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FADE IN:

EXT. LOS ANGELES SUBURBAN NEIGHBORHOOD - NIGHT

A trio of helicopters fly in formation through the sky, 
conical searchlights scanning the ground below.  Urgent radio 
chatter crackles in the darkness.

The lights converge on a house, turning night into day.

Out the front door runs LUKE MCSATAN (40’s), with clean-
shaven head and pointy goatee, dressed completely in black.  
Blinded by the searchlights, he shakes his fist Heavenward.

LUKE
Damn you all to Hell!  Not!

BUB (O.S.)
The mob’s about three minutes from 
the front door, Dad!  

Luke squints at the roof to see BUB MCSATAN (11) perched on 
the eaves, holding binoculars to his fifth-grade eyes.  He 
wears a T-shirt that says: “THE SECOND AMENDMENT PROTECTS THE 
FIRST.”

The boy watches what comes up the street.

POV THRU THE BINOCS

A vigilante parade of slow-moving cars flanked by hundreds of 
surly pedestrians... all angry, armed with pitchforks and 
torches, looking for blood.

ON THE ROOF

Bub pulls out a Mossberg 12-gauge shotgun, cocks it expertly.

BUB
I’m using “Flesh Shredder” anti-
personnel shrapnel rounds on these 
guys, okay?

LUKE
No, Bub, you need to be more 
subtle!  Start with the “Lil 
Stinger” rubber ball riot-busters.  
You can always escalate from there.

BUB
Awww, I never get any fun!

Luke runs inside the house.



INT. L.A. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Luke steps over cardboard boxes through a living room in 
complete disarray-- someone’s moving out in a hurry.

LUKE
Damien! Gotha!  Let’s move it!

He almost collides with DAMIEN MCSATAN (16), tall, dark and 
emo, who carries an 8-foot-long, evil-inspired totem pole.  

DAMIEN
Hey, Dad! Check out the size of my 
pole!

Beside him is GOTHA MCSATAN (14) who lugs a heavy wooden 
suitcase.  Gotha dresses in black lace, torn fishnets and 
combat boots.

LUKE
(pointing to totem pole)

That goes.  Lash it to the car. 
(pointing to suitcase)

That stays.  We don’t have room.

GOTHA
This is my collection.  It goes 
where I go, or I get violent.

Down the stairs comes an old lady, GRAMMA (70’s).  She too is 
dressed in black, mumbling to herself.  Luke jerks his thumb 
outside.

LUKE
Fine.  Just take Gramma with you.  

SALEM MCSATAN (30’s) traipses through the living room, black 
designer handbag in one hand, metal spear in the other. 

SALEM
If I skewer the leader, they’ll 
scatter.  Like they did at our 
house in Poughkeepsie!

LUKE
Mobs in Los Angeles are much more 
sophisticated, darling.  Perhaps a 
smoother exit this time.

SALEM
Luke, why does it always end up 
like this?  We’ve lived here less 
than six months.
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Luke embraces his wife.

LUKE
Only some will see Truth, the rest 
will just be angry.  It’s the 
burden of our faith, my dear.

From the driveway, a Hummer’s tri-tone horn blasts urgently.

OUTSIDE

Gotha hits the horn again.  Damien finishes lashing the totem 
pole to the Orange Hummer, perpendicular across the hood, 
like horns on a bull.  Luke steps up with Salem, sees it.

LUKE
Not quite what I had in mind but 
it’ll do.  Everybody in!

The Mob is just feet away.  The McSatans get pelted with 
stones of varying size.  The family hurries into the Hummer.

INT. HUMMER

Luke drives, Salem shotgun.  Damien, Gotha, Bub and Gramma 
are crammed into the back seat. 

Outside, the Mob converges on the car, pounding.  

Luke shifts into drive and plows through it, the totem pole 
bull’s horns picking off the unlucky in the mob: thunk, 
thunk, thunk.

As the car speeds up, Bub turns and looks forlornly through 
the back window.  Mobbers shake their fists and pitchforks.

BUB
Bye, house.  I’ll miss you.

LUKE
I promise you, our next home will 
be different.  People there will 
really care.

INT. DMV OFFICE - DAY

A 50’s-style wooden sign reads:

DEPARTMENT OF MOTOR VEHICLES
FORBENORK, OREGON

WHERE FOLKS REALLY CARE!
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Typical DMV: a bland, crowded place.  PEOPLE jabber on cells, 
wait in line, take tests.  It’s noisier than hell.

Luke, now an employee, stands behind a service window which 
says “CLOSED”, but the line he should be serving extends the 
length of the office.  

Co-workers VINCE and EUNICE (20’s) stand at windows on either 
side of Luke, trying to help irate customers.  

VINCE
Hey, McSatan!

EUNICE
Think you could open and help us 
get rid of this line?

LUKE
I’ve told you repeatedly, my last 
name is pronounced Mc-Sah-TAN.  And 
my computer’s not working.

He lowers his eyes to view his monitor.  A sex toy website is 
on the screen, “DEMONIC-DELIGHTS.COM” 

The products pictured are truly demonic delights-- dildos, 
butt plugs, nipple clamps, weiner cuffs, anal lubes and more!

Luke pushes a button on the keyboard.  Onscreen, the website 
is replaced with surveillance cam footage of the parking lot. 

INSERT - PC MONITOR

The orange Hummer -- sans totem-pole horns -- is parked 
outside in the lot.  An OLD LADY (80’s) maneuvers her 
Cadillac into a space beside the Hummer and parks.    

When she opens her car door, it crashes into the side of the 
Hummer.  She yanks the door back, sees the dent she made.

She looks around -- nobody saw.  She starts her car, pulls 
out, parks in another spot a few yards down.  Problem solved.

BACK TO DMV

Luke’s eyes turn to slits.  He glances at the clock -- 4:55.  

He pulls out a briefcase, opens it on the counter, throws in 
some office supplies, slams the lid shut.  He leaves his 
service window toward the exit.

EUNICE
Mc-Sah-TAN!  Where are you going?
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LUKE
My wife just called.  She’s at the 
hospital, having our first baby!

VINCE
You never mentioned your wife was 
pregnant.

EUNICE
And I thought you already had three 
kids!

LUKE
I do.  But this is the first one 
we’ve really wanted.  See you 
Monday!

The waiting line grumbles loudly as Luke hurries out the 
glass doors of the department.

EXT. DMV OFFICE - DAY

Luke walks quickly.  Coming the other way, the Old Lady 
shuffles along.  As Luke passes, he bumps her hard, shoulder 
to gut.  She almost falls, rights herself, shakes her fist.

OLD LADY
You... asshole!

Luke sneers back at her and sprints to the parking lot.

EXT. DMV PARKING LOT - DAY

Luke checks his Hummer for damage, sees the dent.  He strolls 
to the back, pops the trunk and grabs a large hammer.

He hustles to the Old Lady’s Cadillac a few spots over and 
uses the hammer to bust every one of the Caddie’s windows.

EXT. MCSATAN HOUSE - GARDEN - DAY

Salem McSatan is gorgeous: flawless face, no blonde hair 
astray and a cheery countenance that never falters, almost.

On her knees by a picket fence, she wears a stylish black 
dress, gloves and a perfect black gardening hat.  As she 
harvests spotted mushrooms from the soil, she examines one...

SALEM
Lovely, so lovely.
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...and acknowledges those around her only she can see.

SALEM
Aren’t they just perfect, Girls? 
Perfect and delicious.

The Girls must have answered her.

SALEM
I knew you’d think so!

She giggles, sees khaki-uniformed SHERIFF TAYLOR (40’s) as he 
walks up the driveway to his house next door.  

He sees her, tilts his hat to avoid eye contact.  She waves.

SALEM
Hello, Sheriff Taylor!

The Sheriff ignores her, keeps going, ten steps from his 
front door.  Five steps, four...  until Salem stands and 
shrieks at the top of her lungs.

SALEM
Hey!  I won’t be ignored!

Sheriff Taylor stops, turns to see his neighbor over the 
picket fence as she tends her garden, smiling sweetly.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
Hi, Mrs. McSatan.  Nice day, huh?

Her smile fades to suspicion.  She hides the mushrooms behind 
her back. 

SALEM
Yes, fine.  Now move along, nothing 
to see here!

Perplexed, Sheriff Taylor quickly paces the last steps to his 
front door and disappears through it. 

INT. JOSH’S HOUSE - GARAGE - DAY

Damien McSatan holds an electric guitar and wears a black T-
shirt that says “NOTE TO SELF: STOP EATING CHILDREN.” 

Fat JOSH (16) wears tight leather pants, skimpy vest and 
spiked collar.  He sits behind a drum kit with the logo 
“HELLSPAWN” sloppily scrawled across the drum head.
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ROLAND (16) plays bass.  Bookish and bespectacled, he wears 
an oversized hat, shiny pants and a girlish shirt.  Trying 
for artistic & unique, so far he just looks silly.

The band plays a hardcore riff.  Damien moans into the mic.

DAMIEN
I am your evil Satan               
and I wanna kill a nun             
I am your evil Satan             
and I wanna buy a gun...

Josh stops playing, pissed.  

JOSH
You screwed up the lyrics again!

DAMIEN
So what?

ROLAND
What difference does it make, Josh?

JOSH
A lot, you idiots.  First you buy a 
gun, then you kill a nun.  In that 
order.  That’s how it works. 

DAMIEN
Oh.  Like “Josh gets ass-reamed by 
his dad, Josh eats everything he 
can cram in his mouth, Josh gets 
fat as a house.”  In that order.  
That’s how it works.

JOSH
I’ve had it.  You’re outta the 
band, Damien!  

Josh waddles to a wall switch, flicks it.  The garage door 
slowly creeps open.

DAMIEN
You can’t kick me out.  I’ve made 
this band what it is today!

JOSH
You’re not Satan-y enough for 
“Hellspawn”.  You never were.  So 
get the hell out of here!

Stunned, Damien shuffles toward the open garage door.
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JOSH
And gimme my guitar back!

Damien swings the electric guitar by the strap and lets it 
fly.  It lands on Josh’s drum kit, demolishing it in a highly-
amplified racket.

Josh runs to the drum kit, grabs the guitar and stumbles over 
the mess.  Damien grins as he leaves the garage pandemonium.

EXT. HIGH SCHOOL QUAD - DAY

Gotha McSatan sits at a picnic table reading a book, “SYLVIA 
PLATH: POEMS TO STICK YOUR HEAD IN AN OVEN BY."  Beside her 
is the heavy wooden suitcase so dear to her.

Her long, black hair and pallor emphasize a huge red pimple 
on the tip of her nose.  

Pretty and popular BEATRICE (14) and YVETTE (14), approach 
and sit.  Both are dripping mean.

YVETTE
We need this table, McSatan.  Go 
somewhere else.

BEATRICE
Yeah.  Move it, Queen of the Dead.  

GOTHA
I’ll just sit here on the end.  You 
two go ahead and do your lesbian 
quilting circle, or whatever.

Beatrice gets in Gotha’s face.

BEATRICE
Did you know you have a giant zit, 
right on the tip of your nose?

YVETTE
Ewww, she does!  How gross!

BEATRICE
Go hide your ugly face, Gotha.  
Shoo!  Shoo!

Gotha stands with her book and grabs her suitcase.
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GOTHA
I hope one day you’re as ugly on 
the outside as you are on the 
inside, Beatrice.  Maybe it’ll be 
tomorrow.

She gives Beatrice the Evil Eye.

GOTHA
Nixum blotsun norrisdoxen...  
bitch.

Gotha leaves, lugging her luggage.  Beatrice and Yvette crack 
up like teenage crows.

EXT. SOCCER FIELD - DAY

Bub McSatan mans the goal.  He has dark hair and unnaturally 
blue eyes, sort of a pre-teen Hitler.  

He wears a T-shirt with the caption: “I’M REPUBLICAN BECAUSE 
WE CAN’T ALL BE ON WELFARE.”

Five TEEN BOYS approach the goal, dribbling several soccer 
balls.  One boy shoots a ball into Bub’s gut.  Bub cocks his 
head and stares daggers at him.

BUB
Don’t make me mad!  You won’t like 
me when I’m mad!

TEEN BOY
We don’t like you anyway, McSatan.

The Teen Boys kick a barrage of soccer balls at Bub, knocking 
him down.  He screams as he’s beaned again and again:

BUB
It’s pronounced Mc-Sah-TAN!  The 
accent’s on the TAN!!

EXT. DMV PARKING LOT - DAY

Luke hums a Gregorian chant as he strolls back to the 
Hummer’s trunk and drops the hammer in.  

INSERT - HUMMER TRUNK

There’s a five-gallon jug of gasoline, a dozen mason jars and 
a pile of oily rags back there, too.

BACK TO SCENE
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Luke pours liquid from the gas can into a mason jar, sticks a 
rag in, screws the lid on...

LUKE
Have a drink, ol’ lady, compliments 
of the “asshole.”

Luke climbs into his Hummer, starts it.  It purrs powerfully. 
Pulls out of his parking spot, Molotov Cocktail in hand.

He drives by the Old Lady’s damaged car, lights the rag, 
throws the cocktail into the Caddie, setting it afire.

Luke peels out of the parking lot, fishtailing.  His Oregon 
license plate...  

“SATN ROX”

INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT

Salem makes dinner, the perfect homemaker.  Near a boiling 
pot, she consults a book: “FATAL FUNGI OF NORTH AMERICA." 

The spotted mushrooms she’s harvested are pictured, labeled 
“DEATHCAP MUSHROOM” with a large red skull and crossbones.

Salem adds mushrooms to the pot, stirs, smells the brew.  She 
hears Luke enter the front door and pauses to check her face 
in the reflection of the oven window before greeting him.

INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Luke walks in, slams the front door.

LUKE
Honey, I’m home!

Salem enters.  Luke grabs her, shoves her sexy-rough against 
the wall, knocking pictures down, kisses her... she loves it.

SALEM
I’m so glad you’re home.  It’s been 
an awful day.  For the kids, I 
mean.  We’ve had a lovely day. 

She looks around her.

SALEM
Right, Girls?

LUKE
The voices again, Salem?
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SALEM
Yes, they came back today.  You 
don’t mind... do you?

She seductively runs her finger across his cheek.  He melts.

LUKE
Of course not.  Just remember your 
promise. 

She nods, nuzzling him.

SALEM
I’ll ignore everything the Girls 
tell me to do.  Everything.

LUKE
Ah, that’s my darling.

They kiss again, softer this time, but just as hot.

INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - DINING ROOM - NIGHT

The family sits around the table: Luke, Salem, Damien, Gotha 
and little Bub.  A serving dish sits in the center, covered 
with a silver dome. 

Damien reaches out to lift the dome.  Luke quickly jabs his 
fork out and spears Damien’s hand.

DAMIEN
Ow!

LUKE
You know the rules.  Wait ‘til 
after we say grace to eat.

Luke claps twice.  The lights above the table turn red. 

INT. TAYLOR HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Sheriff Taylor, still dressed in his khaki uniform, puts a 
high-powered rifle to his eye.

He looks through the scope out his window, into the window of 
the house next door... the McSatan’s.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
It’s happening again.  Just like 
every night.
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Through their dining room window, the lights within the 
McSatan’s home turn red.

ELLEN (40’s), fit and pretty while still looking her age, 
comes close, whispers in the Sheriff’s ear. 

ELLEN
Put that rifle away, for pete’s 
sake.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
I’m just lookin’, not shootin’.

ELLEN
What the McSatans do when their 
lights turn red like that is none 
of our business.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
I’m the Sheriff.  Everything that 
happens in this town is my 
business.

INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - DINING ROOM - NIGHT

Bathed in red light, Luke, Salem, Damien, Gotha and Bub each 
pull out black hoods and place them over their heads. 

Each also pulls out a silver necklace with an inverted 
pentagram from underneath their dark clothes.

Luke says grace quickly, in a get-it-over-with tempo:

LUKE
Father Satan, foul-stenched, 
dismally horrible Lord of Darkness, 
curse this wretched food with your 
corrupt evil and damn our vile 
souls to the depths of your 
infernal doom.  Fuck yeah.

EVERYONE
Fuck yeah.

LUKE
Let’s eat.

Salem pulls the silver dome off.  A boiled goat’s head sits 
on the serving dish, dead eyes wide in horror.  Luke picks up 
a carving knife and slices portions off the goat’s head.

BUB
I get the eyeballs!
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DAMIEN
No, I get ‘em this time.

GOTHA
Just save me the brainstem.

With his fork, Luke skewers a spotted mushroom.  He sniffs 
it, returns it to the plate and whispers to Bub.

LUKE
Don’t eat the mushrooms, pass it 
on.

Bub turns to Gotha, does the same.

BUB
Don’t eat the mushrooms, pass it 
on.

Gotha leans to Damien.

GOTHA
Try the mushrooms, they’re 
delicious.

Luke has trouble slicing through the goat’s skull.

LUKE
Darn it! 

SALEM
Luke, watch your language around 
the kids!

LUKE
Sorry.  Devil Double-Dammit Fuck!

SALEM
That’s better.  We have to set an 
example.

GOTHA
I wanna go back to Los Angeles.

DAMIEN
Me too.  I hate it here.

BUB
Why’d we have to move to Fork-in-
Pork, Oregon anyway?

LUKE
It’s Forbenork.  And we’ve been 
over this.  

(MORE)
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If I’m gonna make High Priest in 
the Demonic Church, I have to take 
the territory I’ve been assigned... 
no matter how Satan-forsaken it is.   

SALEM
All Daddy has to do is convert one 
person to our faith here...

LUKE
...and offer a blood sacrifice to 
show my dedication to Satan, and 
I’m in.   No problemo.

BUB
A blood sacrifice?  Awesome!  What 
do we get to kill?

DAMIEN
What’s the big deal about being a 
High Priest, anyway?

GOTHA
Sounds really gay.

LUKE
It’s just the highest honor a 
Satanist can achieve in the Demonic 
Church, that’s all.  I was hoping 
you could appreciate that a little.

BUB
How about a rabbit?  Or a moose!   
Let’s sacrifice an effing moose!

Luke, Salem, Damien and Gotha glance at each other, then dig 
into their goat parts without another word.

BUB
Sorry.  I meant, a “fucking” moose.

That wasn’t it.  Salem breaks the awkward silence.

