FIREBIRDS

"Pilot"

by

Juliana Weiss—-Roessler
&

Joshua Weiss—Roessler

Juliana Weiss-Roessler &
Joshua Weiss—-Roessler
14124 Burbank Blvd. #201

Sherman Oaks,
818.309.9134

CA ©1401



TEASER
EXT. HIGHWAY - DAY
Three SUVs flank a semi as it speeds down an empty highwav.
INT. SEMI - DAY

The DRIVER is nervous. His passenger, JOHN SAVAGE (mid-30s},
a grizzled warrior in the Bruce Willis mold, pats his arm.

SAVAGE
Relax. We're just a few miles away.
What we’re doing here is important.

Suddenly the rear SUV explodes upwards in a fireball.

DRIVER
Yaaahhhh!

Four HELMETED BIKERS dressed head-to-toe in leather and
riding Ninja motorcycles burst through the fireball.

Savage pulls out a gun and slams in a clip.
SAVAGE

Do not slow down. We can’t let them

get their hands on it.
Terrified, the Driver floors it.
EXT. ROAD - SAME
GUNMEN fire from the two remaining SUVs. The Bikers dodge.
One SUV protects the rear of the truck; the other stops, then
REVERSES INTC THE BIKERS. They SCATTER around it -- except
for the largest, MUSCULAR BIKER ——- CRUNCH! The SUV runs over
both Biker and bike.
ANGLE ON THE UNDERBELLY OF THE SUV

The Biker hangs on under the SUV Indiana Jones-style, somehow
unhurt, plants a bombk, and lets go. BOOM!

Another Biker drops back to pick up the muscular one.
INT. SUV - SAME
The Gunmen are wide-eved, completely freaked out.

GUNMAN 1
Who the hell are these guys?



EXT. ROAD - SAME

The Bikers converge on the last SUV. Twoe Bikers ride close
until their bikes CONNECT to form a DOUBLE BIKE. They pull
alongside the 35UV and the SMALLEST BIKER jumps onto the roof.

INT. SUV - SAME
Inmediately the Gunmen spray the roof with gunfire.

GUNMAN 2
Got him that time.

One of the Gunmen opens his window to look out, and the Small
Biker leans down and HEADBUTTS him back inside.

SUV DRIVER
Holy—-!

The Biker mimes blowing them a kiss, tosses something into
the SUV and leaps onto the double bike. The Gunmen lock down
at the object, realize it's a bomb just before —— ROOM!

INT. SEMI - SAME
Savage sees the Bikers race up the driver's side of the semi.

SAVAGE
(growling)
Damn it.

He stands and hercically cocks the gun... then leaps out the
cabin door and rolls into the bushes by the side of the road.

DRIVER
Hey?! But! You can't--!

TAP, TAP. The Driver turns to his window: one of the Bikers
hangs on outside the door with a gun aimed at him.

EXT. ROAD - MOMENTS LATER

Savage watches from the distant bushes as the Bikers tie up
the Driver, take the semi, and ride off. He takes out a cell
phone and dials:

SAVAGE
We've got a problem.



INT. JO'S HOUSE - BEDROCM — DAY

JOSEPHINE “JO” ANDREWS, 18, lazes in front of her TV in a
sports bra and panties. She flips channels. Pauses, looks at
the GRADUATION CAP AND GOWN on her closet door. Flips again.

GRANDPA (0.5.)
Josephine, this is becoming a
problem. Where’d you hide my tie?

JO
I haven’t hidden anything, Grandpa.
You take vyour pills vet?

GRANDPA ANDREWS, 70s, pops his head in, looking quite dapper
in his bhest suit and tie.

GRANDPA
Of course I took them. Now, tell me
where you hid my tiel

JO
Have you lcoked in the mirror?

GRANDPA
Why would it be...?

He glances down at the tie he’s wearing and leaves shaking
his head and muttering.

JO
But vyou’re not gonna need a tie,
because I told vou, I'm not going.

Jo’s door opens and TONY BURNS, 19, also in a sult, enters.

TONY
But vyou’re valedictorian!

