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Fade In: 

AN ALARM CLOCK sits on top of a nightstand. The time reads SIX TWENTY-NINE AM.

It turns to SIX THIRTY AM. The Alarm Clock BEEPS alive. 

BEEP, BEEP, BEEP-

A HAND reaches to hit the snooze button, but instead clumsily knocks the alarm clock on the floor. ALARM signal still going off. 

THE HAND belongs to STEDMAN WRIGHT.

INT. (LOS ANGELES CALIFORNIA) - STEDMAN’S HOME – BEDROOM - DAY

Car salesman STEDMAN WRIGHT awakens to another morning of his meager existence. 

Stedman THROWS BACK the covers from over his body. He SITS UP and picks the clock off the floor and turns it off. He gives a good stretch and yawn. 

He gets up.

INT. STEDMAN’S HOME – KITCHEN - DAY

Stedman fills his tea kettle with water and sets it on the stove. 

He turns the gas knob on, FIRE comes alive.

Stedman pops two pieces of toast in the toaster. He then goes to shower. 

INT. STEDMAN’S HOME – BATHROOM - DAY

Stedman showers, STEAM fills the bathroom.

After showering, Stedman WIPES mist from his bathroom mirror, idly staring at his boring reflection.

Stedman lifts a TOOTHBRUSH and begins brushing his teeth.  

INT. STEDMAN’S HOME – BEDROOM - DAY

Stedman RECITES his new commitment to excellence to himself while STANDING in front of his full-length closet mirror, tying on his favorite neck tie. 

STEDMAN (to himself)

Today I am the master of my own destiny. I am the champion of my own path. Today will be a new day. Today, no longer will I live my life for JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY because today, I will write! Today will be a day of progress and a day of productivity! Today, I will write!

INT. STEDMAN’S HOME – KITCHEN - DAY

Stedman dips a tea bag up and down inside his tea cup until fully flavored. In front of him sits his beloved laptop computer. He SIPS while staring into the monitor of his laptop.

That is, staring into the BLANK PAGE of his Microsoft Word Document.

Stedman clears his throat and braces his fingers on the keypad preparing to type, but nothing happens.

THE CURSOR is flashing but not moving. 

PHONE rings.

Stedman lets his answering machine pick up the call.

We hear STEDMAN’S VOICE MESSAGE through the answering machine….

STEDMAN (VO)

Hi, I’m not home right now. Please leave a message, bye.

Its Stedman’s MOTHER calling.

MOM (VO)

Hi sweetheart its Mom. I thought I’d catch you before you left out for work but I guess you’re gone already. I was just calling to wish you a happy birthday dear. Wow! Forty-two years old. Getting up there huh?-

STEDMAN (to himself)

Thanks Mom.

MOM (VO)(cont’d)

-Honey I wish you would find yourself some friends and a nice girl to settle down with. You’re always by yourself. When are you going to get married and have some kids and start a family? 

STEDMAN, still pitifully staring into his BLANK MS WORD DOCUMENT.

STEDMAN (to himself)

Probably after hell freezes over Mom.

MOM (VO)(cont’d)

I get worried about you sometimes dear. And I wish you’d call more often. Well, anyway, I’ll call you later after you come home from work. How’s your book coming by the way?

Talk to you later sweety, bye.

MOM hangs up.

STEDMAN (to himself)

Bye Mom.

INT. STEDMAN’S CAR – DAY

Stedman drives through the city on his way to work. His facial expression is downtrodden and boring. 

We hear CONTEMPORARY CLASSICAL MUSIC through his car stereo.

Stedman pulls to a STOP at a light, LOOKS to his left.

A KID stares at him through the rear window of his Mom’s car.

Stedman TURNS AWAY then TURNS BACK to see if the kid is still staring. He is. 

Stedman cracks half a SMILE and WAVES at the kid, trying to be friendly. 

THE KID frowns and POKES his middle finger out at Stedman.

His MOM darts off at the light.

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY - RICHIE’S OFFICE – DAY

RICHARD MATHEWS (RICHIE) is fondling and French-kissing the neck of SARAH inside his office as she sits on his lap. 

Sarah is the bombshell shop receptionist. She’s not very bright either, just beautiful. RICHIE is the Grandson of JOHN MATTHEWS, owner of the car lot. RICHIE is also the acting General Manager of the dealership.  

Stedman pulls into his parking space which can be seen through the window of RICHIE’S office. 

RICHIE

hand moves up into SARAH’S dress. 

SARAH notices Stedman pulling up. She alerts Richie.

SARAH

Richie! 

Richie pays no attention to her. He’s too busy GROPING and KISSING all over her. 

SARAH 

Richard stop!

Sarah tries to push him off and get him to look out the window.

SARAH (cont’d)

Richie look! It’s Stedman, he just pulled up!

Richie stops and turns his head to look out the window. 

Richie looks at his WATCH.

RICHIE

Shit. He’s early, for once. Fuck’em, I’ll get to him later.

Richie proceeds with his steamy groping and kissing. 

RICHIE 

stands Sarah up, and with one swift arm movement, PUSHES everything on top of his DESK to the floor. He then lays Sarah down on top and climbs on top of her.

NEW VEIW, OUTSIDE,

STEDMAN gets out of his car and walks inside the dealership.

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – STEDMAN’S DESK - DAY 

Taking a seat, Stedman sets his beloved laptop computer down at his desk and begins to straighten up the messy clutter around it. 

NEW VEIW,

Head Salesman MIKE CARUSO straightens his employee photograph hanging on the wall.

He admires it momentarily, FLATTERED at himself. He gives the picture of himself a cool WINK and then walks away. 

Mike Caruso approaches Stedman at his desk.

MIKE

Stedman! What’s happenin’ my man?

Stedman reluctantly replies, still straightening his desk. 

STEDMAN

Not a whole lot Caruso….

MIKE CARUSO is a hot-shot player. A fifty-something, hip dressing, graying and smooth talking hustler. MIKE CARUSO has been the top car salesman at JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY for over ten years. Stedman doesn’t like him much, mostly because of his arrogant cockiness.

MIKE 

(chewing gum)

Boy, I had a great vacation Sted. Took me and the girlfriend out to Vegas with Jerry and his Wife. We had a blast man. Jerry lost nearly two two-grand on the slots though, fucking dweeb. I told him to only play the Black Jack or Craps tables, and don’t fucking bet more than a hundred in one round. That fucker sat there at those fucking slot machines like an old fucking grandpa the whole 

goddamn time. His wife cursed him in front of everybody when she found out how much money he blew. I told him, don’t worry about it man, two weeks you sell five new Town cars or more, you’ll be back in the green. (grins and winks)

STEDMAN

Listen, Caruso…

MIKE

Mike, call me Mike Sted. 

STEDMAN (cont’d)

That all sounds nice and everything but if you don’t mind, I’m trying to get organized here. Sorry.

MIKE

Oh sure, sure. I know how it is you know. Gotta get your shit in order? Hey listen, I hear you’ve been having a little trouble getting a sale lately. (moving closer to whisper) 

Listen, if you ever need some advice, or a few pointers on securing a deal, just give me a holler. It’s no problem at all, I can help you. I haven’t been the head salesman for the last ten years around here for nothing.

Mike WINKS at Stedman then struts away coolly. 

STEDMAN 

(undertone)

Jerk….

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY - RICHIES OFFICE – DAY

Richie straightens himself up after getting freaky with Sarah. Sarah helps him straighten his desk, gathering coffee mugs, pens, papers and pictures of Richie’s wife and kids off the floor. 

SARAH adores a picture of Richie’s kids.

SARAH

They are so cute!

RICHIE

My wife says they’re spoiled.

Richie continues to straighten his shirt and tie while sitting in his fancy leather office chair. Now he’s ready for Stedman….

RICHIE

Okay, I’m ready for him, go get’em.

SARAH

Okay…

Sarah bends down in front of Richie to pick up one last item off the floor. Richie takes the opportunity to SLAP her on the ass.

WHACK!

SARAH

Hey….Playtimes over for you.

SARAH walks out. 

RICHIE (to himself)

What an ass.

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – SALES FLOOR - DAY

Sarah WALKS OUT onto the main sales floor toward Stedman’s desk. 

Stedman is still cleaning up his mess.

Sarah approaches him. Stedman doesn’t notice her walk up.

SARAH

Hi Stedman…

Stedman LOOKS up….

STEDMAN

Oh, hi Sarah. (nervous, knocking over things) I was just getting organized here. My desk is a mess.

SARAH

tilts her head, smiles….

SARAH

Richie wants to see you in his office right away. 

STEDMAN

Right now?

SRARAH

Um, Hum. He’s been waiting for you to get here this morning. 

STEDMAN

Oh. Alright, I’ll be right there. 