SALEM
Anyone tried the mushrooms?  I made 
them special.

Luke puts down his fork.

LUKE
Look.  Try harder to fit in here. 
Gain people’s trust.  One of them’s 
a convert and my ticket to the High 
Priesthood.  Just do it!

LUKE (cont'd)
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GOTHA
Everyone hates us.  I wanna slice 
their stomachs open and make them 
watch their intestines spill on to 
the floor.

SALEM
That’s so sweet, Gotha.  But no one 
knows us well enough to hate us... 
yet!

LUKE
They’re not used to people who are 
different, that’s all.  Just turn 
on the infamous McSatan charm.

SALEM
It’s Mc-Sah-TAN, dear.  Remember?

LUKE
Right, Mc-Sah-TAN.  For a while, 
anyway, ‘til people get used to us.  
We’ll just ease them into it.

Luke dabs his mouth with a napkin, checks his watch.

LUKE
Almost time for black mass.

Everyone quickly rises; Salem gathers plates and glasses.

SALEM
Kids, hurry up. Go drench 
yourselves with urine.  Get really 
unclean, ‘kay?

LUKE
And smear some shit on Bub.  Unless 
he wants to change his shirt. 

Everyone looks at Bub’s shirt, a happy cartoon GOP elephant 
ass-fucking a democratic donkey.  The caption: “Drill, Baby, 
Drill.”

BUB
I’ll change.

INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - BASEMENT ALTAR - NIGHT

Two lit black candles stand on a long table pushed against 
the wall.  Between them stands a baphomet, a grotesque statue 
with the head of a goat and the body of a nude woman.  
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Black tapestries depicting acts of debauchery adorn the 
walls.  Painted across the floor is a huge pentagram. 
Surrounding it are low wooden benches.

Luke and his family wear black robes with large hoods and sit 
on the benches, wrapping up a folk song in A minor. 

EVERYONE
(singing)

...yes, I love Satan,            
and Satan loves meeeeeee.

SALEM
That one never gets old!

BUB
Yes it does.

LUKE
One more time, from the top!

DAMIEN
Sing it again and I’ll slit my 
wrists, I swear.

GOTHA
Do it.  I wanna watch.

LUKE
Let’s try that new song Damien 
sings with his band... what’s it 
called again?

SALEM
That one about the nuns with guns? 
It’s so catchy!

GOTHA
Didn’t he tell you?  “Hellspawn” 
kicked him out.

LUKE
Why?  What the hell’s wrong with 
you?

DAMIEN
Josh says I’m not “Satan-y” enough.  
But I’m way Satan-y-er than him or 
Roland... aren’t I?

GOTHA
No.  You’re a failure in the eyes 
of the Dark Oppressor.  Just kill 
yourself, Damien.  End this!
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LUKE
He’s not killing himself.  I make 
the rules here.

DAMIEN
I can kill myself if I want to!

GOTHA
Just let him, Daddy. I’ve decided I 
want to be an only child.  When Bub 
gets sacrificed next month, I’m 
gonna switch rooms...

BUB
What did you say?

SALEM
Gotha!  I should cut out your 
tongue... tonight while you’re 
sleeping!

BUB
I’m gonna be the blood sacrifice?  
Me?

Luke shifts in his seat, clears his throat.

LUKE
Of course not.  That’s ridiculous.

Bub blinks.  Looks around at his family.  It’s true.

GOTHA
If you’re not gonna set him 
straight, I will.

(turning to Bub)
Listen up, worm.  You’re going to 
be sacrificed at Dad’s High Priest 
Initiation ceremony.  You were born 
for that purpose and no other.

BUB
I was?

DAMIEN
Yup.  We’ve been planning it as a 
family for years, behind your back.  

GOTHA
I’ll dance nude on Satan’s altar 
when Daddy plunges cold steel into 
your still-throbbing heart.
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SALEM
You’ll do no such thing, hellslut!

LUKE
Mom’s right.  Your breasts are far 
too small for you to dance nude 
anywhere, especially on our little 
Bub’s death altar. 

SALEM
Maybe next year, at Damien’s      
re-circumcision.

DAMIEN
Again?  How many times do I hafta 
do that?

BUB
Wait a minute!  You’re all gonna 
kill me?

Jig’s up.  Luke sighs.

LUKE
Years ago, when I knew I was meant 
to be a High Priest, your mother 
and I spawned you during a Hell-
orgy.

SALEM
We -- along with hundreds of other 
Satanists having anonymous sex in a 
cornfield -- promised all conceived 
that night would be offered to the 
Prince of Darkness.  It was soooo 
romantic.

LUKE
Now you have to sacrificed at 
midnight on your twelfth birthday 
so I can show my eternal dedication 
to Satan.  Got it? 

BUB
That’s at the end of the month! 
I’ll miss the Preteen Republicans 
Global Warming Denial Conference!

LUKE
Son, just think of the sacrifice as 
a Bar Mitzvah.  Except, instead of 
taking an important step toward 
manhood...
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SALEM
Or having a huge party...

GOTHA
Or getting money in little 
envelopes...

DAMIEN
Or having your first hooker sent up 
to your room...

LUKE
...you’ll be gutted and drained of 
blood by your own father’s hand.  
Doesn’t that make it easier?

Bub shakes his head, nope.  Luke turns to Salem.

LUKE
That’s all the sensitive stuff I 
got.  Hold him down.  I’ll throw 
punches ‘til he comes around.

SALEM
Wait, Darling.  Let me try.

Salem sits beside her son, strokes his cheek.

SALEM
Bubby, ever since you were a baby, 
Daddy and I have dreamt of this.  

BUB
You have?

SALEM
Uh-huh.  And as you were growing 
up, every time the Girls told me to 
drown you in the bathtub or lock 
you in your car-seat and drive the 
minivan off a cliff, I said “No,” 
and do you know why?

Bub slowly shakes his head again.  

SALEM
Because I didn’t want anything to 
get in the way of this moment.

BUB
The moment I turn twelve so you can 
kill me and give my blood to Satan.
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SALEM
Yes!  I knew you’d understand, my 
little imp!

GOTHA
He’s taking it better than I 
thought.  Dammit.

LUKE
Let’s all have a little faith in 
Satan, okay?  We’re a family.  
We’ll get through this.  Well, most 
of us, anyway.

DAMIEN
Yeah, the only thing Bub’ll get 
through is a strainer to separate 
his blood from his chunky bits.

BUB
Just shut up!

SALEM
Damien Hitler McSatan, stop teasing 
your brother this instant!

A rapping noise drifts from upstairs -- sounds like a 
baseball bat beaten against a metal door, over and over.  Bub 
looks up toward the sound, sniffs back a tear.

BUB
It’s... hungry.

INT. TAYLOR HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT

Sheriff Taylor sits at the table and pores over stacks of 
paperwork, grumbling to himself as he writes.

Ellen slinks behind him, whispers softly in his ear.

ELLEN
Sheriff, we got an hour ‘til Joey 
gets home.  Come upstairs and show 
me your baton.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
Gotta work late ‘til I get a new 
deputy.  You know that.

She wraps her arms around him.  He keeps working.
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ELLEN
C’mon.  Put the badge down for the 
night.  I promise it’ll be there 
for you in the morning.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
That’s harder for me to do than it 
is for some people.

He stands, goes to the fridge.  She follows.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
Every time someone in Forbenork 
complains about the McSatans, I 
hafta write a report.  And there 
are a lot of complaints.

He grabs a carton of OJ, takes a gulp.  Ellen takes a glass 
from the cabinet, places it on the counter.

ELLEN
They’ve lived next door to us for 
three months.  Don’t you think we 
should go introduce ourselves? 

She takes the carton from him, pours juice into the glass.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
Not ‘til they break the law.  Said 
yourself, it’s none of our 
business.

He downs the glass of OJ while she returns the carton to the 
fridge.  He sits at the table, dives back into the reports.

ELLEN
I don’t mean as the Sheriff and his 
wife.  I meant as neighbors.

The Sheriff and Ellen hear the rapping sound, baseball bat 
against metal, over and over, coming from the McSatan’s.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
What the sweet jesus is that?

ELLEN
Happens a lot.  At all hours.  
Sometimes, I hear moaning, too.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
That takes it.  I’ve had enough.

He grabs his cell phone, starts dialing.
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ELLEN
What are you doing?

SHERIFF TAYLOR
Calling a town hall meeting.

ELLEN
No.  Not again, Tom.  Please.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
I have to!  I can’t afford any more 
trouble in Forbenork.  I’m the 
Sheriff here -- maybe I can nip 
this one in the bud.

EXT. OLD HOUSE - ESTABLISHING - NIGHT

A run-down, boarded-up hovel.  Graffiti is sprayed in red 
letters across it: “ABANDONED.  KEEP OUT.  THIS MEANS YOU!”

INT. BUTCH AND WINNIFRED’S LAIR - NIGHT

The place is disgusting.  Garbage is strewn across the floor.  
Two misfits sit among the clutter. 

BUTCH (20) is a punk with spiked hair, multiple piercings, 
covered in tattoos.  He looks dangerous -- stupid, too.

BUTCH
They firebombed Nana’s car at the 
DMV.  Destroyed her entire 
inventory. 

EXT. DMV - PARKING LOT - FLASHBACK - DAY

A FIREMAN squirts a still-burning Cadillac with a blast from 
his fire extinguisher.

The Old Lady (who bumped Luke’s Hummer) is on her knees, 
fingers clasped behind her neck.  Sheriff Taylor slaps 
handcuffs on her wrists. 

WINNIFRED (18) talks in a pitch that makes people wince when 
they first hear it.

WINNIFRED (V.O.)
How’d they know our Nana was 
running a meth lab out of her 
trunk, Butch?  How’d they know?
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BUTCH (V.O.)
The Sheriff’s probably been staking 
her out for months.  Sonofabitch 
knew right when to nail her.  

WINNIFRED (V.O.)
Just like he nailed me, right, 
Butch?  Just like he nailed me!

END FLASHBACK - BACK TO SCENE

Winnifred wears a ragtag dress and teased red hair; her eyes 
have a little crazy in them.

WINNIFRED
But every second the Sheriff was 
ravaging me, all I could think 
about was you, baby.  

BUTCH
Stop sayin’ stuff like that, 
Winnifred!  I’m your freaking 
brother.  Besides, you made all 
that up.

She wraps her arms around him, tries to snuggle.  He squirms 
from her grip, repulsed.

WINNIFRED
I don’t know what I’m saying 
sometimes.  Maybe I did.

BUTCH
Of course you did, Boobs-for-
Brains.  That’s why they kicked us 
outta town.

Winnifred pushes her cleavage together and slinks to within 
an inch of Butch, seductively.

WINNIFRED
Make love to me.  Let your seed 
nourish my fertile ground.  I wanna 
have your baby-- tattoos and all.

Butch escapes her groping hands.

BUTCH
Stay away from me!  

Winnifred sits on the ground, dejected.
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WINNIFRED
I can’t help it, Butch.               
You’re all I’ve got.

Butch sits next to her, not venturing too close.

BUTCH
They really screwed you up... 
everybody in that town.

WINNIFRED
They screwed us both up.

BUTCH
We’ll make ‘em pay for what they 
did.  To both of us.

He stands, hesitates, then extends his hand to help her up.  
She takes it.

WINNIFRED
What are we gonna do? 

BUTCH
I’m not sure yet.  I just know... 
it’s gonna hurt.

INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - DINING ROOM - DAY

Damien and Bub sit at the table, slurping loudly from cereal 
bowls.  Luke sits beside them, reading a tabloid.  He looks 
into Damien’s bowl.

LUKE
What is that stuff?

DAMIEN
Chum Chex.  

BUB
Lightly sweetened innards with a 
touch of cinnamon.  Want some?

Gotha walks down the stairs, wooden suitcase in hand.  She 
heads to the front door.  Luke glares at her.

LUKE
Where in Satan’s name do you think 
you’re going?

GOTHA
School.  You force me to, remember?
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LUKE
Not looking like that, you’re not. 

Salem enters, carrying a plate. She sets it down before Luke.

SALEM
Daddy’s right.  Your make-up needs 
tramping up.  

She applies red, hooker-approved lipstick to Gotha’s lips.  

SALEM
That’s better!  Looking cheap just 
takes a little more effort.

Annoyed, Gotha pulls away and walks to the front door.

LUKE
One more thing, harlot!

GOTHA
What now?

LUKE
The buttons.  Fix them.

Gotha looks down, unbuttons a button, opens the collar wide.

GOTHA
Satisfied?

LUKE
One more.  Make it look really 
slutty.

SALEM
Lure the boys here, Gotha.  We’ll 
take care of the rest!

Fuming, Gotha leaves.  Luke looks at the plate before him.

LUKE
Pancakes, I see.  With blueberries?

Salem nods enthusiastically.   He cuts one, takes a bite and 
grimaces.

LUKE
No, lead buckshot.  And...

(chewing thoughtfully)
...chunks of black tar heroin.

Salem smiles sweetly, still nodding.  He spits the pancake 
out onto the plate, uses his napkin to dab his mouth.
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LUKE
I’ll just have coffee this morning, 
darling.

The rapping sound starts again: like a baseball bat against 
metal, coupled with feral moans of something in pain.  Luke 
stands, grabs the plate of deadly pancakes.

LUKE
On second thought...        
breakfast is served!

INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - HALLWAY

Luke arrives at a metal door.  The rapping sound comes from 
the other side.  He fishes in his pocket for keys, unlocks 
multiple dead-bolts and swings the door open.

INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - GRAMMA'S ROOM - DAY

Gramma wears a black robe with a large hood that covers her 
white hair and most of her face.  Around her neck is a chain 
with a huge inverted cross hanging from it.  

She clutches a Louisville Slugger in her gnarled hands.

GRAMMA
What took you so long?  We’re  
starving to death in here!

Luke offers her the plate.  

LUKE
Breakfast, Mom.  For you and little 
Harley.  Pancakes with blueberries, 
sort of.

She drops the bat, which clatters on the floor.

GRAMMA
By the wrinkles on Satan’s salty 
scrotum!  Gimme it, boy.  When 
Harley gets hungry, he starts 
gnawing at my insides extra hard.

Gramma belches loudly; Luke sidesteps to avoid it.

LUKE
Tapeworms will do that, I guess. 
What do you think he’s up to, 
now... thirty feet?

Gramma pats her belly.
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GRAMMA
Feels more like forty.  And he’s 
just a baby!

LUKE
Let’s get you both fed, okay?

Gramma reaches out for the plate... but Luke swipes it away 
before she can get her wrinkled hands on it.

LUKE
Just tell me the name of the putrid 
bastard who sired me and these 
pancakes are all yours.

Gramma salivates.  Harley whimpers deep in Gramma’s gut.

GRAMMA
I can’t, Luke!

LUKE
Why?  Is he that bad?  Or worse, 
that good?

GRAMMA
Oh, no.  Your father’s the most 
vile beast there ever was.  A 
scourge of cruel and unrelenting 
evil!  But he has a sweet side too.

Luke puts the tray of food on Gramma’s nightstand.

LUKE
He’s a high-ranking member of the 
Demonic Church.  You said so. 

GRAMMA
You could say that.  The highest.

LUKE
He’d want to know I’m on the verge 
of High Priesthood.  Wouldn’t he?

GRAMMA
No. It would only infuriate him.   
You’re not ready for his wrath!

LUKE
Well, he’s not ready for mine! 

Luke picks the tray of food off the nightstand.
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LUKE
I’ll find out who he is, with or 
without your help.  In the 
meantime, you can rot in here.

GRAMMA
But Harley’s due for his well-
tapeworm check-up!

Luke opens the metal door and steps out, pancakes in hand.

LUKE
I just want to know who he is, Mom. 
And why he left before I was born.  
What’s so wrong with that? 

No answer.  Disappointed, he leaves, slamming the door.

INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - BASEMENT ALTAR - NIGHT

Pitch black.  A match strikes, blooms into flame.  It lights 
a candle, then another, so the room is dimly lit. 

Luke stands upon the pentagram on the floor, dressed in a 
black hooded robe.  He bows his head, prayers directed 
downward.

LUKE
Dark Master Satan, heaving pustule 
of abysmal destruction, I ask your 
corrupt, cum-pig guidance.  

He approaches the table against the wall.  Absentmindedly, he 
fingers the woman’s breast on the baphomet statue.

LUKE
No one up here cares about what 
really matters.  Me.  

He impulsively grabs both the baphomet’s breasts, fondles 
them roughly, then remembers himself.

LUKE
I’m having trouble finding a 
suitable convert to your corrupt 
blasphemies.  Despicable 
Perpetrator of Lies, could you give 
me a sign when I’m on the right 
track?  In your obscene, pestilent 
name... fuck yeah.
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INT. DMV - OFFICE - DAY

Vince and Eunice return from lunch.  Luke has left them 
colorful little pamphlets at their windows, happily entitled 
“SATANISM: GIVE IT A TRY!” 

VINCE
What’s this?

LUKE
Let’s see, shall we? 

Luke picks up a pamphlet from Vince’s window and scans the 
pages quickly.

LUKE
Says here... Satan can help you 
indulge in a debaucherous lifestyle 
while crushing your enemies.  
Wonder how to find out more?

VINCE
Nah, I don’t go for any of that 
cult stuff.

EUNICE
Me either.  Cults are for the weak-
minded who allow themselves to 
believe any silly old thing.

VINCE
Besides, I’m a Mormon.

LUKE
Sorry to hear that.

EUNICE
And I am a Jehovah’s Witness.

LUKE
Disgusted to hear that.

Eunice reaches into her purse and pulls out a book.

EUNICE
It says here in “The Watchtower,” 
that only a hundred and forty-four 
thousand of us will fly to Heaven 
when the world ends.  The rest of 
you douchebags are on your own!
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VINCE
Being Mormon is great.  I myself 
have three wives, each with a 
different puritan hairstyle.  But 
don’t worry.  All my girls are the 
proper marrying age... of twelve.

EUNICE
That’s ridiculous.  Like blood 
transfusions.  Who believes in that 
crazy voodoo stuff?

VINCE
I can see God if I put on my magic 
glasses!  But no one else can.

Vince puts on his “magic” glasses: two large, coarse crystals 
affixed to stiff wire.  