Jo jumps up and tries to find something to cover herself.

JO
Tony! This is not why I gave vou a
house key! You can’t just burst in
whenever you want without warning
people who might, vyou know, not be
ready for bursting. You know?

Jo finds a nearby towel and wraps it around herself.



TONY
(blushing)
Your grandpa called me to come
over. I thought vyou knew.

JO
Nice try, Grandpa!
(to Tony)

Look, I made my decision.
Evervone’ s gonna be annoving,
talking about what majors they want
and where they’ re moving to.

Jo's eyes dart to her bulletin board, then back. Tony sees.

TONY
You know, Yale doesn’t offer full
rides to just anyone. I'm sure you
could still change vour mind--

JO
No, I can’t. This is where I need
to be.

GRANDPA (0.5.)
Josephine Andrews, I told vyou to
stop moving my shoes! How am I
supposed te find them when... OCh,
never mind.

TONY
Come on, I didn’t get dressed up in
this monkey suit for nothing.

JO
{(finally noticing)
You do look nice...

TONY
S50 do vyou. I mean, in those
dresses. Or will. One will. On you.

He points to two dresses draped over her bed. One’s just the
tiniest bit revealing, the other is ultra-conservative.

JO
I don’t know.

Tony grabs the revealing dress and holds it up to her.

TONY
Come on, do it for vyour grandpa. He
seems really lucid today.



JO
He is having a good davy.

GRANDPA (0.5.)
Ready! Now I just need to find that
photo.

JO
(under her breath)
Mostly.
(to Grandpa)
Wie’ve looked through all the
albums, Grandpa. Every photo’s
accounted for.

TONY
Even if he doesn’t remember it, I
know he’d love seeing you up there.

Jo
Fine, vou win. Now please, leave.

With a final smile, Tony goes.

Jo considers the revealing dress, but tosses on the
conservative one instead before sliding her gown over it.

She glances at the Yale acceptance letter tacked to her
bulletin board and sighs. She tears the letter down, RIPPING
OPEN HER FINGER ON A TACK in the process.

JO (CONT’D)
Yow!
TONY (0.S.)
You okay?
Blood seeps out of Jo’s cut... then it CLOSES UP BEFORE OUR

EYES, completely healed. Tony pops his head in, and Jc
immediately puts her hands behind her back.

TONY (CONT'D)
What happened?

JO
{(nervously)
Oh, nothing.

TONY
Of course not. Nothing ever happens
in Hillandale.

Jo looks relieved.



EXT. ABANDONED AIRFORCE BASE - AFTERNOON
The Bikers lock the semi up in an empty airplane hanger.

MUSCULAR BIKER
What’ s next?

LEAD BIKER
Hillandale.

They hop on their bikes and roll out.

END OF TEASER




ACT ONE
INT. HILLANDALE BOOKSTORE - MORNING

Jo unlocks the docor and turns the sign to ‘OPEN.’ A FIGURE in
the dark store rushes her. Jo velps and instinctively whacks
him with a nearby bock. He falls.

TONY
OwWww !

Tony —- in his police uniform —-- struggles to his feet with
the remains of the danishes he had been holding.

Jo
Tony, you scared me!

TONY
I was just trying to surprise you
with breakfast.

JO
By bumrushing me in the dark?
That’s not why I gave you a key.

TONY
I'm sorry, I'm sorry.

JO
Well, be less... creepy next time.

Jo copens a register and counts the cash drawer.

TONY
Creepy?

JO
Also: what’s that smell?

TONY
(mischievoug)
You really wanna know?

JO
What I really want is for it to
leave my store.

TONY
You can’t tell anvyvone, but you know
how those a-holes over at Jefferson
PD stole our drug bust last month?



JO
I know you wouldn’t shut up about
it.

She closes one cash drawer and starts counting the next.

TONY
Well, last night me and the other
guys left them a little surprise.

JO
Bad smell, little surprise —-- was
it a flaming kag? Tell me vyou’re
better than that.

TONY
We, uh, liberated a donkey from one
of their barns and left him in the
middle of their squad room!

Tony keels over laughing. Jo sighs, but can’t help smiling.

