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ACT ONE

EXT.  SUBURBAN HOME - AFTERNOON

Duplexes line the street with modest front lawns and white
picket fences.  The homes are close together.

People move among the driveways and lawns, working on cars
or getting the mail.

Leaves fall from trees and scatter across the road.

A large yellow school bus stops along the road.  The brakes
squeal as it halts.

The door opens and young grade school students pour out.

ANDREW SANDERSON, aged 9 steps out.  He wears a large red
backpack with cartoon characters.  He's dressed in slacks
and a blue t-shirt.  He holds a walkman in one hand and a
book in the other.

RICHIE LEVIN, aged 11 walks out of the bus.  His hair's curly
and red.  He's dressed in blue jeans and jacket.  He's clearly
agitated.

LEVIN
Fuckin' homo.

Sanderson looks over his shoulder with a frightened look
crosses his face.  He quickens his pace, and cinches up his
backpack.   

He begins to walk faster.

LEVIN (CONT'D)
Where ya going, homo?  

Sanderson starts to run.

Levin gives chase.  He catches up to Andrew and trips him. 
Levin's much bigger than Andrew.

Andrew falls on his face.  Levin pounces on him and pummels
him.

INT. SUBURBAN HOME - MOMENTS LATER

The home is furnished with sofa, wooden chairs.  Family photos
hang on the wall along with cheap art.

Andrew limps through the doorway.  His nose and mouth are
bleeding.  His shirt's torn, dirty and bloody.
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The family room, kitchen, and dining room are all in the
open. 

A large, heavy, wooden television in the family room is
playing sport highlights.

Empty beer cans are piled on a table next to a love seat.

Smoke rises above the seat.

FRED SANDERSON, muscular sits in the chair.  He's in his
early 40's with graying hair.  He wears a wife-beater and
blue police-uniform pants.  He holds a beer, a cigarette
hangs from his lips.

FRED
Shut the damn door Andy.  

ANDREW
(quietly)

Okay, pa.

He shuts the front door.

His father looks over his shoulder to watch and sees his
kid. 

FRED
What the hell happened to your face?

ANDREW
(stifling sobs)

Richie beat me up.

Fred stands up and moves towards his son, beer in hand.

FRED
Why?

ANDREW
He thinks I'm a homo.

FRED
But you're no homo, right?

Andrew straightens up and tries to look brave.  His lip
trembles.  Tears form in his eyes.

ANDREW
But I'm not.

FRED
You at least get a few hits in?
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ANDREW
He tripped me.  I was so scared.

FRED
Damn.  This is the second time this
year.  Stay there.

Andrew looks to the side.

Fred steps away and picks up a corded phone.

FRED (CONT'D)
Hey, Levin?  It's Fred from two doors
down.

He listens for a moment.

FRED (CONT'D)
Yeah.  You're kid beat up mine again. 
'Called him a queer, or something.

He listens for a moment and cocks his head back towards
Andrew.

FRED (CONT'D)
I don't want this happenin' again,
understand?  See you around, maybe
at the Barbaque next week.

He hangs up the phone.

FRED (CONT'D)
Richie's pop says he won't do it
again.

ANDREW
Thanks dad.

FRED
Meantime, you ain't gonna lose again. 
We'll toughen you up.  Show me what
you got.

Fred puts his hands up in a boxing stance and throws a slow
punch, over Andrew's head.

Andrew cowers from the blow.

ANDREW
Damn, you got nothing.  Decision's
made.  You're taking Karate starting
next week.
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INT. KARATE DOJO - NIGHT

Fred half drags Andrew through the karate dojo's front
entrance.

FRED
Get in there, Andy.

The SENSEI wear's a black karate gi and a black belt with 4
red stripes.  He notices the pair and walks over.

SENSEI
Hi.  You must be Andy.  Your dad
called me, said you needed some help.

He offers his hand to Andrew, who tentatively shakes it.

FRED
Yep.  You need to toughen him up. 
Make 'im a man.

SENSEI
Mr. Sanderson, your son's in good
hands.  We'll see you in an hour.

The Sensei winks at Andrew.

Fred shakes his hand and walks away.

SENSEI (CONT'D)
We're not here to 'toughen' you up,
Andy, or make a man out of you.

ANDREW
But, I keep getting beat up.

SENSEI
I teach avoidance here.  Violence is
the absolute last resort.

ANDREW
Then what am I going to learn.

SENSEI
If you stay with the program, you'll
become a true martial artist. 
Discipline, mental toughness, and
physical fitness.  Last of all, I'll
teach you to fight.  Why do you get
beat up, Andrew?

ANDREW
(hesitant)

The kids keep calling me a 'homo. 
Or fag.
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SENSEI
Why do they call you that?

ANDREW
'Cause I play with dolls.

SENSEI
You play with dolls?  You mean G.I.
Joes, Transformers or whatever you
kinds like now?

ANDREW
Barbies.  And Cabbage patch kids.

SENSEI
Damn.  Well.  I don't know what to
make of that.  So, let's just get
you started for now.

He leads him onto the mats.  The Sensei bows and indicates
Andrew should do the same.

INT. SUBURBAN HOME - LATER

Andrew and Fred walk into the home.  A large trash bag sits
in the hall.  Andrew takes no notice of it.

He walks up the stairs.

INT. ANDREW'S ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Andrew opens his door.

The walls are barren.  On his bed, lays boxes of military
figurines.  Toy guns hang off his bedpost.

Andrew runs over to his closet, opens it, revealing an empty
box.

He immediately starts to cry.

His dad walks into the room.

FRED
You noticed?

ANDREW
Where are my dolls and my Blankie?

FRED
I threw 'em out.  I'm toughening you
up.  Those aren't going to help you. 
They're for girls.  This is the first
step.



6.

ANDREW
But.

FRED
No buts, son.  These are your new
toys.  You can say goodbye to your
old ones, before I put 'em out for
the dumptruck.

Andrew runs out of the room and down the stairs.

INT. SUBURBAN HOME - CONTINUOUS

Andrew runs out to the hall, still sobbing.

He opens the bag, revealing dolls of all types.  -

FRED
(from upstairs)

You can't keep any of that. *

Andrew pauses for a moment then pulls out a small doll and
puts into his pocket.

INT. KARATE DOJO: EIGHTEEN YEARS LATER - DAY

An older, ropy muscled Andrew stands in front of his very
own karate dojo.  He's dressed in a black and white gi,
wearing a black belt with three red stripes.

He's clean shaven, with short hair.  His knuckles are
pockmarked with scars.  A tattoo can be seen peaking out
from his sleeve.

A small group of adults and kids, dressed in uniforms practice
martial arts.

Andrew quietly picks a black belt, BILL out of the group and
pulls him aside.

Bill is a stocky man in his early 20's.  He wears a black,
well-worn uniform

ANDREW
Bill, ready to do some demo?

BILL
Sure, sensei.

ANDREW
(to class)

Class, stop what you're doing for a
bit.  Bill and I will be demonstrating
some self defense moves, against
edged weapons and clubs.
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The class halts their practice and focuses on the pair.

Andrew hands Bill a rubber knife as the class watches on.

ANDREW (CONT'D)
What's the easiest way not to get
stabbed?

SARAH, a 35 year old woman dressed in a white uniform, wearing
a orange belt holds up her hand.

SARAH
Get out of the way?  

ANDREW
Well, yes.  Moving out of the way is
the easiest way not to get stabbed. 
The most important thing of all
though, is avoidance.  I mean, don't
put yourself in position to get get
stabbed.  Don't go into a biker bar
and slap the biggest guy in the face.
Now, go ahead Bill.

Andrew signals for Bill to attack.

Bill steps in and jabs the knife at Andrew's belly.  Andrew
quickly moves inches to the side and turns his upper body. 
The knife sails by his stomach.

ANDREW (CONT'D)
See.  It's just a quick move.  It'll
save your life.

SARAH
But, he won't just stop with that.

ANDREW
You're right.  If they're trying to
stab you, you're in a world of shit. 
Pardon my French.  You always want
to control the knife hand.  Grab
hold of it.

Bill swings his knife in again.  Andrew sidesteps and grasps
his hand.

ANDREW (CONT'D)
From here, you can do any number of
things.

Andrew flips Bill over on the map with a quick twist of his
wrist.
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Andrew continues his demonstrations with takedowns, flips,
arm breaks, sweeps, and killing moves.  The class follows
along and practices them.

Andrew checks the wall on the clock.  He holds his hand up
in a tight fist. 

ANDREW (CONT'D)
Alright class, that's enough for
tonight.  Line up and bow out.

The class quickly lines up in order of belts.  Andrew leads
them in a traditional martial arts bow to end the night's
session.

The group begins to trickle out of the Dojo, Andrew watches
them leave.

Andrew locks the door behind the last student and steps into
a small office.

INT. OFFICE - MOMENTS LATER

Andrew's office contains a computer, desk, and three chairs.

The walls are covered with martial arts awards, pictures of
students getting black belts.

One section of the wall is covered with photos, awards and
memorabilia of Andrew's military career.

Some of the photos show a younger Andrew teaching martial
arts to soldiers.  Others are from combat, and award
ceremonies.

A plaque holds Combat Infantry Badge, bronze star, and a
purple heart.

Andrew sits down and boots his computer and opens his drawer
for a pen.

The small doll from his childhood is partially hidden behind
ledgers.

The computer comes to life.  Andrew pulls up his financial
statements.  The school is losing money.

Andrew absentmindedly draws squiggles over desk calendar.

ANDREW
Fuck.  Fuck. Fuck.

He stands up and leaves.
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INT. ANDREW'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Andrew sits down with a beer in front of the television. 
There's an open box of pizza next to him.

Above the fake fireplace 2 AR-15 rifles hang criscrossed,
mimicing the traditional symbol of the United States Army 
Infantry.

A local news program is muted.  A graphic behind the female
REPORTER shows a bat, gun and knife over the top of a gay
pride symbol.  The words Violence Against Gays are prominently
displayed below the weapons.

Andrew notices words and perks up.  He un-mutes the t.v.

REPORTER
Last night, a pair of gay men were
assaulted and hospitalized as they
walked through City Park.  The police
have increased patrols around local
gay bars and hangouts.  

The screen cuts to a Police Captain, Andrew's father, Fred,
in front of microphones.

FRED
Last night's violence was the latest
in a string of assaults against gays
in our city.  It's troubling for the
gay community and we intend to place
all available resources on the case.

ANDREW
Bullshit, dad.

He mutes the television and drinks his beer.  He unfreezes
his laptop from a screensaver.

Immediately, a gay personals site pops up.  He checks his
mail.

He has one new email, from a local gay male, requesting more
pictures and info, with the hopes of setting up a date.

Andrew begins to type a response.  It's short and too the
point, he wants sex.

He hesitates before sending the response and ends up erasing
the email.  Instead he browses the rest of the personals,
while sipping his beer.

Outside his window, police sirens wail.
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EXT. CITY PARK - DAY

Andrew, clad in running gear, stretches out.  He wears an
Mp3 player around his bicep.  One of the headphones dangles
out of his shirt, the other in his ear.

People similarly dressed mill about.   

SHAWN MORGAN, a lithe, white male in his late 20's runs in
place for moment nearby.  He's dressed in all black and holds
a water bottle.  He looks over at Andrew for a few moments
and starts inching closer.

Andrew's ipod plays heavy metal.  He starts to run quickly
away from the crowd.

Shawn follows behind, listening to classical music.  He keeps
pace.

EXT. CITY PARK - LATER

Andrew, sweaty runs in a circle around a large pond.

He trips and falls.  His ankle rolls and he writhes in pain. 

From a hundred feet, away Shawn notices and runs over to
him.

SHAWN
You alright?

ANDREW
I think so.  It's just twisted.

SHAWN
Let me check.

ANDREW
No, it's fine.

Andrew tries to stand, and falls over again.

SHAWN
You were in the military, right?

ANDREW
Yah.  How'd you know?

SHAWN
The tattoos, and you only keep one
earphone in.  I used to do the same
overseas on gate guard.

Shawn points to a tattoo of the Soldier's cross with a rifle, 
boot, dogtags, and kneeling soldier.  



11.

The name JACKSON is written in block letters below the boots.

ANDREW
You served?

Shawn pulls down his tshirt over his chest.  A black and
white tattoo of the Combat Medic Badge hovers over his nipple.

SHAWN
Combat Medic.  You?

ANDREW
Infantry.  Shit.  Maybe you should
take a look at this.

Andrew points at his already blackening ankle.

SHAWN
From here, it just looks sprained. 
I'll help you back.

Shawn helps him up, and puts Andrew's arm over his shoulder. 
The pair walk off into the woods, headed to the parking lot.

EXT. CITY PARK - LATER

Andrew leans against his car.  It's a rusted, 1980's red
Ford Sedan.

Shawn smokes a cigarette.

SHAWN
Opens up the lungs.

ANDREW
So what do you do now, that you're
out?

SHAWN
Run a bar.

ANDREW
Which one?

SHAWN
Skinny Pete's downtown.

ANDREW
Haven't heard of it.

SHAWN
It's new.  You should come check it
out.
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ANDREW
Maybe.  What's a good night to go?

SHAWN
Saturday's good.  Busy.  Lots of
people there.

ANDREW
I'm not such a huge fan of crowds
anymore.

SHAWN
Just come out, it'll be fun.  Drinks
on the house, 'sides I'll be there
and you can have a VIP tour.

ANDREW
Can't beat that, I guess.

EXT. SKINNY PETE'S - SATURDAY NIGHT

Andrew stands outside the bar.  A large BOUNCER stands in
front of the club, checking Id's.  

Techno music floats out of the bar.

BOUNCER
Thanks for your service.

Andrew nods his head silently.

Andrew walks to the front door and hands the bouncer his
Military ID.

INT. SKINNY PETE'S - MOMENTS LATER

Andrew steps inside Skinny Pete's.  

The music's loud.  Groups of men and a few women dance on
the floor.  

It's a gay bar.  Sweaty men dance together without shirts.  

Andrew looks uncomfortable amongst the crowd.  He checks his
watch, looks from side to side and shifts his weight.  He
quickly turns around and leaves the bar.

