(SISCOE)





MARGARITA ON THE ROCKS





(OPEN ON: A BANQUET. THE CEO IS SPEAKING AT THE PODIUM. THE CAMERA PANS AROUND THE ROOM AND STOPS ON A TABLE OF THREE MIDDLE MANAGEMENT ASS KISSERS, TOM, DICK, AND HARRY. THEY ARE PAYING CLOSE ATTENTION TO THE SPEECH.)





CEO


…bringing our fourth quarter profits to 162 million and a share increase of six dollars a share.





(ROOM APPLAUDS)





CEO


(TO V.P. AT SIDE OF PODIUM.) You know Ted, I should really have a drink to toast this good news.





(ROOM CHUCKLES)





V.P.


That’s right Bob.





(ROOM TITTERS AGAIN)





CEO


Make mine a margarita on the rocks.





(ROOMS ERUPTS WITH LAUGHTER)


CEO


No salt.





(LAUGHTER AND APPLAUSE)





(TOM, DICK AND HARRY LOOK AT EACH OTHER, AND REALIZE THIS IS THEIR MOMENT TO SHINE. THEY BREAK AWAY FROM THE TABLE AND RACE TO THE BAR, PUSHING AND SHOVING EACH OTHER OUT OF THE WAY. MANHANDLING ANYBODY IN THEIR WAY. SLAMMING PEOPLE INTO THEIR FOOD. FINALLY MAKING IT TO THE BAR, IT’S CLOSED. THEY SEE A YOUNG BANQUET SERVER CLEANING UP THE GRAB HIM AND THROW HIM AGAINST THE WALL.)





TOM


We need a margarita!





DICK


MARGARITA! Where’s the fucking margarita!





HARRY


No salt. No SALT!!





WAITER


(SCARED) Bbbbb… Bar’s closed.





TOM


I didn’t ask you that!





DICK


I asked where’s the fucking margarita!!


HARRY


NO SALT!!





WAITER


Bar’s closed man. Bar’s closed. There’s one down the hall.





(TOM, DICK, AND HARRY SLAM THE WAITER INTO THE WALL AND TAKE OFF DOWN THE HALL. HARRY KICKS HIM ONE LAST TIME BEFORE HE LEAVES.)





(CUT TO: A SLOW MOTION SHOT OF THE GUYS RUNNING DOWN A HALL. DARK GOTHIC MUSIC IS PLAYING AS THE THREE CLAW AND SCRATCH THEIR WAY TO BE THE FIRST TO GET THE MARGARITA. TOM COMES ASIDE DICK AND PULLS HIM BACK AND TO THE GROUND. HARRY SHOVES TOM INTO THE WALL. DICK BOLTS BACK UP AND PUNCHES TOM BEFORE HE CAN RECOVER. HARRY TAKES A FLOWER ARRANGEMENT FROM THE HALLWAY AND THROWS IT BACK AT DICK, HE BLOCKS AND KEEPS RUNNING. DICK TAKES OFF HIS BELT AND BEGINS WHIPPING AT HARRY’S BACK. SMACK! HE CONNECTS WITH THE BACK OF HIS HEAD. HARRY GOES DOWN. DICK TAKES THE LEAD AND IS WITHIN SIGHT OF THE BAR. FROM HIS KNEES, HARRY PULLS OUT A NINJA STAR AND THROWS IT. DICK TURNS AROUND JUST IN TIME TO CATCH THE NINJA STAR IN THE EYE. HE GOES DOWN. HARRY GETS UP. WALKS PAST DICK ON THE GROUND IN PAIN AND KICKS HIM REPEATEDLY. HE SPITS ON HIM AND WALKS INTO THE BAR.)





HARRY


Give me a margarita on the rocks, no salt.





BARTENDER


(VERY CHEERY) You got it buddy.





(THE VERY CHIPPER BARTENDER MAKES HIS DRINK WHILE WE HEAR BAD MUZAK IN THE BACKGROUND. HARRY TAKES A NAPKIN AND WIPES THE BLOOD FROM HIS FACE.)





BARTENDER


There you go chief. One margarita on the rocks, no salt.





(HARRY THROWS HIM A TWENTY)





HARRY


Keep the change.





BARTENDER


Thanks buddy!





(HARRY EXITS)





(CUT TO: HARRY WALKING DOWN THE HALLWAY PAST DICK AND TOM, BOTH ARE STRUGGLING TO GET TO THEIR FEET.)


DICK


A ninja star?!?





(HARRY KEEPS WALKING PAST THEM, VICTORIOUS)





DICK


Where the hell’d you get a ninja star?!?
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