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CHARACTERS

HEADHUNTER
A busi nessman, very rich, alnost a nerd, but with a
hi dden rut hl essness and suppressed rage.

SKI NNER

Headhunter’s | ong-ti
Very large and bruta
ski n-head and gorill

me friend and busi ness conpani on.
| looking. Conpletely bald
a-li ke features.

SLEEKDESI GN

An image maker. Sexy in a sadomasochistic way.
Desperate to nove up the | adder and conpul sive for
power and weal t h.

MR, ZEN CH

C.E.O of China. Small, short black hair with neatly
tri mmed bangs. A nurderous nani ac beneath the veneer
of a cool, and cooperative Asian busi nessnman.

WYNEATA
A very tall, female, reptilian-human extraterrestri al
When she is starving she becones conpletely Reptilian.
TI ME
Now or in the future.
THE SCENE

The entire play takes place in the TOAER OF POAER,
on the top Floor of the tallest and nost expensive
buil ding on Earth, one thousand stories high above
the street, resting above the clouds.

THE SET
A mnimalist and suggestive set representing the
finest noney can buy. Upstage center, high up, is
a huge TV screen. In front of the TV and behind
the White Sofa, not visible to the audience, is a
pl atformthat WYNEATA will stand on so she is high
above the sofa and stage, and has steps | eading
down to the stage. Around the large TV and
surrounding the set is a black abyss with endl ess
star systens noving out into eternity in dazzling
col or and maj estic beauty. These projections can
appear close as if the audience is sitting in space
consisting of Gal axies, Planets, Nebula, in a
dazzling display of color and patterns; beautiful,
m racul ous, and awe-inspiring.
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BEG NNI NG OF THE PLAY

Headhunter sits behind his desk neurotically tapping
madl y at a computer as nunbers, graphs and charts
appear on the large tv screen up stage center,
changing very fast fromone to the other. Skinner
paces fast and nervously downstage center chew ng

hi s knuckl es, punching his hand with his fist,
grunting, snorting, hissing, and cracking his head
with a sharp twist. Both wear very expensive business
suits and are grooned to perfection. They are trying
to take control of earthstock to own 51% of Earth
They're in the mddle of a conversati on.

HEADHUNTER
|"mcrankin' out deceptions - can't you see? G nme a
sec.

SKI NNER
Headhunter, there's a corpse out there, layin' in the
woods, there's |leopards out there snellin' it. An
we're sittin' here like two virgins watchin' porn with
di cks com n' at us every which way, to tight hole,

pretendin' to be in church? You told ne we'd be rich.

HEADHUNTER
(1 ooking at his conputer
typi ng madl y)
We're multi-trillionaires hundreds of tines over and
clinbing fast. Wat is wong with you today E. D. acting
up?

SKI NNER

(scream ng and punching the

air violently)
...l FEEL | MPOTENT W THOUT VI AGRA I N THE M DDLE OF THE
MOJAVE WTH A MONRCE LOOK-A-LIKE IN MY BED AN | CAN T
GET IT UP - THAT'S "WHAT'S WRONG WTH ME". |'M POOR
THAT' S WVHAT'S BUGA N M. | FEEL LIKE | HAVE TO WASH MY
OM DI SHES AN DO MYy OAN LAUNDRY AGAIN - IT'S A DI SASTER!
FUCK!  FUCK! FUCK

SKI NNER | ands his forearmon an end
table violently hard smashing it in
t wo.

HEADHUNTER junps to his feet. A
stare out.



Then | ooki ng at SKINNER he hits a
key on his keyboard, charts fly on
the huge TV in unison, not chaos as
before, wth | arge green arrows

poi nting up on each one, and trunpet
sounds blaring then stop abruptly.

SKI NNER
(sml es)
This is pal at abl e.

HEADHUNTER
Sirloin or Filet Mgnon'?

SKI NNER
Prime rib, venison, even cheap ground beef fresh off the
calf, it's hard to say w thout running her through..

SKI NNER presses the enter button on
HEADHUNTER S conput er.

Fl ashing charts on the screen change
fast wwth many nore thick green
arrows pointing up EVERYWHERE in a
Kal ei doscope of Green Arrows on
flying charts and suddenly the charts
di sappear THEN a bold [ arge 51%
fills the screen flashing on and

of f.
SKI NNER
TOUCHDOMNI'!'I A bonafide flesh of an investnent! | feel
it baby. W scalped '"em Filet Mgnon' and tails, sone
spare ribs doused in sugar coated snear... 0000000 |

say we do lunch real soon

HEADHUNTER
Ma Earth's our little slut-slave now. Puts her in our
favor. Seens she's a beastly nynph sitting on a cl oud,
graped, harped, no clothes on her pure-as-silk-skin, an'
we, |ike her, suck the mlk fromher bosom her groin
juice flown', like hungry hyenas finishing a kill under
a hot jungle prairie, as if there were no tonorrow, only
hi story. ..