Sarah waves bye and starts to walk away. Stedman quickly STANDS to stop her….

STEDMAN

Ah, Sarah, wait a minute… 

Sarah STOPS and turns around looking directly at Stedman. 

STEDMAN stands there silent for a moment, trying to get the words to come out of his mouth.

Sarah WAITS for him to say something…

STEDMAN (cont’d)

I, I, just wanted to say that its my birthday, today’s my birthday.

Sarah could care less…

SARAH

Oh - okay. Happy birthday.

Sarah smiles then turns back around and keeps walking. 

Stedman kicks himself inwardly, letting his head sink down in utter shame.

STEDMAN

looks over to his left. 

Jerry Sams and Mike Caruso are SMIRKING and watching from the sidelines. 

Mike Caruso WINKS at Stedman and gives him a sarcastic THUMBS UP. Jerry Sams gives Stedman a head nod and smiles. 

Stedman grabs his beloved laptop computer off his desk and walks toward Richie’s office, glancing back at Jerry and Mike as he does.

JERRY (to Mike)

He wouldn’t have a chance at her if it took him a million years. 

Mike Caruso CHUCKLES.

MIKE

I bet you he hasn’t got laid in a million years.

JERRY

(re: Stedman’s Laptop)

Why does he carry that thing around with him everywhere he goes?

MIKE

He’s probably a fucking pervert.

JERRY 

He definitely fits the profile that’s for sure.

MIKE 

I can just see that sick bastard now. Sitting at home in front of that computer for hours and hours, whacking his little pecker off to kiddy porn. 

NEW VIEW,

Stedman runs past fellow car salesman REGGIE MILES. REGGIE has a fresh cup of “gourmet” coffee in his hand from the vending machine. 

REGGIE is a twenty-two year old baby-face looking Blackman new to the company. He’s the only salesman that has any respect for Stedman.

REGGIE

Hey Sted, what’s up man? Where you headed?

Reggie HOLDS out his hand for a shake. 

Stedman shakes it. 

STEDMAN

GM’s office. He wants to see me. 

REGGIE

Oh. Everything’s cool?

STEDMAN

Yeah, sure. Everything’s fine, thanks for asking. 

Stedman LOOKS down at Reggie’s cup….

STEDMAN

Smells good….

REGGIE

Yeah, it’s hard kicking the habit. I just have this one in the morning to get myself going. 

Stedman gives Reggie a FATHERLY SMILE and PAT on the side of his shoulder…

STEDMAN

Good deal…

Stedman moves on. 

Reggie walks to the sales floor area.

NEW VIEW, 

Mike Caruso sees Reggie coming and WAVES him over to him. 

Reggie approaches him…

REGGIE (to Mike and Jerry)

What’s up guys…

Mike puts his arm around Reggie….

MIKE

Reggie! What’s up bro!

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY - RICHIE’S OFFICE – DAY 

Stedman approaches the open doorway of Richie’s office. 

Richie is WRITTING something down on an invoice. 

STEDMAN 

lightly knocks on the open door. 

Richie looks up…

STEDMAN

You wanted to see me?

RICHIE

Come on in. Close the door will ya’.

Stedman ENTERS the office closing the door behind him. 

RICHIE

Have a seat….

Stedman takes a seat. 

Richie leans back in his chair interlocking his hands and finger’s. 

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY - SALES FLOOR – DAY 

On the sales floor, Mike Caruso and Jerry Sams chat with Reggie. Mike Caruso still has his arm around Reggie as if he’s a beloved son. 

MIKE (to Reggie)

Look, if you wanna be a top salesman in this business you got to stop rubbing balls with weirdo’s like Stedman. You got to learn to stick with top-notch guys in this game. Guys like me and Jerry over here. 

REGGIE

Stedmans’ alright, he’s cool. Right?

Mike SHAKES his head.

JERRY

Getting friendly with that guy is a dead-end road kid, let me tell you…

MIKE

He hasn’t sold a fucking car in weeks. Why do you think he’s in Richie’s office right now? He’s on his way out brother man. He’s finished, finito. 

JERRY

It’s a wonder he hasn’t gotten fired already. All he does is stare into that laptop all day. 

MIKE (to Reggie)

Did you know he was a pedophile? 

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY - RICHIE’S OFFICE – DAY

Richie LECTURES Stedman on his performance…..

RICHIE

You know how long we’ve been in business? Over forty-five years. Twenty of those we’ve been number one in over all sales and service. The best in this entire region. From L.A. all the way to up San Francisco, and it didn’t come easy my friend. My grandfather and I busted our asses reaching the top, and let me just come right out and tell you Stedman, we intend on staying there. So ask yourself my friend, do you know why you’re sitting here in my office right now?

Stedman PUSHES his large frame glasses up on his face. He CLEARS his throat to reply…

STEDMAN

Well, not exactly, but I think…

Richie cuts him off….

RICHIE (cont’d)

You’re sitting here my friend because I have something called compassion. Because I am a merciful and good hearted boss who believes in giving other’s a second chance. And in your case my friend, let me just tell you, its very well undeserved. Under any other circumstance you’d of been fired long time ago. You’re sales over the past few of weeks suck, big-time. In fact, its almost non-existent. 

RICHIE

holds up and looks at Stedman’s record of sales on a piece of paper. 

RICHIE (cont’d)

You sold one car last month and prior to that just two over a three month period. 

Richie sets the piece of paper down on his desk and looks back at Stedman. 

RICHIE (cont’d)

You know what I think? You’re just not motivated enough my friend. You spend more time staring into that computer not even typing shit then you do trying to sell cars. And you carry the damn thing everywhere you go. What’s with that? You trying to be some fucking software geek or something?

STEDMAN

Well, actually I am writing a….

Richie’s office phone RINGS. 

Showing no courtesy at all, Richie PUSHES the TALK button after the first ring, right in the middle of Stedman’s reply….

RICHIE

Yeah, what is it?

Sarah transfers a call from the OWNER of the dealership, MR. JOHN MATTHEWS, Richie’s Grandfather. 

SARAH (VO) 

(through speaker-phone)

Richie you’ve got a call on line three. It’s your Grandfather, Mr. Matthews. 

RICHIE

Okay, thanks. 

Richie punches line three on his phone and picks up the receiver….

RICHIE

Hello, this is Richie. 

CUT TO:

INT. LIMO - DAY

MR. MATTHEWS is riding inside a limo talking to Richie on his cell phone. 

MR. MATTHEWS is a silver-haired, tall and burly man with a distinguished looking face. He has an air of power and authority that exudes from his presence, a no nonsense appearance and demeanor. He dresses in nothing but the conservative dark blue suits, button down white dress shirts with cuff links, blue tie, and black trench coat with gold buttons.   

MR. JOHN MATTHEWS

Richard, I’m setting up a meeting day after tomorrow at the dealership to go over our quarterlies. I’ll be there at eight o’clock sharp. Have those monthly sales invoices ready for me when I get there.

BACK TO:

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY - RICHIE’S OFFICE - DAY

RICHIE

(into phone)

Sure Grandpa. I’ll get all the paperwork together A.S.A.P. 

MR. JOHN MATTHEWS (VO)

Good. I’ll see you day after tomorrow.

MR. MATTHEWS hangs up. 

RICHIE (to himself) 

(unenthused)

Great, I can’t wait.

Richie HANGS UP his end then gets back to his conversation with Stedman. 

RICHIE

That was the Big Guy on the other line.  He’s coming by day after tomorrow. And from the looks of your sales record my friend, I don’t think he’ll be a happy camper. That means he gets on my ass, and that means I get on your ass. That’s how it works around here. So what’s the morale of the story?….Sale some fucking cars or you’re gone. It’s as simple as that my friend.

RICHIE 

turns around to look out of his office window. He sees a couple of customer’s looking at cars in the car lot. 

RICHIE (cont’d)

And what do you know, there’s your chance right now….Go! Get out of here (waving is hand). Sell some fucking cars!

STEDMAN gets up quietly and walks out of the office, closing the door behind him. 

Richie LOOKS up….

RICHIE 

(undertone)

What a lame. 

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY - SALES FLOOR – DAY

Stedman walks past Sarah’s desk on his way to the car lot. 

He stops at her station to see if he can finally muster the courage to ask her out. 

Sarah is FILING her nails. She has a small headset around her head to receive incoming calls. 

STEDMAN 

Hi….Sarah

Sarah quickly glances upward and WAVES hello. She continues filing her nails. 

STEDMAN just stands there. Nervous. CLEARS his throat.

SARAH

stops and looks up again, wondering what the hell Stedman wants. 

SARAH

Is there something I can help you with?

STEDMAN

Ah, well I….I just wanted to know if maybe when you weren’t busy sometime, maybe I could buy you lunch or something?

Sarah TILTS her head and smiles….