JO
You’ re lucky you’re cute, because
vou’ ve got the mentality of a
twelve-year-old.

TONY
So I'm cute, huh?

Jo turns away to hide her blush.

JO
This is what they pay vou poclicemen
to do? Steal farm animals and hang
around bookstores scaring people
with danishes?

TONY
(turning serious)
Well... Delivering danishes isn’t
the only reason I came by.

Jo stops counting.

JO
Grandpa? Please don’t say Grandpa.

TONY
Found him wandering around town
again.



JO
He wasn’'t even awake when I left!
Was he looking for his photograph?

TONY
Yeah. What’s that about?

JO
No idea. An old girlfriend mavbe?
Scarlett scomebody.

TONY
I'm sure it’1ll pass eventually.

Tony hands her a smooshed danish. She takes a bite with a
uncertain smile,

EXT. HILLANDALE BOOKSTORE - EVENING
Jo flips the sign to 'CLOSED' and locks up, then turns down
THE ALLEY - CONTINUOUS

She heads to the parking lot, digging in her purse. Suddenly,
two of the Bikers from earlier ride up, blocking the end of
the alley. Jo stops short. They ride toward her, slowly, and
she turns back the way she came, her walk brisker. The
motorcycles match her pace. They're getting closer.

Jo throws her purse at them and runs, but two more Bikers
block the way back. She spins, but there’s no way out.

JO
What do you want?

Finally, ten feet from Jo, they stop. In unison, they slide
off their helmets to REVEAL —-- they’re all YOUNG WOMEN (20s).

The Small Biker, pixie-like with fiery evyes, steps off her
cycele., She pulls cut a huge knife...

JO (CONT’'D)
Listen, I don’t--

...then, smiling, CUTS HER OWN THROAT. She collapses and
writhes on the ground, spurting blood. Jo SCREAMS.

The Small Biker stops moving.

JO (CONT'D)
Wh-why...?

Suddenly, the Small Biker pops back up.



10.

SMALL BIKER

Boo!
JO
YAAAAAH!
SMALL BIKER
(touches throat)
OWWWW. . .

LEAD BIKER (C.S.)
Annabelle! Cut that crap out!

Jo turns as RED (30s) dismounts her bike. She’s an imposing
African American woman with world-weary eyes. ANNABELLE
shrugs, the cut on her throat quickly becoming a scar.

ANNARELLE
(rasping)
Just having some fun, Red. Oww...
This might be my worst idea ever.

The other women fall over each other laughing. Except Red.

JO
Who the hell are vou pecople?

Annabelle grins.
INT. HILLANDALE BOOKSTORE - MOMENTS LATER

Jo sits in a chair facing Annabelle. Red paces by the front
door on her cell. The rest of the gang explores the store.

Annabelle takes Jo’s hand in hers.

ANNARELLE
What I share with you requires
utmost secrecy. We are the
Firebirds. Scions of the Sisterhood
of Phoenix, a Holy Order entrusted
with the power to heal our bodies
and minds.

JO
(beat)
Okay.

Annabelle holds up an ancient-looking text.
ANNARELLE

This is our Hely Writ. Within these
hallowed pages are the tenets—-



11.

JO
Wait. Did vyou steal that from here?
How did you even—-7?

ANNABELLE
That is one of the many mysteries
our Holy Order can bring to light.
May I please see your wallet?

Jo snags the book and stares her down. Finally Annabelle
stands to leave -- and bumps right into a glaring Red.

ANNABELLE (CONT'D)
I was just bored.

RED
That’ s twice.

Annabelle slinks off, tail between her legs.

RED (CONT’D)
What are we this time, aliens?
Superheroces powered by gamma rays?

JO
Holy Sisterhood, I think. Should
have known she was lying when she
sald vou were the “Firebirds.”

RED
Actually, the Firebirds part is
true.

JO
Ch.

RED

Name’ s Red. Over there is Bobbi.

She points to a tall, elegant Biker rooting arcund near the
cash register. BOBBI stops to wave enthusiastically.