EUNICE
You won’t catch my kids getting 
vaccinated!  That kind of senseless 
rebellion really pisses God off!

Vince searches around him blindly.

VINCE
Are you there, God?  It’s me... 
Vince.

As Vince and Eunice babble, Luke picks up the colorful 
pamphlets and shoves them in his pocket.  

LUKE
I’m running outta time.

Luke’s eyes focus on what’s across the street.

EXT. PLAYGROUND - CONTINUOUS

Elementary school CHILDREN play, laughing and innocent. 

BACK TO DMV OFFICE

Luke hops over his window.  Grabs a fistful of lollipops from 
a jar at Eunice’s station and sprints toward the exit.
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EXT. PLAYGROUND - DAY

Luke’s on one side of an eight foot high, chain-link fence. 
Twenty CHILDREN of ages 7-12 stand on the other.  He stuffs 
lollipops and pamphlets through the holes in the fence.

LUKE
Read this colorful storybook, then 
eat the lollipops.  First the 
story, then the candy!

He notices a YELLOW FLYER taped to the fence.  He reads it:

INSERT - FLYER

TOWN HALL MEETING TONIGHT 

REGARDING: THE NEIGHBORHOOD MENACE

BACK TO SCENE

Luke smiles.  He hears yelling, sees ADULTS sprinting from 
the school toward him.  He rips the yellow flyer off the 
fence and takes off running.

INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Luke enters, breathless, slams the door.

LUKE
Salem!  Kids!  C’mere, now!

Salem walks from the kitchen, a black apron tied around her 
waist that says: “FINGER-BANG THE COOK.”

SALEM
You’re home early!

Luke kisses her.  He unfolds the flyer, shows her.

LUKE
Look.  There’s a neighborhood 
menace!

SALEM
How nice!  Do they swing?

Bub tears down the stairs.  Gotha follows, sauntering.

BUB
What’s up, Dad? 
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GOTHA
This better be important.  You 
called me out of surgery... hamster 
quadruple mastectomy.  Traumatic, 
but so necessary. 

Bub glares up the stairs at his sister.

BUB
I knew you stole little Condoleeza!  
Give her back.  And anything you’ve 
cut off her, too! 

LUKE
Pay attention!  There’s someone in 
town who’s causing trouble.  A 
“menace.”  We like menaces.  They 
make great converts to Satanism.

Salem and Bub get it, nodding and smiling.  Gotha couldn’t 
care less.  She grabs the flyer from Luke, reads it.

GOTHA
Why can’t we go?

LUKE
I’m sure we can!  

SALEM
It’s a town hall meeting, and we’re 
part of this town...

BUB
...aren’t we?

Gotha shows Luke the fine print.  He grabs the flyer back, 
frowns as he reads: 

P.S. DO NOT TELL MCSATANS ABOUT MEETING!

LUKE
I... didn’t see that before.

Gotha and Bub head back upstairs.  Luke sits on the steps, 
dejected.   Salem sits beside him, takes his hand.

SALEM
I think people here just don’t want 
the new neighbors to smell their 
dirty laundry, that’s all.

LUKE
Oh?  Is that right?
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Luke wads the yellow flyer into a tight little ball.

LUKE
Then maybe it’s time we show off 
some sweat stains, stinky socks and 
skidmarks of our own.

INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - DAMIEN’S BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER

A messy teenager’s room.  The walls are plastered with death-
metal posters.  Loud, jarring music plays.  Gotha and Bub 
throw open the door without knocking.  

Damien stands on a stool, placing a noose around his neck.  
Gotha quickly kicks the stool from under him, making him 
hang. 

DAMIEN
Shit, Gotha!  I wasn’t ready yet!

His hands clutch the tightened rope around his throat.  He 
kicks wildly, tries to breathe.

GOTHA
Don’t fight it!  Go toward the 
light!

He struggles more, pulling out the hook that suspends the 
rope from the ceiling.  He falls to the floor with a racket.

GOTHA
Glad you’re taking my advice.  I 
wanna knock out this wall to make 
my room bigger.

BUB
Why can’t Dad just sacrifice you?  
Seems like a win-win to me.

DAMIEN
Get out, both of you!

GOTHA
Wait.  Dad’s going balls-out 
mental.  We better find his convert 
quick, or he’ll take a shotgun to 
all of us in our sleep.

BUB
I was thinking we could try to fit 
in better here, like Dad wanted.  
Make some friends.
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DAMIEN
No way.  Dad says I need to be more 
Satan-y, not less!

GOTHA
If he doesn’t make High Priest, his 
head’ll explode all over the living 
room.  And I’m not cleaning it up!

BUB
If I have to get my throat cut to 
help out, you hafta do something.  
C’mon, Damien.

DAMIEN
Okay.  What do you got in mind?

GOTHA
I have an idea for me.  You two... 
just try and be less like you 
usually are.

BUB
You’ll see.  It’ll be easy to make 
the people in this town love us!

EXT. FORBENORK TOWN SQUARE - NIGHT

Chatty TOWNSPEOPLE form a line leading into the Town Hall 
building.  One of them carries a sign: “WE HATE THE MCSATANS”

Butch and Winnifred peek onto the street from the shadows.  

BUTCH
They’re doin’ it again.  Havin’ a 
Town Hall Meeting...

Winnifred unfolds a yellow flyer -- the same kind Luke had.

WINNIFRED
(reading)

...“regarding the Neighborhood 
Menace.”   That’s gotta be us.

BUTCH
Get us in there, Winnifred.

Winnifred scans the line heading into the Town Hall.  It’s 
thinning out; the last stragglers are walking inside.

She pulls the back of her dress over her head like a shawl 
and clutches it tightly, obscuring her identity.

34.



WINNIFRED
Follow me.  But find something to 
hide your face.  Be discreet! 

She runs into the street and saunters to the end of the line. 

Butch looks around, spies a garbage can.  Indiscreetly, he 
dumps the trash and steals the black plastic trash bag.  

He rips open two eye holes and tosses the garbage bag over 
his head, so he looks like part Batman and part KKK. 

They enter the Town Hall after everyone else has gone inside.

INT. TOWN HALL MEETING - NIGHT

The community gathers, hundreds of PEOPLE sitting in rows of 
chairs facing a stage.  Behind the podium is Sheriff Taylor, 
raising his hands for quiet.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
Everybody settle down.  I need you 
to talk one at a time.

DMV employees Vince and Eunice stand.  Vince wears his 
crystal glasses, Eunice clutches “The Watchtower.”

EUNICE
There’s something wrong with Luke 
McSatan, Sheriff.  He believes the 
silliest things. 

VINCE
And stuff explodes a lot when he’s 
around! 

NORA MENDELSOHN (40’s) is a bossy housefrau in curlers who 
stands.  She yanks the arm of her daughter, Beatrice, who 
rises.  Beatrice is now covered with angry, pus-filled zits.

NORA
Look what that Gotha did to my 
sweet little Beatrice!

The crowd murmurs.  Beatrice looks anything but sweet.  
Yvette rises from her seat, stands beside her friend.

YVETTE
How can she go on with such a 
hideously disfigured face?  How 
could anyone?

The crowd murmurs louder.  Beatrice sneers:
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BEATRICE
Gotha’s a witch!  She must burn!

BACK OF TOWN HALL

Faces hidden, Butch and Winnifred sit in a back row.  She 
sits as close to him as she can.  

WINNIFRED
The McSatans sound like fun!

Whenever Butch scoots away from Winnifred, she scoots closer. 
He yanks the plastic bag up to show his face.

BUTCH
Move the hell over, willya?

FRONT OF TOWN HALL

OLD MAN CLAYMORE (60’s) stands with the help of his cane.

OLD MAN CLAYMORE
They’re evil I tell ya, every one 
of those McSatans!  Evil and weird!

SHERIFF TAYLOR
I can’t just run another family out 
of town because you think they’re 
weird, Mr. Claymore.  Some people 
say you’re weird. 

Claymore shakes his cane with rage.

OLD MAN CLAYMORE
They do not!

Claymore then “becomes” a little girl with a high voice:

OLD MAN CLAYMORE
(as a little girl)

They do so, Grampa!  I hear ‘em 
talkin’ in church!  

Back to a gravelly-voiced, crotchety old man:

OLD MAN CLAYMORE
Quiet, Melissa, you little scamp!  
They do not!

Sheriff Taylor puts up a hand, cutting him/them off.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
That’s enough... uh, you two.
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He gestures to Ellen, sitting in the front row. 

SHERIFF TAYLOR
You all know my deputy just quit, 
so maybe my wife Ellen can give us 
her opinion of the situation. 

She stands and faces everyone.

ELLEN
Seems like we should give new 
neighbors a chance instead of 
looking for reasons to make them 
leave, that’s all.

Low rumbles from the seated crowd.

ELLEN
We don’t even know the McSatans.    
Someone here just has to take the 
first step.

That quiets everyone down.  Taylor looks at his wife.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
She’s right, as usual.  Someone’s 
gotta find out what the McSatans 
are all about.  Someone like us.

IN THE BACK

Butch simmers with rage under his plastic trash bag hood. 

BUTCH
I can’t believe it.  He’s givin’ 
them another chance.

WINNIFRED
Why didn’t we get that?

BUTCH
It’s so unfair.

WINNIFRED
I know, baby, I know.

(holding out a boob)
Wanna nurse?

IN FRONT

The Sheriff has walked from the podium and stands near his 
wife on the floor.  He reaches for her.
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SHERIFF TAYLOR
Time for you and me to get to know 
the McSatans better... starting 
tomorrow night.  Whaddaya say?

Ellen nods nervously, knowing he’s right.

IN THE BACK

Butch drops the black plastic bag back over his face.

BUTCH
C’mon, Winnifred.  Time for you and 
me to go raise some hell.

The pair sneak from the Meeting Hall.  As they creep out, 
they pass someone hidden in the shadows.

A man dressed in black sits, hooded, unmoving, scowling, 
observing the meeting without being seen...  Luke.

EXT. COMMERCIAL STREET - NIGHT 

Butch and Winnifred walk quickly.  Winnifred tries to lock 
arms with Butch, but he keeps pushing her away.

As Butch passes garbage cans, he dumps them, collects black 
plastic liners from each and tosses a few to Winnifred.

BUTCH
The McSatans have this whole town 
fearing the wrath of God... or 
something worse.  

As they grab more bags, each transforms the plastic sacks 
into their own design, forming diabolical hoods and robes.

WINNIFRED
So let’s give it to them!   

BUTCH
Nice guys finish last.  It’s the 
evil who will inherit the earth!

Winnifred’s dress becomes draped in ghoulish layers of black 
plastic, as if designed by Vampirilla herself.  

WINNIFRED
We’ll rip this town apart, piece by 
piece!

Butch transforms his dark sacks into a visage that’s part 
Grim Reaper, part executioner, all sociopath.
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BUTCH
And let the McSatans take the fall.

They giggle evilly.  Butch stops, points.

Across the street, Old Man Claymore locks the door of his 
shop and begins shuffling slowly home. 

BUTCH
Let’s start with him.

Butch and Winnifred sneak up behind Old Man Claymore, 
remaining in the shadows.  Claymore turns, recognizes them.

OLD MAN CLAYMORE
Butch Peabody?  And Winnifred?  
Neither of ya’s allowed to step 
foot in Forbenork!  Get outta here 
before I call the law on ya!

Butch and Winnifred step into the street light, his-and-her 
black plastic nightmare creatures.  

BUTCH
Watch out, Old Man Claymore. 
Devil’s comin’ to getcha.

OLD MAN CLAYMORE
You don’t scare me!  I fought the 
Viet Cong!  I seen Hell!  Drank 
whiskey and balled whores there, 
‘cept back then we called it Hanoi!

Claymore hobbles away as fast as he can.

WINNIFRED
He’s getting away!

BUTCH
So what?  He left something better.

He points ahead.  Winnifred looks.

It’s the store the old man was locking up.  A sign, painted 
in the summer of ‘56, reads “CLAYMORE’S HARDWARE STORE”

BUTCH
The Devil’s Workshop is officially 
open.
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INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Luke stands before Damien, Gotha and Bub, sitting on the 
couch.  Each kid has a copy of Luke’s multi-colored Satanism 
pamphlet opened in front of them.  Salem sits on a chair.

Luke paces.  Reading the pamphlet, Damien recites:

DAMIEN
...“O-wah, Tagoo, Siam...”...

BUB
No!  It’s “O-wah, Tadoor, 
Kiam......”

GOTHA
You’re both high.  It’s “O-wah, 
Tadoo, Shiam...”

LUKE
Wrong, Wrong, WRONG!  You must 
recite the incantation to enslave a 
demon perfectly, or he’ll turn you 
inside out!  Keep going ‘til you 
get it right!

SALEM
I think they’re trying, dear.

Luke throws his pamphlet on the coffee table in frustration.

LUKE
Children of mine shouldn’t “try.”  
They should succeed.

The doorbell rings. 

LUKE
Satan’s sweet, milky sperm.  Who 
could that be, at this hour?

He glances around the living room.  A painting hangs on the 
wall, blood-red splatters upon a woman’s horrified face.  
Luke quickly tilts the picture askew and answers the door.  

Sheriff Taylor, wife Ellen and son, JOEY (11) stand.

LUKE
Unexpected company, AKA invasion of 
privacy.  Bet you just call it 
small-town charm, eh, Sheriff?

Bub sees who’s at the front door.  His face brightens.
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BUB
Hey, Joey!

From outside, Joey looks up at Sheriff Taylor.

JOEY
Can I go hang out with Bub, Dad?

SHERIFF TAYLOR
You... know that boy?

JOEY
Of course!  He’s my best friend.  
Can I go?

The Sheriff nods.  Luke steps aside, letting Joey run to Bub.

LUKE
Let’s not do anything to the 
lawman’s son we’re going to regret, 
okay?

Bub drops his pamphlet and runs up the stairs with Joey.

BUB
I won’t, Dad.

Luke, Sheriff Taylor and Ellen eye each other, silent. 

LUKE
I suppose you want to come in too.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
That would be neighborly, yes.

LUKE
Fine.  Let’s get all “neighborly.”

INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - BUB’S BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Bub’s room is painted GOP red and filled with Republican 
collectibles... bobble-heads, coffee mugs, everything. 
Posters of Reagan, Bush Sr. and Dubya adorn the walls. 

Joey walks into the wonderland of GOP stuff.  He points to a 
poster on the wall.

JOEY
Who’s that old guy?

BUB
That’s George W. Bush, the greatest 
U.S. president ever.  

(MORE)
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It was a magical time back then... 
like Camelot.

Joey sits on the bed, picks up a bobble-head.  Puts it back.  

JOEY
His ears stick out.

BUB
Just part of his boyish charm. W 
was the handsome face of the 
Republican Machine for eight 
glorious years...

Bored, Joey pulls out a PINK VIBRATOR from a toy box.  He 
turns it on.  It buzzes a little, tickling his hand.

JOEY
Where’d you get this?

BUB
Oh, that’s my mom’s. 

Joey then pulls out a bigger BLACK VIBRATOR with razor-wire 
wrapped around its thick base. 

JOEY
What about this one?

Joey turns it on.  It vibrates more like a jackhammer.

BUB
That’s my dad’s.  Leave ‘em alone.

Joey puts the vibrators down, notices Bub’s calendar on the 
wall. And the end of the month, Bub’s written “MY BIRTHDAY!”

JOEY
Hey, your birthday’s in two weeks!

BUB
Fourteen days, four hours and 
twenty-two minutes, actually.

JOEY
You’re gonna have a party, right?

BUB
Well, sorta.

JOEY
Can I come?

BUB (cont'd)
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BUB
No.  It’s kinda just... a family 
thing this year.

JOEY
(bummed)

Oh.

BUB
Joey.  I want you to have this.

Bub holds out his hand.  In it is a large clear marble.

JOEY
Your cleary boulder?  Why you wanna 
give that to me?

(suspicious)
What do ya want of mine?

BUB
Nothin’.  Just take care of it, 
okay?

Joey takes the marble, examines it.  Looks suspicious again.

JOEY
You’re actin’ weird, Bub. 

INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Sheriff Taylor and Ellen sit on the couch.  Luke stands 
sternly, arms crossed, waiting for the visit to be over.

Salem enters from the kitchen, smiling sweetly, looking 
perfect, carrying a steaming platter on a tray.

SALEM
I thought I heard company!

She offers the tray to Sheriff Taylor.

SALEM
Stuffed mushroom, Sheriff?  I made 
them special.

Taylor and Ellen each take one of the mushrooms.  Luke 
hustles over.

LUKE
That’s probably not a good idea.
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SHERIFF TAYLOR
Heck, I’m sure one isn’t gonna 
spoil my appetite.

Luke tries to take the mushroom from Sheriff Taylor, who 
doesn’t surrender it easily.

LUKE
I wouldn’t bet on that.  These 
mushrooms are pretty exotic.

Luke wrestles the Sheriff’s mushroom from his fingers and 
sets it on the coffee table.

ELLEN
I just love exotic food!  I can’t 
wait to try it.

She’s a second from eating her death treat.  Luke’s quick, 
last-ditch effort as she brings it to her mouth:

LUKE
These are homegrown mushrooms.  I 
grew them on my own shit after 
eating Mexican food, for a snappy, 
spicy taste.  Do tell me how it is.

Ellen smiles politely.  A moment later, she places the 
mushroom cap on the coffee table and changes the subject.

ELLEN
I’d love to see your kitchen, 
Salem.  Will you show me?

SALEM
My kitchen?  What a novel idea!

Ellen stands and follows Salem to the kitchen.  As she passes 
Sheriff Taylor, she whispers. 

ELLEN
Go ahead, ask him.

Taylor shoos her away.  The guys stare at each other.  Taylor 
coughs uncomfortably.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
Listen, McSatan...

LUKE
It’s pronounced Mc-Sah-TAN, 
Sheriff.

44.



SHERIFF TAYLOR
Oh.  Can I call you Luke?

LUKE
Nope, ya can’t.

INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT

Ellen examines a wall covered with knives, surgical 
instruments and slaughterhouse equipment.  She picks up a 
gnarly cattle-prod hanging from a hook.

ELLEN
Oh, my.  What’s this for?

Salem shows off the cattle prod like she’s an infomercial.