SKI NNER
0000000000000 baby I"min |ove. Autonobiles...?

HEADHUNTER
"Mobiles goin' into second gear, need a seat belt around
the novenent it's so fast, falsified i nages to nmasturbated
senses... conmmerci al



Headhunter presses a button and a
phot ograph of a hot, very futuristic
sexy and nmean sports car appears on
screen in a 3D rotation.

SKI NNER
grabs his crotch)
OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH Suck ny di ck forever.

HEADHUNTER
(very excited)

Ch, baby, she rides |like a greased cock into a desperate
M LF not her novin' down the road of her |ost desires,
takes 'burbies off their orthopedic chairs positioned in
atilt of sleep, an' for a second, gives novenent to

ot herwi se hopel essness. Power to the paralyzed on a
silver platter for our profit. W gotta get Sleekdesign
to eye us out a fancy, push her into a mdnight race

t hen maybe we can thrust her into tenth gear, nove toward
overdrive in sales. She's a beautiful netal nonger,
like teeth of a dragon, ain't she Skinner?

SKI NNER
(very excited)
She's hot, like climactic scenes of the year soaked in

sweating lusty cumlust, ny |egs want to wap and punp

| ookin" at her curvin' dash board an' plush buckets.
She's a sure winner for weekend rendezvous in the danp
nmoonl it night, where | anguages only deep within speak in
punpi n® rhythns fast as the car’s shaft, oh, chicks'l

put the dye in their hair, lipstick'll just puff up lips
for kissin' and douche thensel ves, nmaybe drunk into a
punp, rip away at their norality, blind their reason

| acerate their mstrust, an' dudes'l| slick back their
hair greased |like axles spinnin' in a mad chase, condom
speed burnin' rubbers at a notel they screech into for

an all night fuckfest orgy-extravaganza filling out our
credit application. Ch, she's awnner. |'Il upit.
(sudden concern)
So, Autos are ok, that’'s what we’'re sayin’ - right?
HEADHUNTER
Sl eekdesign does it again. She's a mracles nightnare.
We'll make themall scrape bottomw th their first card

deal s before norning.

SKI NNER
Now we're in the ganme. M hunger's feelin' relieved.
(col | ege cheer)
Do ne baby, do ne hot, wld and w cked on the cot.
(normal)
Goooooh yeah. Universal ownership here we
C unTmmmmMmMTMmTMmMm . .



HEADHUNTER
(cool like a rapper)
My cards are in the bluff see, pokered out, but I'm
stable, confortable in ny position, could | ose a dine,
starin' straight ahead in the gane stone cold sober an

happy about it, poker-faced indifference, |I'mthat sure -
no enotion in the deal, they're all horny for sonething
so I'll fill their needs unleashing mad vi sions everywhere

conqueri ng endl ess | andscapes of unethical profits
forever, hugging the road in un-hugged lives, fakin
nmonmentary power to the powerless slaves, as we ride Rolls
to the bank past their anbulances filled with nmutil ated
baby dreans, an' soak ourselves with the green-bl ood
rewards of our tine.

SKI NNER
d ass sharp Headhunter - slicing. | see her novin' toward
the right score friend. Qur vision has been focused.
Where el se should we steer?

HEADHUNTER
(fast and matter of fact)
W'll do a prinme tinme double slot national T.V. Soci al

Medi a, Email Spam endl ess Robo Calls, whatever works,
killer hypnosis across networks on every channel and
medi um on Earth with Sl eekdesign’s graphics urging urges
to hunp out to the nearest dealer. Billions in sales.
Make “emirresistible to the lonely and stupid ‘cause we
care.

SKI NNER
Rebat es?

HEADHUNTER
And deceptive |ow interest manipul ations.

SKI NNER
Ni net een percent over the fair-mrk?

HEADHUNTER
What ever works to triple sales with endl ess up-sells.

SKI NNER
(smling lustfully)
Ohhhhh, | see it like hard-core bondage, brutal S&M w th
relentl ess strap on punp...

HEADHUNTER
(smling lustfully)
...NOWis all that matters, it's all up for grabs an
our hands are out palns up to the heavens we're so holy.

They slap five. Bunp asses in an
ol d col | ege Cheer.
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SKI NNER
Ckay, so autos are enployed, let's talk Portfolio. W
need nore than jus’ cars to remain di-verse-ohhhh-fide
so we don't get fried on this take-over ride..

HEADHUNTER
...Real Estate's Landed ground. Upping sales and rentals,
movin' the mddle slave-class outta safe haven into
struggl e, nake 'em desperate and hopin' for sonething
better that'll never conme and hi ke rents an' nortgages
to keep themon the fence between fear and hope..

