's like this subliminal undercurrent of roughness, vicience
that inexorably creeps into their forepiay and spreads like a virutent infection.

He's starting to hurt her. Getting scared, she tries to pull away...
EGG

Mr. Teen Idol glares at her and out of the blus, SLAPS her really hard across the face.
She gasps in shock but the whole thing is happening too fast and is too unreal for her to
really react. As he continues to molest her, she starts to cry, whimpering like a lost kitten.

EGG
Don't... please don'.....

Mr. Teen Idol has instantly transformed into a total monster. Tearing off her clothes, he
forces his tongue so far down her throat that she can't scream or hardly even breathe.

MRAR. TEEN IDOL
Don't play innocent littie virgin with me, babe. You want me. Admit
it. You want {0 make it with me so you can go braggin' to all your
little slutress friends "Hey, | just screwed a big star, arent | just So

Bitchen???.

Egg takes advantage of the opportunity and makes a desperate scramble for the door,
but Mr. Teen Idol tackles her on the carpeted floor. She lands with a bonebruising
THWUD and BANG, hits her head on the edge of the coffes table.

EGG
(bleeding at the temple now)
No...po... Dont...

Mr. Teen idoi savagely hits her again and she goes sprawling, blood gushing from her
nose now too.

EGG
God... please, stop...

Pinning her arms behind her back, he fetches a nearby coathanger and binds her wrists
together, the wire cutting into her soft white flesh.




EGG
(hysterical now, scbbing uncontroliably)
WHATRE YOU GONNA DO? WHATRE YOU GONNA DO TO

ME??227?
SUDDENLY

There's a ioud KNOCKING at the door and Mr. Teen Idol clamps his hand over Egg's
mouth.

CONCIERGE (0S) :
Sir? Excuse me, sir? is everything alright? We heard noises...

His eyes crazed, Mr. Teen Idol's got his hand pressed so tightty over Egg's mouth that
sha's turning blue.

MR. TEEN IDOL .
I'm fine. | just knocked over a chair by accident...

CONCIERGE (0S)
Sorry to bother you, sir. Have a good evening.

MR. TEEN IDOL
Thanks. B

As the sound of the Concierge's footsteps and Egg's last ray of hope disappear down
the corridor, Mr. Teen Idol leans in to whisper hotly, sinister, in her ear.

MR. TEEN IDOL
Woell, that was a close call, now wasn't it?... But tonight is your
lucky night, little Egg. You're about to get the best dogging of your
perky, pathetic life, and you're gonna love every single second of
it. You'll teel like you've just died and gone straight to Heaven...

His hand still on her mouth, he drags the kicking and flailing Egg into the bedrocom and

SLAMS the door shut.
cutto
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int-DARK'S BEDROOM.night
Dark and Mel, all post-coital cuddly on his demoiished bed.

As Mel drags on the requisite after-fuck joint, staring