SALEM
The Slaughter-izer 3000 turns a 
chore into a pleasure with sixty-
thousand volts, fully adjustable 
from “prod” to “full stun.”  I got 
it on sale at Leatherface 
Liquidators.  Want to borrow it?

ELLEN
Um, I don’t do a lot of home 
butchering, but thanks anyway.

Salem puts the device back on its hook.

SALEM
No problem.  What’s mine is yours, 
Ellen.

That touches Ellen.  No one’s ever said that to her before.

ELLEN
I want to have a little get-
together in your honor next week.  
Introduce you to the girls.

SALEM
The Girls?  You hear them, too?

ELLEN
I meant... the girls in the 
neighborhood.  I’ll do the planning 
and we can have it here.  What do 
you say?

SALEM
My Girls and I would be delighted!
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INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

The guys sit stiff-backed and awkward.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
Mister Mc-Sah-Tan, I... I need your 
help.

LUKE
My help?

SHERIFF TAYLOR
There’s been some trouble around 
town.  Vandalism mostly, but I’ve 
seen little stuff turn big and it’s 
my job not to let that happen.

LUKE
I was nowhere near the car that 
exploded in the DMV parking lot!

SHERIFF TAYLOR
To be honest, my deputy recently 
quit on me and... I’m a little 
short-staffed.  You understand.

LUKE
Uh, no.  Sorry to hear about your 
little, short staff.  Try 
counseling.  Or a penile graft.  

Luke glances at the coffee table.  The mushroom cap he placed 
there bubbles, burning itself into the wood.  He casually 
covers the mess with a cocktail napkin.

The Sheriff’s cell rings.  He answers it.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
Hello, Claymore?  Did you forget to 
take your meds again?...  What?... 
Oh, jeez.  I’ll be right there.

Taylor hangs up, looks at Luke grimly.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
Little stuff just turned big at 
Claymore’s Hardware store.  Can you 
give me a hand... please?
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EXT. CLAYMORE’S HARDWARE STORE - NIGHT

A humble store selling general goods, probably looked the 
same for the last 60 years.  Except now, all the windows are 
shattered and display items are strewn everywhere.

Taylor and Luke walk to the front doors. It’s besmirched with 
a crude pentagram scrawled in black paint.  Taylor points.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
What the hell is that?

LUKE
It’s supposed to be an pentagram.  
What it is I haven’t a clue.

They both hear an old man crying and walk inside the store.

INT. CLAYMORE’S HARDWARE STORE - NIGHT

Old Man Claymore sits among the ruins.  He rocks and mutters 
softly, oblivious to the visitors.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
Claymore’s limped two steps deeper 
into crazy over this.  Maybe three.

Luke surveys the one-room store.  Paint by the gallon has 
been dumped over everything.  Scrawled on the walls are 
symbols: pentagrams, upside-down crosses and 666 clusters. 

Sprayed graffiti blares: “SATAN WANTS YOU DEAD”, “HELL IS 
CALLING, CLAYMORE!” and “UR A LIL DEVIL!”

SHERIFF TAYLOR
What do you think?

LUKE
I think... Claymore’s been 
vandalized by someone who has no 
idea what the hell they’re doing.

He jabs his finger here and there.

LUKE
That inverted pentagram is way off 
center, making it a useless 
scribble.  The inverted crosses 
should be drawn straight up-and-
down, not all... tilty like that.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
So, it’s devil stuff?
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LUKE
No.  I think it’s revenge.

(to himself)
And the sign I’ve been waiting for. 

Taylor picks through the rubble.  Everything’s ruined.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
Claymore isn’t ever gonna be the 
same after this.  It’s not just 
vandalism... it‘s the destruction 
of an old man’s life.

Luke walks to Claymore, squats near his blubbering face. 

LUKE
Listen up, Claymore.

He hears the old man and his little girl alter-ego:

OLD MAN CLAYMORE
How am I gonna pay for all this?... 
Don’t worry, Grampa!  I’ll sell my 
body to anyone with a pulse and a 
Jackson!

Luke slaps Claymore, loosening his dentures until they 
clatter inside his mouth.  He stops blubbering.

LUKE
Real Satan worshippers don’t do 
things like this... often.  Let’s 
say I spearhead a community effort 
to sponsor the cleanup.  

Luke yanks his wallet from his pocket, plucks out a wad of 
bills.  He peels off a flurry of hundreds so fast, he’s like 
a casino bill counter.  

LUKE
There’s five -- no, six thousand.  
That’ll get you started. 

Luke stands and shoves the wallet back into his pocket.  
Sheriff Taylor steps nearby, surprised.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
Didn’t know the DMV paid so well.

LUKE
Salem and I also have a successful 
website business we run from home.  
This is just pocket change.
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SHERIFF TAYLOR
Seems you’re takin’ a real personal 
interest in this case.

LUKE
Let’s just say I won’t rest until I 
find who’s responsible for this.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
Any interest in tagging along with 
me to the station?  I think I know 
who’d be capable of such an act.

LUKE
I insist.  Lead the way, Sheriff!

SHERIFF TAYLOR
Hell, Mc-Sah-TAN.  I just might 
find me a new deputy yet!

INT. POLICE DEPT. - JAIL CELL - NIGHT

Forbenork Jail is like the one from Mayberry: a couple cells 
up front, a tiny office in back.

Luke walks in as the Sheriff pulls his keys from the door.

LUKE
Quaint.  Like Holly Hobby’s take on 
the judicial system.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
Folks here never needed more.  
Before now.

Luke spies a skeleton key on a large metal ring that hangs on 
a hook across the room from the cells.  He points to it.

LUKE
That key seems awfully convenient.  
Don’t you ever worry?

SHERIFF TAYLOR
You mean about a guy escaping by 
tying his clothes into a rope, 
knocking the key off the hook and 
dragging it over so he can unlock 
the cell? 

LUKE
Clearly it’s occurred to you.
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SHERIFF TAYLOR
That stuff only works on TV.  Come 
with me.  

The Sheriff disappears.  Luke glances at the key ring on its 
hook once more and follows the Sheriff.

INT. POLICE DEPT. - OFFICE - NIGHT

The Sheriff sits at a tiny desk crowded with paper and other 
crap.  He pulls a thick binder from a drawer and opens it.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
There was a family that lived here 
in Forbenork once, Jeffrey and 
Gretchen Peabody. 

Luke looks at the opened binder.  A man and a woman are 
pictured, looking nearly identical.

LUKE
They could be twins.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
They... were.  No one knew it, 
though.  Both Jeff and Gretchen 
were taken years ago as babies and 
adopted by different families.  
They grew up separately, then met 
as adults... and fell in love.

LUKE
Yuck.  

SHERIFF TAYLOR
Gets worse, I’m afraid.

The Sheriff turns the page.  On it are photographs of younger 
tattooed BUTCH (15) and wildly-dressed WINNIFRED (13), skinny 
with stringy braids.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
Their offspring.  Butch and little 
Winnifred.  They were good kids,  
once.

LUKE
What happened?
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SHERIFF TAYLOR
When the hospital changed to 
electronic record-keeping, some 
fool found their birth certificates 
and shot off his mouth.

He turns the page.  A yellowish newspaper clipping shows the 
pictures of the Peabody family with the glaring headline:

“TWINS DISCOVERED -- MARRIED WITH KIDS!”

SHERIFF TAYLOR
The paper ran this story about Jeff 
and Gretchen before they even knew 
about what happened themselves.

LUKE
You weren’t kidding about it 
getting worse.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
Goes downhill from there.  Once 
word got out, folks wouldn’t have 
much to do with them anymore.  Kids 
took it worst of all.

He turns the page.  More clippings with headlines: “PEABODY 
KIDS HELD FOR ARSON” and “INBRED CHILDREN ASSAULT MULE”

SHERIFF TAYLOR
But when the girl did this, 
something drastic had to be done.

Sheriff turns the page.  A large clipping from a city paper:

“TOWN SHERIFF NOT GUILTY OF RAPE”, sub-headed “PEABODY 
DAUGHTER ADMITS STORIES WERE LIES”

SHERIFF TAYLOR
I called a Town Hall Meeting, 
listened to everyone’s complaints 
and decided to make the Peabodys 
leave town.  The entire family.

LUKE
You banished them?  Where’d they 
go?

The Sheriff slams the binder shut.
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SHERIFF TAYLOR
I don’t know.  Last I checked, Jeff 
and Gretchen went bananas and ended 
up in an asylum.  The kids just 
disappeared.

LUKE
They had nowhere to go.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
I’m a third-generation lawman.  I 
have a whole community to take care 
of, like my Dad did and his before 
him.  If I have to be the one to 
make tough choices, so be it.

The Sheriff stands from the desk, puts his hat back on.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
It’s the hardest thing I’ve ever 
done.  But I watch out for my own.    

The Sheriff stares at Luke.  Who stares back. 

SHERIFF TAYLOR
I know you’d do the same, Mr.     
Mc-Sah-TAN.  I can just tell.

A sensation passes between them, feels like mutual respect.  
Luke coughs uncomfortably.  He’s not used to this.

LUKE
You can call me Luke.

INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - BASEMENT ALTAR - NIGHT

Luke stands in candle-lit dim, dark robe and hood, talking to 
the painted pentagram on the floor.

LUKE
Vile Satanic Father, I’ve been a 
bastard.  I wish.  Actually, I’ve 
failed you.  Like Damien does all 
the time, but even worse.

The next part’s hard to say.  He paces the length of the 
pentagram painted on the floor.  Helps him think.

LUKE
I try to do the wrong thing, but I 
always screw it up somehow.  

(MORE)
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I had to give that Old Man money to 
fix his store.  I can’t really sell 
Satanism with bad P.R., can I?

He sits on a bench, puts his head in his hands.

LUKE
If I can get those Peabody kids to 
take a Ride on the Dark Side and 
convert, that will make up for 
being so... “neighborly”, right?

He stops.  Satan doesn’t want to hear his jabbering.

LUKE
Master Satan, I can be a bastard, I 
know I can.  Give me another 
chance, in your perverse, child-
pornographic name.  Fuck yeah.

From upstairs, in the living room:

SALEM (O.S.)
Luke!  Family meeting!  Come 
upstairs!

INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Luke enters the living room.  Salem sits on the couch. Damien 
slumps next to her.  Gotha clutches her wooden suitcase.  Bub 
stands in front of them all.

LUKE
I didn’t call a family meeting.

BUB
I did, Dad.  Have a seat.  Please.

Luke sits.  Bub presents a large poster pad mounted on an 
easel.  He clears his throat.

BUB
My birthday’s in less than a week, 
the big “one-two."  I’m wondering 
what being twelve would be like, 
with blood still in my body.  So... 

Bub flips the poster pad page to reveal another, printed in 
neat handwritten letters: “WHY BUB MAKES A BAD SACRIFICE.” 

LUKE (cont'd)
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BUB
This presentation will outline 
several key reasons why you should 
not sacrifice me.  The first...

He flips the page.  It shows a sweating, stick-figure Bub 
with broom, mop, duster, all with “action” wiggle lines.

BUB
...is that I do a lot of housework 
around here.

(quickly)
And I can do even more!  Second...

Flip.  This page has stick-figure Bub in the middle, flanked 
by stick-figure Damien and stick-figure Gotha, looking mean. 

BUB
I provide a dependable younger 
sibling for both Damien and Gotha 
to torment.  Which they do, daily. 

Gotha and Damien glance at each other, nodding.

GOTHA
Strong argument.

DAMIEN
I’m takin’ that one under 
advisement. 

LUKE
This is ridiculous.  You’re going 
to be murdered the night of your 
twelfth birthday, and that’s final.

SALEM
I’ve already planned the menu and 
everything!

BUB
The last reason is... 

He flips to the next page of his presentation.  It shows 
stick-figure Bub, tears dropping from his eyes, looking up at 
bald stick-figure Luke with pointy goatee.  Luke looks mad.

BUB
I’m a lousy Satanist, Dad.  It’s 
just not my thing.  You deserve a 
blood sacrifice of someone really 
good at being awful... like Gotha.
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GOTHA
Screw you, flaccid wiener boy.

DAMIEN
What about me?  All that sick stuff 
I do to you when you’re sleeping 
has to count for something!

SALEM
The boys in the band might be 
right, Damien.  You’re just not 
Satan-y enough yet!

Luke is about to blow his top... too late, there it goes.

LUKE
It’s bad enough I have one kid who 
isn’t Satan-y enough and another 
who doesn’t give a damn about being 
Satan-y at all. 

He stands, furious.

LUKE
You’re dying next week, Bub, 
whether you like it or not.  When I 
make a promise to Satan, I keep it.  
Sorry for wanting to include you.

He walks toward the stairway.  His voice is dark.

LUKE
I had a surprise for you.  I was 
going to emasculate you before the 
bloodletting, so you could show 
your dedication to Satan.... your 
dedication to me.  Now I’m not.

Luke stomps up the stairs.  It’s more than Bub can bear to 
let his father down like this.  His voice goes high.

BUB
Dad, wait!  I’m sorry!  I... I 
didn’t mean it.  You can... 

(sounding it out)
eh-mas-cu-late me all you want! 
Please!  I insist!

Luke stops, softens a little.

LUKE
Okay.  But don’t slip up again, 
mister.  I mean it.
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BUB
I won’t.  I promise!

Luke disappears.  Bub sighs, relieved.  Salem stands.

SALEM
I better go check on him.

She runs upstairs.  Bub looks at Gotha and Damien.

BUB
What does “emasculate” mean?

Gotha yawns, gets up, leaves the room.  Damien clicks on the 
TV remote and shifts his focus to the tube.

BUB
You guys?

INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - MASTER BEDROOM - NIGHT

Salem enters.  Luke lies face down on a round bed of red 
silk, face buried into a black silk pillow. 

Hanging on the wall is a stature of KALI, HINDU GODDESS OF 
DEATH.  Blue skinned, skirt made of severed arms, decapitated 
head in one fist, bloody hook-shaped sword in the other. 

A disco ball hangs from the ceiling to complete the look.  
Salem climbs on the bed, reaches for him. 

SALEM
C’mere you bald, pointy-bearded 
bastard. 

LUKE
That’s just it.  I’m not a bastard.  
No one in this family is.  We suck 
ass as Satanists.  Dirty, stinky, 
dingle-berried ass.

SALEM
(nuzzling him)

I love that sexy talk.  Pull down 
your pants. 

She reaches for his buckle.  He sits up, not in the mood.

LUKE
If I don’t get that demon, I’ll 
never find my father.  He’ll never 
know I’ve become a High Priest.
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SALEM
Luke, you’ve never even met the 
man.  Stop trying to impress him.

LUKE
I don’t want to impress him.  I 
just want him to see what I’ve 
become,  without his help.  Before 
I kill him. I swear, by Satan’s hot 
pus-engorged fuckpole.

SALEM
C’mon.  Put Satan and his hot pus-
engorged fuckpole down for the 
night.  I promise, they’ll both be 
there for you in the morning.

Luke and Salem slip under the covers.

LUKE
You don’t think Bub’s gonna purify 
himself or anything before the 
sacrifice, do you?  We’ve worked so 
hard to corrupt him.

SALEM
Bubby will do anything you want him 
to.  I see it in his eyes every 
time he looks at you.

She cocks her head, listening.

SALEM
What’s that?  The Girls agree! 

LUKE
I guess we should listen to the 
Girls once in a while, huh?

Luke claps twice.  The lights shut off; the statue of Kali 
glows.  The disco ball turns as a spotlight hits it.

SALEM
Except not when they tell me to rip 
the flesh off your face... 

She pulls out two silver ninja claws which fit perfectly 
around her wrists.  She holds them close to his throat.

SALEM
...with my Talons of Steel, right?

Another second passes.  Luke calmly slips the claws off his 
wife and drops them to the floor.

57.



LUKE
Right.  Let’s not listen to that.

Salem giggles as the two make hot Satanic love.

INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Salem and Ellen sit on the couch, waiting.  The front door 
opens; Bub and Joey walk in, backpacks shouldered.  Bub wears 
a T-shirt: “SPAY AND NEUTER ALL LIBERALS.”

JOEY
Hey, Mom!  What’re you doing here?

Salem stands, presses the wrinkles from her skirt.

SALEM
You two get upstairs.  Ellen and I 
are having company.  Lady stuff.

The boys jump onto the stairway; Joey races up.  Salem 
whispers to Bub as he passes.

SALEM
Bub, do you need any of these?

Bub looks at what Salem has in her hands: a strip of condoms 
and a pack of non-filter cigarettes.  He shakes his head.

BUB
No.  But thanks anyway.

He scrambles up the stairs.  The doorbell rings.

ELLEN
Someone’s arrived.  Finally.

Salem tucks the condoms and smokes in her cleavage.  Smooths 
out her skirt again, grabs the doorknob, opens it.

SALEM
Welcome to our home!

Twenty LADIES file in, looking around, each carrying wrapped 
food.  Some older, some younger, some pretty, many not.  All 
look like lambs being led to slaughter.

ELLEN
Hi, everyone!  Come on in!

Mouthy Nora Mendelsohn still wears the curlers she wore at 
the Town Hall meeting, with a festive scarf.  She shakes 
Salem’s hand.
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NORA
Nora Mendelsohn.  I’m Jewish, so I 
know just what you’re going 
through.  Always the persecuted 
ones, we are.

The other still-uncomfortable Ladies all nod in unison, all 
twenty of them.  Ellen senses the need to steer this party.

ELLEN
Let’s put out the goodies and have 
some coffee.  As you can see, 
Salem’s home is just lovely.

SALEM
I think my stuffed mushrooms are 
done baking!

ELLEN
I’ll get them.  You sit.  Get to 
know everyone.

Salem sits, excited.  As Ellen heads to the kitchen, she 
lifts her eyes heavenward.

ELLEN
God, please don’t let this turd-
bomb explode in my face.

INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - BUB’S BEDROOM - DAY

Bub loads Joey’s outstretched arms with stuff.

BUB
Take care of my Nixon bobble head, 
okay?

Joey nods.  Bub’s cell rings. He answers it.

BUB
Bub here. Talk to me, Karl. 

(listens)
No, no, no.  That’s all wrong.  
What the party needs is an entirely 
new message... get off the social 
issues, promote free enterprise and 
job creation... No, I’m giving my 
best friend Joey the Ronald Reagan 
soap-on-a-rope.  You can have the 
John McCain action figure.... God 
knows it’ll increase in value any 
day now... Look, I gotta go.
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Bub turns away, emotional.  Joey dumps everything on the bed.