SKI NNER
.Nice Community-Kill! Housing..?

HEADHUNTER
.Got a roof over its head...

SKI NNER
. Trans. ..

HEADHUNTER

... Mwvin" up up an' away down the tracks, through oceans,
an' flights with acceptable preventable death rates.
M ni mal disaster...

SKI NNER
Medi cal ?

HEADHUNTER
Jus' where it should be - Sick - an' on the increase
| ocki ng down prescription addiction subscriptions |ike

whore-bait, constant comercials with smlin' liars,
voi ce overs an' graphics that'Il jus' kill ya...
SKI NNER

...Premuns..?

HEADHUNTER
...Insurances are predicting possible disasters an
forcastin’ the fear tracks, caressing with hope-ripoffs
and deceptions, raisin' rates unscrupulously in our favor
and keep sewi ng down policy conforters around paranoid
hearts crawlin' on their bellies through the m ndl ess
meadows of our paid off an' cowardly Congress in the
| and of the free and hone of the depraved - it's all in
the fine print.



WYNEATA ARRI VES

A smal|l pool of white light rises to revea
WYNEATA, standing on the platform high
above the white sofa up stage center, in
front of the large TV screen. WYNEATA | S
HALF HUMVAN, HALF REPTILE, and very tall.
She is al nost super-nodel beautiful, a mx
of the nobst exotic human traits, both ugly,
and gorgeous, terrifying, and nysterious,
and absol utely other-worldly.

HEADHUNTER, SKI NNER and SLEEKDESI GN st and
in atriangle around the stage, their backs
to the audi ence, watching her.

WYNEATA speaks in a | oving, beautiful,
al nost El i zabet han Language, and noves
i ke an agile ballerina.

WYNEATA

(smling to them
Over the las' mrage of tine
| see their hearts love' d |ight gone blind
through |ight years passing lies in kind
whiffs of Spring through light turn'd flesh
of nature's truth then years of lies
fromgifts bestowed with thine eyes
and kisses kiss'd for you to live
in love and ki ndness and paradi se
open and free in wind and sun
as ancient travel'd whiffs of one
and lonely lovely ne to see
thus here | amas |'ve arrived
for thee

and t hee
And t hee

And ne.

WYNEATA st ops danci ng and si ngi ng,
| aughs and begins to speak to each
one directly.

WYNEATA
(to Headhunter and Skinner,
smling and gentle)
Hel | ooooo dear belligerent children of time. You have
beconme so very deaf to life like slaying madnen attacki ng
the breath that prays am dst the stars, and bores such
hunger into perversions gate.
( MORE)
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WYNEATA ( CONT' D)

Wth pridel ess stupor you choose to rip apart silent
truths of this mracle |I’ve given you throughout the
mllennium sleeping so fully while you are awake.

(to Sl eekdesign, smling and

gentle)
Hell o, dear, pretty softness and glow turned into a neon
light of retaliation for thy pains, thy hideous | ost
reflections you hath swal |l owed deep into your heart where
its darkness grows |ike a fungus. A sweet smle on your
l[ips sings to ne of an infant's gl eam hidden beneath
such bl azen gl oss, thy gl ow now buried deep, thy suit
saturated with | ost hopel ess dreans searching for an
identity that m xes the darkest of thy | obe with natures
wondrous possibility of sight. Such a paradox it is,
trying to control the slayer by becom ng him The enpathy
once swimmng in your human eyes, now hi dden so deep
under your rigid mask that you cannot renenber your purity
of heart and gentle kindness of soul. Wiy dearest children
of suns, there nust be a luster left within thy deep
softness that touches even your perplexed wi sdomfor a
gentl e stroke you so desperately need. A kind, |oving
hug. A kiss of redenption. A caress of forgiveness.

They all just | ook at one anot her
in a long, awkward, other-worldly
confused pause.

LATER

Sl eekdesi gn has taken the TAMER from Wneat a t hat
gi ves her imense power and had Headhunter on his
knees hol ding his gun pointed at his head and
freed him Now he stands hol di ng his gun,
exhausted, in a standoff with her. Skinner has
transfornmed into a conpassionate, |oving and ki nd
soul, as he was before he entered the business
world to becone a killer. Wneata has not eaten
in several hours, Headhunter and S| eekdesign are
hol di ng her captive until she does a deal, using
starvation as |everage. Wthout the tamer, she
slowy transfornms into a di nosaur-type primal
reptile. She's stuck on all fours under

Sl eekdesign's newly acquired powers.

WYNEATA
Your tribe has disbanded into war zones because of this.
Ri ch agai nst poor. Color against color. Religion against
religion. Political Party against Political Party.
Country agai nst Country. Everything and everyone is at
war with sonething. You live in conflict.