SARAH

Awe, that’s so sweet. But I’m sorry, I’m sort of busy all the time. Sweet of you to ask though. 

Sarah stands up and PINCHES Stedman’s CHEEK like he’s a little kid.

STEDMAN turns and walks away in utter shame. 

JERRY and MIKE (who happened to be watching) turn their heads away quickly, attempting to conceal their laughter at Stedman. 

Stedman returns to his desk, SITS down. Mike Caruso approaches him and takes a seat at the corner of his desk.

MIKE

looking over at Sarah….

MIKE (to Stedman)

She’s a hot one, huh? Let’s face it though, a chick like that, she’s way out of your league man. I mean, look at her….she’s high maintenance. She’s one of those broads that only dated popular guys in school, you know….The football teams quarterback, the basketball teams lead scorer…..shit like that. You’re just not cool enough for her man, forget about it, save yourself the embarrassment.     

Mike PATS Stedman on the back, gets up and leaves. 

INT. BUILDING - SEXUAL DYSFUNCTION WORKSHOP – NIGHT

Stedman sits in among a group of pitiful-looking men in a dimly lit, gloomy looking building. 

A huge SIGN is tacked on a door. 

It reads, SEXUAL DYSFUNCTION WORKSHOP, MEN ONLY. 

MONDAY NIGHTS – 7 pm to 9 pm. 

MEN HELPING MEN 

These words were written with a large marker in BLACK, RED and BLUE ink. 

The FACILITATOR of the group STANDS to introduce Stedman to the rest as a new-comer.

FACILITATOR

Good evening friends. I’d like to welcome you all to another session of our workshop, and also introduce our newest member, Stedman to my left. (TO STEDMAN) Please, stand. 

STEDMAN hesitates….

FACILITATOR (cont’d)

No need to be shy, we’re all….brothers here.

STEDMAN stands, reluctantly. 

ENTIRE GROUP

Welcome brother.

STEDMAN 

(nervous)

Thank…thank you.

FACILITATOR

Please share with us your story, Stedman.

STEDMAN clears his throat.

STEDMAN

Well, I really don’t have any kind of dysfunction per se. I mean, everything seems to be working just fine down there. I guess, my biggest problem is…. I’m just not get’n any.

INT. STEDMAN’S CAR - NIGHT

Stedman drives home after a long dreadful day. He drives a nineteen eighty-something Buick, the kind your Grandma would drive. 

He pulls in front of his home noticing three neighborhood THUGS sitting in front of his house drinking and smoking marijuana.

Stedman parks his car, gets out and approaches the Thugs, pushing his nerdy glasses up on his face….

STEDMAN (to Thugs)

Good evening gentlemen. 

THUGS do not reply. They GLARE in a hostile manner at Stedman.

THUG #1 

blows marijuana smoke in Stedman’s face. 

STEDMAN

waves smoke away, COUGHS. Clears his throat

STEDMAN 

I guess you guys didn’t notice the No Trespassing sign on my lawn there.

Stedman points over to the sign. Thugs look at it then back at Stedman. 

STEDMAN (cont’d)

I put it there two days ago, remember? After I kindly asked you fine gentlemen to please not loiter in front of my home anymore. 

Stedman SMILES kindly at thugs…

THUG #1

Yeah, we remember holms. But the only problem is, we smoke so much of this shit that we just tend to forget holms, you know what I’m saying? 

Thug #1 and friends break out in LUAGHTER and give one another balled fist pounds. 

THUG #2 (to Stedman)

Hey holms, you a fucking computer guy or something? I’m just curious because I see you carrying that thing every time you leave your house and shit holms. 

Stedman briefly looks down at the laptop computer in his hand….

STEDMAN

No, I’m not a computer guy. Look, I’d appreciate it if you guys could find somewhere else to hang out, like maybe across the street in front of your own house. Excuse me.

Stedman brushes past the three thugs to enter his home. 

INT. STEDMAN’S HOME – NIGHT

Once inside, Stedman activates his home alarm system and locks the several security locks on his door. 

He peeks out his front window to spy on the thugs from inside. 

THUGS 

still laughing and having a good time in front of his home. 

Stedman’s phone RINGS. BLIIIING, BLIIIIING, BLIIIING.

Stedman goes to pick it up….

STEDMAN

Hello?

Its Stedman’s MOM. 

She sings Happy Birthday to Stedman….

MOM

Happy Birthday to you. Happy Birthday to you. Happy Birthday dear Steddy, happy birthday to you!

Stedman sits down and smiles….

STEDMAN

Hi mom. 

MOM

Wow, It just seems like yesterday you were so excited about graduating from high school and going to your senior prom and now you’re forty-two years old. Boy, time sure does fly doesn’t it?

STEDMAN

It does. But please, don’t remind me, makes me feel like I’m getting old. 

MOM

I was going to stop by and bring you a present but something came up at the last minute. I’m sorry sweety. 

STEDMAN 

Don’t worry about it Mom. It’s not a big deal, its just my birthday. Just another year that I’m closer to death, that’s all. 

Mom CHUCKLES at Stedman’s reply….

MOM

You’re such a pessimist. Why not think of it as another year you grow closer to wisdom and enjoy the insight that comes with age?

STEDMAN

Maybe I’ll consider that viewpoint when I’m your age mom, but right now, my middle age life kind of sucks. 

MOM

You can change that if you want. You can change it right this moment by doing one simple thing. 

STEDMAN

How’s that?

MOM

By making a birthday wish Stedman. Any kind of birthday wish that you want.

STEDMAN

Mom, come on, that’s silly. That was okay when I was ten years old, but I’m forty-two now. 

MOM

They do come true you know, but only if you make it from the heart. Go ahead Stedman try it.

Stedman scoffs….

STEDMAN

You’re kidding me right? 

MOM

Stop being so bullheaded and just do it!

STEDMAN

Okay, okay. I wish I where cool and my life didn’t suck. How’s that?

MOM

Oh come on, you can do better than that! How is your book coming along?

Stedman SIGHS

STEDMAN 

Not good. I’ve been having some trouble with writer’s block. No, I’ve been having a lot of trouble with writer’s block, HUGE trouble with writer’s block. 

MOM

Why don’t you wish that it go away and you become overwhelmed with a flood of ever flowing ideas?

STEDMAN

This is silly….

MOM

Go ahead Stedman, just do it! 

STEDMAN

Okay, okay. I wish that I get over my writer’s block and come up with a good story for my book. As a matter of fact, I wish everything I write in it would come true in real life. How’s that? 

MOM

Good. That wasn’t so hard, was it?

Stedman still scoffs….

STEDMAN

I only did it because you wanted me too. Personally I think its stupid, no disrespect intended. 

INT. STEDMAN’S KITCHEN – NIGHT

Stedman SLEEPS in his bed. A mysterious WIND develops, blowing open his kitchen window, leading straight to his 

laptop computer sitting on the kitchen table. 

A CLOUD-LIKE FORMATION appears. It enters his computer, giving it LIGHT and BRIGHTNESS (and the power to make his book come true in real life). 

INT. STEDMAN’S BEDROOM – DAY 

AN ALARM CLOCK sits on top of a nightstand. The time reads SIX TWENTY NINE AM.

It turns to SIX THIRTY AM. 

The ALARM CLOCK beeps alive. BEEP, BEEP, BEEP-

A HAND reaches to hit the snooze button, but instead knocks the alarm clock on the floor. ALARM signal still going off. 

THE HAND is STEDMAN’S 

Stedman is awoken by his alarm clock as usual and knocks it to the floor trying to hit the snooze button. He gets up, turns it off and begins his morning ritual all over again. 

INT. STEDMAN’S KITCHEN – DAY

Stedman prepares his tea kettle and toast in the kitchen but this time he notices the kitchen is window open far wider than usual. 

He closes it, thinks to himself “That’s strange”, then goes. 

EXT. STEDMAN’S HOME – FRONT DOOR - DAY

We see Stedman leave out his front door for work. He takes a few steps down his porch before noticing that his car is missing. 

STEDMAN

What the…!

STEDMAN

rushes down the stairs, looks up and down the street frantically. No sign of his car.

STEDMAN

Bastards!

He goes back inside to call the police. 

EXT. STEDMAN’S HOME – DAY 

Stedman stands outside reporting his stolen vehicle to two police officers. 

OFFICER #1

What color did you say the vehicle was?

STEDMAN

Blue, the car is blue.

OFFICER #1

Dark blue, sky blue, navy blue…?

STEDMAN

Gee, let me think…. Dark blue, okay, the car is dark blue. It’s an ‘84 Dark Blue Buick La Sabre okay. And I can tell you right now it’s those same thugs that hang out in front of my house every night that stole it. 

OFFICER #1

What thugs?