JOEY
I’m not taking all your good stuff, 
Bub.  You’re acting like you’re 
gonna die or something.  What’s 
wrong with you?

INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Salem sits among the Ladies, but Nora Mendelsohn monopolizes 
the conversation.

NORA
...so I made almost three hundred 
dollars from my Plasto-Ware home 
sales last month.  I’ll expect to 
see you all at my Cling Wrap 
Clearance Spectacular!

The Ladies laugh politely.

SALEM
I’m happy you know the value of a 
home-based business.  Luke and I 
have one, too.  Cleared sixteen 
grand last month from website sales 
alone.  Would you like to see what 
we sell?

The Ladies all nod -- why not?  Nora looks pissed.

INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - BUB’S BEDROOM - DAY

Bub and Joey sit on the bed.

BUB
My family has this tradition... 
when you turn twelve, you get sent 
to live on a kibbutz.  In France. 

Concerned, Joey looks at the calendar on the wall.

JOEY
But your birthday’s in three days! 
How long ya gonna be gone?

BUB
Forever.  Sort of a one-way deal.
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JOEY
Bub, you can’t move again, you just 
got here.  I’ve never had a best 
friend before, and... 

Joey turns away from Bub, emotional.

JOEY
I kinda like it. 

INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Nora fumes as Salem yanks a large leather suitcase onto the 
coffee table and springs open the snaps.

NORA
I hope you don’t plan to compete 
for the plastic storage container 
market, dear.  I have the entire 
Western region all sewn up.

SALEM
My stuff’s not plastic, Nora.  It’s 
rubber.

She opens the case.

SALEM
Welcome to “Demonic Delights Dot 
Com” where our motto is: “Ream 
yourself -- you deserve it!”

Nestled within lay a variety of rubber penises, in different 
vibrant colors.  All the ladies lean forward to see.

SALEM
I make them all myself, using a 
plaster cast of Luke’s johnson.

Ellen walks in from the kitchen, a steaming tray of mushroom 
caps in her hands.  She glances at what’s inside the case.

ELLEN
Oh, nuts.

Salem pulls a huge dong from her collection. It’s forked, 
with two heads stemming from a single shaft.  She fingers the 
included hangy-down parts.

SALEM
Speaking of, touch these fellas!

She thrusts the double-dong at Nora, who recoils.
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SALEM
You can feel them inside the little 
sack, all three of them... just 
like Luke’s real ones!

She holds it out until it’s clear no one’s reaching for a 
touch.  She puts it back, realizing.

SALEM
Don’t tell me.  None of you know 
the pleasure of a double-headed 
dojo or a triple-nut teabag?

Nope.  Nobody in this crowd does.

Joey runs down the stairs, followed by Bub.  Ellen quickly 
slams the case closed, concealing its contents.

BUB
Joey, wait!

JOEY
I wanna go home, Mom.  Right now.

Joey races out.  Ellen stands, backs toward the door.

ELLEN
I better get going.  Please, no one 
leave on my account.

Nora stands, checks her watch. 

NORA
It really is getting late.  I have 
a... roast in the oven.

All twenty Ladies stand and gather their purses, murmuring, 
“me, too”, “a roast... yes, that’s right” and such.  Liars.

SALEM
But you just got here.  Hasn’t 
anyone tried the mushrooms?

NORA
We’re all driving in the same car.

ELLEN
All twenty of you?

NORA
Bus.  I meant a bus.  And it’s 
leaving.  Right now.
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The Ladies file out past Ellen and Salem without saying a 
word.  Ellen looks sympathetic.  Salem sniffs back a tear.

ELLEN
Salem, I...

SALEM
It’s okay.

Ellen turns to leave.

SALEM
Ellen?

She looks back.

SALEM
Thanks.  For trying. 

Ellen smiles warmly and leaves, closing the door behind her.

EXT. JOSH’S HOUSE - DAY

Luke and Damien approach the closed garage door.  From inside 
come sounds of not-so-good musicians on bass and drums.

DAMIEN
Don’t make me do this.

LUKE
I want to meet the boys who say my 
son isn’t “Satan-y” enough.  Now. 

Damien beats his fist on the garage door. 

DAMIEN
Josh!  Open up!  It’s Damien!

The practicing inside stops.  After a second:

JOSH (O.S.)
Go away!

DAMIEN
Guys, my dad’s out here.  Open the 
door.  Please.

After another second, the garage door creeps slowly open.
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INT. JOSH’S HOUSE - GARAGE - DAY

Josh, dressed in too-tight leather, squats on his throne, 
broken drum set around him, including the bass drum head with 
the “HELLSPAWN” logo sloppily taped back together.

Roland wears another stupid over-sized hat, shiny pants and a 
mauve shirt... with fringe.  Luke walks in, surveys them.

LUKE
Josh, I presume.  And Roland.  Both 
of you are truly... “Hellspawn."

DAMIEN
Dad...

LUKE
My question is, what makes a devil 
metal band truly “Satan-y”?  Any 
ideas, boys?

Josh tugs at his spiked collar and scratches his armpit.

JOSH
Disturbing songs about adolescent 
alienation and violent sexual 
awakening?

ROLAND
Dark imagery of an apocalyptic 
future where large-breasted women 
in thongs dominate teenage boys?

Luke turns to Damien.

LUKE
What do you think, son?

DAMIEN
I... don’t know.

LUKE
Sometimes, when people say you’re a 
stupid idiot, it’s ‘cause you are. 
But sometimes, when people say 
you’re a stupid idiot...

Luke puts a hand on his son’s shoulder.  Grips him.

LUKE
...they’re dead wrong.

Damien gets it.  His face brightens.
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LUKE
What makes a good devil metal band 
“Satan-y”?  Tell these guys.

Damien thinks hard... it’s the first time we’ve ever seen 
this look on his face.

DAMIEN
It’s all about image.  Starting 
with a wardrobe change...

(points at Josh)
...more leather covering you...

(points at Roland)
...less girly stuff covering you.  
And I need kind of a makeover, too.

Damien walks around the practice space, inspired.

DAMIEN
Better instruments.  Bigger amps.  
Wireless mics.  And special 
effects, like fire and explosions.

ROLAND
Cool.  That’s exactly right.

JOSH
Wait a frickin’ minute.  Even if I 
wanted you back, how are we gonna 
pay for all that stuff? 

Luke steps close to Josh’s drum kit and yanks out his wallet.

LUKE
My son is forming a new band, 
coincidentally named “Hellspawn." 
As his manager, I would like to 
hire you both as part of the power 
trio.  Your salary includes...

He peels off bills lightning fast.

LUKE
...a monthly clothing and equipment 
allowance.  Start with this.

He hands a wad of bills to Josh, another to Roland.  The boys 
look at the cash, flabbergasted. 

ROLAND
There’s... like, two thousand 
dollars here.
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LUKE
Playing hard ball, huh?  Fine, you 
little pricks.  Take another grand 
each.  Hire someone to dress you.

JOSH
I guess we’re officially part of... 
your band, right, Damien?

Damien smiles, nods.  Josh and Roland play another awkward 
bass-and-drum riff.  Luke pulls Damien aside.

LUKE
Are you as bad as they are?

DAMIEN
Uh, worse.  Sorry I didn’t mention 
that part before.  I guess I’m kind 
of a... bastard, huh?

Luke nods, shuddering as dissonant music pierces the air.  He 
claps Damien on the shoulder and smiles broadly.

LUKE
Yes, son.  You sure are.

EXT. HIGH SCHOOL QUAD - DAY

Yvette and Beatrice sit at their customary picnic table, 
eating.  Beatrice has band-aides on some pimples, cakey make-
up on others.  She looks awful.

Gotha marches up to them.  When Beatrice sees her, she yanks 
a large silver cross from her lunch basket. 

BEATRICE
Stay away from me, you witch! 

She holds the cross between her and Gotha.  It shakes.

GOTHA
Witches don’t mind crucifixes.  
They taste great with ketchup.

YVETTE
You’re a beast, Gotha.  Beatrice’s 
face is totally ruined!

Gotha makes a sign with her fingers toward Beatrice...

GOTHA
Ex-nia ploritous ikunim.  Sharve.
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...who shrinks back in fear.

BEATRICE
Oh god, please don’t!

GOTHA
Your pimples will be gone by 
morning.  I can’t help you with the 
make-up, though.  Maybe use a 
chisel.

Gotha crosses her arms, getting through this.

GOTHA
My plan is to ignore you and stay 
out of your way.  Do the same for 
me and you both get to keep all 
your hair.  Deal?

Beatrice and Yvette both nod, meaning it.  She turns to 
leave, then looks back at Beatrice.

GOTHA
By tomorrow, your face will be 
prettier than ever, Beatrice.  But 
don’t worry.  Mine will be the same 
old ugly.

She coughs, clears her throat, covers her misstep.  Heads 
away from the table and those girls as fast as she can.

EXT. SOCCER FIELD - DAY

Bub gives his friend Joey a little push as they walk along. 

JOEY
Where’re we goin’, Bub?  I gotta 
get my lunch...

BUB
This’ll just take a minute.  Go on. 

The two boys arrive in front of a row of ten COOL BOYS.  Joey 
jerks his thumb at them.

JOEY
These are the coolest guys in sixth 
grade!  What are they doing here?

BUB
They’re candidates.  For your new 
best friend.

(MORE)
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(to the Cool Boys)
Straighten up, ya homos!

Everyone stands at attention.  

JOEY
How’d you get them interested?  

BUB
Twenty bucks each, and a reminder 
that being best friends with the 
Sheriff’s son means a lifetime of 
problems that can just “disappear.”

Joey and Bub walk down the row.  Joey points at COOL BOY #1.

JOEY
You.  What video games do you have?

COOL BOY #1
None.  I like poetry and dancing!

JOEY
Yer so outta here! 

BUB
Fall out, kid.

Cool Boy #1 disappears.  Joey turns to leave.

JOEY
This is stupid.

BUB
Wait. 

He grabs Joey by the shoulder, turns him back around.

BUB
I can’t help what happens to me. 
But I can make sure you’re not left 
hanging.   So, let’s do this.

Joey thinks a second.  Points to COOL BOY #2.

JOEY
What makes you think you can be my 
new best friend?

COOL BOY #2
My sister’s Jeanette Peterson in 
eighth grade. 

BUB (cont'd)
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BUB
The one with the pink lip gloss and 
the huge setta knockers.

JOEY
Yeah, yeah, I know her.

COOL BOY #2
I have a webcam set up in her 
shower.  Hours of footage.  In high 
def.

Joey thinks a second.  Looks at Bub.  Smiles a little.

JOEY
Okay, this one makes the first cut.

INT. BUTCH AND WINNIFRED’S LAIR - NIGHT

Amidst wrecked furniture, old pizza boxes and beer cans, a 
sloppy pentagram is scrawled across the floor.  A human skull 
sits in the center, lit black candle jutting out of it.

Butch sits on the floor within the pentagram; Winnifred 
straddles him in a sexual embrace.

BUTCH
I don’t know how I let you talk me 
into this.

WINNIFRED
Do you want to call up a demon to 
destroy Forbenork or not?

She gently nibbles his ear, despite his protests.

BUTCH
How do you know this is gonna work?

Winnifred takes Luke’s multi-colored Satanism pamphlet from 
the folds of her dress and opens it.

WINNIFRED
It says here that uttering the 
incantation during a profane act 
will summon a demon to serve us.  
What’s more profane than dry 
humping my brother?

She rocks on top of him sexually.  He grimaces.
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BUTCH
I just threw up a little in my 
mouth thinking about it.

WINNIFRED
Do what I taught you, Butchie.  Say 
it like you mean it.

As they simulate a round of hide The salami:

BUTCH AND WINNIFRED
O-wah... Tadih... Kiam.

WINNIFRED
Louder, faster.  I’m feeling it!

BUTCH
That’s me.  Maybe you can stop 
grinding so hard...

BUTCH AND WINNIFRED
O-wah... Tadih... Kiam!

The pentagram on the floor ignites in fire.  Black smoke 
belches from the center.  Butch scampers away, dumping 
Winnifred on the floor.

Through the smoke appears a LITTLE GIRL (8).  Long blond hair 
fastened with a pink plastic barrette.  Yellow sundress, 
angelic face.  She coughs sweetly, waving away the smoke.

She sees Butch and Winnifred on the floor, skips over.

LITTLE GIRL
Hi!  Welcome aboard the Rainbow 
Jellybean Express! 

BUTCH
Are you... a Demon?

LITTLE GIRL 
Maybe.  What’s with your silly 
outfits?

The Little Girl extends her hand to help Winnifred stand up.

WINNIFRED
We thought they looked... evil.

The Little Girl giggles.  She helps Butch up, too.
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LITTLE GIRL 
Don’t you know anything?  Evil 
never looks the way you think it’s 
supposed to!

INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Luke is furious.  With arms crossed, he lords over Damien, 
who sits on the couch looking guilty. 

LUKE
What have I told you about playing 
with yourself, young man?

DAMIEN
I know, I know!  “Jerk the gherkin 
twice a day, double on Sunday or 
there’s hell to pay.”

LUKE
Damn straight!  And how many times 
have you whacked your weasel today?

DAMIEN
It’s a tough schedule to keep up, 
Dad.  I’m getting sore!

LUKE
That means it’s working!  Now march 
back in that bathroom and don’t 
come out ‘til your DNA’s splattered 
all over the walls!  Go!

DAMIEN
Awww, man!

Damien stomps into the bathroom and slams the door.  Salem 
enters the room from the kitchen, talking on her cell phone.

SALEM
It can’t hurt to take a glance at 
our website, Ellen... “Demonic 
Delights Dot Com.”  I’ll give you 
the “sister” discount on your first 
order!

Luke senses something.  An aroma fills the room, so distinct 
Luke can almost see it.  Salem notices.

SALEM
I gotta run.  Damien’s hitting 
puberty in the bathroom again.  Mom 
Duty calls!

(MORE)
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(hanging up)
What is it, Luke?  You look like 
someone tried to give you back your 
virginity.

LUKE
I smell something... like flame-
charred human flesh, smothered in 
chopped up babies with just a hint 
of crystal meth.  There’s only one 
thing that smells like that.

He stands, cocks his head, sniffs for a clue where to go.

SALEM
What?

LUKE
A Demon.  Someone’s raised a Demon 
in Forbenork.  In my territory. 

SALEM
But how?  I thought only a high 
priest could...

LUKE
I don’t know.  But by the moist, 
musky fur in Satan’s ass crack, I’m 
going to find out.

INT. BUTCH AND WINNIFRED’S LAIR - NIGHT

Butch and Winnifred stand, clutching each other in their 
black trash-bag gowns while the Little Girl inspects them.

LITTLE GIRL
So, which of you has summoned me 
from the pits of doom?

WINNIFRED
We both did.  According to this, 
you have to do what we say.

LITTLE GIRL 
Really?  Let me see.

Winnifred hands over the pamphlet.  The Little Girl dons 
Spongebob Squarepants eyeglasses, scans a paragraph, lips 
moving.  She licks a tiny finger, rifles through pages.

LITTLE GIRL
This version’s unauthorized.  They 
left out some important stuff.

SALEM (cont'd)

72.



BUTCH
They did?

The Little Girl hands the pamphlet back to Winnifred.

LITTLE GIRL 
Next time you wanna raise a demon, 
stick with the classics -- “Book of 
the Dead,” “Satanic Bible” or the 
backwards version of “Stairway to 
Heaven.”  They all have easy, step-
by-step instructions. 

BUTCH
We got you here, didn’t we?  You’re 
now our slave, Demon Little Girl!

LITTLE GIRL
Actually, I was already on my way 
here when you called.  In order to 
really enslave me, you’d have to 
know my name.  Do you?

Butch and Winnifred blink at each other. 

BUTCH AND WINNIFRED
Uh-uh. 

LITTLE GIRL
That’s so sad!  I should run a spit 
through you both, gullet to 
butthole, and roast you over a 
roaring flame.  But I’m here to 
find a guy named Luke McSatan.  
Heard of him?

WINNIFRED
McSatan?  He lives in Forbenork!

LITTLE GIRL 
What the heck is a Forbenork?

BUTCH
It’s a town.  They banished us. 

WINNIFRED
That’s why we summoned you.  To 
help us destroy it.

The Little Girl’s eyes brighten; she squeaks with joy.

LITTLE GIRL
Destroy?  That sounds so festive!
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The Little Girl examines Butch and his tattoos. 

LITTLE GIRL 
You’re cute, in a missing-
chromosome kind of way.

She plays with the ruffles on Winnifred’s trash-bag dress.

LITTLE GIRL
And you’re like the crazy older 
sister I always wanted... but never 
bothered to purchase off the 
street.

Both Butch and Winnifred beam.  The Little Girl grabs each by 
the hand.

LITTLE GIRL
Okay, tell you what.  You two help 
me find Luke McSatan... 

The Little Girl, Butch and Winnifred are all toothy smiles.

LITTLE GIRL
...and I’ll show you how to send 
Forbenork straight to Hell!

INT. TAYLOR HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT

Ellen sits at the kitchen table.  It’s completely dark.  
Guiltily, she finishes typing on her laptop:              

“w-w-w-.-D-e-m-o-n-i-c-D-e-l-i-g-h-t-s-.-c-o-m”

INSERT - LAPTOP MONITOR

What comes up is a picture of Salem, looking gorgeous, 
showing a double-headed dildo like Vanna shows off vowels.

BACK TO SCENE

Ellen scrolls down and sees every rubber penis that was in 
Salem’s sample case, among other toys.  She smiles, until out 
of the darkness:

SHERIFF TAYLOR
Ellen May Taylor, what the sam hill 
jesus christ are you looking at?

Ellen turns quickly around to see the Sheriff in his PJs, 
trying to catch a glimpse of what’s on her laptop. 
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ELLEN
I, uh...it’s Luke and Salem’s 
website.  They sell... personal 
items.  For couples.

The Sheriff comes in for a closer look. 

SHERIFF TAYLOR
Those don’t look like anything I’ve 
ever seen before.  What the hell 
are you doing on there?

Ellen slams the laptop shut.