EXT. SKINNY PETE'S - MOMENTS LATER

Andrew pushes past the bouncer out into the street.  He looks
over his shoulder at the crowd behind him and walks off.

Andrew heads down the street to towards a row of parked cars.
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As he walks past the alleyway behind the bar, he hears
commotion.  He stops and turns around and looks in the alley.

Shawn's standing with his back to the rear door.  A cigarette
hangs from his lips.  He waves his hands at the group in
front of him.

FOUR GAY BASHERS stand in a semi-circle around him.  Their
fists are clenched.  The men look like rejects from a neo-
nazi movie.  All of them wear jackboots, wife beaters and
jeans.  

Two hold beer bottles.  Another hides a knife backwards in
his fist.  He holds it against his side.

SHAWN
Hey guys.  I don't want trouble here.  

GAY BASHER 1
Fuck you, fag.  

SHAWN
You know, it's free before eleven
tonight.  Why don't you come in?  

Andrew walks into the alley.  No one notices at first. 

GAY BASHER 1
I'd rather kill everyone in there. 
Burn the place down.  Kill all the
fuckin' queers.

SHAWN
That's nice.  Okay.  But it looks
like you could use a dance or two. 
Work out that frusteration.  Do you
happen to like techno?

GAY BASHER 1
I'm going to beat the shit out of
you.  

SHAWN
What are you doing here?

GAY BASHER 1
Stompin' queers, what do you think?

Andrew steps into view.  The group of thugs take a small
step back and divide their attention.

ANDREW
Problem here, Shawn?
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SHAWN
No prob.  I got this.  

GAY BASHER 1
There's a problem.  We get two for
the price of one.  I'm tired of
talking.  Fuck'em up.

Three of the group advance on Andrew, the other slowly move
towards Shawn.  

ANDREW
You don't want this, trust me.

He puts up his hands in a casual defensive posture.  

The first attacker swings a right hook at his head.  Andrew
deflects the blow, as he steps to the side.  He clotheslines
the attacker.

The attacker smashes into the ground and is momentarily dazed.

The second and third thugs reach him at the same time and
start swinging.  

Andrew wards off the punches.  He thrust kicks one into a
trash can and side kicks one in the ribs.

Bones crack loudly and the man falls to the ground, clutching
his side. 

Gay Basher 1 notices the commotion and moves to the fracas. 
He flips out the knife he'd been hiding and swings it in
small circles menacingly. 

Andrew kicks the man with the broken ribs in the head,
silencing him. 

As the leader slashses at his stomach, Andrew shatters his
knee with a kick.  The leg buckles backwards with a crunch. 

From behind, the fourth attacker picks up his bottle from
the ground.  Andrew doesn't see the attack and is blindsided.  

The bottle shatters on his head, leaving shards of glass and
blood on Andrew's head.  

Andrew's dazed and falls to his knees.  One of the men, grabs
his chin and lifts it.  He puts the edge of a knife against
his throat and begins to tighten the blade. 

Shawn puts a Glock 21 handgun in right between the knife
weilder's eyes.  
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SHAWN
Don't try it.  I'll put a bullet in
your fucking brain right now.

The attacker slowly releases his knife and runs off into the
night.  

SHAWN (CONT'D)
(to Andrew)

I told you I had it, hero.

Andrew passes out.

INT. SKINNY PETE'S OFFICE - LATER

Andrew sits in a chair.  

Shawn stands behind him, stitching his head.

ANDREW
You sure you know how to stitch?

SHAWN
I did this all the time overseas.

He pulls the stitches together and expertly ties them off.

ANDREW
What happened?

SHAWN
The cops and paramedics came.  You
tore those guys apart, like a fuckin'
ninja.  

ANDREW
Am I in trouble?

SHAWN
I didn't tell them nothing.  I don't
want your pretty face getting sued.  

ANDREW
They have any idea who those assholes
were?

SHAWN
Local nazi clique.  It looks like
you just solved all those gay bashings
for the cops.  

ANDREW
I'm sure they'll love that.  
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SHAWN
One of the cops, Captain Sanderson,
is he any relation to you?

ANDREW
Yeah.  My father.

SHAWN
I can see where you got your good
looks from.  Anyways, he wasn't too
happy about the way things panned
out.  

ANDREW
He never really cared much for people
like us.

SHAWN
Like us.

ANDREW
Gays. 

SHAWN
How long have you been out?

ANDREW
No one knows.

SHAWN
I knew.  The second I laid eyes on
you, my gaydar went off the charts.

ANDREW
Yeah?  I never told anyone. 

SHAWN
I'm a start.  Why didn't you stay in
the club.

ANDREW
It was a few things.  I'm not used
to this lifestyle.  The noise and
crowds didn't help either.  

SHAWN
You still having issues from the
war?  

ANDREW
I guess.  Lot's of residual anger.

SHAWN
I see that.  How long were you in?
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ANDREW
Five years, two tours.  Fallujah,
Najaf, and Baghdad.  How do you keep
sane?

SHAWN
I run the club, sometimes the noise
and people bother me.  But it's more
of immersion therapy.  I spent three
years as a medic.  It wasn't for me. 
It was too hard to hide who I really
was. 

ANDREW
You knew back then?

SHAWN
All my life.  Never liked women.

ANDREW
I tried fish a few times, didn't
really go for it.

SHAWN
You been with men?

ANDREW
Only a couple here and there.  Never
really even kissed one.  Too ashamed
of myself really.  

SHAWN
Never?

Shawn slowly stops what he was doing, and inches his head
down towards Andrew.

Andrew turns his head and stares into his eyes.  

They kiss, tentatively at firts.  Then more passionately. 
They begin to remove clothing.

INT. SCHOOL BATHROOM - AFTERNOON

A 16 YEAR OLD ANDREW crowds a bathroom stall with CHRISTOPHER
SMITH.

Andrew's dressed in jeans and a tight t-shirt.  Andrew has
put on weight since his childhood.

Christopher is a timid looking boy with clean cut good looks
and wears preppy clothing.

CHRISTOPHER
You really think this is a good idea?
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ANDREW
Come on.  We can't do this at home,
our dads would find us.  No one ever
comes to this bathroom.  

They slowly move into a kissing embrace.

The bathroom door quietly is pushed inwards, revealing a
trio of boys dressed in Varsity Football Jackets.  They're
quite large.

Andrew and Christopher begin to kiss just as the bathroom
stall door is kicked in.  They collapse into each other.  

Rough arms pull Andrew backwards through the door.  The jocks
surround him and start pushing him back and forth.

JOCK 1
Faggots.  I hate faggots.

JOCK 2
Why don't you suck our cocks too?

Christopher cowers back into the toilet. 

ANDREW
Run, Chris.

JOCK 1
Yah run queerbo.  After we're done
with him, it's going to get ugly for
you.

Chris just shakes and watches the scene unfold in front of
him.

ANDREW
You don't want this.

One of the jocks punches him across the face.  Blood shoots
from his lips.

Andrew ducks between the three of them and starts kicking
them in the legs, crotches, stomaches. 

They stumble back and he pummels them all with elbows, fists,
and headbutts.  

After a few seconds, the three jocks lay on the ground
bleeding and out cold.

INT. SUBURBAN HOME - LATER

Andrew and his father stand in the living room.
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FRED
What the fuck happened today, eh?

ANDREW
Three pieces of shit jumped me in
the bathroom.

FRED
Oh?  You beat the fuck out of three
starting football players.  Two landed
in the emergency room.  They're
probably out for the season.  

ANDREW
They deserved it.

FRED
Why?

ANDREW
They just jumped me and a friend in
there.

FRED
What were you doing?

ANDREW
Nothing.

FRED
Sure.  Anyways, I didn't send you
karate to learn how to kill people.

ANDREW
You sent me there to learn to fight. 
I can't walk away all the time, it's
not possible. 

FRED
Fuck.  I've gotta figure this out. 
One guy's parents want to press
charges.  It's a fuckin' mess. 

EXT. CITY PARK - DAY

Shawn and Andrew run around the pond.  

They look at eachother and begin to race.  Shawn speeds past
Andrew.  

The pair collapse on the ground after a few moments of
strenuous exercise.  

Slowly the pair stand up and walk back towards the cars.
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A littered newspaper flies by, unbeknownst to the couple.

The paper's headline reads: KARATE TEACHER SUSPECTED IN
VICIOUS ASSAULT OUTSIDE LOCAL GAY BAR.  The photos under the
headline show the group of thugs being herded into ambulances
and one of Andrew in a full martial arts uniform teaching
kids.

INT. ANDREW'S APARTMENT - LATER

Andrew and Shawn step into the apartment and kiss.

Shawn breaks the kiss.

SHAWN
Gotta check my email.

Andrew turns the television on.

The news is on.  

Behind the reporter is a graphic of police line tape,
handcuffs, and a bat.

The screen cuts to Skinny Pete's alley.

He turns up the volume.

REPORTER
(v.o.)

Last night's assault seemed to be
the latest and most vicious of all
the bashings.  

A video of police milling about the scene plays onscreen.

 

REPORTER (CONT'D)
Police say this man's responsible
for the beatings, which left four
men hospitalized.

Andrew's publicity shot from his Dojo pops up on screen.

REPORTER (CONT'D)
Andrew Sanderson, martial arts
instructor, and veteran is shown in
a video too graphic for television
breaking legs, arms, and kicking men
unconcious.

Andrew's face screws up.
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ANDREW
(slow motion)

Oh, shit.

SHAWN
What's up?

ANDREW
You have to come see this Shawn.

REPORTER
Videos of the beating can be seen on
the popular website Youtube.  As of
this moment, 250,000 people have
watched it and the number's climbing.

ANDREW
Who would have caught it on camera?

REPORTER
The cameraman wishes to remain
anonymous, but sources say, he's
friends with the victims.

ANDREW
This isn't good.  This isn't good at
all.

REPORTER
Witnesses place Andrew Sanderson in
the bar, minutes before the attack.

Andrew rubs his face hard, with both hands. 

ANDREW
Shit, shit, shit. 

SHAWN
This could be good for business. 
You never know.  Let's check the
video out.

Shawn pulls up the Youtube website.  One of the top videos
is labeled GAY NINJA FIGHT!

The video pops up.  At first it's grainy and jumpy.  As the
cameraman steadies the shot, Andrew pops into view.

Andrew begins beating the thugs.  The video's edited, not
showing any provocation.

ANDREW
Gay Ninja?  Ninja?
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SHAWN
Yah.  I think it's cool.  

The video starts playing in slow motion.  It's edited like a
1980's martial arts film.  Double kicks, boards being smacked.

SHAWN (CONT'D)
Hey, this guy's pretty good at
editing.

Andrew shakes his head.  He hears his phone ring, and rushes
over to it.  

The phone call's from his father.  He ignores the call.  

The message box is full, and he has missed dozesn of calls,
quite a few from his father.  There are 27 texts.

Some of the texts read "die faggat monster!,"  "Go gAy Ninja,"
and "child molester!  I'm taking my kids out of your class."

Andrew throws the phone onto the couch in frusteration.

SHAWN (CONT'D)
What's up?

ANDREW
I'm getting calls, texts, and messages
out the ass.  Death Threats, Parents
taking their kids outta my class,
and Gay Ninja shit.

SHAWN
It'll blow over, maybe?

ANDREW
I don't think so.  I'm surprised the
cops haven't kicked in the door yet.

Shawn pulls up another website, GayNinja.Com.  A picture of
A ninja wearing all pink hurls a throwing star that resembles
the Gay Pride symbol.  

SHAWN
This is interesting.

A heavy knocking is heard at the front door.  

POLICEMAN
Police, open up, we have a warrant
for your arrest.

ANDREW
Fuck.
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SHAWN
Fuck's right.  I'll bail you out.

Andrew grabs the door knob.

ANDREW
I'm coming out.  Don't tase me, Bro.

SHAWN
Good one!

POLICEMAN
That'll be up to you Sanderson.

Andrew opens the door to a crowd of policemen in combat gear. 
They stream in before he can move.

Andrew's pinned to the floor and roughly handcuffed.  

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM - NIGHT

The interrogation room is barren of any taste.  The walls
are grey, a pair of chairs sit beside a steel table.  

Andrew sits in one of them, looking at the two way mirror.

Andrew is alone in the room.  His hands and feet are free. 

A styrofoam coffee cup sits in front of him, half drank.  

He checks his watch.

He stands up, and walks to the mirror.

His reflection is marred by greasy palm prints and cracked
glass.

ANDREW
Anyone out there?  I want to get
this over with.

Everything's quiet.

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM - LATER

Andrew looks haggard.  His eyes droop.  

The coffee cup is crushed up in front of him.

The door creaks open and a burly COP walks in.

COP
Wakey, Wakey!

Andrew picks up his head.
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ANDREW
What's going on?

COP
It's time to talk.

ANDREW
About what?  If I'm under arrest, I
want a damn lawyer.

COP
Let me ask you a question?

Andrew lifts his hands in protest.

COP (CONT'D)
Why'd you do it?

ANDREW
Do what?

COP
Put four people in the hospital. 
That's what.

ANDREW
They started it.

COP
That's not what they said.  Tell me
where'd you learn all that shit from? 
The military?

ANDREW
Years of training.  What do you want?

COP
I didn't think they let your kind
in.

ANDREW
What kind are you talking, exactly?

COP
The gay kind.  You ever get turned
on in the shower?  Make a pass at
another soldier in the foxhole?  Ha,
ha, foxhole.  

ANDREW
What the fuck is this?

COP
I didn't think faggots had enough
balls to go to war.
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Andrew shoots up out of his seat and grabs the cop by the
lapels. 

He starts to choke the cop using his own shirt.  The officer's
face starts to turn red.

ANDREW
Fuck you.  Fuck you.

COP
(gagging)

Let me go.

ANDREW
You ever serve, motherfucker?  You
fucking pussy.  You ever see your
buddy's brains leaking out of his
head or picked up pieces of a six
year old girl?

He squeezes harder.