STEDMAN

They live across the street in that house right over there. There’s three of them.

Stedman POINTS at the house. Cops LOOK. 

STEDMAN (cont’d)

They sell drugs, smoke marijuana and loiter in front of my home almost every night.

OFFICER #1

How do know it was them? Did you see ‘em?

Stedman looks away from the cops, growing impatient…

STEDMAN

No, I didn’t see them. But I’m telling you it was them! Like I said, they loiter in front of my house all the time smoking dope and drinking beer. 

OFFICER #2

How come you don’t tell ‘em to go elsewhere? 

STEDMAN

I do. I even put a sign up. Its right there…..

Stedman POINTS at the “No Trespassing” sign sticking on his front lawn in plain view. 

STEDMAN (cont’d)

All they do is mock me and blow smoke in my face.

OFFICER #2

Why don’t you get a guard dog or somethin’?

STEDMAN

With all due respect. Would you please just take down the report and find the jerks who stole my car. I’m late for work. 

OFFICER #1

Just doing our job buddy. 

STEDMAN

Yes, of course.

EXT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – Day (ACROSS STREET)

A CITY BUS pulls to a stop across the street from John Matthews Lincoln Mercury.

PERSONS exit.

The bus pulls off.

STEDMAN is standing there at the curb with an OLD LADY (both looking straight ahead), waiting to cross the street. 

Stedman slowly turns to look down at the very short OLD LADY next to him, then looks back straight ahead. 

OLD LADY looks over and up at Stedman, she smiles pleasantly at him.

STEDMAN looks, forces a smile back at her. 

ORANGE ‘DON’T WALK’ sign turns to WHITE ‘WALK’ sign. 

Stedman hurries across.

Stedman walks through the car lot on his way inside. 

Mike Caruso and Reggie Miles are with customers in the lot. 

MIKE (to CUSTOMERS)

This one here is fully loaded, power everything! Leather seats, sunroof, Bose sound system, CD exchanger, it’s a great deal, comes with a financing package you can’t beat. And let me tell you, this baby aint no grandma car either, we’re talking some serious power under that hood. V-Eight engine, over head dual cams, three-hundred and twenty horse power. Go ahead, hop on in, try it out….

Mike’s customer climbs inside the vehicle. 

Mike sees Stedman coming. 

MIKE (to Stedman)

Hey Sted, what’s up my man.

Mike GRINS in his sarcastically “cool” way at Stedman and WINKS.

Stedman continues on with no reply….Paying him no mind.

Stedman walks past Reggie with his customers. 

Reggie has a large cup of coffee in hand, continuously taking SIP after SIP. 

REGGIE (to Stedman)

Hey Stedman, caught the bus in today huh? I don’t blame bro, traffics’ a bitch in this town. One time…

Stedman cuts him short…

STEDMAN

It was stolen last night. My car.

REGGIE

Shit man, sorry to hear that. Could I interest you in one of these then? 

Reggie RUBS his hand across the roof of a brand new Mercury Cougar he’s leaning against. He SMILES at Stedman. 

STEDMAN

No thanks, not my style. I gotta get inside, I’ll talk to you later.

REGGIE

Don’t worry about your car bro, you’ll get another one.

Stedman walks INSIDE to his desk where he sets his laptop down and takes a seat. 

RICHIE storms on the salesroom floor headed straight for Stedman. 

Sarah looks on from her receptionist station. 

RICHIE

Stedman! Your two hours late! What the hell do you think this is my friend, a fucking joke or something? Huh? You’re this close, I’m telling you my friend, this fucking close…. 

Stedman STANDS immediately, trying to explain what happened….

STEDMAN

No, wait a minute listen, please Richie let me explain. Last night, my car, it was stolen and….

Suddenly, a huge, angry customer BURSTS inside the dealership, YELLING and CURSING about his car being repossessed. 

ANGRY CUSTOMER

You dirty sons-of-bitches! One fucking late payment and you repossess my fucking car from me! I bought that car for my wife and now she can’t get to work! I want my fucking car back now! 

Jerry Sams immediately approaches the angry customer and tries to calm him down….

JERRY

Sir, is there something I can help you with? Maybe I can help you straighten this mess out. Just calm down.

ANGRY CUSTOMER (to Jerry)

Screw you! I’m not going to calm down! You give me my fucking car back and then I’ll calm down!

NEW VIEW,

Richie (scared to do it himself) summons Stedman to go over and help Jerry handle the angry customer as he continues to rant. 

RICHIE (to Stedman)

What are you just standing there for?! Go help him, now!

STEDMAN

gives Richie a STRANGE LOOK. Isn’t that YOUR job?

Stedman goes over to help Jerry. 

Richie HURRIES over to Sarah’s station. 

RICHIE (to Sarah)

What are waiting for? Call the fucking cops, now! 

SARAH

What for? He’s just pissed off, he didn’t do anything. I’d be too if that…..

RICHIE

I don’t give a pile of shit what you think Sarah! I want this asshole out of here now! Call the fucking cops, do it now! 

Sarah ROLLS her eyes and dials the police. 

Stedman approaches Jerry and the Angry Customer. 

STEDMAN (to ANGRY CUSTOMER)

Ah, pardon me…. Hello sir, how are you?

Stedman holds his hand out to the Angry Customer for a handshake. 

Angry Customer looks down at it, then at Stedman.

ANGRY CUSTOMER

How am I? Frankly I’m pretty fucking pissed off! Who the fuck are you?

Stedman smiles.

STEDMAN

My name is Stedman….Stedman Wright. Oh, I remember you. I’m the salesman who sold you your car, remember? 

Reggie and Mike Caruso ENTER from outside to see what all the commotion is. 

ANGRY CUSTOMER

Really?

STEDMAN

Yeah, it was about four months ago, I think it was. Yeah, I remember, you bought one of those cute little red….

Angry Customer takes Stedman’s glasses off his face and tosses them on the ground. 

STEDMAN (cont’d)

What are you doing? Hey, come on, I can’t see anything now. Everything’s all fuzzy and stuff. 

Angry Customer STEPS on them. 

CRUNCH!

STEDMAN

Hey, what are you doing you psycho! Those were a new pair of….

ANGRY CUSTOMER delivers Stedman a swift hard PUNCH in the face.

POW!

knocks him out cold. 

Every one watching CRINGES. 

ANGRY CUSTOMER

Now there just an old pair of glasses! 

Reggie gets mad.

REGGIE

Hey man! You didn’t have to do that!

Angry Customer walks toward Reggie.

 ANGRY CUSTOMER 

Oh yeah? So what are you going to do about it?

Reggie gets scared and cowers behind Mike Caruso.

REGGIE

Nothing….

Angry Customer walks out. 

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – SALES FLOOR - DAY

Stedman ‘comes to’. Everyone is gathered around looking down at him. His eye is blackened and swollen. 

MIKE

Jeez. I aint seen a shiner like that since I was in high school.

Richie and Reggie help him off the floor.  

RICHIE (to Reggie)

Help me get him off the floor will ya’.

Richie and Reggie help Stedman off the floor and over to his desk. 

IN THE DISTANCE, Sarah is telling two policemen what happened.

SARAH (to Policemen)

And then he just punched him. POW! Just like that. Out of know where! I mean, I saw the guy was pissed, but I didn’t think he’d punch anyone’s lights out. 

The police take down Sarah’s statement. 

Jerry, Mike, Richie and Reggie are all huddled around Stedman. 

REGGIE

Stedman, you alright man? You want me to get you an aspirin or something?

STEDMAN

No, I’m fine. An ice pack would be nice though.

RICHIE

Somebody go get’em an ice pack will you.

REGGIE

I’ll get it.

Reggie leaves to go get the ice pack. 

The two Policemen approach Stedman and the other’s standing around him. 

POLICEMAN #1

Okay gentlemen, we got the report. We’ll be paying this guy a visit to his home for assault. 

STEDMAN (to POLICEMEN)

No, wait a minute. I don’t want to press charges. 

POLICEMAN #1

You don’t want to press charges?

STEDMAN

No I don’t. Just forget about it, I’ll be fine. 

COP #1 looks at his partner briefly then shakes his head.

POLICEMAN #1 (to Stedman)

Alright then, its your decision. I recommend that you call us immediately if you see this guy show up again. (to his PARTNER)Let’s go.

POLICEMAN #2 (to Stedman)

I’d get that eye checked out if I were you. Good day gentlemen.

Policemen #1 and #2 leave. 

Richie SHAKES his head at Stedman, denouncing him.

RICHIE (to Stedman)

Look at you, you’re a disaster, I don’t know why I even bother to pity you. 

A SERVICEMAN from the service department enters the sales floor. He approaches the group standing near Stedman. 

The Serviceman sees Stedman’s black eye….

SERVICEMAN (cont’d)

Woe, what happened to him?