ELLEN
I promised I’d look.  Sometimes a 
marriage can get a little, well, 
predictable.  Maybe we could try...

SHERIFF TAYLOR
Don’t say another word.  The 
McSatans have caused enough trouble 
to last me the rest of my life. 

The Sheriff goes for his jacket by the door, even though he’s 
still in his pajamas.  He puts it on and opens the door.

ELLEN
Where are you going? 

SHERIFF TAYLOR
I’m going to the station to finish 
processing the complaints against 
that family.  And if I get one 
more, no matter how small, I’m 
sending ‘em all packing.

ELLEN
But...

SHERIFF TAYLOR
No “buts”, Ellen...  

ELLEN
You’re still wearing your pajamas, 
Sheriff.  That’s all.

Sheriff Taylor looks at himself; indeed, he still wears 
striped flannel night-wear.  That’s just the way he wants it. 

He puts his sheriff’s hat on his head and leaves, slamming 
the front door hard.
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EXT. FORBENORK TOWN SQUARE - NIGHT

The town square’s like many others: there’s the “TOWN HALL” 
where people met earlier, “NORA’S HAIR SALON” and “STANLEY’S 
COFFEE SHOP”, all closed for the night. 

Butch drives a slick, black Mustang convertible with the top 
down.  The Little Girl sits in front, Winnifred rides in 
back.  Butch skids to a stop. 

BUTCH
Nice sled you got here, Little 
Demon Girl.

The Little Girl jumps out, skipping like a 4th grader. 

LITTLE GIRL
Thanks.  When the lease is up, I’m 
thinking about getting something 
more fuel efficient... not!

Butch and Winnifred follow.  When they catch up to the Little 
Girl, she carries a BOWLING BALL BAG.

WINNIFRED
What’s the bag for?  Are we going 
bowling?

BUTCH
I love the smell of rental shoes!

The Little Girl drops the bag, reaches inside and removes a 
bowling ball.  She winds up gracefully and launches the ball 
toward the Town Hall building.

LITTLE GIRL
Just watch, ye of commingled genes.

Midway, the spinning ball morphs into a bowling-ball-sized 
BLACK WIDOW SPIDER, angry red hourglass on its underside. 

The huge spider’s eight legs peel off the ball, stretch out 
and carry the gloss-black creature swiftly toward its target. 

Butch and Winnifred watch as the spider scales the steps on 
nimble legs and hurls itself into the plate-glass window, 
shattering it.  A second later, the Town Hall explodes. 

BUTCH
Wow!  What the hell is that thing?

LITTLE GIRL 
Incendiary Spider.  Common demonic 
offensive weapon.  Try it!
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When Butch sticks his hand in, another bowling bowl allows 
itself to be plucked out.  The Little Girl walks to Winnifred 
and gently takes her hand.

LITTLE GIRL
You too, Winnifred.  

WINNIFRED
I’ve never bowled before.

The Little Girl gently guides her hand into the bag.

LITTLE GIRL
I’ll show you everything you need 
to know.  Trust me.

Winnifred sticks her hand in, pulls out another bowling ball.  
She sets up and lets the ball go toward Stanley’s Place 
coffee shop.

Butch does the same, his pointing toward Nora’s Hair Salon. 
Both balls morph into spiders and scramble to their targets. 
The coffee shop and Nora’s Salon explode.

The Little Girl squeals with glee; it’s precious.

BUTCH
Let’s burn this place to the 
ground!

Excited, the Winnifred embraces the Little Girl, then gets 
shy.  The Little Girl pulls Winnifred close in a hug.  It 
seems so sincere.

LITTLE GIRL
It’s so awesome that the family’s 
together again, right... Big Sis?

Fire alarms go off.  The Town Square is engulfed in flames.  
Winnifred smiles and nods, hugging the Little Girl again.

INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - GRAMMA'S ROOM - NIGHT

The door swings open; Luke carries in an ornate serving tray, 
elaborately garnished.  Salem follows, smiling broadly.

LUKE
Mom, we brought you the most 
amazing dinner!  

SALEM
Yes, Mama McSatan!  And everything 
here is fit for human consumption!
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GRAMMA
By Satan’s wriggling crotch-crabs!  
Give it here, before Harley 
finishes off my spleen.

Luke brings the tray close, then swipes it away as Gramma 
reaches for it.

LUKE
Tell me the name of my father, and 
this glorious meal is yours.

GRAMMA
You can be so cruel.  That’s fine 
when you’re like that to others, 
but not to me!

LUKE
Mom, there’s a High Priest raising 
demons in Forbenork.  My territory.  
If there’s power in knowing who my 
father is, I need it now!  

GRAMMA
You don’t get it!  With such power 
comes a price. I’m just trying to 
protect you.  

LUKE
I don’t need to be protected.  Not 
knowing is what’s screwing me up!

Luke tries to compose himself.  Salem looks at Gramma.

SALEM
It’s true.  He is screwed up. 

A siren wails outside, a fire truck headed somewhere quickly. 
Then another, and another.  From outside the room:

DAMIEN (O.S.)
Mom!  Dad!  

GOTHA (O.S.)
Better come here, quick!  

Salem exits quickly.  Luke approaches the door, tray in hand.  
Starts to leave, stops.  Looks at Gramma, thin and old.

He sets the tray down on the night stand and leaves.
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INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Damien, Gotha and Bub peek out the curtains to the front 
yard.  Salem joins them, then Luke.

OUTSIDE

...a mob of 40 TOWNSPEOPLE has formed.  They buzz, agitated, 
like bees in a cement mixer.

LIVING ROOM

LUKE
Unholy mother of whores.

SALEM
Oooooh, another mob!  Should I 
change into something prettier?

Luke runs to the door, unlocks it, throws it open and leaves. 
Salem looks at the kids -- and they all go for the door.

EXT. MCSATAN HOUSE - FRONT YARD - NIGHT

Luke runs outside, followed by Salem, Damien, Gotha and Bub. 
He confronts Nora Mendelsohn, her face black with ash.

NORA
You McSatans blew up my hair salon!

CHEF STANLEY (50’s) is a super-large man with a dirty white 
apron and a beefy arm in a sling.

CHEF STANLEY
You blasted Stanley’s Coffee Shop!  
I lost everything!

Luke scans the crowd.  The 20 Ladies from the housewarming 
are there, scowling and grinding their teeth.  Vince and 
Eunice are there, too. 

VINCE
You’re not welcome here anymore, 
McSatan, or Mc-Sah-TAN...

EUNICE
...or whoever you are! 

Damien sees Josh and Roland in the crowd, faces full of hate.
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JOSH
You’re all a bunch of freaks! 

ROLAND
And not the entertaining circus 
kind, either! 

Gotha sees Beatrice, completely free of zits, with Yvette.

BEATRICE
Go back to Hell, or where ever you 
came from!

YVETTE
Everyone hates you!  And your edgy, 
goth style is so last summer!

Bub sees Joey, surrounded by a cadre of Cool Boys.  He’s as 
mad as the rest.  Joey digs into his pocket, pulls something 
out, throws it at Bub as hard as he can.

It hits Bub on the head.  He looks down.  It’s his cleary 
boulder marble.  He picks it up, glares at Joey.

BUB
You fucker.

EVERYONE
Leave town, McSatans!  Leave town, 
McSatans!

Luke holds his hands up.  Without raising his voice, with 
deadly control, he speaks.

LUKE
Shut.  The.  Hell.  Up.

That actually quiets everybody down.

LUKE
Whatever you think we’ve done, we 
haven’t.  Being stupid and narrow-
minded should hurt more. 

Luke walks to his car trunk, fishes for his keys and pops it 
open.  Everyone watches, momentarily mesmerized.

LUKE
My family and I follow a simple 
creed.  Bother no one.  If someone 
bothers us, tell them -- once -- to 
stop.  If they don’t...
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Luke reaches into the trunk and pulls out a prepared Molotov 
Cocktail.  And another.

LUKE
...we destroy them.                           

The crowd’s spell is broken; they angrily move to get him.  
Luke throws the lit cocktail before the mob, causing panic.

As a fireball burning on the street separates the McSatans 
from the mob, Luke gathers his family around him.

LUKE
We’ll leave Forbenork, when we damn 
well feel like it!

He throws another Molotov cocktail, scattering the crowd.

NORA
We’ll be back, McSatans!  With more 
firepower!

The Little Girl appears in the crowd, with Butch and 
Winnifred flanking her.  They watch as Luke herds his family 
back inside and slams the front door shut.

BUTCH
So that’s what a McSatan is! 

LITTLE GIRL
Yup.  Well, I have to go eat his 
heart.  See ya.

The Little Girl starts to leave.  Winnifred reaches for her.

WINNIFRED
But we were having so much fun!

BUTCH
Yeah.  What’s he got that we 
haven’t got?

LITTLE GIRL
Luke McSatan is like a toddler 
playing with a bazooka.  I need to 
kill him before he figures out 
where the trigger is, that’s all.

WINNIFRED
Wait!  You said... we were a 
family, remember?

The Little Girl looks at Butch and Winnifred, both pleading 
with their eyes.  She shakes her head, cracks up.
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LITTLE GIRL
I guess there’s time for more 
mayhem.  What trouble can Luke 
McSatan cause in just a few hours?

INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - GRAMMA'S ROOM - NIGHT

Luke unlocks the door, swings it open.  Damien and Bub follow 
him, pushing a wagon filled with bricks.  Gotha lugs a bucket 
and carries a trowel.

Gramma tries to run.  Luke stomps his foot, backs her into a 
corner, gets in her face.

LUKE
Alright, old sow.  People outside 
want to crucify me -- right side 
up, mind you!  Tell me who my 
father is and why knowing him has 
power or face the consequences!

GRAMMA
Even if it leads to catastrophe?

LUKE
Especially if it leads to 
catastrophe!  I’m gonna give you to 
three to tell me! 

GRAMMA
I’m just trying to save us all...

Luke runs to the closet and throws open the door. 

LUKE
Three!  Get in there!

Gramma sulks into the closet.  Luke turns to the kids.

LUKE
You know what to do -- get to work!

Gotha dunks her trowel into the bucket, slathers mortar 
across the closet’s threshold.  Damien and Bub stack bricks 
quickly to wall Gramma inside the closet.

LUKE
Faster!  Put your backs into it!
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EXT. COMMERCIAL STREET - NIGHT

Skidding to a stop in the black Mustang, the Little Girl 
drives, Winnifred shotgun, Butch in back.

Mounted behind the rear seats on the trunk of the Mustang is 
a gun-like device on a rotating turret.

LITTLE GIRL
Butch, scoot up there and wrap 
yourself around our next surprise. 

Butch sits on the trunk and embraces the gun-like thing.

LITTLE GIRL
Point it there and pull the 
trigger.

Everyone looks where the Little Girl is pointing.  It’s a 
building with a huge sign: 

“FORBENORK ORPHANAGE”

Huge smiles spread across everyone’s evil faces.  Butch pulls 
the trigger.  A stream of flame spurts out of the cannon at 
the orphanage, which instantly catches fire.

WINNIFRED
I love it!  What is that stuff?

LITTLE GIRL
A mixture brewed in the bowels of 
Hell.  Up here you call it napalm.

From the flame-engulfed orphanage, children’s high voices can 
be heard, screaming.  Butch is near tears, joyful ones.

BUTCH
I don’t think I’ve ever had so much 
fun.  My life has such meaning.

LITTLE GIRL
Butch, my boy, I think it’s time 
you go for the gusto.

She points to a building close by, with a sign that reads: 

“FORBENORK NUNNERY”

Gleefully, Butch turns the napalm hose on the building, 
spitting liquid flame onto the humble shake roof.  Within 
seconds, the building is fully involved.  From inside:
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NUN (O.S.)
Sweet Baby Jesus, I’m on fire!

As NUNS cry out in anguish, the Little Girl and her inbred 
henchmen drive down the street, laughing.  They stop the car 
at another building with its sign out front: 

“FORBENORK PUPPY & KITTEN RESCUE" 

WINNIFRED
Not puppies and kittens!

LITTLE GIRL
Oh, yes.  Puppies and kittens.

Butch turns the flamethrower toward the building and squirts 
it with napalm.  Kittens inside mew with terror as puppies 
yelp in fur-melting horror.

EXT. MCSATAN HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Sheriff Taylor, still dressed in his PJs with a jacket and 
sheriff’s hat on, pushes through a crowd camped out by the 
McSatan’s front door.  

In his hands he carries a five-gallon container of gas and a 
mason jar.  He pounds on the door.  Luke opens it. 

SHERIFF TAYLOR
Look what I found!

LUKE
How’d you get into my trunk?

Taylor drops the container on the ground, pulls out a CROWBAR 
from his back pocket and holds it up.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
You left your keys in the lock. 

LUKE 
Sheriff, have you ever thought 
about accepting Satan as your Dark 
Lord and anti-savior?  He can 
always use a sonofabitch like you.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
Someone coulda been hurt tonight.  
Half of Town Square’s on fire!

LUKE
I’ve had nothing to do with that!
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SHERIFF TAYLOR
But you keep the fixins for Molotov 
cocktails in your trunk.  Turn 
around.  Make me pull this gun 
outta my holster, and I promise 
I’ll use it on you.

Luke sneers.  Taylor sneers more.  Luke sighs, turns around 
and allows his hands to be cuffed.  Clink.

INT. POLICE DEPT. - JAIL CELL - NIGHT

The cell door slams shut: Luke’s on the inside, the Sheriff’s 
on the outside. 

LUKE
You’re making a huge mistake. 

SHERIFF TAYLOR
Trusting you is the only mistake 
I’ve made lately.  

LUKE
It’s Butch and Winnifred... those 
inbred kids.  Somehow, they’ve 
raised a real demon.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
How stupid do you think I am?

LUKE
Not sure.  Every time I think you 
can’t get any stupider, you prove 
me wrong.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
I didn’t start this witch-hunt.  
That was you!

LUKE
Everyone knows the real witches 
were sleeping with their 
Inquisitors, laughing at those who 
got burned.  Now, this place will 
be a smoking ruin before morning.

Sheriff Taylor gets close to Luke’s face behind the bars.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
I’ll see to it you and your whole 
brood pack up and get the hell 
outta Forbenork. 

85.



LUKE
You got it all wrong.  All the Hell 
will be right here.

Sheriff’s had enough.  He turns to go.

LUKE
I’m sure Sheriff Dad and Sheriff 
Grand-Dad will be so proud of what 
you’ve done to their little town!

Sheriff Taylor storms out of the room.  Luke slams the bars 
in frustration -- stupid because hand-to-metal collisions 
usually favor metal.

LUKE
Devil Darn it!  I mean Devil 
Dammit!

He focuses across the room from his cell and sees:

INSERT - A HOOK ON THE WALL

Hanging off it is a ring of keys to the cell door.

BACK TO SCENE

Grinning slyly, Luke begins to STRIP OFF HIS CLOTHES.

INT. POLICE DEPT. - OFFICE - NIGHT

Sheriff Taylor stomps into his office.  He slaps the light 
on... and sees Ellen, sitting alone at one of the tiny desks.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
What’re you doing here?

ELLEN
Can’t go around being the Sheriff 
without your pants. 

She lays a freshly-pressed pair of khaki trousers upon his 
desk.  She points to mason jars and rags also littering the 
Sheriff’s desk.

ELLEN
So, Luke did it after all.  

SHERIFF TAYLOR
Evidence suggests it.
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ELLEN
I’m sorry.  For doubting you.  And 
about that website... 

SHERIFF TAYLOR
I can’t stop you from looking at 
whatever you want on the Internet.  
It’s just a man wants to feel he’s 
enough for his wife, that’s all. 

Ellen wraps her arms around her husband’s broad shoulders.

ELLEN
I thought I was falling down in the 
wife department.  That’s why I 
stopped working... to be there more 
for you.  I only looked on “Demonic 
Delights Dot Com” to see if there 
was anything new I could do to... 
make you happier.  With me.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
Ellen May, I’m happy with things 
just the way they are.  And just 
the way you are.  You’re perfect.

They come closer and kiss passionately.  A fire engine’s 
siren sounds in the distance, getting louder.  

The station’s telephone lines light up: four, five, ten of 
them.  Sheriff Taylor and Ellen break their embrace.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
What the hell’s goin’ on out there?

ELLEN
Well, it can’t be Luke... unless 
you left the cell keys on the hook 
again.  Don’t tell me you did that.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
I told you a thousand times, people 
can’t break out by tyin’ their 
clothes together to make a rope and 
knocking the keys off the wall.  
That only happens on TV!

Hearing that, Ellen runs out of the office.  After a second, 
the Sheriff follows.
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INT. POLICE DEPT. - JAIL CELL - NIGHT

Ellen rushes to the cell.  Luke’s gone -- he fashioned a rope 
by tying his clothes together and knocking the keys off the 
hook.  The clothes-rope still lies on the floor, mockingly.

ELLEN
Well, what do you know?  That trick 
really works!

SHERIFF TAYLOR
And he left his clothes there on 
purpose, just to piss me off!

The Sheriff attaches his gun belt. 

SHERIFF TAYLOR
At least I know where to find him. 
Home, with the rest of his brood.

Ellen unlocks a wall cabinet behind her. 

ELLEN
Wait.  I’m going, too.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
No.  You said you wanted to take 
time off...

Ellen swings open the cabinet door.

ELLEN
Not anymore.  I’m back on the job.

She yanks out a shotgun, loads a shell and cocks it expertly 
with one hand on the fore-stock.

ELLEN
You need me.  This guy’s playing 
for keeps, Sheriff.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
Then so will we... Deputy.

Ellen reaches inside the weapons cabinet, grabs another 
shotgun and tosses it to him.  He catches it in one hand.

Who knew they were such a team.

INT. TAYLOR’S SQUAD CAR - NIGHT

Taylor drives, Ellen sits shotgun.  With a shotgun.  She’s 
now dressed in a khaki uniform like Taylor.
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ELLEN
It’s been a while since I’ve blown 
a hole in a man the size of a pizza 
using double-aught.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
C’mon, honey.  Don’t go blowin’ 
holes in anybody just yet. 

He drives a moment before adding:

SHERIFF TAYLOR
Not unless they deserve it.  Then, 
give ‘em both barrels.