( MORE)
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WYNEATA ( CONT' D)

Hol di ng one anot her at gunpoint afraid of the differences
which nmake life so mraculous. You split yourself up
into pieces. Shattered the self, the whole and the
community. Thus, your value systens evolved into
hypocritical rationalizations. You say one thing, you
mean another. Pretend to |ove, while you abuse. Cal
yoursel ves great, while you act |ike m ndl ess apes.
You' ve turned a paradise into a spinning ball of
suffering.

(gently)
| magi ne what you could do for the people down on those
streets, seeking salvation under your hideous selfish
rule, if you sinply cared about them- that is all it
woul d t ake.

HEADHUNTER
They're free.

WYNEATA
They're not free!
(wal ks a foot or two,
stiffly)
They live within your shortsighted rules, your police
and mlitary threat upholding those rules that destroy
their freedons.

HEADHUNTER

If that's true why woul d they accept it?
WYNEATA

Fear .
HEADHUNTER

VWhat ever wor ks.

Headhunt er and Sl eekdesign remain
in their standoff.

WYNEATA
(deep struggl e against her transformation
trying to reach them
Create |l ove and sharing instead it's a much nore
sustai nabl e investment. O your race will end up like
mne - and be no nore!

SKINNER is now in a state of conplete
creative innocence, rises fromthe
sof a.

SKI NNER
(amazed | ooking at his |large arns)
Look! My arns are small and sensitive.
( MORE)
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SKI NNER ( CONT' D)

My old hone an' the | awn where we used to play. [|I'm
seeing it. You were there smling, Bobby. Susan was
there with her dollies laughing. So innocent.

(pause. Sm |l es deeply)
Honeysuckl es! 1" m snel ling honeysuckl es!

(pause)
Do you renenber the scent? The scent of our future.
Snelled like... Possibility. Purity. Hope. Al ny
friends, | had a |ove for them and they for nme - our
little tribe felt like a famly. This deep |ove.

HEADHUNTER and SLEEKDESI GN r emai n
| ocked in their stare-out ignoring
SKINNER. Wneata trenbling on al
fours.

LATER

Sl eekdesign tells Skinner why she has given up conpassi on
for material success and unscrupul ous wealth.

SLEEKDESI GN
(1 ncredul ously, to Skinner)
| cultivated the nost subline |level of hate. M hate
protected nme fromall the "love" comng at ne. One

ruthl ess, viscous stab at a tinme. | hate ny hate as

much as | hate nmy love. | hate ny enotions as nuch as |
hate feeling dead. | hate being human. | hate ny
humanity. | hate all humanity. 1'mso sick of Iistening

to how great it is, and how special we are. W' re nothing
but tunbl eweeds drifting over dirt, flesh fucking in
filth, waiting to turn into dust and making up fairy
tales to pretend we're above it all. Hding fromlong-
won, hard-earned, undeni abl e agoni zing pain. That's
life on this desert. Seeking a nonent of pleasure, and
peace, while new eyes seek us out for their next neal.

(growi ng |l ust)
Al I want now is ultimte power, security, control and
i mense, nasty wealth. Cover nme with |uxury on top of
| uxury, conforts on top of conforts, ease upon ease, and
let me sleep init. | can fuck that. Because | can buy
that. | can build skyscrapers on that foundation and
| ook down on the muck wallowing in fairy tales waiting
for daddy and nommy to save themw th a new bedtine story.
And ny nihilism | can get sone fucking joy out of that
t oo, because with it I can turn off my fucking reason,
nmy fucking awareness, ny fucking enpathy, and kiss hard
the delusions that surround ne, with a smle on ny

( MORE)



SLEEKDESI GN ( CONT' D)
| onel i ness, lavishing in ny indul gent pleasures... and
remai n asleep... W de-awake.
(smles hiding deep pain)

WYNEATA SNAPS ON THE HUGE TV AND WE
SEE THE ANTS (human bei ngs) cli nbing
the stairs of the tower of power,
tearing down doors, knocking in
walls filled with violence and rage.

WYNEATA
(absol ut e di sgust scream ng)
THEY ARE BASHI NG DOWN THE DOORS OF THI S TONER TO WRAP
THEI R HANDS AROUND YOUR NECKS AND ALL YOU CAN TALK ABOUT
'S YOURSELF?! YOU RE NOT LI STENI NG TO ANYONE BUT
YOURSELVES - AND YOU NEED TO LI STEN TO EVERYONE BUT
YOURSEL VES!

HEADHUNTER and SLEEKDESI GN | ook at
the TV concer ned.

HEADHUNTER
(worri ed)
Fuck "em Concrete steel reinforced walls here.
(1 aughs)
WYNEATA

No match for desperation

END OF WRI TI NG SAMPLE