BORRI
Hevy, do wvou sell lip gloss here? A
lot of bookstores sell 1lip gloss.

JO
Uh, no, sorry.

BOBRI
Aww, shucks!



RED
That’ s London.

Red nods to the tattoo-covered Muscular Biker,
herself rearranging a bhockshelf.

LONDON
You know, you could really organize

this place better. Increase sales.

Jo Jumps up and grabs a book out of her hand.

JO
I think I've got it under control.
Thanks.

LONDON

Just trying to help.
Jo sits back down, still holding the book.

RED
And Sweeney Todd...
{mimes cutting throat)
. .1s Annabelle.

JO
And all of vou heal? Like me?

LONDON
Yes. It’s an X-linked recessive
trait that doesn’t express in the
presence of a Y-chromosome.

JO
Huh?

RED
It’s genetic. No men, and only a
very few women get 1t.

JO
So, what? You ride town to town
seeking women with this... thing?
RED

No, we’wve known about you your
whole life. Since the crash.

12.

who has busied

Jo’s brow furrows, and she opens her mouth to speak, but--
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LONDON
And now that you’re out of school,
we want you to join us.

Jo
Join your biker gang?

RED
Join our CIA team.

Jo
Wait, what? Me? Fight crime?

RED
I was hoping we could start by
grabbing a drink.

Jo looks uncertain.
INT. BIKER BAR - NIGHT

London and Annabelle toss back shots at the bar. Men ogle
Bobki, who now wears a SLINKY DRESS.

Red sits at a table, pours two glasses of beer from a
pitcher, offers one to Jo.

RED
Best part of being what we are. No
liver damage.

Jo
I don’t drink. Or frequent biker
bars.

Red shrugs, downs one beer, and begins nursing the other.

LONDON (0.53.)
Hey, ladies! Check it out.

She points to a TV airing the news. A photo of a semi truck
pops on screen. Jo and the gang gather around.

NEWSCASTER
Earlier today, a truckload of the
chemical Exodosius was seized from
terrorists on their way to L.A.

LONDON
(to Jo)
This was us.
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ANNARELLE
A fake semi. They went all out.

The women chuckle.

NEWSCASTER
Experts tell us Exodosgius is a
neuro-toxin so powerful that a
teaspoon could take out the entire
population of the state of Texas.
With us now is the brave team that
took down the terrorists.

The women GROAN. Annabelle throws her beer at the TV.

ANNARELLE
Booooo!

Patrons frown at her. The BRartender walks out from the back.

BARTENDER
Hey, who threw that?

Bobbi <¢limbs up on the bar and shuts off their TV.

JO
What was that all about?

BOBBI
Some of us don’t want to accept
that we’re a secret weapon.

ANNABELLE
Whatever,

LONDON
As you can tell, Anna’s a big fan.

On the other end of the bar, Patrons CHEER and pat an ARMY
PRIVATE on the back. They shove beers into his hands.

ARMY PRIVATE
..really, I can't accept. I didn’t
make the bust, sir. Those men did.

PATRON 1
Men like vou keep cur country safe.
Just our way of saying thanks.

PATRON 2
A toast. God bless our men in arms!



GROUP OF PATRONS
God bless our men in arms'!

The gang watches as the Private takes the beer.

BOBBI
Mmm, he’s kind of cute.

LONDON
Hope he enjoys our bheers.

ANNARELLE
I hope he chokes. Taking what
should be ours. Back in my day that
would just be plain rude.

BOBBI
Hold up, grandma. Did you just say
‘back in my day’?

JO

(Jumping up)
Aw, crap, you just reminded me. I
forgot to call Grandpa.

Red flinches.

BORRI
You have a curfew? You’re eighteen!

JO
It's not a curfew, it’s Just...
Grandpa has Alzheimer’s. He doesn’t
always remember to take his meds...
or who he is.

RED
Worse things in the world than

forgetting.
Jo

(icy)
Try it some time.

Jo leaves.
EXT. CHARLIE’S BIKER BAR - MOMENTS LATER
Jo paces anxiously with her c¢ell phone.

GRANDPA (O.S.)
Hello?



















































































































