EXT. RESIDENTIAL STREET - NIGHT

The Little Girl, Winnifred and Butch drive down a tree-lined 
street with modest houses and sidewalks that roll up early.

BUTCH
Where we goin’ now?

LITTLE GIRL
To the residential area, sillies!  
Hell’s fires feed on human souls, 
so I’ve decided to wrap up a few 
thousand to go.  Everyone in town, 
actually.

BUTCH
Wait.  We’re gonna... kill people?

WINNIFRED
I thought we were just gonna scare 
them.  We didn’t plan on murder.

The Little Girl leans close to Winnifred, smiling devilishly.

LITTLE GIRL
It’s easier than you think.  And 
the more people you kill... the 
funner it gets.  Trust me!

The Little Girl slows down the car by a row of quaint 
residences, houses with white picket fences, manicured lawns 
and old oaks supporting tree houses in the yards.

Suddenly, the front door opens to one of the houses.  Old Man 
Claymore steps out, in his stained pajamas. 
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OLD MAN CLAYMORE
Who’s out there?  Get off my 
property, you hooligans!

Butch looks at the Little Girl.  She glares at him.

LITTLE GIRL
You know what to do.  If you don’t, 
just think about me skewering you, 
tushy-hole first.

Nodding, Butch points the weapon and plunges the trigger.

A wave of liquid fire spurts from the hose.  It splashes onto 
Claymore’s porch, engulfing it in yellow flame.

Old Man Claymore screams as fire scorches him.  He disappears 
back inside his house. 

INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Salem, Damien, Gotha and Bub sit on the couch, scared.

Luke throws open the door, in just his underwear.  He’s dirty 
and wide-eyed, looking like he just escaped the sewer.

DAMIEN
Dad!

SALEM
Luke!

BUB
You came back!

GOTHA
Shut the damn door!  You’re letting 
the air conditioning out.

Luke runs into Salem’s arms.  She grips him tightly.

LUKE
We don’t have much time.  I’m sure 
the Sheriff’s on his way here!

SALEM
So we’ll skip the foreplay and go 
right into pulse-pounding action.  
He’ll just have to wait!

LUKE
Kids, get your grandmother out 
here!
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SALEM
Let’s not include her again, Luke.  
Her incontinence cramps my style.

LUKE
Darling, much as I want to, now’s 
not the time.  I need the name of 
my father, now!

EXT. MCSATAN HOUSE - FRONT YARD - NIGHT

A mob forms again, with weapons -- pitchforks and rakes, 
baseball bats and machetes, all waving above their heads.  
They throw rocks, breaking windows of the McSatan’s house.

Sheriff Taylor and Ellen pull up in the squad car, sirens 
whooping, lights flashing.

INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - GRAMMA'S ROOM - NIGHT

Gotha, Damien and Bub appeal to Gramma, yelling into the 
little holes they left in the brick wall covering the closet 
so she can stick her fingers through.

DAMIEN
Gramma, it’s now or never!

GOTHA
Tell us the name of Dad’s father!

Gramma’s mouth appears in one of the holes.

GRAMMA
I must whisper the name of Luke’s 
father in his ear myself, or 
there’s no power in the knowledge!

BUB
Promise you’ll deliver?

GOTHA
With none of your alzheimer-y old 
lady crap?

GRAMMA
Yes! 

Gotha hefts a sledgehammer high above her head. 

GOTHA
Back the fuck up, Gramma!
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Without waiting, Gotha smashes the sledgehammer into the 
brick wall covering the closet entrance. 

Damien and Bub escape the flying shards.  With another swipe, 
the brick wall crumbles, sending bricks flying everywhere.

INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT

Damien, Gotha and Bub help Gramma walk, hustling her along.

GRAMMA
This is the kitchen?  I’ve heard 
about people who get to eat here.

BUB
Not now, Gramma.  Dad’s going to 
jail!  Again!

GOTHA
Can the complaining or we’ll brick 
you up inside the pantry!

GRAMMA
If that’s what it takes to get a 
decent meal, bring it on, missy!

BUB
Gotha, she’s never gonna make it 
outside in time! 

Gotha looks around the kitchen, searching... and her eyes 
fall on the Slaughter-izer 3000, hanging from its hook.

EXT. MCSATAN HOUSE - FRONT YARD - NIGHT

Taylor pushes Luke, handcuffed, down the sidewalk; Salem 
trots beside him in tears.  Ellen holds a shotgun at the 
ready.  Salem catches her eye as she passes her.

SALEM
I thought you were different.

ELLEN
I thought you were harmless.

INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT

Gotha grabs the Slaughter-izer 3000 off its hook, tests it 
quickly; blue electricity arcs between the electrodes. 
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GOTHA
This’ll put a spring in your step, 
old woman.

Gotha applies the stunner to Gramma’s ass.  Yelping, Gramma 
moves quickly.  Gotha herds Gramma from the kitchen into the

LIVING ROOM

still prodding the old woman.  Zzzzzap!

GOTHA
Outside, Gramma.  Go, go go!

EXT. MCSATAN HOUSE - FRONT YARD - NIGHT

With Luke in the back and Ellen in the passenger seat, Taylor 
slams his own car door shut and starts the engine. 

Screeching, Gramma leads the way toward the squad car, 
followed by Gotha, Damien and Bub.  But it’s too late. 

Taylor drives off just as they get to the street. 

The kids look dejected.  Gramma rubs her tender bum.  Salem 
wipes her own tears away.

SALEM
This placed is so... fucked!

DAMIEN
Told ya so.

GOTHA
We knew it all along.  Thanks for 
listening.

BUB
What are we gonna do now, Mom?

Salem turns to Gramma.

SALEM
What will happen if you tell Luke 
the name?  We have to know.

GRAMMA
When I whisper the name of Luke’s 
father in his ear, he’ll have 
powers he’s only dreamt of.  But 
all hell will break loose if he 
isn’t ready!
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SALEM
I... don’t know.

(looks around)
Girls?

GOTHA
Mom, you gotta focus!

Salem does.  It looks really sexy on her.  She decides.

SALEM
Kids, we’re going to town to rescue 
your father.

She grits her teeth so hard they might fracture.

SALEM
But, before we go, prepare for war.

Everyone slams their fists together in perfect unison.

EVERYONE
fuck yeah!

MONTAGE

INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - MASTER BEDROOM - NIGHT

Salem searches under the round bed, locates the Talons of 
Steel ninja claws and slides them on her wrists.  Admiring 
her weapons, she pretends to lick her “claws” as she purrs.

SALEM
Meowwwwwwww.

INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - DAMIEN’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Damien scours his room, finds the rope he tried to hang 
himself with earlier.  

He puts it around his neck, swings it around limply -- good 
enough for him.  He shrugs his shoulders and leaves.

INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - GOTHA’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Gotha runs in. Her beloved wooden suitcase is on the bed.  
She unclasps the locks, opens it... inside, a spectacular 
display of knives, including a 2-foot Aussie Croc-Sticker.  
She chooses it.
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GOTHA
With this, I can kill a man and 
skin him before his body hits the 
ground.

She ties the leather sheath on a fishnet-covered leg and 
slams the Croc-Sticker home.

INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - BUB’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Bub runs around his Republican-decorated room like a madman, 
picking up cups and bobble-heads, but nothing is weapon-y.

He grabs the pink and black vibrators Joey played with 
earlier, holds them like guns.  He needs something better...

He smiles, reaches under his bed and pulls out a chainsaw.  
Revs the engine.  Feels good.  He revs it again and leaves.

END MONTAGE

EXT. FORBENORK TOWN SQUARE - NIGHT

Chaos everywhere.  Buildings still burn.  Two fire trucks 
have their hoses fully extended, spraying water on flame.

Crowds litter the street near the carnage.  A FIREMAN (20’s) 
reports into his walkie-talkie:

FIREMAN
I only got two units and calls in 
for three more fires.  Get me more 
trucks!

A squad car squeals into the Town Square.  As the Sheriff 
exits, the Fireman runs to him.

FIREMAN
Sheriff, I got more trouble than I 
know what to do with!

The Crowd assembles closer, getting all mob-ish again.  They 
press in, elbowing the Sheriff as he opens the rear door and 
lets Luke step out.  Once the crowd sees him, it boils.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
Everybody, move back!

Chef Stanley uses his massive bulk, pinning the Sheriff to 
the car.
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CHEF STANLEY
Sorry, Sheriff.  This man burned 
out my home and my business.  We’re 
taking this one off your hands.

Other Citizens grab Luke and pin his arms down at his sides.  
Ellen exits the passenger side, shotgun at the ready.

ELLEN
You heard the Sheriff.  Back off!

Nora steps from the crowd behind Ellen, lays her hand on 
Ellen’s shoulder.

NORA
Ellen, put that away.  You’re going 
to hurt one of the good guys.

Nora gently takes the shotgun from her hands.  Ellen is 
shocked enough to let her.  She glances at the Sheriff and 
sees he, too, is disarmed.

NORA
Let’s lynch him!

The crowd pushes Luke toward the GIANT OLD OAK TREE that 
stands in the almost-destroyed town square.  Slung over a 
long horizontal branch, Luke sees it: a noose.

LUKE
By Satan’s thorny, pleasure-ribbed 
hard-on.  They’re really gonna kill 
me.  Who knew they had it in ‘em?

EXT. GALLOWS

The crowd reaches the GALLOWS, an elevated wooden platform, 
hastily constructed.  Luke is shoved onto it, the loopy part 
of a noose is thrown around his neck.  

CROWD

The Little Girl, Butch and Winnifred pull up in the Mustang, 
attracted by the commotion.  They exit the car to get a 
closer look at the gallows.

BUTCH
We’re just in time!  Who are they 
gonna string up?

WINNIFRED
It’s Luke McSatan!
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LITTLE GIRL
So it is.  He’s even gathered the 
town’s souls together for us to 
harvest.  And when I say “us”, I 
actually mean, “me.”

WINNIFRED
What do you mean by that?

LITTLE GIRL
Oh, Butch?

Butch turns, smiling.  Winnifred’s eyes grow wide with fear.

WINNIFRED
No...

The Little Girl places her hand on Butch’s shoulder.  
Instantly, Butch combusts, frying through skin, muscle and 
bone, coming to rest on the ground as a pile of ash.

WINNIFRED
Traitor!  And to think I liked you!

LITTLE GIRL
Alas, that’s what Demons do.  
You’re next.

The Little Girl reaches for her.  Winnifred backs up, 
terrified, turns and runs into the crowd.  The Little Girl 
casually walks to the

GALLOWS

and steps onto the platform, unnoticed by everyone except

LUKE
That smell.  Burning human flesh, 
chopped up babies, a hint of 
methamphetamine and something 
else... anchovies!

LITTLE GIRL
Anchovies are the devil’s pizza 
topping.  

LUKE
You’re a real demon.

LITTLE GIRL
Yup.  I is.   
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LUKE
You don’t look like one.

LITTLE GIRL
I look however it best serves me at 
the time.  Don’t I look cute?

LUKE
You caused this mess and pinned it 
on me! 

LITTLE GIRL
No, they pinned it on you.  Don’t 
fret, sweetpea.  They’ll all be 
dead in a few hours.  But you’ll be 
dead too, so it all washes out.

LUKE
But why me?  I’m on your side.  
Don’t we both serve Master Satan?

LITTLE GIRL
No.  Hell doesn’t work that way, 
you ass-faced fool.  Down there, 
all us demons struggle to claw our 
way to the top, building armies of 
human souls to battle Demons above 
us.  You’re more valuable to me 
dead than alive.

SALEM (O.S.)
Nobody move a muscle!

Luke and the Little Girl look beyond the Crowd, silenced by 
the threatening female voice.  They see...

CROWD

Salem -- Talons of Steel at the ready, in a ninja stance; 

Damien -- jutting his noose out, uselessly, but with purpose;  

Gotha -- her Croc-Sticker drawn, wicked blade glistening; 

Bub -- who revs his chainsaw loudly at the crowd; and

Gramma -- from beneath her hood erupts the serpentine head of 
HARLEY THE TAPEWORM, poised like a cobra, his round maw 
ringed with needle-sharp teeth.  

Harley roars like a cougar and disappears back down Gramma’s 
gullet, but her face is still unseen by the crowd.
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GALLOWS

The Little Girl lifts her eyebrows in surprise.

LITTLE GIRL
Who the heck are they?

LUKE
I call them my family.  You can 
call them a huge thorn in your ass.

CROWD

Winnifred runs through the crowd.  She runs smack into Gotha.

WINNIFRED
Watch where I’m going!

GOTHA
I’ll cut you four different ways, 
skank-slut!  

The girls take each other in.

WINNIFRED
Where’d you get those boots?

GOTHA
Morbid-gear dot com.  With free 
shipping.  They’re eights.

Winnifred inhales sharply.

WINNIFRED
That’s my size.

GOTHA
Shut up.  I love your frock.

WINNIFRED
Mega-Plastic forty gallon trash 
bags.  It’s poofy, so I thought I 
could belt it...

SALEM
Gotha, honey, Daddy’s going to be 
cold and stiff in a minute, and I 
mean in a bad way.

GOTHA
Oh, right.  I have to go kick some 
ass with my family.  We’ll catch up 
later... if you’re not dead. 
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GALLOWS

The Little Girl holds a mic and addresses the Crowd.

LITTLE GIRL
Listen...

(feedback squeal)
May I have your attention, please?

The Crowd quiets down.

LITTLE GIRL
Hi there!  I represent the 
Underworld, the place that spawns 
ghastly evil and corrupts mankind.  
I think you all know who’s 
responsible for my presence here 
today!

CROWD

Vince steps forward.

VINCE
I know.  The McSatans!

NORA
It’s all their fault!  I knew they 
weren’t our kind of people!

The Crowd parts as Salem and her brood -- Damien, Gotha, Bub 
and Gramma -- approach the gallows.

SALEM
(to the Little Girl)

Get away from him, you bitch!

GALLOWS

LUKE
Salem!  Kids!

LITTLE GIRL
Did she just call me a bitch?  No 
one calls me a bitch.

(to the crowd)
You’re absolutely right.  And since 
the McSatans are such a close-knit 
bunch, bring this man’s family up 
here to suffer his fate with him!
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At first, no one moves.  The Little Girl points into the mob.  
Demonic magic flows from her fingertips.

CROWD

A PRIEST (50’s) with tattered collar, a soot-covered survivor 
of the burned-out Forbenork Nunnery, has eyes that TURN RED.

Surrounding him are ten disfigured BURN-VICTIM NUNS, in torn 
and charred habits.  Their eyes also glow red like zombies.

The possessed Priest and his Nuns surge on Salem and family, 
disarm them and push them onto the platform beside Luke.

EXT. GALLOWS

Across the l-o-n-g horizontal branch on the Old Oak Tree, 
five more nooses are thrown over.  Salem gets one, as does 
Damien, Gotha, Bub and Gramma, too.  Gramma still has her 
hood drawn over her face.  

A waiting stallion, snorting with impatience, has six ropes 
tied to its saddle horn.  Chef Stanley holds its reins.

CROWD

Sheriff Taylor struggles in the arms that secure him.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
You’re all makin’ a mistake.  A 
criminal mistake.

GALLOWS

Gramma's at one end of the line-up, Luke’s at the other. 

LUKE
Mom, tell me the name of my father!  
Please!

GRAMMA
If I don’t whisper it in your ear, 
it will do no good.  That’s how the 
name must be passed, as a whisper 
from generation to generation.
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CROWD

Chef Stanley leads the stallion, which starts to lift the 
ropes, tightening all the nooses, dooming the McSatans until 
a voice is heard from behind the Crowd...

OLD MAN CLAYMORE (O.S.)
Wait!  Just a consarned, cotton-
pickin’ minute!

The Crowd turns to see Old Man Claymore, dirty and 
disheveled, caked with ash on his pajamas, but very alive.

OLD MAN CLAYMORE
The McSatans aren’t the ones who 
brought this evil to our town!

He hobbles his way through the crowd, cane holding him up. 
The little girl in him comes out:

OLD MAN CLAYMORE
Luke McSatan gave us money outta 
his own pocket when the hardware 
store got wrecked.  No devil does 
that!

OLD MAN CLAYMORE
Damn straight, Melissa.

(to the Crowd)
Don’t go throwin’ a necktie party 
based on what you think, just what 
you know.  Use yer heads!

Everyone ponders this.  Ellen steps forward, throwing off the 
arms that hold her.

ELLEN
Salem McSatan is my friend.  I’m 
not going to let anything happen to 
her.  I’m just not.

Josh and Roland step forward in the crowd.

JOSH
We need Damien McSatan for our 
band.

ROLAND
And... we like him.  So back off!

Beatrice looks a Yvette.  They both look around at a bunch of 
TEENAGE GIRLS who nod their approval.
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BEATRICE
I was mad when Gotha McSatan hexed 
me, but when she unhexed me, my 
skin cleared up.

YVETTE
Now, it’s baby soft and smoother 
than ever before!  Gotha, will you 
unhex me, too?  Please?

All the Teenage Girls around them nod enthusiastically.

Joey and the Cool Boys that Bub interviewed mumble among 
themselves.  Joey steps forward.

JOEY
Bub McSatan is the best friend a 
guy could ever have. 

(yelling to Bub)
I’m sorry about throwing your 
marble at you, man.  I don’t 
deserve to keep it safe!

The Sheriff shakes off the arms holding him.  No one feels 
like being a mob anymore.  He stands beside his wife. 

SHERIFF TAYLOR
Folks, there’s a growing divide in 
our community, and it’s not because 
of Luke or Salem or their kids, 
it’s because of that little devil 
girl, making us do things we know 
we shouldn’t.  It’s her fault!

The Crowd murmurs. Winnifred yells from behind the crowd:

WINNIFRED
He’s right.  That sweet little girl 
is going to kill us all and harvest 
our souls!

Sheriff Taylor cranes his neck to see who’s talking.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
Winnifred Peabody?  Is that you?

WINNIFRED
Yeah, Sheriff.  Butch and me raised 
this demon to get back at all of 
you for making us leave Forbenork.  
But once she got here, she sort of 
took over.
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The Little Girl hops off the Gallows and strolls over to the 
Sheriff and Winnifred.

LITTLE GIRL
Not really “sort of.”  I took over 
completely and absolutely.  As for 
you...