Suddenly OFFICER BROWN bursts into the room.  His weapon's
drawn and pointed at Andrew.

BROWN
Let him go, now.

Andrew let's him go after a moment of hesitation.

The officer points a shaky finger at Andrew.  

COP
I want this fag charged.

BROWN
Think about it, you want everyone to
know you got beaten by a homo?

Andrew looks hard at Brown who holds up a hand signaling him
to stop.

COP
No I guess not.

The officer fixes his shirt and shakes his head.  

BROWN
Leave us.

He leaves.

BROWN (CONT'D)
Good and bad news for you.
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ANDREW
What?

BROWN
You're free to go.  Charges are
dropped.  They raided the cameraman's
house and found the unedited tape. 
You were in the right.  But careful. 

ANDREW
What do you mean?

BROWN
That brings us to the bad news. 
Your studio's a mess.  Some vandals
tore it apart last night. 

ANDREW
Oh no.

BROWN
I'll get someone to take you over
there.  

ANDREW
No, it's not far.  I'll walk.  I
need some fresh air, get away from
everyone here.

BROWN
You know, your dad's a good man. 
Don't do this again and ruin your
life.  He may not be able to help
next time.

ANDREW
Thanks, I guess.

Brown follows Andrew out the door.

EXT. KARATE DOJO - LATER

Andrew stands in front of a disaster.

The front windows are shattered.  Glass is everywhere.  Police
lines criss-cross the scene.

A chair lays among the ruins and glass.

ANDREW
Where'd the chair even come from?

He steps over the glass.  The shards crackle under his shoes.
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INT. KARATE DOJO - CONTINUOUS

The walls are spray painted "DIE FAG" and other vulgarities.

Some of the equipment is lying all around the floor, but
most is missing.

He steps to his office door and unlocks it.  

The office is pristine and untouched.  He turns on the light.

Tears well up in his eyes as he surveys the damage.

He picks up a staff from the office wall and hefts it.  

Andrew begins to batter everything in sight with it.  Trophies
are knocked over, and he stops for a moment before smashing
his elegant equipment display case.

He brings down the staff hard and shatters it.

Andrew falls to his knees and begins sobbing.

INT. KARATE DOJO - LATER

Andrew sweeps up the remaining glass and trash from the floor.  

The wall clock shows it's 3am.

Shawn steps in through the shattered windows.

SHAWN
Hey Andrew.

ANDREW
Shawn? 

SHAWN
I called your dad, he said you'd
been let go, that you were probably
here.

He pulls Andrew close and kisses him.

SHAWN (CONT'D)
You okay?  It looks like you've been
crying.

ANDREW
Look at this place, it's wrecked.  

SHAWN
No big deal.  We can fix it.
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ANDREW
I don't have insurance for this.  I
didn't think I'd need it.  To top
that off, half my students or their
parents called to cancel.  I was
either a bad influence on their kids
or just flat out a molester.

SHAWN
(hesitantly)

We can rebuild it.

ANDREW
All my savings went into this place. 
I'm broke.  Broke.  I don't know
what I'm going to do.

ACT TWO

EXT. COFFEE SHOP - DAY

The sun shines down on a local coffee shop.

Andrew and Shawn hold hands over a coffee table.  Each has a
latte in front of them.

The patio tables are nearly empty.  

Andrew sips his latte.  It leaves a white foamy stain above
his lip.

SHAWN
You look like you did last night.

Andrew is quiet for a moment, then smiles, and wipes his
lips.  

ANDREW
Always the comedian.  I can't see
how you're so positive after all
this.

SHAWN
I'm dating a hero.  My hero.

ANDREW
Shut up.  I should never have gotten
involved.

SHAWN
But it happened.  Your life's changed. 
You can be free. 
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ANDREW
Free to do what?  Starve?  I've no
business, job, or money.

SHAWN
You could always bounce at the club.

ANDREW
I hate techno worse than crowds.

Shawn shrugs.  

ANDREW (CONT'D)
I still don't know how you've managed
to stay sane after Iraq.

SHAWN
I'm just good at hiding it.  It's
like being back in the closet.  I
don't want anyone to know that I'm
crazy.  I'm not sure if there's more
stigma being gay or mental.  You
tell me.

ANDREW
I'm definitely both.  Right now, my
life's chaos.

A group of Men and Women stop as they walk by the couple.

STEVEN and JENNIFER walk up to the pair.

Steven in his 20's is dressed nice, in designer jeans and a
button down shirt.

Jennifer, the same age, wearing a short black skirt with
long hair pulled up in a bun.

JENNIFER
Excuse me?

Shawn and Andrew stop their chatter and look up.

SHAWN
What's up?

JENNIFER
We were wondering.

She pauses.

ANDREW
Wondering what?

He screws up his face in an annoyed look.
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JENNIFER
Wondering if you're really the one
from the internet.  The badass.

Shawn smiles a bit and turns to Andrew.

SHAWN
Andrew?  Want to field this one?

ANDREW
Not really.

SHAWN
Yah, he's the one.  We're kind of
busy right now.  

JENNIFER
Oh.  I understand.  Can I get a
picture before I go?

Andrew waves off the request.

ANDREW
Not right now.  I want some peace
and quiet.

JENNIFER
Sure.  I understand.  Good job, by
the way, kick some ass.

ANDREW
Thanks, have a good day.

Jennifer walks off, smiling and begins to excitedly chat
with her friends.

She's replaced by Steven.

STEVEN
Hey, I know you don't want to be
distubred.

ANDREW
That's right, but now that you're
here, and speaking.  What can I do
for you?

STEVEN
I just wanted to say something. 
You're a hero to me.

ANDREW
That's not what I wanted.
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STEVEN
No.  It's true.  I'm gay.

SHAWN
(smiling)

Really?  I wouldn't have guessed.

STEVEN
What you did, beating the those nazis
up, it was amazing.

ANDREW
To be honest with you, I should have
walked away.  It wasn't the right
answer.

STEVEN
Well.  I wish there were more gay
men like you.  Ready to stand up and
fight.  Fight for our rights.  You
know more and more young gays are
kililng themselves over being bullied.

ANDREW
I've been there before, and it didn't
end well.  What's your name, anyways?

STEVEN
Steven. 

ANDREW
Well, Steven, the best thing for you
is to just take some self defense
courses.  There's plenty of good
schools out there.  Unfortunately, I
don't have a school anymore.

STEVEN
I'm just saying.  We need to stand
up for ourselves.

ANDREW
No, we need peace and understanding. 
War isn't the answer.  What I did
wasn't the right thing.

SHAWN
Andrew, calm down.  He's just got a
little hero worship going on. 

Steven looks uncomfortable for a moment.

ANDREW
Steven.  

(MORE)
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ANDREW (CONT'D)
Take the classes, and encourage 
your friends too.  Justice and peace
begin with you and you alone.

Andrew stands up and offers his hand.  

ANDREW (CONT'D)
Good luck.

STEVEN
(coyly)

Can you sign my chest.

He pulls open his shirt.

ANDREW
(smiling)

Get the hell out of here.  Don't get
my boyfriend here all jealous.

*

Steven walks away.

SHAWN
See, that wasn't so bad.  You've got
yourself a little fan club.

Shawn and Andrew chug the rest of their drinks and walk off,
hand in hand.  

People move out of their way, or across the street as they
near Andrew and Shawn.  

INT. ANDREWS APARTMENT - DAY

Andrew's walks about in a towel, freshly shaved.  His tattoos
and scars glisten in the sunlight.

The home phone begins to ring.

Andrew stretches out and looks at his open hands.  They're
covered with scars. 

The answering machine picks up and a man's voice begins to
speak.

MAN
(on answering machine)

Hi, I think I've got the right number. 
Is this Andrew Sanderson's home.  Of
course, what am I saying?  My name's
Mark Donahue, and I have a offer for
you.  A business offer.

Andrew stops for a moment and looks at the machine.
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INT. SHAWN'S APARTMENT - EVENING

Shawn's apartment's beautifully decorated with art all over
the walls, flowers, a new television and Blu Ray Player.

The light's are turned down to mood lighting.

Shawn cooks chicken in the kitchen.  His hands expertly sautee
the food and managing the side dishes.  

Andrew steps inside Shawn's apartment.  He holds a key.

ANDREW
Shawn?

SHAWN
Hey, in the kitchen.

ANDREW
Where else would you be?

SHAWN
I'm cooking us dinner, ass.  

ANDREW
I missed you today.

SHAWN
You too.  What's up?

ANDREW
I've been thinking about the other
day.  Steven may have been onto
something.  

SHAWN
Yeah?

ANDREW
Yah.  Maybe I can capitalize on it. 
Start anew, from a different angle.  

SHAWN
What changed your mind?

ANDREW
I got a call from someone interested
in partnering up.

SHAWN
Oh?  What's he want?

ANDREW
To meet up and pool our resources. 
Come up with ideas.
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SHAWN
Sounds like it could be good.  You
going to meet.  

ANDREW
Yeah.  I called him earlier.  We're
meeting at the pool hall tommorrow?

SHAWN
That doesn't sound too professional. 
Are you sure this guy's legit?

ANDREW
I hope so.  But I'll be careful. 
I'll just talk tommorrow.

SHAWN
Sounds good, now try this.

Shawn holds out a spoon of broth to Andrew.  

INT. POOL HALL - DAY

A long bar covers half the open space of the pool hall.  The
other half is covered with pool tables and bar stools.  

Several players dressed in dark clothes play pool quietly in
a corner.  

Pool balls crack together in the background.

Among the stools sits MARK DONAHUE.  Mark is of average height
and weight.  His balding head is shaved clean.  Glasses perch
low over his nose as he counts money in his wallet.  He wears
a loose short sleeve dress shirt and tan slacks.

Mark looks up and notices Andrew as he walks into the bar. 
He waves.

MARK
You must be Andrew.

Andrew walks to him, with quick, excited steps.  

ANDREW
And you must be Mark.

They shake hands.  Mark doesn't rise for the greeting.

MARK
Take a seat, Andrew.  

ANDREW
Sure.  This isn't really a normal
place for business meeting is it?
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MARK
Quite a bit of business happens in
bars, it's just a bit more informal,
Andrew.  

ANDREW
I guess it's good.  

MARK
Can I get you anything to drink?

ANDREW
It's too early for a drink.  How
'bout a water?

Mark waves a hand and the bartender fixes a cup of water and
quickly brings it to the table.  

ANDREW (CONT'D)
Thanks.  So what kind of businesses
do you run?

MARK
Venture Capitals.  Small businesses. 
But my passion lies with martial
arts.  I've seen your video, and
there's potential in you.  

ANDREW
What do you mean?

MARK
You ever think of opening a different
kind of martial arts school.  A
special dojo.

ANDREW
That's what I had Mark.  My dojo's
gone, destroyed.

MARK
I mean catered to the LGBT community. 
You could teach them self-defense,
self-reliance, and confidence.  It
could prove to be fruitful.

ANDREW
Maybe.  I mean, it's been on my mind
lately.  But what would your stake
in it be?

MARK
Part of me wants to help others.  

(MORE)
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MARK (CONT'D)
But to be honest, I want to make up
for mistakes I made in another
lifetime.

ANDREW
What mistakes?

MARK
My father was gay.  He never admitted
it, until he got caught with another
man by his wife.  It ruined their
marriage, his life, and my childhood.

ANDREW
What's the problem?

MARK
Well, my brothers and I shunned him,
and drove him away.  He drowned
himself in booze and eventually hung
himself.

ANDREW
So you feel guilty?

MARK
Maybe, maybe.  But since then, I've
turned a new leaf.  I've seen the
err of my ways in your life.  I want
to do something good and make money
at it.

ANDREW
How would we work together here?

MARK
Well we pool our money and resources,
draw up a business plan, marketing,
get a new fancier, studio, and begin.

ANDREW
When can we start?

MARK
Today, as a matter of fact.  Let's
get started. 

Mark throws back a shot and gathers his belongings.

EXT. SHAWN'S APARTMENT - EVENING

Street lights shine down on parked cars, couples walking,
and sidewalks.
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Shawn stands outside the front door of his apartment building
and flips open his phone.

He speed dials #1, Andrew.

SHAWN
Andrew?

ANDREW (O.S.)
Shawn, what's up?

SHAWN
How'd the meeting go?

ANDREW
It went great.  We're going to start
a new dojo.  A dojo for the LGBT
community, both kids and adults.

SHAWN
Sounds like a good idea, but isn't
it a bit quick to be jumping right
into everything.

ANDREW
Sometimes, you gotta take chances.

SHAWN
Well what'd you do today?

ANDREW
We put a bunch of seed money into
the dojo's account.

SHAWN
Andrew.  This isn't sounding good
man.

ANDREW
I need this.  I need to start over.

SHAWN
Stop this.  Think this through, I've
a bad feeling about this guy.  I
mean who is he?  Something's not
right here.

ANDREW
Why would he fuck me over.  I'm a
black belt many times over.

SHAWN
Guns beat kungfu anyday, Andrew. 
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ANDREW
Let's just see how this pans out,
okay?

SHAWN
You should have consulted me before
you did anything.

ANDREW
I know, I know.  I was just so excite.

ANDREW (CONT'D)
This could make us a lot of money
and we can help people at the same
time.

SHAWN
Let's just take this one step at a
time.  Do you have a plan?

ANDREW
Nope.  We'll start in on it tommorrow. 
Where do you think I should build a
new studio?

SHAWN
If anything, I think you should
rebuild the old.  We'll talk in the
morning.  I'm headed off to work.

Shawn hangs up the phone and walks off down the street.

INT. ANDREW'S APARTMENT - DAY

Andrew kicks off the sheets and blanket from his bed.  

He stands up and smiles.

Andrew dials Marc's phone number.

ANDREW
Mark?

MARK (O.S.)
Yah.  Who's this?

ANDREW
Andrew, remember.

MARK
Sure.  I just didn't recognize the
number.

ANDREW
No prob.  When can we get started?
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MARK
Well, check on your account, if the
cheque's cleared, bring the cash
over today.

INT. BANK - AFTERNOON

Andrew waits anxiously in line.  He holds his ID and a
withdrawl slip.  