JERRY

Some really pissed off guy socked him one. 

SERVICEMAN

Ouch. That’s ugly. 

RICHIE (to Stedman)

Go get yourself cleaned up. Take the rest of the day off. But I want you back here tomorrow…On time! Busted eye or not!

Richie walks away. He turns around to see everyone still standing around Stedman.

RICHIE (to everyone)

What are you all huddled around him for? Get back to work.

Every one DISPERSES. 

Reggie returns with an ice pack for Stedman, with another cup of coffee in his hand. 

REGGIE (to Stedman)

I wrapped a towel around it so it doesn’t stick to your face. 

STEDMAN

Thanks. 

REGGIE (cont’d)

Hey Sted, can I ask you something? 

STEDMAN

Depends on what it is.

REGGIE (cont’d)

Why do always have that computer with you everywhere you go? You afraid somebody’s going to steal it?

STEDMAN

Not exactly. I’m writing a book. 

REGGIE

Like your life story or something?

STEDMAN

Not exactly. That’d be way too boring. I’m writing fiction.  

REGGIE

Cool. So what’s it about?

STEDMAN

Well, I haven’t started it just yet. I’ve been suffering from writer’s block. I’m having trouble figuring out a good story line. 

REGGIE

Oh.

Reggie pauses for a moment trying to think up a good subject for Stedman to write about. 

REGGIE (cont’d)

I got one for you. 

Stedman LOOKS at Reggie in anticipation…. 

REGGIE

Why don’t you write a story about a really cool car salesman? Yeah, and you can fashion the main character after yourself.

Stedman PONDERS the thought…

STEDMAN

Fashion the main character after myself? 

REGGIE

Yeah….

STEDMAN (cont’d)

You’re joking right? I think that’s a terrible idea. Who wants to read about a boring car salesman that sucks and has no life?  

Reggie THINKS about that…

REGGIE

I guess you’re right. Know body wants to read about a guy who sucks. Not saying that YOU suck or anything, I was just…..Sorry man, I was just trying to help.

STEDMAN

It’s okay. I know I suck. No offence taken. 

REGGIE

But still, I think writing’s a good thing you know. It can be like therapy. It can be like a tool to getting all your frustrations out.

STEDMAN

You’re pretty smart Reg. 

REGGIE (cont’d)

I know. 

EXT. NEAR STEDMAN’S HOME – DAY

Stedman walks home after getting off a city bus. His Glasses are now tapped and bent on his face. As he nears the corner of his home he SPOTS his car being driven by the Thugs who hang in front of his house. 

STEDMAN

Hey! That’s my car!

The Thugs SEE Stedman as they turn the corner of his block, pulling right in front of his house. 

They PARK and STUMBLE out the car (HIGH). Thick marijuana SMOKE lingers from the vehicle. 

Stedman turns the corner HURRYING fast, approaching the thugs. He looks at his car.

STEDMAN

You guys stole my car!

THUG #1

We didn’t steal it holms. We just “borrowed” it for a night. 

THUG #2

Hey, you got squeaky brakes too holms. You ought to get that checked out. 

STEDMAN can’t believe the audacity of these guys. 

THUG #2 takes a LONG DRAG on a weed joint. He notices Stedman’s black eye.

THUG #2 (cont’d)

What happened to your eye holms? That shit’s ugly lookin’ aye – you wanna hit this shit holms? Looks like you had a rough day at the office. 

STEDMAN

No! No thanks, excuse me! 

Stedman angrily MARCHES up to his car. OPENING the driver’s side door, he notices a huge SCREWDRIVER sticking out his key ignition. WAVING marijuana smoke away and COUGHING he notices the interior has been CLEANED. He slams his door shut. 

THUG #1

Oh yeah, we cleaned the inside for you to. That shit was filthy holms.

STEDMAN brushes past THUGS and marches up the stairs to his home. He stops short and turns around.

STEDMAN

Hey guys….I’d appreciate it if you left my car there for me tomorrow morning so that I can use it get to work on time. Thank you very much.

THUG #1

Sure thing holms. Next time we’ll give you prior notice before we borrow it again aye.

Stedman FORCES a smile at THUGS…

He wants to say something else but just goes inside. 

INT. STEDMANS HOME – NIGHT

STEDMAN sits at his kitchen table tapping the keys of his laptop computer. He starts to write his book about a car salesman based on Reggie’s idea. 

Across the computer screen Stedman TYPES…. 

STEDMAN (to himself)

“STERLING THE GREAT”….No, no, no. Sounds too royal like I’m writing a sequel to Sparticus or something. 

Stedman BACKS the cursor, erasing those words. 

STEDMAN (cont’d)

How ‘bout STANLEY. Yeah, that’s it! “STANLEY THE GREAT” Perfect! 

Written by STEDMAN WRIGHT.

An HOUR passes on Stedmans clock. Then TWO, then THREE, now FOUR.

Stedman PRINTS out what he’s written so far. 

Sitting back in his chair he READS. 

SMILING…..He likes it.

STEDMAN (to himself)

Pretty good.

Stedman gives a good stretch and yawn. He looks at his watch, realizing it’s late and time for bed. 

He hits the SAVE button on his computer. 

The HOURGLASS comes alive. 

Stedman goes to bed.

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – DAY

Sarah is in Richie’s office (door closed) getting freaky again with Richie. They’re waiting for THE MAN to arrive.

Richie palms the ass of Sarah while frantically kissing all over her. 

Sarah has one breast hanging out. Richie fondles and kisses all over it.

MOANS and SLURPS

Sarah stops him, pushing him back.

SARAH

Richie, Richie stop. Your grandfather’ll be here any minute.

RICHIE

We’ve got time, this is only going to take me a minute. 

Sarah SIGHS and ROLLS her eyes. 

SARAH

You’re right about that.

RICHIE

unbuckles his pants, drops his slacks to the floor, and pushes himself back on Sarah, groping and kissing her all over. 

Sarah pushes Richie off again.

SARAH (cont’d)

Richie stop! We can’t, now.

RICHIE

(mad)

Okay, fine!

Richie pulls his pants up, looks at his watch, its EIGHT O’clock exactly. 

Sarah quickly pulls herself together, straightening her clothes and fixing her hair.

Richie tucks his shirt back in and straightens his tie.  

RICHIE

(re: grandfather)

He sure picked a fine time to do his fucking quarterlies. After all the shit that’s been going on around here, heads are going to fly. Where’s Stedman, is he here yet?

SARAH

I don’t know, I’ll check.

RICHIE (cont’d)

He damn well better be…. 

Sarah proceeds to leave out.

RICHIE (cont’d)

(to himself)

 That’s his ass if he isn’t.

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – DAY - SALES FLOOR 

Jerry Sams approaches Stedman sitting at his desk typing into his computer. 

JERRY 

sits at the edge of Stedmans’ desk

JERRY

How’s that eye doing Sted?

Stedman momentarily stops punching his keys and looks up.

STEDMAN

(sarcastic)

Just fine Jerry, thanks for all your concern. 

JERRY (cont’d)

(smiling)

Just glad it was your face and not mine. 

Jerry smiles at Stedman, gives him a hefty pat on the back.

IN THE DISTANCE, 

Mike Caruso sits at his desk, leaning back in his chair, feet kicked up and talking on the phone. 

Reggie helps a customer, coffee cup in hand, SIPPING from it constantly. 

Sarah calls Richie from her receptionist station.

SARAH (into headset)

Yeah, he’s here…

OUTSIDE, 

MR. JOHN MATTHEWS and CREW arrive at the dealership in a black stretch limousine.

A DRIVER gets out and opens the door for him. THE MAN steps out. 

THREE OTHERS step out afterward. Two men and a young, beautiful blonde. 

INSIDE,

Sarah stands up, seeing THE MAN arrive. She dials Richie again.

SARAH

Richie! He’s here! Your Grand Fathers’ here! He just pulled up!

MIKE CARUSO sits up and hurries off the phone.

JERRY SAMS stands up from sitting on Stedmans’ desk and buttons his sports coat.

THE MAN and his CREW proceed to approach the entrance door.

RICHIE rushes out his office and to the front to greet them. 

He holds the door open for them (smiling) as they proceed inside. 

RICHIE

Hello, good to see you, come on in.

THE MAN enters last. 

RICHIE (cont’d)

Hi grandpa…. 

MR. JOHN MATTHEWS says nothing. He STARES stone-faced at Richie and proceeds inside.

INSIDE, MR JOHN MATTHEWS introduces his staff to Richie.

MR. JOHN MATTHEWS

Richie, these are my new accountants ALAN GREENSPAN and DONALD KEYS. You’ve met my assistant REBBECA already. (TO ALAN AND DONALD) Alan, Donald, this is my grandson Richard, general manager. 