The Little Girl points at Winnifred.  Demonic magic shoots 
from her finger, nearly hitting Winnifred.  She moves quickly 
to avoid more magic the Little Girl sends her way.

GALLOWS

Luke’s face brightens with an idea.  He yells to Gramma. 

LUKE
Mom, whisper my father’s name to  
Bub and let him pass it on. 

BUB
I get it!  It’ll be whispered from 
generation to generation...       
to generation!

Gramma leans over, whispers the name in Bub’s ear.  Bub leans 
to Damien and whispers it into his ear. 

Damien whispers to Gotha, who whispers it to Salem, who 
whispers it in Luke’s ear.  He yells it out loud:

LUKE
Abaddon, Spawn of the Abysmal 
Jackal Queen, Ruler of Perverted 
Cockroaches! 

The Little Girl turns, surprised.  Then enraged.  She runs 
back to Luke on the gallows platform and hisses.

LITTLE GIRL
How did you know my name?  How?

Gramma finally lowers her black hood to REVEAL HER FACE.  She 
speaks loud and clear so everyone can hear.

GRAMMA
Because, Abaddon.  Luke is my son. 

The Little Girl recognizes her.  She walks to the other side 
of the platform, close to where Gramma stands.

LITTLE GIRL
Elvira?  Is that you?
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Gramma looks at the Little Girl, smiles coyly.

GRAMMA
You look younger than ever.  But I 
admit, I liked you better when you 
looked like Douglas Fairbanks 
Junior.

LITTLE GIRL
Like this?

The Little Girl Demon morphs into a handsome GUY DEMON (30’s) 
with longish dark hair, just the right amount of stubble, 
motorcycle boots and a long leather trench-coat.

LUKE
What’s going on, Mom?

GRAMMA
(to Guy Demon)

You knocked me up forty-five years 
ago and never called.  Not even 
once. 

GUY DEMON
Elvie, I was an incubus back in 
those days.  That’s what we do... 
have sex with mortal women and move 
on.  Excuse me for being Satanic.

LUKE
Hold on.  Are you saying...

GRAMMA
I never told him your name before 
now.  So you wouldn’t seek him out.

GUY DEMON
Word got around downstairs he 
wanted to kill me.  You know what 
happens now that he knows.  I have 
to.

GRAMMA
You’re still a son of a bitch, 
Abaddon.  It’s still you, you, you, 
after all these years!

GUY DEMON
You were always a spirited lass.  
Shall I pull out my purple-helmeted 
warrior for one last game of “Dunk 
in The Trunk”?
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LUKE
You talk to my mom like that again 
and I’m gonna smash your face in. 
Is that all I am to you? 

GUY DEMON
No, you’re so much more.  As an 
Incubus, if I eat the hearts of my 
mortal offspring, I gain great 
power... maybe enough to overthrow 
Satan himself.  But I’ll tell you 
what -- help me harvest the souls 
of every man, woman and child in 
this town to build my army of 
tormented souls, and I’ll spare you 
and your family.

Luke’s family stares at him, waiting.  

LUKE
I know your name.  I can enslave 
you.

GUY DEMON
But I’m your father, Luke.  And if 
you help me... I would be so proud 
of you.  Isn’t that what you’ve 
always wanted?

CROWD

The townspeople are paralyzed with fear.  Sheriff Taylor, 
Ellen and Joey.  Vince and Eunice; Josh and Roland; Beatrice, 
Yvette and Nora.  They all hang on every word.

GALLOWS

Luke clears his throat.

LUKE
You being proud of me only matters 
if I give a shit about you, which I 
don’t.  

GUY DEMON
That’s not what I heard.  Besides 
Luke, we’re family.  That's not how 
a family acts! 

LUKE
No.  
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Luke sweeps his hand to indicate the others standing on the 
gallows -- Salem, Damien, Gotha, Bub and Gramma.

LUKE
This is how a family acts.  In it 
together, stay together, no matter 
what.  Right, you guys?

EXT. CROWD

Sheriff Taylor steps forward.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
What goes for a family should go 
for a community, too.  From where I 
stand, Luke and his family are good 
for this town.

EXT. GALLOWS

SALEM
(to Luke)

Darling, these people may be fuck-
tard idiots...

LUKE
I know... but they’re our fuck-tard 
idiots.

He turns to the Guy Demon.

LUKE
I am now going to make you my 
slave.

GUY DEMON
You’re not a high priest.  You 
can’t tell me what to do!

LUKE
Not alone.  But I think I can, with 
a little help from my family.

Luke looks at his family, then back to the Guy Demon.

LUKE
Abaddon, Spawn of the Abysmal 
Jackal Queen, Ruler of Perverted 
Cockroaches, I enslave you.  O-wah, 
Tadih, Kiam....
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Damien, Gotha and Bub recognize the chant.  Loudly, clearly, 
they recite it with him.

LUKE, DAMIEN, GOTHA AND BUB
O-wah, Tadih, Kiam!

(faster)
Oh, what a dick I am!            
Oh, what a dick I am!

Silence.  Everyone waits, breathless.  The Demon smiles.

GUY DEMON
I told you it wouldn’t work!  
You’re not a high priest, and you 
never will be.  Now, I’m going to 
eat all your hearts, one by one.

Bub steps forward, noose tightening around his neck.

BUB
I don’t think so.

LUKE
Bub, stay outta this...

BUB
No.  I invoke the true power, 
greater than any that exists in 
Heaven or Hell.  

GUY DEMON
Foolish boy.  You’ll burn hotter 
for this.

BUB
It is the power that guides 
political policy, art, culture and 
media. I hold it in my left hand.  

GUY DEMON
I’m... I’m not listening to you!

BUB
It is the power of The Illuminati, 
a secret society of politicians, 
royalty, celebrities, corporate 
CEOs... and me.

LUKE
You got into the Illuminati?  How 
the hell did you swing that?

The Guy Demon jumps off the gallows platform into the crowd, 
which parts to give him a wide berth.  
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CROWD

The Demon holds his hands over his ears.

GUY DEMON
Make the boy stop!

GALLOWS

LUKE
Kid’s got a mind of his own, Dad.  
Guess it’s time I realized that, 
too.

Bub’s eyes shine in the night.  Evil surges through the boy.

BUB
I invoke the power of my fellow 
members of the Illuminati to 
destroy you... Obama, Kobe, 
Madonna, Prince William’s kid, Lady 
Gaga, the producers of GLEE and 
Dick Cheney... So mote it be!

CROWD

The Demon Guy’s arm falls off and lands at his feet. 

GUY DEMON
Oh, hell.

LUKE
I’ve waited my whole life to find 
you, so you could see who I’ve 
become... and what you missed.  
Then kill you for abandoning me.

The Demon’s other arm drops off, still clad in its leather 
jacket sleeve.  Then, his leg severs and falls off, leaving 
him with a single remaining appendage.

BUB
Want me to finish him off, Dad?  Or 
do you wanna?

Luke raises his hand like “wait a minute.”  He gets close to 
the Guy Demon on the ground.

LUKE
Just go back where you came from.  
But... 

(MORE)
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stay in a bunch of pieces down 
there.  That’ll keep you outta 
Satan’s chemically-permed hair.  

The Guy Demon hops about before his other leg breaks off and 
his torso plops to the ground.  He begins to melt, his 
liquids seeping into the soil.

GUY DEMON
I’ll get you all back for this!  
Just wait and see, McSatans!

The Guy Demon disappears as skin, muscle and finally bones 
liquefy and drain into the dirt.  

GALLOWS

Sheriff Taylor removes Luke’s noose from around his neck.

SHERIFF TAYLOR
It’s pronounced “Mc-Sah-TAN.” 
Right, Luke?

LUKE
Actually, you had it right the 
first time, Sheriff. 

Luke gathers his family around him. 

LUKE
People of Forbenork, meet my 
family, the McSATANs. 

The townspeople cheer.  Luke removes Salem’s noose and kisses 
her passionately.

Damien helps Gotha remove her noose.  She gently returns the 
favor, proud of him.

GOTHA
Damien, it’s okay if you want to 
stick around a while.  I don’t 
mind.

Damien smiles at Gotha, like she was a friend or something.

DAMIEN
You don’t want me to commit suicide 
anymore?

GOTHA
Nah.  I’ll stay in my own room for 
now.  

LUKE (cont'd)

(MORE)
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At least until you die of natural 
causes or some freak accident that 
I have an alibi for.

He grins.

DAMIEN
Thanks.

Luke turns to Sheriff Taylor.

LUKE
I should thank you for sticking up 
for us.  Perhaps one day I will.

Taylor sticks out his hand.  Rolling his eyes, Luke takes it 
and they shake.  Ellen turns to Salem.

ELLEN
I tried to fit you into our mold. 
I’m sorry.  For what it’s worth, 
your website is all we’ve talked 
about since the party.  The girls 
and I were wondering if you’d help 
us...

SALEM
Say no more.  My Girls and I would 
be delighted.

Salem looks at her watch.  Her brow furrows.

LUKE
What is it?

SALEM
It’s... Bub’s birthday today!

LUKE
By Satan’s tight, greasy sphincter! 
You’re right!

SALEM
With all the unbridled mayhem, it 
completely slipped our minds!

BUB
Didn’t slip mine.

LUKE
(pigeon)

The Ud-blay Acrifice-Say!  We have 
fifteen minutes left ‘til midnight.  
Let’s go!

GOTHA (cont'd)
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SALEM
But Luke!  You just took care of 
your deadbeat father.  Why do you 
still need to be a high priest? 

LUKE
Because.  It might’ve started with 
him, but it ends with me.  I... 
still need this.  

Bub is crestfallen.  Luke puts his hand on Bub’s shoulder.

LUKE
Besides, after what Bub did 
tonight, he’ll be the best 
sacrifice Satan’s ever had!  Right, 
pal?

BUB
(grimly)

Right, Dad.

He sees Joey in the crowd and yells to him.

BUB
Hey, Joey!  Catch!

EXT. CROWD

Joey looks.  Bub tosses him something.  Joey catches it, then 
uncurls his fingers to see what it is.

The boulder cleary marble, of course.  Joey smiles.  

JOEY
Thanks, Bub!

INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Salem, Damien, Gotha and Gramma all surround Luke as he dons 
his black hood.  Bub sits on the couch, anxious.

SALEM
It’s going to be too late, dear.

LUKE
No it won’t.  Thirty seconds for 
the stabbing, three minutes for Bub 
to bleed out, another thirty 
seconds for the Satanic dedication.

(checking his watch)
We’ll have a minute left over.
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Luke turns to Bub on the couch.

LUKE
Hey, you still want me to throw in 
the emasculation?   We have time.

BUB
No.  That’s, uh, cutting it too 
close.

GOTHA
Good one.  I’m gonna miss the 
little joker. 

DAMIEN
Me, too.  More than I thought.

SALEM
Luke, maybe this “sacrifice” thing 
isn’t such a good idea.  

Luke sidles up close to Salem.

LUKE
Darling, we’ll breed another son to 
make up for losing Bub.  Think 
about how much fun that will be!

BUB
Dad, wait.  You need to convert 
someone to Satanism before you 
sacrifice me, right?

That floors Luke.

LUKE
I knew I forgot something.  I guess 
this is the Dark Prince’s way of 
calling off the sacrifice.

Suddenly, the doorbell rings.  Bub jumps off the couch, 
throws open the door.  Winnifred stands there, humble.

WINNIFRED
I don’t have anywhere else to go.  
Can I be a Satanist like you guys?

Bub looks behind him.  Luke’s head is hung low.  Bub decides.  
Resigned, he steps aside to let Winnifred enter.

BUB
Screw it.  C’mon in.
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LUKE
(seeing Winnifred)

Or maybe, it’s his way of saying, 
“Let the show begin!”

INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - BASEMENT ALTAR - NIGHT

Bub's laid out on the altar.  Luke stands over him.

LUKE
Anything you want to say, son, 
before I commit your soul to Hell?  
Just keep it short.

Luke raises the knife.  Its gleaming edge is razor-sharp.

BUB
If I gotta die for what you want, 
it's okay.  Maybe this’ll make up 
for all the times I was a crappy 
Satanist... and a crappy son.

LUKE
You are a crappy Satanist.  But 
you’ve been a great son. 

Luke grabs the knife above Bub’s chest with both hands.  

LUKE
And... I’m proud of you.  Always 
will be.  I’m glad you’re my kid.

The knife quivers just a little.  Bub whispers.

BUB
That’s all I needed to hear.

Talk about buzzkill.  Luke sighs.  Bub closes his eyes.

BUB
Okay, Dad.  I’m ready.

Salem has tears streaking down her face.  Damien, Gotha, 
Gramma and Winnifred are all pale as ghosts.

SALEM
Do it already, Luke... my mascara’s 
running!

She breaks down, bawling. Luke begins to plunge the knife in.  
Bub makes a sound like a scream, a squeal and a whimper all 
in one, which cuts off to
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BLACKNESS.

INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - LATER

Just Luke’s face.  He looks disheveled, yet relieved.  He 
places a joint between his lips and lights up, takes a hit.

LUKE
I just realized something.

He passes the joint to Salem.  Close on her face as she takes 
a drag.  She’s tired, but pretty as she looks back at him.

SALEM
What’s that?

LUKE (O.C.)
Bub made a terrific sacrifice to 
Satan.

She passes the joint on to...

BUB
I did?

Close-up on his face as he takes a puff.  Coughs and 
grimaces.  Passes it to Damien.  A close-up of the older 
brother’s face reveals confusion as he inhales smoke.

DAMIEN
When?  I don’t remember that.

Gotha takes the joint from his hand.

GOTHA
I do. 

She takes a power hit, bigger than anyone’s. 

GOTHA
When he spouted off about that 
Illuminati stuff and made the Demon 
melt into the ground.  That was 
pretty cool.

Luke’s turn again.  The family that tokes together...

LUKE
Yeah.  You got a lot of potential I 
didn’t see before.  You all do.
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BUB
Does this mean you’re not gonna be 
a High Priest, Dad?

LUKE
Not now, anyway.  But there’s more 
important stuff than that.  Not 
sure what yet, but I’ll figure it 
out.

He passes the joint to Salem, who declines, raising her hand.  
Luke holds it out to anyone else.  They all refuse.

DAMIEN
Enough for me.

GOTHA
Me, too.

BUB
I’m effin’ wasted.

LUKE
Stick your tongue out, Damien.

Damien does.  Luke extinguishes the joint’s burning cherry on 
the boy’s tongue with a satisfying hiss.

DAMIEN
Th-uck, Dad!  That hur-ths!

SALEM
(giggling)

Luke, you can be such a bastard.

LUKE
Really?  I can?

BUB
Uh-huh.

GOTHA
The biggest.

DAMIEN
(nursing his tongue)

Yeah.  A real cock-thucker.

SALEM
And... we love you that way.

LUKE
I guess... I love me, too.

Luke looks around at his family. 
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LUKE
And you guys.

(listening)
Hey!  I think I hear Nora 
Mendelsohn’s cat!

SALEM
First one outside gets to skin it 
for supper! 

They jump off the couch, heading to the door.  Luke roughly 
shoves everyone out of the way so he can get there first.

INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - BASEMENT ALTAR - LATER

Luke kneels by the altar, bowing his head.

LUKE
Almighty Satan, foul Lord of 
Pathetic Deceit, I’m sorry for 
being such a crappy Satanist. 

MONTAGE

INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Salem laughs with the Neighborhood Girls as she snaps her 
suitcase open on the coffee table. 

LUKE (V.O.)
But I’ll keep trying.  Everyone in 
the family’s fitting in.  That’s 
more important to me right now.

This time, the women grab the double-headed dildos and 
monster vibrators and examine them, hangy-down parts and all. 

EXT. JOSH’S HOUSE - GARAGE - DAY

There’s a crowd of fifty TEENAGERS waiting outside.  As the 
garage door slowly opens, they cheer.

INT. JOSH’S HOUSE - GARAGE - DAY

Damien and his band stand on stage, fully made over.  His 
hair is slicked back; he holds a cool new electric guitar. 
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Josh wears more leather, sits behind a new drum kit with 
professionally-designed logo “HELLSPAWN” across double bass 
drum heads.  Roland’s shirt is made for guys and his hat 
finally fits. 

When explosions go off on both sides of the garage/stage, the 
band launches into “I’m Your Evil Satan”.  The crowd cheers.

EXT. HIGH SCHOOL QUAD - DAY

Gotha and Winnifred strut past a group of TEEN BOYS who look 
at them longingly. 

LUKE (V.O.)
I’ll make sure we all make it down 
to your skin-charring flames one 
day. 

A string of TEEN GIRLS walk behind Gotha and Winnifred, 
including Beatrice and Yvette, all dressed in pale makeup, 
slutty clothes and torn fishnets.  The Teen Boys follow. 

EXT. SOCCER FIELD - DAY

Bub mans the goal while another group of TEEN BOYS get ready 
to kick soccer balls at him. 

LUKE (V.O.)
But until then, we’re gonna stick 
together.  We make a pretty good 
team.

Bub blows a whistle: all the Cool Boys line up, forming a 
wall between him and the Teen Boys.  The Teen Boys start 
kicking the balls, knocking the Cool Boys down one by one.  

But Bub is kept safe.

INT. TAYLOR HOUSE - BEDROOM - NIGHT

Ellen’s smiling face appears from underneath rustling sheets.  

Glowing, she places a rainbow-colored, double-headed dildo on 
the night stand, next to a huge black vibrator with razor 
wire wrapped around it.

LUKE (V.O.)
Who knows?  Maybe our way is 
rubbing off on these folks as well. 
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Ellen disappears.  Moments later, Sheriff Taylor’s sweaty 
face appears.  He feels around the night stand, grabs the big 
black vibrator and yanks it under the blankets with him.  

The Sheriff and Ellen giggle as the jack-hammer sound of the 
vibrator fills the room.

END MONTAGE

INT. MCSATAN HOUSE - BASEMENT ALTAR - NIGHT

Luke sighs.  It’s been a long day.

LUKE
This is Luke McSatan, Demonic High 
Priest in training, saying, in the 
abhorrently putrid name of Satan...  

He stretches out his fingers.  Pinches the wicks of both 
burning candles to snuff them out with a sizzle-hiss, 
plunging him into complete darkness.

LUKE
...fuck yeah.

FADE OUT:
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