The female TELLER calls him over.

TELLER
Next, please.

ANDREW
Great.

TELLER
What can I do for you today?

ANDREW
I need to withdraw some money from
my account.

TELLER
(looking at the slip)

Wow, that's a tall order.  Are you
sure?

ANDREW
Yah, just starting a new business.

TELLER
Oh.  Well, let me see.  

She looks at the computer screen.

TELLER (CONT'D)
Well, it looks like your check cleared
early this morning.  Let's get the
money out for you.

ANDREW
Thanks.  I'm so excited.

TELLER
How do you want it?

ANDREW
Hundreds please.

She counts out a large amount of money with the aid of a
machine, then put's it into a thick security bag.
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TELLER
Use this bag, it's free, from the
bank.  The key's inside.

ANDREW
Thanks.  

He grabs the cash and walks out of the bank.

The teller looks after him for a moment, then signals to her
manager.

INT. POOL HALL - EVENING

Andrew enters the bar.

The same few people as before play pool in the darkened
corner.

Mark stands when he sees Andrew.  He comes around the small
table and greets him with a hug.

MARK
Andrew, good to see you.

ANDREW
Good to see you too.  

MARK
You got the money?

ANDREW
Yah, it's all there.  I can't wait
to get this thing started.

MARK
Sure. 

ANDREW
What's the first thing we're going
to do?

MARK
I'm going to take this to a real
estate guy I know.  I got a lead on
a good storefront property in a high
traffic area.

ANDREW
Shawn and I were thinking of
rebuilding the old one.

MARK
I guess that might work.  Anyways,
I'll let you know how it goes.
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ANDREW
Good, I can go work on some new
brochures and business cards, get
this thing going.  

MARK
Yup, catch you later man.

Andrew walks off out of the bar and into the night.

Mark looks out after him for a second, then begins to count
the cash.

INT. SKINNY PETE'S OFFICE THREE DAYS LATER - DAY

Andrew sits behind the Macintosh computer.  He is designing
leaflets onscreen.  

His phone rings and he picks it up smiling.

ANDREW
What?

He listens for a moment.

ANDREW (CONT'D)
Are you sure?

He pauses.

ANDREW (CONT'D)
What the hell...how could this be?

He slaps the computer keyboard to the ground and throws his
phone against the wall.

INT. BANK - LATER

Andrew walks angrily into the bank.  

People wait in line, but Andrew pushes past them and up to
the same teller.

Some of the customers grumble, but look away when they see
the state Andrew's in.

ANDREW
What the fuck's going on?

TELLER
Sir, please calm down and wait your
turn.
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ANDREW
I'm not going anywhere.  The money,
where is it?

TELLER
What are you talking about?

ANDREW
I came in here two days ago and pulled
out 45,000 dollars.  Now my account's
down to negative 42,000.  What
happened?

TELLER
Sir.  I don't know.  Can you sit
over there and wait for the manager.

Andrew throws her business cards across the floor.

ANDREW
Answers, now.

TRICIA, THE BRANCH MANAGER steps out from behind her mahogany
desk across the bank floor.  She walks to the fracas.

The manager's a middle aged woman, short in stature and
dressed in casual business wear.

TRICIA
You must be Andrew.  

ANDREW
Yeah.  

TRICIA
I'm Tricia, the branch manager.  I
was the one who called you.

She extends her hand.  Andrew tentatively shakes it.

TRICIA (CONT'D)
Can we step over here for a moment
and let everyone go about their
business.

ANDREW
I guess.  

She leads him to her desk and points to a wooden chair.

TRICIA
Take a seat and let's talk this over.

ANDREW
What happened?
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He seems to be on the verge of losing it.  His eyes flutter,
almost tearing up.

TRICIA
It appears those cheques you deposited
were fraudulent.  

ANDREW
Those weren't mine.

TRICIA
They were in your name.

ANDREW
But it wasn't my money.

TRICIA
You deposited the funds.

ANDREW
But the bank cleared them.  How can
they take the money aftewards?

TRICIA
The bank can reject bogus cheques up
to years later.

ANDREW
The money, the guy I came with was
the one behind the cheques.

TRICIA
Yes, but you put it into your account. 
The bank holds you accountable.

ANDREW
Why?

TRICIA
It's the bank's policy.  

ANDREW
That's bullshit.

TRICIA
It's also the law.  Right now, we
could call the police on you and
report you for fraud.  

ANDREW
Go ahead, I want to talk to them.  I
need this money.  I'm beyond broke
right now, and my dojo just went
under two weeks ago?
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TRICIA
Dojo?  Oh, you're the one who's all
over the internet.

ANDREW
Yeah, that's me, but that doesn't
mean shit right now.  Call the cops.

TRICIA
You sure?

Andrew waves his hand, indicating her to. 

She picks up the phone and dials.

INT. BANK - LATER

A uniformed police officer, DELMANO walks into the bank with
a pad already in hand.  

He's hispanic, lanky and wears sunglasses over his forehead.

Andrew and the manager greet him.

DELMANO
So what happened?

Andrew begins to explain, motioning with his hand.

INT. SHAWN'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Shawn holds Andrew in the living room.

Andrew rocks quietly.  

SHAWN
So tell me again what happened?

ANDREW
The bank took all that money back.

SHAWN
How'd they do that?

ANDREW
They said the cheque was forged.  

SHAWN
Yeah, but you didn't do it.

ANDREW
It doesn't matter to them, they hold
me responsibile.  There's nothing I
can do.  The law's on their side.
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SHAWN
What about this Mark guy?  Can't
they go arrest him.

ANDREW
Not unless there's clear evidence. 
And the cop said the prosecutor
probably wouldn't take it, if it was
under 50,000 dollars.  I could sue
him, if I had a lawyer.

SHAWN
Shit.

ANDREW
On top of it all, now I'm on some
sort of black list until I pay it
all off.  I can't get an account
anywhere.

SHAWN
You could put yourself on mine.

ANDREW
No dice, man.

SHAWN
Let's give this a few days, let it
settle and figure a way out of it.

ANDREW
How can I even do that.  My head's
full of killing rage.

SHAWN
That's not going to help you.  I'll
think of something.  For the time
being, get a lawyer.

ANDREW
With what money?

INT. SHAWN'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Shawn's asleep in bed. 

The clock reads 3am.  

Andrew's awake, practicing kicks and punches quietly in front
of the bed.

Shawn wakes up, still in a haze.
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SHAWN
It's three o'clock.  What are you
doing up?

Andrew stops doing karate.

ANDREW
I can't sleep.  All I want to do is
kill the fucker.

SHAWN
You can't, the cops would know it's
you in a heartbeat.

ANDREW
Not if he disappeared.

SHAWN
That's not as easy as it sounds. 
Besides, what if this guy has a
family.

ANDREW
I don't care.  I'll burn his house
to the ground with his wife and kids
in it.  He dies, they die.  I don't
give a fuck.  

SHAWN
No Andrew.  Don't go down this road. 
We've been together awhile now, I do
not want to lose you.  He could be
dangerous.

ANDREW
Dangerous?  Dangerous?  There's no
one more dangerous in the city than
me.  Have you ever killed anyone,
Shawn, seriously?  You know I have,
and they haunt me still.

SHAWN
No.  I was a medic.

ANDREW
You ever withold aid then?  Let
someone die?

SHAWN
Not really.

ANDREW
What do you mean, not really?

Shawn sits up and gets comfortable.
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SHAWN
There was one time.  An insurgent
cell blew themselves apart, while
trying to build shape charged IED's. 
We were the first unit to get there. 
There were parts everywhere.  The
worst kind.  One of them survived. 
I would have killed him, 'cause I'm
sure he's murdered Americans.

Shawn rubs his eyes.

SHAWN (CONT'D)
So this guy, he's lying there, leg
blown off.  I can save him or let
him die.  I'da liked to have killed
him.  But there was too muc brass
around.  They wanted to interrogate
him.  I had to keep him alive.

ANDREW
So, you couldn't do it.  I respect
that.

SHAWN
That's not all.  I was so mad at
this guy, after I patched him up, I
took my scapel and cut his face pretty
deep.  It was too big to hide this
scar, the one I gave him.  He
survived, but everytime he hobbles
up to a mirror, he'll see my
handiwork.

ANDREW
Cool.

SHAWN
Not really man.  I hated myself for
it, but it was war.  You become
something else, something raw.

He motions for Andrew to come back to bed.

SHAWN (CONT'D)
Come back heref.  I'll give you
something to take your mind off it.

Shawn turns off the lights.

ANDREW
I would have killed him.
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SHAWN
I know, I know.  Now quiet, let me
work my magic.

ANDREW
I love you.

SHAWN
You too.

EXT. CITY PARK - DAY

Andrew sits alone on a park bench, drinking a coffee and
reading black belt magazine.  

He scan's the wanted ads.

Bill, his assitant walks over from across the street.

BILL
Sir.

ANDREW
(looking up)

Don't sir me, I'm not your sensei
anymore.

BILL
You'll always be my teacher.  After
you closed shop, I lost track of
you.  I was worried.

ANDREW
Why?

BILL
You're a good guy, you didn't deserve
all that mess.

ANDREW
You think so?  My being gay doesn't
bother you?  

BILL
Nope.  If you ever start a new studio,
I'll be the first one there.

ANDREW
Well, thanks for the thought, but
I'm broke.  I may have to teach at
one of those franchise dojos.  

BILL
They aren't good at all.  Don't do
that, don't sell out.
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ANDREW
Sometimes life deals you a shitty
hand and you just gotta run with it.

INT. POOL HALL - DAY

Mark Donahue sits in his usual chair, facing the door.  

There's one man playing pool, watching Mark.

The front door opens and daylight pours in.

Mark looks up and sees a dark figure.

Shawn walks towards him.

SHAWN
It's you. 

MARK
Can I help you?

SHAWN
Andrew described you, right down to
how fugly you are.

MARK
What?

SHAWN
Fugly, fucking ugly.  You stole my
boyfriend's money and I want it back.

The pool player, CLARENCE, a burly man wearing a leather
jacket and jeans moves towards the table.

MARK
What are you talking about? 
Boyfriend?  Hey Clarence, you know
what this guy's chattering about?

CLARENCE
No Mark.

MARK
Neither do I.  Why don't you leave.  

SHAWN
I came here in peace.

MARK
Leave, faggot.  I'll tell you one
last time, I don't know what you're
talking about.  
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Clarence reaches out to grab Shawn's arm.  

Shawn quickly pulls his pistol out and smashes the grip into
Clarence's nose.  

His nose breaks, and blood pours out.

Clarence grabs his face and falls to his knees.

CLARENCE
My nose.

Shawn backhands him again with gun, this time across the
temple. 

Clarence falls silently to the ground.

SHAWN
You.

Shawn points with his left hand and walks towards him.

Mark looks like he's in shock.  He just stares up at Shawn
as he approaches.

Shawn puts one hand on Nark's chest and the other jam's the
gun barrel into one eye.

Mark screams.  

The bartender ducks out of the bar and into a office.

SHAWN (CONT'D)
Now, you'll listen to me.  You got
that?

Mark tries to nod.

MARK
Yeah.  Whatever you want.

SHAWN
You're going to give Andrew back all
the money you stole.  Plus another
ten grand for the hassle.  

MARK
What if I don't?

SHAWN
Andrew will kill you.  I'm here to
keep that from happening.

MARK
When?
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SHAWN
Tommorrow night, corner of 6th and
Handcock, be alone.

MARK
That's a bit quick.

SHAWN
I'm sure a business man of your
stature could scrounge up that kinda
cash from your couch.

Shawn jams the glock down the front of his pants and pulls
out a long combat knife.

The knife has a blade on one side and a saw on the other.

Shawn quickly slashes Mark's face with the saw.  

Blood pours out immediately from the gash.

Mark screams again.  

MARK
Why'd you do that?

He covers his face.  Blood streams over his hands.

SHAWN
So next time you look in the mirror,
you can think to yourself, 'maybe I
shouldn't have to tried to assfuck
some angry combat vets'.  Remember
me, I may come back for fun.

Shawn walks out of the bar and into daylight.

EXT. POOL HALL - CONTINUOUS

Shawn wipes his knife off on his white t-shirt, leaving smears
of blood.

He smiles awkwardly and pulls out his phone.

The voicemail picks up.

SHAWN
Andrew.  I think we're going to be
okay.

He hangs up the phone and opens his car door.

INT. POOL HALL - MOMENTS LATER

Mark is on his phone.
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MARK
I need to talk to Thor.

He waits a few seconds.

MARK (CONT'D)
Thor.  I need something done.

INT. JEWELRY SHOP - AFTERNOON

Andrew stands in front of RAY LEIBOWITZ, a short man with
wearing glasses.

Ray stands behind a glass counter full of wedding bands,
rings, and necklaces.  

RAY
Now what can I help you with?

ANDREW
I need a wedding ring.

RAY
What are you looking to spend, what's
your price range.

ANDREW
A few hundred, I guess.

RAY
Hmmm.  Most people use two months of
their salary as a base to go off of.

ANDREW
My business tanked.  Salary's in the
low ten's of dollars.

RAY
I'm sorry to hear that.  What
happened.

ANDREW
The economy.

RAY
Well, no worries.  We have some rings
that are in your price range.

Ray points to a few of the smaller diamond rings.  He then
pulls one out and holds it in front of Andrew.

RAY (CONT'D)
How do you like this.
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ANDREW
I'm not looking for diamonds.  Just
a plain band?

RAY
May I ask why?

ANDREW
My boyfriend's not into that stuff.

RAY
Oh.  I see.  You're looking to
propose?

ANDREW
Yes. 

RAY
Congrats.  In that case, let's look
at some stylish men's rings.  

ANDREW
Thanks for understanding.

RAY
No problem.  We've had quite a few
gay couples in here since it's become
legal.  

Ray holds up a small gold wedding band with emeralds embedded
in it.

RAY (CONT'D)
How's this?

INT. ANDREW'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Andrew checks his watch and looks around, agitated.

He picks up his cell phone and dial's Shawn.