RICHIE

Nice to meet you.

RICHIE shakes hands with DONALD KEYS, 

Then ALAN GREENSPAN, 

RICHIE (to Alan)

Pleasure to meet you…

Then REBECCA,

RICHIE (to Rebecca)

And you…(taking her hand, holding it)

It’s always a tremendous pleasure to have you in my presence.

Richie kisses her hand.

MR. JOHN MATTHEWS (to Richie)

Knock it off! 

RICHIE quickly let’s go of the hand.

RICHIE 

Sorry…

Rebecca BLUSHES. 

MR. JOHN MATTHEWS (cont’d)

Cut the crap and let’s get down to business! 

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY - CONFERENCE ROOM – DAY 

THE MAN and his two colleagues (ALAN and DONALD) sit starring stone-faced at RICHIE. Copies of the monthly reports sit in front of each of them.

THE MAN speaks.

MR. JOHN MATTHEWS

I’m not pleased with these reports Richard, nor am I pleased with you. Your performance has been less than satisfactory. Sales are down, interests rates are up, customer satisfaction is at an all time low…..Shall I continue? And if that weren’t enough, I’ve got psycho customers coming into my dealership, punching out my salesmen! 

Richie looks PERPLEXED….

RICHIE

How did…How did you know that?

MR. JOHN MATTHEWS

You think I don’t know what goes on at my own business!? Sarah told me what happened.

MR. JOHN MATTHEWS moves forward in his chair, eyes PEERING at Richie.

MR. JOHN MATTHEWS (cont’d)

What kind of reputation do you think that’s going to hold with the dealership commission? When some jerk-off thinks he can just walk into my place of business and beat up on my salesmen like they’re a bunch of wussies? I won’t have it!

RICHIE

I agree sir. It’s wussies like Stedman who make us….

MR. John Matthews POUNDS his fist on the table, ordering Richie to shut up. 

MR. JOHN MATTHEWS

QUIET!!!!!

He SHAKES his head at Richie in shame. 

MR. JOHN MATTHEWS

I’m ashamed to even call you my grandson. Being a GM is about displaying courage and leadership. It’s about showing strength and guts in times of threat. It’s about having something called BALLS. I’m going to be making some big changes around here, starting today. 

MR. JOHN MATTHEWS 

reaches to pick up the black business phone sitting next to him. He dials the receptionist desk. 

MR. JOHN MATTHEWS (into phone)

Sarah, it’s John. Send Stedman in here immediately. 

MR. JOHN MATTHEWS hangs up. 

Stedman pops his head in the door just a second later. 

STEDMAN

You sent for me sir?

STEDMAN brings his whole body in view from behind the door.

MR. JOHN MATTHEWS

Come on in and take a seat Stedman. Right there next to Richard.

MR. John Matthews POINTS to the seat next to Richie’s. Stedman sits there next to him, NERVOUS. 

MR. JOHN MATTHEWS (cont’d)

(to Stedman)

Have you ever heard the term, ‘blood’s thicker than water?’

MR. John Matthews WAITS for Stedman to reply. He doesn’t, not knowing that it’s a question.

MR. JOHN MATTHEWS (cont’d)

Well, have you or haven’t you!?

Stedman clears his throat quickly and pushes his glasses up on his face before answering.

STEDMAN

Yes. Yes sir, I have. 

MR. JOHN MATTHEWS (cont’d)

Well, in the business world that’s a bunch of crap! It doesn’t apply if you want to run a successful corporation. 

Richie SITS UP in his chair looking PERPLEXED. What’s he getting at?

MR. JOHN MATTHEWS (cont’d)

The Business is world is aggressive, it’s intensely competitive, sometimes down right cutthroat. It’s about drive and ambition - having the will to succeed. You don’t win in this industry by being a wuss - (LOOKS AT RICHIE) or a chicken shit! You win by taking no prisoners. You win by doing what you have to do, to stay ahead of the game. Understand?

STEDMAN looks perplexed.

STEDMAN

Yes sir. 

MR. JOHN MATTHEWS (cont’d)

Starting tomorrow you’ll be acting as my new GM. Richie will take your job. 

RICHIE doesn’t believe what he just heard.

RICHIE

What!!!!

STEDMAN doesn’t believe what he just heard.

STEDMAN

Excuse me?

MR. JOHN MATTHEWS 

That’s right. You displayed courage and leadership the other day Stedman when you stood up to that creep, even though you took a good sock in the eye. None the less you were brave. I need a GM who’s brave. 

RICHIE

What are you talking about! He…he hasn’t sold a car in weeks! You’re going to make him GM? He’s the worst salesman here, you can’t…..

THE MAN cuts Richie off…

MR JOHN MATTHEWS 

I can do whatever the hell I please! I’m in charge here! You had your chance to show me what you were made of Richard. And you failed! I need a guy in your seat with guts, someone with BALLS. 

STEDMAN intervenes. 

STEDMAN

Ah sir, excuse me, I apologize for interrupting. I’m really flattered and everything but I think Richie’s right, I’m so not qualified for the job. I don’t have any experience as a General Manager and….. 

MR JOHN MATTHEWS (cont’d)

The only requirement son is that you have BALLS. So either you take the job and a fifty percent pay raise or you quit. What’s it going to be? 

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – DAY – RICHIE’S OFFICE

Richie angrily THROWS his things inside boxes, packing his belongings. 

RICHIE (To himself)

This is bullshit! 

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – DAY - SALES FLOOR

Stedman frantically reads over his writing on his laptop that he wrote the previous night. 

STEDMAN (to himself)

This is weird. 

Reggie approaches from behind, pats Stedman on the back. 

REGGIE

Congratulations man! 

Stedman quickly closes his laptop shut. 

STEDMAN

I can’t believe this is happening. It’s all coming true.

REGGIE

(excited for Stedman)

I can’t believe this shit either man, you the shizz-it now dog! Give me a hug man! Ha ha, ha, ha.

Reggie laughs in JUBILATION, EMBRACING Stedman joyfully in a hug. 

Stedman pulls himself loose.

STEDMAN

No, no wait a minute, Reggie, you don’t understand. Something really strange is happening. He even threw in a free one year pass to the movies, just like I wrote in the…..

Stedman STOPS talking before he tells Reggie the plot… 

REGGIE

What are you talking about bro? Aren’t you happy?

Stedman gets up to leave, closely CLUTCHING his laptop to his body.

STEDMAN

Yeah sure. Listen, I gotta run, I’ll talk to you later.

INT. MOVIE THEATER – NIGHT

Stedman sits in the rear of a movie showing typing into his laptop. 

TAPPING sounds from the keyboard become irritating to a couple sitting in front of him. 

IRRITATED MAN

turns around to look back at Stedman

IRRITATED MAN

Hey pal, do you mind? Me and my girlfriend are trying to watch the show. This aint your freakin’ office buddy. 

Stedman slowly closes his laptop and apologizes. 

STEDMAN

Sorry. 

IRRITATED MAN turns back around. 

IRRITATED MAN 

(whisper’s)

Jerk off.

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY - SALES FLOOR – DAY

Mike Caruso, Jerry Sams and the shop Service Manager are all huddled around Richie’s new desk (formerly Stedman’s) discussing his demise. 

Reggie sits near by at his desk with large cup of coffee filling out paperwork, pretending he’s not paying attention.  

Richie still thinks he’s the boss and promises a return to his previous headship.

MIKE (to Richie)

What are you going to do now? You gonna let this guy just take over? He’s a lame for crying out loud. He’s nothin’, he’s less than nothin’.

RICHIE

Don’t worry about it, I’ll have everything straightened out in no time, you’ll see. This is just temporary. Once the old man realizes what a big mistake he made, he’ll be begging me to take my job back. And until that time, I’m still the boss around here, so screw whatever he says! I’m still in charge!

Sarah ENTERS for work and brushes past the men on her way to her receptionist desk.

SARAH

Morning guys.

RICHIE

Sarah, go pick me up me an expresso will you….

Sarah stops…

SARAH

For what?

RICHIE 

For what? Because I told you to! That’s for what! 

SARAH

tilts her head and SMILES at Richie.

SARAH

You’re not the boss anymore silly. Stedman is. 

Sarah turns and walks away. 

Richie’s complexion turns flush red in anger.

Mike Caruso turns away from Richie, embarrassed of him. 

Jerry’s facial expression reads, Boy, she sure told you where to go. 

The Service Manager looks away in shame of Richie. 

RICHIE

stands up, hot with anger

RICHIE (to Sarah)

Hey! Who the hell do you think you’re….Get back over here!

Sarah keeps walking. Richie moves from behind his desk SHOUTING at her.

RICHIE (cont’d)

I’m still the boss around here! You got that! Know body talks to me that way, you here me! Know body!