ANDREW
Shawn?

SHAWN (O.S.)
What's up?

ANDREW
You coming over tonight?

SHAWN (O.S.)
No, busy at  the club.  I'll be by
tommorrow night, with a surprise.
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ANDREW
I love surprises.  I've got one for
you.  Anyways, I'll see you tommorrow
night.  Love you.

Andrew fiddles with a heavy gold engagement ring and tosses
it up and down for a moment.

EXT. 6TH AND HANDCOCK - THE FOLLOWING NIGHT

The crossroads are marred by urban blight.  Burned out houses
and ramshackle apartment buildings line the street.

The lone street light flickers on and off, creating an almost
stobe light effect.

Shawn sits in his car.  He checks his watch.  

It reads 6:15pm.

A pair of harley davidson's rumble up to the parked car.

THOR and SMOG, two bikers sit atop the bikes.  

Thor's covered with tattoos, has long stringy hair, and is
unshaven.  He wears tattered jeans and a leather jacket. 

Smog looks much the same, but with a shaved head, but wears
a nazi helmet.

Shawn looks up at the pair.

Thor whips a sawed-off double barreled shotgun from his side
pouch.

He fires into the car from point blank.

The window shatters. 

Thor and Smog quickly drive off, leaving tire tracks and
dust flying.

EXT. 6TH AND HANDCOCK - LATER

Police cruisers line the streets.

Crime scene tape encircles most of the block.

Detective Brown and chats with crime scene techs.

T.V. reporters film the scene from a safe distance.

Andrew screeches to a halt in front of an idling ambulance
and jumps out.
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The cops guarding the scene jump at him to keep him from
getting in.

ANDREW
That's my Shawn in there.

He quickly sidesteps the cops and ducks under the tape.

Brown sees him and meets him.

BROWN
Andrew.

ANDREW
Where is he?

BROWN
He's in the car.  

ANDREW
I need to see him.  Is he really...

Andrew looks over Borwn's shoulder at the car.

BROWN
Yes.  It was a gunshot wound to the
face.  I don't think you want to see
him this way.

ANDREW
I've seen much worse.  Now let me
the fuck through.

BROWN
Okay.  Just for a few seconds.  Then
I need to take a statement from you.

Andrew walks up to the car.  There's blood and glass
everywhere.

What remains of Shawn sits in the front seat.  

Most of his face is missing.

Andrew drops down and touches the wound.

ANDREW
No.  No.  No.  This can't be.  

He begins to wail.

BROWN
(pulling him away)

Alright, Andrew.  
(MORE)
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BROWN (CONT'D)
It's time to ask you some questions. 
I know you're in shock.

They walk out of the way of the CSI techs.

ANDREW
(between sobs)

Go ahead.

BROWN
Do you have any idea why he was here?

ANDREW
No.  I was supposed to see him later.

BROWN
Does he normally carry a gun?

ANDREW
Sometimes.  Why?

BROWN
He had a gun on him and a knife. 

ANDREW
What's that mean?

BROWN
I was hoping you'd tell me.

Andrew and Brown continue to talk.

Captain Sanderson watches from a safe distance.  He's dressed
in his white uniform top and gold badge.

EXT. CEMETARY - TWO WEEKS LATER - DAY

The graveyard is huge.

Flags and flowers line newer graves, the old ones are bare.

The sun shines down on dozens of mourners sitting silently
around a hole in the ground.

Shawn's casket sits next to hole atop green felt.  The casket
has a large portrait of Shawn.  A flag's draped over the
lower half of the coffin.  

A small group of uniformed soldiers hold rifles at attention.  

Andrew stands by himself off to the side of the mourners. 

A few police officers, including Captain Anderson, and dective
Brown sits behind the watching the crowd.
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FRED
You think the killer's here?

BROWN
Most murderers are family or friends
of the victim.  Here, I'm not so
sure.  Your son going to do anything
crazy?

FRED
I gotta hope not, things will get
ugly fast.  He's dangerous.

BROWN
I don't want to see him end up dead
or in prison.

Suddenly, the 21 gun salute breaks the quiet.

Andrew ducks instinctively at the sound and looks at the
squad.

His eyes narrow and his muscles tighten and he clenches his
fists.

The crowd breaks up, as the funeral ends.

Andrew remains by the casket.  

His father approaches him from the side?

FRED
You okay, son?

ANDREW
Dad?  What are you doing here?

FRED
I'm you're dad.  And a cop.

ANDREW
What?

FRED
I mean, I knew about all this.  I
wanted to be here to support you.

ANDREW
Support me now?

FRED
Yeah.  You loved him, right?
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ANDREW
Of course, I loved him.  You couldn't
support me twenty years ago?  Or
after you found out about us?

FRED
It took some time to come 'round. 
I've always loved you.

ANDREW
Some time?  He's the only person
I've ever loved.  You know that.

FRED
I figured as much.

ANDREW
I was going to ask him to marry me.

FRED
Really?

ANDREW
Yeah, it's legal in the state.

FRED
Wow.  

ANDREW
And you only came to me now?  After
he's dead.  I've nothing now.  You
know I had to find volunteers to do
the 21 gun salute?  They didn't want
to honor another dead 'fag.

FRED
I'm here now.

ANDREW
Give some time, maybe I'll 'come
'round to it.

FRED
Are you gonna to do anything stupid
or crazy?

ANDREW
I don't know, crazy's all I know
though.  You sent me down this road. 
Get the fuck out of here.  I need to
be alone.  All this is 'cause of
you.

Fred looks at him for a moment and then walks away with his
head down.  
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Andrew steps to the casket.  He pulls the engagement ring
from his pocket.

He twirles it around in front of his eyes for a moment.

Then he drops it into the unfilled grave.

INT. ANDREW'S APARTMENT - EVENING

Andrew sits on the edge of his bed.  He hold's Shawn glock.  

Andrew drops the magazine from the gun.  Then slams it back
in and repeats it.

His eyes are red from crying.  

Andrew looks down the barrel of the glock and works the gun's
action.

A bullet ejects out of the port.  It flies into the air and
Andrew catches it. 

Andrew puts the pistol into his mouth and holds it for a
moment.  

His finger tightens briefly on the trigger and then releases.

He throws the gun into the mirror, which shatters.

EXT. 6TH AND HANDCOCK - AFTERNOON

A few pieces of glass and tire marks still can be seen where
the murder took place.  

Andrew stands in the spot where the Shawn was killed.  

He looks around the streets and the buildings.  

He stoops down to look at the skid marks left by the bikes.

They're thick and dark.  

The rest of the street is empty. 

In the distance, smoke rises above the cityscape. 

Andrew looks at it for a moment, then walks back to his car.

EXT. POOL HALL - LATER

Andrew drives by the pool hall in his car.

A limo is parked in front of the building.  
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Three large men stand next to the entrance dressed in wife
beaters, scally caps and jeans. 

WILLIAM FINNEY, a balding man in his 50's, stands next to
the trio.  He's dressed in a suit, tie and slacks.  He's
average height and weight, his eyes are hard.

He shifts his jacket, revealing a sholder holster.

Andrew stops to look at the sight.  

ANDREW
Who are those guys?

The front door opens up. 

Mark Donahue walks out with a heavy brown bag in his hand.

He tries to hand the bag to Finney, who shakes it off and
points to the bodyguards.  

Mark gives them the bag.  

Finney and the guards climb back into the limo which promptly
drives off.

Mark turns, giving Andrew a look at his bandaged face.  

Andrew checks his glove compartment for a weapon.  Papers
and gum wrappers fall out.

ANDREW (CONT'D)
Someday Karma's going to fuck you.  

INT. ANDREW'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Andrew stands in front of the mirror.  He's dressed in a
suite jacket, tshirt and kakhi pants.  

He puts a chair down in front of the mirror and checks himself
one last time.  

He places his IPOD attached to speakers on the dresser.  He
selects the playlist entitled "Killing Music," sets it to
repeat, and starts it.  The speakers blare out heavy metal
music.  

Andrew steps onto the chair and looks up.

A noose hangs from a wooden rafter above his head.

He fits the rope around his neck and tightens it.  

He dips his hand into his pocket and reveals a knife.
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He puts it back into his pants.

ANDREW
Just in case.

Andrew waits for a couple of moments and looks up one last
time.

He kicks the chair out from under himself.  

He falls and begins to choke. 

Andrew struggles for a moment.  

His eyes start to close, and he settles down.

As his eyes close pictures and memories begin to flash in
his mind's eye.

The pictures include Iraq, his early life, his father, martial
arts, and finally Shawn. 

Shawn flashes before him, all their memories together.  

Shawn sits stands before him, in shadows, drifting in and
out.

SHAWN
I couldn't kill him, so I cut his
face.

Andrew watches him, as his world goes dim.

SHAWN (CONT'D)
I cut his face.

Before the world goes dark for Andrew he sees Mark Donahue's
bandaged face.

ANDREW
Holy shit.

He opens his eyes.

Andrew struggles to pull the knife from his pocket.

His feet swing back and forth.  He grips the rope above his
head and lifts himself to ease the tension.

He saws the rope in half and falls to the ground.

Andrew struggles to breath.  He grabs his throat and rubs
it.  

Then he stands.  
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He opens the dresser drawer and pulls out a Barretta 9
milimeter handgun.  He looks at it, checks the magazine and
puts it into the front of his pants.  He grabs three extra
mags and shoves them into pockets.

INT. POOL HALL - DAY

Mark Donahue sits at his regular table, sipping water.

Both he and his bodyguard are bandaged.  The bartender wipes
down dirty glasses.

The front door opens revealing the dark figure of Andrew.  

MARK
We're closed.

Andrew stops moving and looks at the bartender.

ANDREW
(quietly)

Now's a good time to leave.

The bartender looks at him and notices his demeanor.

BARTENDER
Not again. 

He  crosses himself, and hurries back into the office.

MARK
I said we're closed.  Come back after
five.

Andrew walks past Mark, towards the guard.

MARK (CONT'D)
Get him outta...

As he passes Mark, he swings a savage hook kick into the
back of his head. 

Mark falls to the ground and doesn't move.

Andrew reaches the man.  The guard hesitates and puts his
hands up in a pleading motion.

ANDREW
You picked the wrong line of work,
brother.

Andrew drives a powerful elbow through his defense, breaking
his nose once again.  
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The man falls to the ground.  Andrew picks up a pool stick
and breaks it over the guards head.  

Andrew poises to stab the man with the shattered wood.

ANDREW (CONT'D)
Stick around.  

Andrew smiles a bit. 

Mark groans from the floor.

Andrew drops the wood and moves back towards the prone man.

He drags Mark to a sitting position.  

ANDREW (CONT'D)
Wakey, Wakey.

Mark opens his eyes. 

MARK
Wha's happening?  

ANDREW
You crossed the line.

MARK
What do you mean?

ANDREW
I was ready to forgive you stealing
the money.  

MARK
What money?

ANDREW
Yah, what money's right.  You should
never have killed my Shawn.

MARK
I didn't kill him.

ANDREW
You lie.

MARK
No.  I swear.

ANDREW
You're lying.
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MARK
Please leave.  I'll give you your
money back.

ANDREW
Is that what you promised him?

MARK
Just go.  

ANDREW
You know something?

MARK
What?

ANDREW
I'm going to let you in on a little
secret.  Something very few people
know.

MARK
What are you talking about?

ANDREW
I was in Iraq.

MARK
I know that.

ANDREW
Shut up for a moment.

He slaps Mark hard across the face, drawing blood.  

ANDREW (CONT'D)
You don't need to know the boring
details, but I was in Fallujah. 
Fallujah was a bad place.  Lotsa
people died there.  Street to street
fighting.  Americans were being
killed, ambushed, blown up, sniped
you name it.  You hear me?

MARK
What?

ANDREW
I'm gettin to the good part, just
wait asshole. 

Andrew looks at the guard who's still unconcious.  



65.

ANDREW (CONT'D)
So we lost a few guys.  Now, my squad,
they knew I was gay.  No mystery
there.  They didn't care.  You know
why?

MARK
No?

ANDREW
I'd never let them down, never quit. 
I'd be the first one through the
door.   So they knew I knew Karate,
figured I was real good at hurting
people.  So I became an unofficial
interrogator.  Let me tell you, I
was good.

MARK
(a bit scared)

Yeah?

ANDREW
We caught a couple of insurgents,
and leadership wanted some intel. 
So they had me interrogate them. 
Let me tell you, I was damn good.  

MARK
What happened?

ANDREW
I broke them.  Now you're going to
answer some questions.  If you lie,
I'm going to make it real painful.

MARK
Please don't, I'm tellin' you the
truth.  I didn't do anything.

ANDREW
Wrong.

Andrew pulls Mark's hand across the table.  He grips two
fingers with his left and two with his right and wrenches
them apart.  

The bones snap.  Mark screams.

ANDREW (CONT'D)
See what happens?

MARK
(between gasps)

I didn't do it.  Leave me alone.
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ANDREW
I don't believe you. 

He grabs the man's elbow and squeezes it.  Mark's face turns
red with pain.  

ANDREW (CONT'D)
Still didn't do it?

MARK
Please.

ANDREW
I'm just getting started.

He grabs the whole arm this time and hangs it over the table. 
The fingers are still shattered.

Andrew raises his hand in a waving motion.

ANDREW (CONT'D)
See this.

Mark looks up at it with a painful, puzzled look.

Andrew smashes it down on the elbow joint.

The arm snaps backwards.  

Mark looks at his broken arm and begins to cry.

ANDREW (CONT'D)
Still didn't do it?

MARK
Alright, I know who did it.  I know.

ANDREW
Who was it?

MARK
Two bikers, Smog and Thor.

ANDREW
Those are their names?

MARK
Yeah.  They're local hitters.

ANDREW
Who sent them?

MARK
I did.
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Andrew looks at him for a moment, his eyes narrow.

ANDREW
You did?

MARK
He said he'd kill me, that boyfriend
of yours.  I had no choice.

ANDREW
Why?

MARK
Because of what I stole from you.

ANDREW
That makes some sense.  I'm going to
let you live for now.  I need to see
if you're telling the truth.  If
you're lying, I'm going to cut off
parts of you until you give me the
answers.

MARK
It's true, I swear.  Go find them.

ANDREW
Where are they?

MARK
The only biker bar in town.

ANDREW
You better be telling the truth.  If
you are, I'll make it painless.  Oh
and don't call ahead.

Andrew steps up and walks quietly towards the door and exits.

Mark, between painful gasps, picks up his phone with his
good arm.

He dials a number.

MARK
Hello?

He waits for a moment.

MARK (CONT'D)
He's outta control, I need help.
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EXT. BIKER BAR - NIGHT

A large number of motorcycles are parked in front of a rowdy
looking bar.  

Neon signs advertising cheap beer hang in the darkened
windows.  Rock music streams out of the doorway.

Outside a few bikers smoke and look over the bikes.

Andrew parks his car a block away.  

He steps out of the vehicle and opens the glove compartment.  

Andrew, wearing a leather coat, white tshirt, and jeans,
removes a pair of black gloves from the box.  

He drops them on the hood.  There's a loud thunk, indicating
a heavy weight.  

He puts them on his fists, tightens them, and walks towards
the bar with a purpose.

The smokers clear his path, quickly.

Andrew walks into the bar.

INT. BIKER BAR - CONTINUOUS

A crowd of mean looking bikers, mostly men, hover around a
Long wooden bar.  Leather and jean clothing are everywhere. 

A juke box plays music in the corner.  

Towards the back of the bar, Thor and Smog sit by themselves,
drinking beers. 

ANDREW
(stopping a drinker)

Thor or Smog here?

DRINKER
Fuck off.

Andrew throws him to the side. 

ANDREW
Thor, Smog?  Where are you pieces of
shit.

Thor and Smog look up and see an angry Andrew towards the
front of the bar.

THOR
What the fuck?
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SMOG
Who's this guy?

THOR
Fuck him.  He won't make it far.

SMOG
(to Andrew)

Hey fuck you asshole. 

Andrew hears the insult and looks over the crowd at the pair
and starts to move towards them.

SMOG (CONT'D)
Fuck that shithead up!

Smog points at the approaching figure.

Andrew starts to push his way through an ever threatening
crowd.  

The crowd starts to push back.

Andrew raises his hands and starts shoving harder.  

One of the crowd throws a punch at him, striking his head.  

Andrew puts up his gloved hands and begins to hit everyone
in his path.

ANDREW
Where's Thor? 

People start falling down from the withering blows.

Andrew kicks a few people in the groin, elbows another pair. 
But most of his strike are punches and backhands.  

The crowd begins to falter and fall apart.  People start to
back off Andrew.

SMOG
How's this guy still standing?

THOR
I don't know, but I'll kill him if
he gets back here.

Smog and Thor stand up to watch the fracas.

Andrew still pummels people out of the way.  A beer bottle
is smashed over his head.  He keeps going.

Unconcious and broken bodies litter the floor.
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Andrew reaches the last stragglers before his foes and double
kicks them into the jukebox and bar.

He stands before Smog.

ANDREW
You must be Thor, I presume.

SMOG
Smog.

Andrew stares hard at him.

ANDREW
I was looking for you too.  This
shitfuck must be Thor.

He points at Thor.

THOR
Who wants to know?

ANDREW
You killed my boyfriend.

THOR
What?

ANDREW
No point in lying.  Donahue ratted
you out.

THOR
Shit. 

Andrew holds up his hand.

ANDREW
Wait.  

He strips off his gloves.  They drip blood on the table.

The music stops, the remaining crowd starts to pull away
from the trio.

ANDREW (CONT'D)
That's better.  How much he pay you?

SMOG
Ten g's.

THOR
Shut up, Smog.
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SMOG
He's the one you should go after. 
He paid us.

ANDREW
I will.  Just wanted to see you for
myself.

He takes a fighting stance.

THOR
Fuck this.  

Thor pushes his pal out of the way and reaches down towards
his belt buckle.  The double barrelled shotgun he used to
kill Shawn is sticking out from his pants.

As he starts to pull the gun out of his pants, Andrew grabs
his hand and causes him to fire both barrels into his groin
and leg. 

Blood and gore flies everywhere.  Thor goes down screaming.

Smog looks at his friend horrified. 

SMOG
Oh god. 

ANDREW
He's not here right now.  It's just
you and me. 

Smog shakes as he looks at Andrew.  

Smog pulls a switch blade out of his pocket and flicks it
open with a press of a button.

ANDREW (CONT'D)
That's not going to help.

Smog holds it shakily out in front of Andrew.

SMOG
I'll gut you like a pig.

Andrew slaps Smog's wrist and hand.  The knife flies out of
his grip.

Someone in the bar screams.

Smog looks like he's seen a ghost. 

ANDREW
What else you got?
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Smog throws a kick at him. 

Andrew side steps it and Smog foot lands in the wall.

Smog tries to pull his foot out.

Andrew brings down his fists on the exposed knee cap and
shatters it.

Smog falls to the floor in pain and wrenches his hip out of
socket.  

Andrew steps over the body and smashes his foot down on the
side of Smog's head.  

There's a sickening crunch.  

Andrew picks up his gloves and walks over the other bodies,
towards the door.  Those few left standing cower away from
him.  

In the distance, sirens can be heard.

EXT. POOL HALL - LATER

Andrew pulls up to the pool hall.  Police cars shoot past
him headed towards the other side of town.

He attempts to kick open the front door.  The door's locked
and he falls backwards.

Andrew pushes himself off the ground and runs right back
through the door using his shoulder.

INT. POOL HALL - CONTINUOUS

Andrew runs through the door.  

Mark's in his usual chair, sipping coffee nonchalantly.  He
looks up at Andrew.

MARK
You're still alive.

ANDREW
I don't feel like dying today, but
you're another story.

He lifts a knife from his pocket and flips it open.

ANDREW (CONT'D)
I'm gonna cut you into pieces.

Andrew charges the table.
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From the shadows a flurry of movement can be seen.  Hands
grab Andrew before he can kill Mark. 

A hand holds a tazer to Andrew's neck.  The sound of
electricity shatters the air.

Andrew falls to the ground.  His body shivers.

The figures pull him across the floor and towards the doorway.

INT. RICHIE LEVIN'S WAREHOUSE OFFICE - LATER

Andrew sits in a chair across from his old bully, Richie
Levin.

The office is ornate.  Oaken desks, paintings, a flat screen
television plays sports.  There's a gold plated expresso
machine on it's own table in the corner of the office.

William Finney stands to the side of Richie.

ROBERT MURPHY, 35, red headed and muscular stands behind
Andrew with a pistol in one hand.

LEVIN
Andrew, the ol' homo.  I'm kidding,
how you been?

ANDREW
What am I doing here?

LEVIN
No 'it's nice to see you'?

ANDREW
You were an asshole and I don't
forgive easily.  What do you want?

LEVIN
Peace. 

ANDREW
What?

LEVIN
You were about to kill my number one
earner and I just can't have that.

ANDREW
He killed the only man I ever loved.

LEVIN
I can see why you'd be mad then. 
However, I want to qaush this thing
before there's more bloodshed.
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ANDREW
Then why am I still alive.

LEVIN
Want some coffee?

ANDREW
What?

LEVIN
It's a simple question.

Andrew looks at the expresso machine and nods.

LEVIN (CONT'D)
Rob, go get this man some coffee.
Now, Andrew I didn't kill Shawn, but
I'm more or less Mark's employer.  

Rob leaves quietly.

LEVIN (CONT'D)
I don't want to kill you.  You've
lost enough already.  But I will if
I have to.  

ANDREW
Why are you sparing this guy's life? 
He's worthless. 

LEVIN
Not to me.  This guy is helping put
my kids through private school. 
Something we never got.  I want them
to have a life you and I never did. 
Look at us.  

ANDREW
He ratted out the biker babes when I
applied a bit of pressue.

LEVIN
You broke several of his bones in
his hand and elbow.  He may never be
able to use that arm well again.

ANDREW
My bad.  

He raises his hands in a shrug.

LEVIN
I'm going to offer this only once. 
You can have the money he stole from
you, and then some, back.
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ANDREW
We're way past that now.  You think
that shithead wouldn't rat you out
to the cops, you're wrong.  Let me
take fix that for you.  For free,
right now.

LEVIN
Not going to happen.

ANDREW
Than you better kill me.

LEVIN
I keep telling you, I don't want to
do it it's bad for business.  

Rob returns with a glass of iced coffee and hands it to
Andrew.

ANDREW
What's this?

LEVIN
I didn't want you throwing hot coffee
in my face.  It's just common sense.

Andrew sips the coffee.

ANDREW
Not bad.  

LEVIN
Well, since you can't be reasoned
with, it'll be your last.  

Rob moves quietly over towards the chair.

ANDREW
Subtle.  You're going to ruin the
desk.

Levin looks at his beautiful desk and shakes his head.  Rob
backs off.  

LEVIN
You've dug your own grave here. 

ANDREW
You don't know anything about killing.

LEVIN
What?  Finney here's killed 14 men
for me over the years.
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Andrew lurches out of the chair.  

Rob moves closer.

Andrew lifts his shirt, revealing a tattoo.  There are black
and red numbers counted out in slashes across his tight abs.  

22 Black slashes and 5 red mar his stomache.

ANDREW
You see these?

LEVIN
Yeah.  What about that.  Are those
jailhouse?

ANDREW
I've kept a tally of those I killed. 
I'm a couple short right now.  And
I've still plenty of room.

He points to his bare skin.

LEVIN
(yawning)

Interesting.  

ANDREW
You know what a bronze star is?

LEVIN
Yeah.  Some kind of military medal.

ANDREW
I earned one.  In Fallujah.  It wasn't
pretty.  

LEVIN
Okay?

ANDREW
I mean it was nasty.  I killed three
hajis with a knife, because I ran
out of ammmo.

LEVIN
Fuck.

ANDREW
But these red ones.  They're
different.

FINNEY
Levin, kill this guy now, or let him
go.  Don't let him talk.
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LEVIN
No, I want to hear this.  Then he'll
die.  Have some patience.

ANDREW
These are the innocents.  There was
this car full of people, flying down
the road at me.  I ripped the car
apart with my SAW.  Killed all five
of the passengers.  Turns out, it
was a family trying to flee the city. 
All dead.  I can live with the others. 
But this family haunts my dreams and
keeps me awake.

LEVIN
Interesting.  Well maybe, you'll see
them on the other side.  I've buried
a few myself. 

Levin points to Andrew.  Rob approaches him and grabs onto
his arm.

Andrew shakes his grip off and picks up the coffee cup.

He hurls the iced coffee into Levin's face.

Brown liquid pours down over his face and suit.

LEVIN (CONT'D)
Fuck.

Andrew throws Rob to the ground and kicks Finney into the
wall.  

ANDREW
Looks like we're going to war Richie. 
Tell me something.

Richie starts to wipe his face with his sleeve.

LEVIN
What?

ANDREW
You ever read the Art Of War?

LEVIN
Shit.  I haven't read since grade
school.

ANDREW
You're going to need it.  If you
protect this guy, I will kill everyone
that gets in my way.  
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LEVIN
You're gonna die asshole.  

ANDREW
So what.  I'll take as many as I can
down with me.  I'll be seeing you
soon.

Andrew kicks Rob as he runs out of the room.

Ritchie cleans his face.

Finney recovers his composure, shaking off his clothes.

FINNEY
Boss.  This isn't going to be pretty.  

LEVIN
Fuck him, he's dead.

FINNEY
Look, Donahue's an asshole.  I'll
kill him myself, it'll save us alot
of trouble. 

LEVIN
No.  He's too useful to us.

FINNEY
You think that's going to matter
when were all dead?

LEVIN
You're going to kill him.

FINNEY
It's not that easy.  I've seen guys
like this before.

LEVIN
Where?  

FINNEY
Prison.  When I did that bid for
your father.  Couple blacks were
going to rape me in the shower.

LEVIN
You shank 'em?

FINNEY
Too big, too fast.  I'm a shooter,
not a fighter.  

(MORE)
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FINNEY (CONT'D)
So anyways, they're holding me down
on the shower floor and this guy
comes out of nowhere and beats the
fuck out of them with a mop handle.  

LEVIN
What's the point?

FINNEY
This guy was a fag like Andrew. 
He'd killed his boyfriend for giving
him the HIV.  Nothing to live for. 
Life sentence and dying of AIDS. 
Everyone in there feared him.  He
saved my life.  Andrew's like this
guy.  He's got no fear, nothing to
lose.  What's worse is he knows kungfu
or some shit and he's a war hero.

LEVIN
Just kill him, stop talking.

FINNEY
I don't want to even try.

LEVIN
What?

FINNEY
You heard me.

LEVIN
I'm you're boss.  You do as I say.

FINNEY
I'm telling you, just let me kill
Donahue.

LEVIN
I'll tell you what.  You ice Sanderson
and you can retire.  You've been at
this long enough.  But if you don't,
we're going to have some serious
problems.

FINNEY
(angrily)

This is the last time.  I swear.  

LEVIN
Less talking, more killing.  If you're
so afraid, then take Steve and  Walter
with you for back up.  
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Finney leaves quickly through the door.

LEVIN (CONT'D)
You believe that pussy?

Rob looks at Levin.

ROB
Yeah.  Fuckin' scared of a fag. 

LEVIN
When he's done with this, you're my
right hand man.  

ROB
Thanks Ritchie.  If he doesn't whack
this guy...

LEVIN
He's the best we got.

INT. WILLIAM FINNEY'S HOUSE - EVENING

William Finney stands in his bedroom.  

The bedroom's immaculatly clean, filled with family mementos
and pictures.  The decorations are modest.

William Finney opens the closet.  

He pulls out a black semi-automatic pistol from a box and
slips it into a shoulder holster.  He also grabs a large
silencer and puts that in his jacket pocket.  

William picks up a heavy bag full of money from behind his
clothes.

Finney looks around for a moment and walks into his living
room.

The family room is large, with a plasma television, a
fireplace, and several couches and love seats.  