Richie takes a FANCY PEN in his hand and THROWS it to the ground, STOMPING it into a messy glob of ink. 

STOMP! STOMP! STOMP!

RICHIE (cont’d)

You remember that!

Sarah looks back SMIRKING at Richie, covering her mouth as she GRINS and attempts to hold in her laughter. 

Richie MARCHES back and forth in front of his desk, hands on hips, HOT with anger. 

Jerry, Mike and the Service Manager stand by.  

RICHIE (to himself) 

Bitch. Who does she think she is, talking to me like that? 

Mike Caruso approaches Richie. He waves Reggie over to the group.

MIKE (to Richie)

Forget about her Rich, don’t let her blow your cool sweetheart. She’s just a shop slut, right? She’s a tramp, she doesn’t know any better.

REGGIE approaches the group.

REGGIE

What’s up guys? What’s going on?

RICHIE (to Reggie)

Reggie, take the Sable and go and get me some StarBucks right now. I don’t want to hear any lip about it either, you got me! 

REGGIE

Sure….alright.

RICHIE (cont’d)

Double expresso, no foam. 

Richie reaches in his pocket for his wallet. Mike Caruso STOPS him. 

MIKE (to Richie)

Don’t sweat it, it’s on me. (hands Reggie a twenty) And a pack of chewing gum too kid. I’m fresh out. Keep the change.

REGGIE

Thanks….

Mike TOSSES Reggie the keys to the company SABLE and pats him on the back.

MIKE

Hurry back kid. Go.

INT. STEDMAN’S CAR – DAY 

Stedman drives through the city on his way to work. 

Exuberant and fully amp, Stedman “bangs” his head and SINGS along to heavy-metal music, (Metallica) wearing a cool pair of dark shades. 

He pulls to a stop at a light, LOOKS to his left.

He sees the same KID from before staring at him through the rear window of his mom’s car.

Stedman turns away (pretending to ignore him) then quickly turns back, lifts his shades, POKES his tongue out with his eyes BULGING and sticking his middle finger out at THE KID.

KID 

frowns, begins to cry.

Stedman LUAGHS wickedly, puts the pedal to the metal and peels off. 

EXT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – DAY

Stadman pulls into his new parking spot reserved for GENERAL MANAGER. He gets out and spots Reggie getting into the Town Car.

Stedman HONKS his car horn to get Reggie’s attention. 

HONK, HONK!

Reggie LOOKS UP, sees Stedman and waves. 

Stedman walks over to him. 

STEDMAN

Hey Reg

REGGIE

What’s up Sted. I mean, boss. Ready for your first day as GM?

STEDMAN

Ready as I’ll ever be ole chum, I can’t wait! 

Reggie grows CURIOUS about Stedmans’ sudden cheeriness.

REGGIE

You alright man?

STEDMAN

Hell yeah! Couldn’t be better. Why?

REGGIE

I don’t know. You seem a little….Nevermind. So how’s that book coming along, you start on it yet?

STEDMAN

Oh, it’s great! Listen, I want to thank you so much for giving me that idea. Ever since then, I can’t stop writing! It was the best damn idea in the whole world!

Stedman HOLDS up his beloved laptop and PATS it. He then hugs Reggie tight around his shoulder.

Reggie thinks Stedman is really acting weird now. 

STEDMAN (cont’d)

Where you headed?

REGGIE

Off to StarBucks for Richie. 

STEDMAN

(grinning)

Really? Mind if I ride along?

STEDMAN

whips out a huge marijuana joint from nowhere, showing it to Reggie. 

Reggie’s eyes nearly pop out there sockets as he grins excitedly.

INT. MERCURY SABLE - DAY

Reggie and Stedman sit inside a smoke filled Town Car in front of StarBucks coffee, both high as a kite. 

REGGIE

grinning ear to ear, holding the joint. Thick SMOKE rising from it. 

Takes one more hit. COUGHS.

Passes it to Stedman.

REGGIE

That’s some killer bud man. Where’d you get that from?

Stedman takes a long drag…

STEDMAN

Oh, just some friends of mine in the neighborhood. 

CUT TO:

EXT. THUGS HOME (BACK YARD) STEDMAN’S NEIGHBORHOOD – DAY

Thug#1, Thug#2 and Thug#3 are chilling in their backyard playing cards and drinking beer. 

Thug#1 is in the DISTANCE looking for his marijuana plant. 

THUG#1

Aye holms, you seen my weed plant? 

Thugs#2 and 3 shake their heads no. 

UH, UH…

THUG#1

still searching  

THUG#1 (cont’d)

Where the hell is it holms? It was right here.

THUG#2

You probably smoked it up already and just forgot you did holms.

THUG#2 and #3 chuckle…

THUG#1 quits searching and returns to the card game. 

THUG#1

Shit aint funny aye. That was my best shit holms.

THUG#3

Yeah, I bet it was…

CUT TO:

INT. MERCURY SABLE - DAY

Stedman types into his laptop grinning from ear to ear. Reggie stares up at the car ceiling, very high.

REGGIE

Awe man, I’m so wasted. This is crazy man, this is so not cool. I think I’m going to die. I’m like, way too high. 

Reggie looks over at Stedman seeing him GRIN as he types with DARK SUNSHADES on.

REGGIE (cont’d)

What the hell are doing?

STEDMAN

still punching keys. He stops to answer Reggie, appearing fanatical. 

STEDMAN

All of a sudden, it came to me like BAM! Then my mind was freed, man. And all these grand idea’s started flooding my brain. Now I’m writing how my character gets the girl.

Stedman proceeds to fanatically type again.

STEDMAN (cont’d)

This is going to be good. (turning to look at Reggie)It’s so much fun doing this shit when you’re high.

REGGIE

You’re getting weird bro. I’m going to get the coffee.

Reggie proceeds to exit the car.

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY - SALES FLOOR – DAY

Richie reclines in his chair, anxiously looking out the window and at his watch for Reggie to return with his coffee. 

Mike Caruso sits on top of Richie’s desk keeping him company.

RICHIE

What the hell’s taking him so long? That’s the last time I send him on a coffee run.

MIKE

I was waiting for my chewing gum before I go make a deposit in the boys room.

Mike Caruso holds his stomach.

MIKE (cont’d)

Never drink a tall glass of milk and a large cappuccino in the same morning. I’m going to the John. I’ll probably be awhile.

Mike Caruso gets up and goes to the bathroom.

IN THE DISTANCE,

an elderly couple look over a brand new car on the showroom floor, looking for assistance. They spot Richie. The elderly man WAVES him over, getting his attention. 

RICHIE (to himself)

Great. What the hell do they want?

RICHIE rolls his eyes. He reluctantly gets up and goes over to the elderly couple.  

RICHIE (to ELDERLY COUPLE)

What can I help you with?

ELDERLY MAN

My wife and I are interested in this car. We’d like to know a little more about it, what can you tell us?

RICHIE

Ahh, well…What do you expect me to know? It’s a forty-five thousand dollar piece of crap if you ask me. Aren’t you a little too old to be behind the wheel of a car anyway Grandpa? Your driver’s license can’t possibly be valid still, Jesus, it must’ve expired ages ago.

The ELDERLY MAN’S wife stares flabbergasted at her husband, highly offended by Richie’s rudeness.

ELDERLY MAN

Who do you think you’re talking to boy?!

RICHIE

What? You want a piece of me? You think you want a piece of me Grandpa, huh? 

ELDERLY MAN’S wife pulls on his coat trying to get him to leave.

Jerry Sams see’s what’s going on and hurries over to calm Richie down. 

JERRY

Hey, cool out big guy. What’s gotten in to you? 

Richie is still challenging the old man as if he’s got real BALLS (He doesn’t).

RICHIE (cont’d)

Bring it on! I’ll kick your geriatric ass all the way back to the nursing home, old man!

The ELDERLY COUPLE proceed to leave.

Jerry holds Richie back.

JERRY (to Elderly Couple)

I’m sorry about this folks, he’s just been under some stress lately. Come back a little later, after he cools off and we’ll talk business.  

ELDERLY MAN

I’ll be back alright. And you’ll be sorry when I do! You just wait!

JERRY (cont’d)

Listen, I’ll get you a two-thousand dollar rebate on any car on the lot, when you come back, that’s a promise. 

Elderly Man flips them the bird. 

Richie flips him back….

RICHIE

Same to you, old bastard!

ELDERLY MAN waves his fist. The couple leaves out. 

Jerry reprimands Richie.

JERRY (to Richie)

Richie, buddy. You gotta go easy on the clientele a little. I mean, this guy’s ready to fall over in his grave any minute now. You gotta take it easy big guy.

Richie SIGHS. Frustrated but realizing that Jerry’s right.

RICHIE

I know, I know. You’re right. I’m just all bent out of shape over everything, you know. I need my coffee. 