He sits down at a small table and begins to write a letter
on a piece of paper.

FINNEY  (V.O.)
My dear wife.  I've one last job to
do and then we're clear of this mess. 
If I don't come home, please take
this money and get as far away from
this life as possible.  I am sorry
for everything I've ever done to you
and the family.  Please accept my
apologies if I'm gone in the morning.
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William stops writing the letter and puts the paper into an
envelope labled "Honey."

He walks to his front door and out into the evening.

EXT. WILLIAM FINNEY'S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

William steps down the front stairs of his home.  

Outside, there's a large black Cadiliac parked.

STEVE and WALTER stand beside it anxiously. 

They're both in their early 20's.

Steve is well built, dressed casually and wears a baseball
hat.  

Walter is overweight, bearded and wears shorts.  He pulls
out his pistol and chambers a round by pulling on it's slide. 
A large smile crosses his face.

FINNEY
Let's go you two.

Walter opens the back door for Finney.  

William declines and sits in the front passenger seat next
to Steve.

The Caddy pulls away from the curb and drifts down the street. 

INT. ANDREW'S APARTMENT BUILDING - LATER

William, Walter, and Steve stand quietly in the hallway near
Andrew's door.

Steve checks his clothes, and puts on a pair of gloves.

William silently screws on the suppressor to his gun.  

Walter pulls the slide on his gun once again.  A bullet flies
from the ejector port and drops on the ground.

The noise echoes through the hall.

STEVE
Fuck, Walter.

WALTER
It always looks so cool in the movies.

FINNEY
Shut up you two.  He might hear you.
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Finney puts his finger to his lips and motions for quiet.  

FINNEY (CONT'D)
On second thought, you two stay here. 
You're young.  You can walk away
from this.

WALTER
We're gonna kill this fuck.

FINNEY
Walk.  This guy's the real deal.  I
won't say anything to Ritchie.

STEVE
Finney, we're not going anywhere.  

FINNEY
Then stay outside.  If he comes
through the door, plug 'em.

Finney begins to work the lock with a picking device.

He quickly picks it and opens the door.  He walks into the
dark.

WALTER
What's 'plug' mean?

INT. ANDREW'S APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

William Finney takes off his shoes and leaves them by the
door.  He walks across the floor in his socks.  

The aparment's quiet and the lights are out.

He checks the main room for life and finds none.

Finney holds his pistol out in front of him, pointed downwards
at an angle, like a pro.

In the shadows, Finney looks at the rifle mount for a moment
and shakes his head.

FINNEY
(whispering to himself)

I'm dead.

He crosses himself in a relgious way.

He moves towards the bedroom.

INT. ANDREW'S ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Finney gently pushes open the door to Andrew's bedroom.  
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He steps on plastic.  

FINNEY
What the fuck?  

He walks towards the bed and sees no shape or movement.  He
steps back towards the door and flips on the light switch.

The light reveals what he's standing on.

The entire room is covered in plastic, walls, floor and the
door.

FINNEY (CONT'D)
Oh shit.  

He turns to grab the door handle.

The closet door bangs open.  Andrew flies out of the darkened
door with a samuarai sword over his head.

He brings the sword down.  The blade cuts Finney in half at
an angle.

The body parts slide off eachother. 

Finney blinks for a moment as he goes down. 

Blood splatters and pools all over the plastic.

Andrew walks back towards the closet and pulls out a large
black body bag.

He begins to fit the parts into the plastic bag.

Finney's eyes move.  

INT. ANDREW'S APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

Andrew hauls the bag towards the front door.  Finney's pistol
is stuck out of the belt on his back. 

He looks down at his front door and notices shadows moving
across the floor.

ANDREW
I'm opening up.  If you want to live,
I've got a present for your boss. 
Take it to him and you'll go home.  

Andrew waits a moment and opens the door.  

He dumps the bodybag in front of the door.
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WALTER
Holy crap.

He jumps out of the way.  

ANDREW
Tell Richie 'I'm coming for him.'

He tosses Finney's gun atop the bag and shuts the door.

INT. RICHIE LEVIN'S WAREHOUSE OFFICE - LATER

Walter and Steve pull the bag into the office.

Richie awaits them.

LEVIN
What's that smell?

WALTER
This.

He points at the bag.

LEVIN
How'd it go?  Where's Finney?

STEVE
There.

Steve points at the bag.

Both of them remain pointing at the bag.

LEVIN
Open it.  

Walter bends over to unzip it.

The open bag reveals a very dead Finney.  Guts hang out of
the opening. 

Steve and Walter throw up.

LEVIN (CONT'D)
You'll get used to it.  Get Rob.

The pair quickly leave.

Richie stares down at the dead man.

Rob enters and stops.

ROB
Whoah.  What happened?
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LEVIN
I think Sanderson cut him in half
with a sword.

ROB
Shit.  What are we gonna do?

LEVIN
We can't let this stand.  He's
dangerous, I see that now.  Round up
everyone.

ROB
Is that going to be enough?

Richie pauses for a moment.

LEVIN
Hire all the thugs, tough guys,
bikers, MMA, boxers, shooters, and
leg breakers around.  Get them all. 
I don't care how much money it costs. 
Money's no object.  Get everyone
here.

ROB
How are we going to take care of
this?

LEVIN
Bring Donahue in, let him come to
us.  His problem's not with us.  But
he can't just wipe out my best hitter
and walk away.  Fuck.  I wanted to
let him go.  

ROB
Donahue's won't like it.  There's
gonna be blood.

LEVIN
I know.  Fuck Donahue.  Soon as he
stops making money, I'm gonna bury
him for this.  Goddammit.  Fuck.  

Richie and Rob stoop over and pull the bag out the door.

EXT. POOL HALL - EVENING

Donahue's is half dragged off into the Caddy by Walter and
Steve.

WALTER
Boss said you had to come with us.
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MARK
Why?

STEVE
Safer.

MARK
I don't feel very safe right now.

WALTER
Too bad.  Orders is Orders.

The pair puts Mark into the car and drives off.

EXT. POOL HALL - MOMENTS LATER

Andrew pulls to a stop in front of the pool hall.  He pulls
a bottle of Russian Vodka out of the passenger seat.

He unscrews the cap, puts a gasoline soaked rag into the
neck and screws the cap halfway on.

The Caddy pulls back around the block.

Inside the cab, the trio argue.

MARK
But I left it in there.

STEVE
Run in there quick.  

Mark starts to open the door but sees Andrew standing with a
flaming bottle.

MARK
Nevermind.  Let's go.

STEVE
Yeah, good idea.

Andrew hurls the bottle through the bar window. 

The glass window shatters and seconds later flames pour out. 
The fire grows and starts to consume the building.  

Andrew looks on for a moment and walks back to his car.

Steve starts to back the car out fast and execute a three
poitn turn.

WALTER
(mesmorized by the
flame)

Awesome.
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The car flees.

Andrew's cell phone rings.

He picks it up.

ANDREW
Yeah?

FRED (V.O.)
Andie. 

ANDREW
What's up dad?

FRED (V.O.)
You know anything about a bar being
broken up.  Two dead, lotsa injured.

ANDREW
Nope.  Why?

FRED (V.O.)
They were bikers, the ones we
suspected in killing Shawn.

ANDREW
You knew who killed him?

FRED (V.O.)
We had an idea, nothing concrete.  I
didn't want to tell you, because of
this.  There's alot of activity on
the streets right now.  Organized
crime task force is talking about a
massive buildup of heavy hitters and
weapons.  You wouldn't know anything
about that?

The fire has grown behind Andrew.

ANDREW
No idea dad.  Talk soon?

FRED (V.O.)
What?

Andrew hangs up the phone and jumps into his car.

ACT THREE

INT. ANDREW'S APARTMENT - DAY

Andrew sits at his desk putting bullets quickly into a compact
AR-15 magazine.  Several filled magazines lay on the surface.
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He wear's all black. 

Andrew finishes with the mag and moves on to his kitchen
counter.  

Chemicals, duct tape, a bullet proof vest, and various killing
tools are scatterd across the counter and floor.

Andrew's phone rings.

ANDREW
Yeah?

He looks at his watch.

LEVIN (V.O.)
It's Richie.

ANDREW
What, Richie?

LEVIN (V.O.)
You crossed the line.

ANDREW
You sent a hitman to kill me.  Who's
worse?  

LEVIN (V.O.)
Let's settle this.  I've got Donahue. 
You want him, come get him.

ANDREW
Give him to me, and this will all be
over.  It doesn't have to end like
this.

LEVIN (V.O.)
You and I know it's past that now. 
This isn't some schoolyard fight. 
You'll die.

ANDREW
I look forward to it.

Andrew hangs up the phone and begins to put together his
equipment.

INT. RICHIE LEVIN'S WAREHOUSE - NIGHT

Richie stands in front of a massed group of people  The group
looks like a Benneton ad.  Blacks, Hispanics, Asians,
Italians, Irish, and unknown ethnicities make up the crowd.
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There's bikers, gang members, and other mobsters scattered
among them.

Rob stands to the side of him and whispers in his ear.

ROB
This is gonna cost us.

LEVIN
I know.  There's no choice.

ROB
I guess so.

Rob steps aside.

LEVIN
Everyone's attention up here.

He motions to the crowd.

LEVIN (CONT'D)
You all know why you're here.

STEVE
Yeah.  Kill the fag.

LEVIN
Yes, I don't care if he's shot,
beaten, cut up, stabbed, or mashed
to death.  Five hundred G's to the
man who kills him.

He points to a table full of guns, knives, bats, and other
weapons.

LEVIN (CONT'D)
If you didn't bring your own, we got
shit here for you to use.

Walter picks up an assault rifle.

LEVIN (CONT'D)
So.  Take positions around the
entrances.  I've got cameras around. 
My men'll have radios and the
intercom.  Get to it.

He checks his watch.  It read's 10:30 p.m.

INT. RICHIE LEVIN'S WAREHOUSE OFFICE - LATER

Richie, Rob and BRETT WOMACK are alone in Levin's office.
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Brett, in his early 30's is heavily muscled, wearing a wife
beater, is covered with tattoos.  His ears are caulifloured
and scarred.

Brett rubs his knuckles.

BRETT
So what is it you want me to do?

LEVIN
If Sanderson gets this far, you need
to kill him.

BRETT
I'm no killer.

LEVIN
This guy will be trying to kill you. 
You're my heavy.  Everyone says you're
the best MMA fighter in Northeast. 

BRETT
That's what some people say.  

ROB
Deal's this Brett.  If you don't
wanna kill him, just fuck him enough
so we can.  

LEVIN
There's alot of money in this for
you.  Are you up to this?

BRETT
I'm not afraid of anyone.

LEVIN
Good.  Take it easy, it might be
awhile.  Want a drink, coffee perhaps?

BRETT
No.

INT. RICHIE LEVIN'S WAREHOUSE - LATER

The wall clock reads 4:30 am.  

The throngs of tough guys and shooters lean against the walls,
some are falling asleep.  

Others walk back and forth, trying to stay awake.  

EXT. RICHIE LEVIN'S WAREHOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

Rain pours down over Andrew. 
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He's dressed in all black.  

He carries 7 magazines for his AR-15, which is strapped to
his chest, a bulletproof vest, a combat knife, two extentable
battons, and a 9mm berretta and a bag.

He puts the bag down next to the side wall of the warehouse,
away from the enterances.

He lights a match and places it inside the bag, then steps a
few feet to the side.

Seconds later, the bag blows up, ripping a huge hole in the
wall.

INT. RICHIE LEVIN'S WAREHOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Fire, smoke, and rain pour in from a hole in the wall.

Inside, people take cover in shock. 

Pieces of ceiling fall down.

Andrew steps through the fire and into the warehouse in slow
motion.

Three men react the quickest and start wildly firing in the
direction of Andrew.

He lifts his rifle and begins to fire at the men holding
guns.  

Shells eject from the rifle.  Andrew fires 6 rounds.  Two
for each man.

The men go down in quick succession and Andrew walks over
the bodies.  He fires into each man's head as he walks by.

A man jumps up from hiding behind a low wall and shoots at
Andrew with a Mac-10.  The rounds impact all around Andrew
but miss him.  He then ducks behind the wall again.

Andrew rips apart the wall with the rest of his magazine,
drops it and reloads and takes a quick peak behind the wall. 
The attacker's dead.

A few straggler's run into view.  Andrew takes cover and
fires at them from around the wall.  He ducks back and checks
his handiwork.  

One dead and one wounded.  The other hides.   

Andrew fires into shadows by the body.  

There are screams.
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INT. RICHIE LEVIN'S WAREHOUSE OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Richie sits behind his desk, holding THE ART OF WAR FOR
DUMMIES.  

The explosion's noise reaches the his walls and the doors
rattle.

LEVIN
What the fuck was that.

ROB
He's here.

Levin picks up his radio.

LEVIN
What's going on?

STEVE (V.O.)
He's all over the place.  There's
bodies everywhere.

LEVIN
What?  

STEVE (V.O.)
He's killed alotta people.

LEVIN
(yelling)

I want him dead.

ROB
What are we going to do?

LEVIN
I don't know. 

STEVE (V.O.)
Some people are leaving, running. 
This guy's scaring 'em off.

LEVIN
Who'd you hire Rob?

ROB
Some people wouldn't even consider
going against this guy.

LEVIN
What?  You tell me this now?

ROB
I got plenty of people.



93.

LEVIN
What about other vets?  Mercs, etc?

ROB
Nope.  Not one I talked to wanted a
piece of this.  

LEVIN
Are we fucked?

ROB
He's gonna die.  Trust me.

INT. RICHIE LEVIN'S WAREHOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

Andrew drops another magazine and loads up the final one.  

A molotav cocktail shatters nearby, starting a fire.

From 30 feet away, Walter picks up another flaming bottle.

STEVE
What the fuck are you doing?

WALTER
These things are sweet.

Steve grabs the bottle, but Walter pulls it away.

STEVE
We're inside.  You can't throw those
we'll all die.

Andrew takes aim and fires.

The bottle shatters and sprays fire all over Walter.

Walter screams and runs around engulfed in flames.  

STEVE (CONT'D)
(in slow motion)

Stop drop and roll.  Stop drop and
roll!  

Steve picks up a nearby fireblanket and chases off after
him.

Andrew runs off the other way, firing round after round ahead
of him into doors, behind walls, and through windows.

He empties his rifle and drops it off his chest.

He picks up his handgun and kicks in a wooden door.  
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INT. WAREHOUSE ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Andrew runs through the doorway firing.  

There's no one in front of him.

From behind the door, a pair of men holding bats ambush
Andrew.

One of the men swing a bat and it smashes into the bullet
proof vest, cracking it.

Andrew grunts and drops the gun, he falls to the ground.

More men pour in from the a side doorway.  Some wield knives,
others bats, and in one case an overly large wrench.

Andrew turns on his back and kicks one bat holder in the
knee shattering it.  The man drops.

Andrew leaps up and backfists the other man, followed by a
kick which sends him back through the door.

Andrew backs up as the other men approach.  He holds up one
hand to defend himself and the other unfastens his vest.  He
throws the vest to the floor just as the first attacker
reaches him, swinging a knife to and fro.  Andrew slaps the
blade away and grabs the man's wrist and flips him onto a
large table. 

He grabs his batons out of their holders and whips them open
with a pair of snaps.

Three men with bats attack Andrew.  He parries the blows
with his batons and smashes one baton after another into the
arms, legs, heads, and necks of the men.

One of them goes down gripping his head.  The others regroup
and come at him from two different angles.  Andrew ducks the
first swing and moves into the other.  He smashes the butt
of his club into the attacker's nose and follows it with a
sweep of the legs.

The second man screams as he charges with the bat over his
head.  Andrew sidesteps him and he runs directly into a wall,
headfirst.

The man falls to the floor, leaving behind a bloody faceprint
in the wall.

The wrench wielder holds his weapon shakily in a threatening
manner.  Andrew feints a swing with his baton.  The man turns
around and runs away.
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The final man standing in the room holds a large knife
professionally and swings his blade in a circular pattern.

Andrew drops a baton and pulls his black combat knife.

The blade's long, black and double-edged with a small serrated
part towards the back.  It's vicious looking.

ANDREW
You sure about this?

The man nods silently and begins to circle Andrew.

Andrew throws a jab with the knife at the man's throat level. 
The attacker slashes his wrist quickly as he dodges the blade.

ANDREW (CONT'D)
Shit.

He pulls his hand back to check the damage.  Blood starts to
drip down off his wrist and hits the floor.  The cut is three
inches long and deep.

Andrew moves more cautiously and leads with his baton this
time.  He swings.

The man ducks the attack and slashes Andrew's other wrist,
then follows it with a savage stabbing motion.

Andrew jumps back and kicks a chair into the man's legs.  

He trips and falls.

Andrew jumps at him with his baton and knife swinging in
tandem.

The man kicks his legs out from underneath him.  Andrew falls,
dropping the baton and rolls away.

His attacker stoops on one knee and begins to assault Andrew. 
Andrew mimics his moves and slaps the man's hands away just
before the knife slashes his throat.

ANDREW (CONT'D)
Fuck this.

Andrew stands up above the attacker.

ANDREW (CONT'D)
Get the fuck up.

The man complies and stands.  Andrew throws his knife directly
at him, but it misses and the blade sticks deeply into the
office wall.
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Andrew brings his hands to face level as the man advances
upon him.

The attacker switches his hold on the knife so the blade's
pointed downwards and slashes down at Andrew's chest.

Andrew cross-blocks the man's knife handas he tries to saw
through his grip, and twists his arm sideways.  Then he chops
the inside of his elbow, collapsing the arm while pushing
the blade into him.

The blade buries itself in his chest.  He screams as he backs
away.  From a safe distance, he pulls the knife from his
chest. 

A string of blood flies from the wound and blade, as the man
brings the knife down again at Andrew's chest.

Andrew slaps the man's knife hand down into his thigh,
embedding the blade.  He yelps as more blood pours out and
pulls it free.

ANDREW (CONT'D)
It's over man, walk away.  You've
lost.

The attacker grimaces and throws a straight thrust at Andrew.

Andrew again slaps the hand away, and wrenches the knife
from his grasp.  He then holds the man's wrist as he cuts
the inside of it.  The man pulls his hand away, dragging the
blade deeper and deeper into his flesh.

As Andrew pulls the blade away, he steps between the man's
guard and spins around as the blade traces his throat, cutting
deep.

Jets of blood shoot out of his ripped neck.  He slowly falls.

Andrew walks away without looking back.

INT. RICHIE OFFICE - MOMENTS LATER

Richie, Rob and Brett stand in the middle of the office.

Richie lifts his radio to his mouth.

LEVIN
Anyone there?

WALTER (V.O.)
It's Walter.

LEVIN
What's going on out there?
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WALTER (V.O.)
Everyone's gone man.

LEVIN
What?

WALTER (V.O.)
Dead, fucked up, some people ran
away from this guy.  He's unstoppable,
like the Terminator.  Fuck, Steve's
all burnt up.  He smells like pork. 
It's goddamn sick.

LEVIN
Is he still alive?

WALTER (V.O.)
I don't know, I think he's still
breathing.

LEVIN
Then get him to the hospital.  Get
outta here.

WALTER (V.O.)
You sure?

LEVIN
Yah, there's nothing more you can
do.  Leave.

Levin throws his radio into the wall, shattering it.

LEVIN (CONT'D)
We're fucked.  Fucked, I tell you.

Rob tries to console him, but is pushed away.

ROB
I'll kill him man.

LEVIN
You can try.

Rob runs out of the room.

INT. RICHIE LEVIN'S WAREHOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

Rob runs down the stairs from the office and smashes right
into Andrew.  

Rob reacts by shoving a gun in Andrew's temple.

ROB
You're gonna die, shithead.
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Andrew traps his arm and dislocates the shoulder and hammers
his adam's apple.

Rob falls down, clutching his throat and gasping.

ANDREW
You first.

He walks over the prone body and up the stairs.

INT. RICHIE LEVIN'S WAREHOUSE OFFICE - MOMENTS LATER

Levin stands still as he hears loud footsteps outside his
door.

LEVIN
Is that you, Rob?

Andrew kicks in the door, blood streams from his wrists.

Brett steps out from behind Levin and gently moves him out
of the way.

BRETT
You gotta get through me.

ANDREW
My problem's not with you.  Leave
and I won't kill you.

LEVIN
Kill him, kill him.

Levin jumps up and down, pointing.

ANDREW
I want Donahue, give him to me.

Brett approaches him, with his fist extended in a show of
respect.

Andrew hesitates and bumps his own fist against Brett's

The pair start to circle eachother.

Levin makes an impatient face.

LEVIN
Come on, get it over with.

Andrew amd Brett look at him sternly.

Brett crouches down a bit, in a grappler's stance.
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Andrew throws a flying kick at Brett, who grabs him middair
and smashes him down into the desk.

Andrew gasps and rolls off before Brett can followup.

Andrew throws a spinning backfist at his head.

Brett ducks and uppercuts him in the sternum.

ANDREW
Ooommpphh.

Levin smiles.

Andrew points at Brett's head and throws a punch at it. 
Brett ducks.  Andrew repeats the motion three times with the
same effect.

Andrew points at his head once again and Brett ducks.

Andrew instead throws a vicious kick into his thigh.

Brett staggers for a moment.

ANDREW (CONT'D)
You like that?

Brett charges before Andrew can react and executes a double
leg takedown.  Andrew lands on his back.

Andrew grabs Brett in his guard as Brett rains blows diown
on his chest and head.  Andrew holds up his hands and wards
off some of the blows.  Others land.

Brett escapes the guard and mounts Andrew.  He sits on his
chest.  Andrew tries to escape by pushing away.  Brett grabs
his hand and executes an arm bar.  

Brett stretches Andrew out nearly hyper-extending his elbow. 
Andrew stuggles against the hold.

Andrew grabs his trapped hand and lifts Brett off the ground
four feet.  

Brett struggles, looking over his shoulder, but Andrew drops
him over and over to the floor.

Andrew drops him on the table and tries to elbow him in the
head.  Brett blocks it and smashes his fist into Andrew's
head.

Andrew falls back for a moment and rains blows and fists
into Brett's groin.

Brett screams and rolls over.
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ANDREW (CONT'D)
They allow that in the cage?

Andrew throws him off the table and kicks him.

Brett struggles to his feet and resumes a fighting position.

Andrew kicks his hands out of the way and executes a spinning
back kick.  

Brett flies away but recovers.  He picks up Andrew and smashes
him into the wall.

Bones crack.

Andrew falls to the floor.  He holds his ribs.

Brett pulls him up by his hair to a kneeling position.

Richie laughs and pulls his handgun out.

LEVIN
Move out of the way.

Andrew's eyes fill with pain and sorrow.

ANDREW
I'm sorry, Shawn.

LEVIN
What?

Richie places the barrel of his weapon against Andrew's
forehead.

LEVIN (CONT'D)
Well it was fun.

Andrew looks at the gun.  Something changes in his eyes,
there's fire.

He snatches the gun from his hand in a quick grab.  

Andrew points the barrel right into the man's toes and fires
without hesitation.

Levin screams and falls away.

Andrew stands, tosses the gun aside and faces Brett again.

Brett holds his hands up in a defensive position.

Andrew drives elbow after elbow through his arms.  He kicks
him low, high, and medium in a series of blows.
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Andrew steps back for a moment and flips in the air, bringing
all his weight and heel down on Brett's clavicle.  

It snaps.

Brett falls to his knees.  One arm's dead and hangs uselessly.

ANDREW
We done here?

BRETT
Yah.  No more.

Brett breathes heavily and holds onto his collarbone.

Andrew walks to the writhing body of Richie and hoists him
to his feet.

Andrew kicks, punches, elbows, chops, and headbutts him dozens
of times in seconds.  They are so fast, they barely can be
seen.

Levin hunches down from the barrage.

Andrew kicks him out the window with a crossing sidekick.

The glass shatters and Levin falls down 15 feet onto a car's
hood.

Andrew turns for a moment and sees an open bag full of cash. 
He grabs it.

ANDREW
For my trouble.

Andrew looks down at Richie and jumps through the window.  

He hits the roof of the car and rolls off, cushioning his
fall on Richie.

He grabs his collar.

ANDREW (CONT'D)
I thought you'd be tougher.

LEVIN
I'm a mob boss.  I don't have time
for that shit.

ANDREW
Are we through here?

LEVIN
I've nothing left.  You just ruined
me.



102.

ANDREW
You made a mistake.  Shit happens,
but as long as you're protecting
him, you and I will have issues. 
Now, where is he?

LEVIN
(without hesitation)

He's in that room.

He points to a side room and lays back down.

ANDREW
Thanks, see you around.

LEVIN
Fuck off.

Andrew walks off towards the doorway, cautiously.

He reaches for the door handle.

EXT. RICHIE LEVIN'S WAREHOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Outside the warehouse, a police car pulls up to the carnage. 
Andrew's dad steps out of it.

INT. OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Andrew walks into the room.

Mark Donahue, clad in casts and bandages stands alone.  His
mouth's agape.

MARK
You.

ANDREW
Yeah, me.

Andrew approaches him.  Mark pulls a small .22 revolver with
his good hand from a pocket.

MARK
You're gonna pay.

ANDREW
I'm broke.  Remember.

Mark points the pistol at his face.

Andrew rips the gun out of his hand as it goes off.

Blood flies from his hand, but he holds on.
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ANDREW (CONT'D)
The problem with a .22, is it's for
pussies.

MARK
Mercy.

Andrew jams the gun into Mark's eyesocket.  Mark screams and
starts to cry.

ANDREW
I'm fresh out.

He hesitates for a moment and then his him in the head with
the pistol.  

Mark falls down, unconcious.

Andrew bends down and lifts him over his shoulder and walks
off.

INT. RICHIE LEVIN'S WAREHOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

Andrew walks with Mark over his shoulder.  He knocks him
into things without care.

Just then, his dad steps into the room with his gun drawn.

FRED
Put him down son.

ANDREW
No dad.  It's not over yet.

FRED
It is.  

ANDREW
You're not gonna shoot and I'm
leaving.

Andrew pushes pas his dad. 

His dad grabs him. 

FRED
Wait.  Is this it?  There's bodies
everywhere.

ANDREW
I didn't kill everyone.  This guy's
the one.  

FRED
Are you going to kill him?
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ANDREW
No, I've another idea.

FRED
I'll cover ya on this.  Just promise
me to lay low for a long, long time.

ANDREW
I do.  

He looks his dad in the eye.

ANDREW (CONT'D)
Thank you, dad.

FRED
I'm sorry.

Andrew walks off leaving his dad to survey the scene.

EXT. BRIDGE - NIGHT

A car pulls up to the middle of a tall bridge.

The wind blows leaves and trash across the road.

Far below, water flows freely.

Andrew steps out and around his car.

Andrew pulls an alert Mark from the trunk.

MARK
What are you doing?

ANDREW
Giving you more of a chance than my
Shawn had.

MARK
You're not going to kill me.

ANDREW
Nope.

Andrew snaps his good arm and kicks out Mark's knee.

Mark screams and falls against the rail.

ANDREW (CONT'D)
When you hit the water, try not to
swim in circles.

Andrew grabs him and throws him over the bridge.
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INT. RIVER - MOMENTS LATER

Mark's body breaks the surface and falls into the cold water.

Mark's eyes register the hopelessness of his situation.  One
arm struggles to pull himself to the surface.

He reaches it, for a moment and floats back down into the
river.

He tries again, but fails to break the surface.

He drifts downwards into the dark.

INT. MARTIAL ARTS DOJO MONTHS LATER - EVENING

Andrew stands in a large, new dojo.  The room contains huge
punching bags, weights, and rings.  The space is immense.

Andrew, dressed fully in his uniform stands in front of a
crowd of uniformed men and women teaching the class self
defense.

Brett stands next to him, helping students with grappling
techniques.
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