EXT. / INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY - PARKING LOT – DAY

Reggie and Stedman arrive back at the dealership. They pull into the front parking lot, LUAGHING like madmen as they exit the car. Both try and gather their composure before proceeding inside the dealership. 

INSIDE

Reggie takes coffee to Richie. 

RICHIE

What took you so long? Jeezus. 

Richie takes a sip….SPITS it out immediately….It’s cold

RICHIE

It’s cold!

REGGIE (high)

Oh, geez man. Sorry, ‘bout that. I got caught up in some traffic and stuff with Stedman. 

Stedman STRUTS past wearing sunshades, trying hard to be serious. 

STEDMAN

Mornin’ Richie. How’s the coffee?

Stedman looks at Reggie then breaks out in a SMIRK at Richie as he keeps stepping toward his office. 

Stedman stops at Sarah’s station.

Sarah smiles and greets him enthusiastically, for the first time ever.

SARAH

Hi Stedman! 

STEDMAN

Could I to see you in my office right away please? I need to go over some new policies and procedures with you. 

SARAH 

(smiles)

Sure.

Stedman removes his shades and WINKS at Sarah then struts away coolly to his office. 

Sarah gets up and follows behind him. 

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – STEDMAN’S OFFICE - DAY

Once inside, Sarah closes the door and shuts the blinds hanging from it.

INT. JONH MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – SALES FLOOR - DAY

Mike Caruso emerges from the rest room, just in time to see Sarah go inside the office.

Jerry, Reggie and Richie stare on toward the office. Did the shop bombshell actually follow STEDMAN to his office? No, that can’t be.

Richie gets jealous.

Mike Caruso approaches Richie, Jerry and Reggie. 

Everyone STARES toward the office, SILENT.

RICHIE

What the hell’s up with that? 

JERRY

Looks like she got herself a new spring chicken.

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY - STEDMAN’S OFFICE – DAY

Sarah takes Stedmans’ sport coat and pulls out his chair for him as he goes to take a seat at his desk.

SARAH

Let me get that for you…

STEDMAN

Thanks….

Stedman takes a seat. Sarah hangs up his sport coat on a near-by coat rack….

SARAH (cont’d)

You look a little tense. How ‘bout I give you a message?

STEDMAN

Oh yeah, a nice message is just what my character ordered.

SARAH

Huh?

STEDMAN (cont’d)

…doctor…just what the doctor ordered.

Sarah begins to message the back of Stedman’s neck. 

Stedman enjoys it greatly.

SARAH

Stedman, I don’t know what’s come over me lately but all of a sudden I just feel this overwhelmingly intense…passion for you. It’s weird, I’ve never liked you before and now I can’t help but to. 

Stedman GRINS…

STEDMAN

SHhhhhhh. Hush now my dear. Don’t say another word, just keep rubbing. What you experience is merely an indication of what naturally occurs when in the presence of pure greatness.

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – SALES FLOOR - DAY 

Richie goes over to Stedman’s office door to eavesdrop.

Jerry, Mike and Reggie follow shortly behind him. 

Richie kneels down, placing his head near the door, LISTENIING. 

He PRESSES his ear totally against it to hear more closely. 

MOANS and GROANS can be heard inside. 

STEDMAN (OS)

Oh yeah, that’s it. 

SARAH (OS)

You like that?

STEDMAN (OS) (cont’d)

Oh God you’re amazing, that feels so good. A little lower, yeah right there, that’s it. Oh yeah.

RICHIE 

grows hot with anger thinking their having sex. He STANDS UP and tries to enter, madly twisting the door knob. It’s locked. 

He angrily bangs on the door. 

BANG, BANG, BANG, BANG!

RICHIE

Hey! Open the door!

BANG, BANG, BANG, BANG!

RICHIE

Open this damn door!

BANG, BANG, BANG, BANG, BANG, BANG!

Suddenly the door flies open. It’s Sarah.

Stedman stands behind her in the background fumbling with his shirt and tie, trying to pull himself together. 

SARAH 

(irritated)

What do you want!?

RICHIE

What the hell’s going on in there?! 

SARAH

None of your business, Richard! Why don’t you go sell some cars or something, you are a sales-man now, aren’t you? 

RICHIE 

peers into Sarah’s eyes like a crazed madman. Raises his arms, puts them at her throat and proceeds to choke her.

Mike and the others grab Richie trying to stop him.

NO, RICHIE DON’T!!!! 

A LOUD VOICE is heard from the sales floor.

HEY, SCUMBAG!

The LOUD VOICE belongs to the ANGRY CUSTOMER who punched Stedman out earlier that week. He’s the grandson of the ELDERLY MAN that Richie challenged to a fight earlier that day. 

Jerry, Mike, Reggie, and Richie turn their heads to see the ANGRY CUSTOMER standing there with the ELDERLY MAN. 

REGGIE

Uh, oh.

ELDERLY MAN points at RICHIE.

ELDERLY MAN

That’s him. 

Richie let’s go of Sarah’s neck, she GASPS for air. 

Stedman proceeds to help Sarah, leading her out of the office.

Angry Customer walks up close to Richie. 

ANGRY CUSTOMER

So you like picking fights with old men in this place too huh?

Richie slowly backs away from the Angry Customer, SCARED.

RICHIE

Oh, no, no, of course not. What are you talking about? We had a simple misunderstanding that’s all. There’s no need to jump to conclusions and every…..  

Angry Customer swiftly punches Richie in the face. 

POW!

RICHIE slides across the floor hitting his head on a vending machine. Out cold. 

REGGIE

Danmmmmmm!

Everyone watching CRINGES.

Angry Customer stares menacingly at the rest, then at Jerry. 

ANGRY CUSTOMER (to Jerry)

What are you looking at?!

Jerry quickly turns his head away, throwing his arms up over it, pretending he’s not looking, deathly afraid of the man. 

JERRY

Nothing! I didn’t see anything! I swear!

Angry Customer wickedly CHUCKLES. 

ANGRY CUSTOMER

Bunch of pussies.

Angry Customer sees no competition, he turns and begins to walk out. 

ANGRY CUSTOMER (to Elderly Man)

Let’s go Grandpa.

Elderly Man weakly KICKS the new car he wanted to buy as they turn to leave out, attempting to be TOUGH. 

Stedman approaches the Angry Customer and taps him on the shoulder from behind. 

Angry Customer turns around. 

STEDMAN (to Angry Customer)

Pardon me. I think I owe you something….

STEDMAN 

gives ANGRY CUSTOMER a swift hard PUNCH in the face with his right arm. 

POW!

ANGRY CUSTOMER

looks surprised, dazed. Slowly falls backward to the ground. Out cold. 

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – SALES FLOOR - DAY

Reggie, Sarah and the others run over to Stedman standing over the ANGRY CUSTOMER sprawled out on the floor. 

They all stare down at the huge man, AMAZED. 

REGGIE (excited)

I guess he knows who the real pussy is now!

Sarah looks dreamy-eyed at Stedman. She’s impressed and very turned on. 

INT. STEDMAN’S HOME – BEDROOM – DAY

Stedman lyes up in his bed TYPING into his laptop computer. 

He REPEATS these WORDS as he types them out….

STEDMAN

(typing)

“The night was full of raging passions for Sterling, as his mistress Suzan could no longer bare her intense cravings. She had to be there with him, giving herself over to his every desire. She arrived at his steps, eight O’clock in the evening exactly, and not without Sterling’s favorite bottle of liquor in her grasp, Jack Daniels…..”   

THE DOORBELL rings…..DING, DONG!

Stedman stops typing and looks at his clock….It reads 8 O’clock PM exactly. He smiles.

STEDMAN (to himself)

Right on time.

DOORBELL rings again.

DING, DONG!

Stedman gets up to answer it

INT. STEDMAN’S HOME – FRONT DOOR – NIGHT

Stedman opens his door.

Standing there is Sarah. She holds up a large bottle of JACK DANIELS for Stedman.

Stedman takes the bottle from her hand.

STEDMAN

Jack Daniels, my favorite. How did you know that?

SARAH 

(clueless)

Uhn, Uhn?

Stedman grabs Sarah by the waste, pulling her inside. He commences to tongue kiss her savagely.

Bending her backwards, they fall to the floor.

THUMP! 

INT. STEDMAN’S HOME – BEDROOM – DAY

A CLOCK sits on a nightstand. The time reads SIX TWENTY NINE AM. It turns to SIX THIRTY AM. The ALARM rings alive. 

BEEP, BEEP, BEEP, BEEP-

A HAND reaches over to hit the snooze button but instead knocks the clock to the floor, ALARM still going off. 

Stedman sits up in his bed, reaches down to pick the clock up and turns it off. 

Stedman grabs his stiff neck in soreness. 

He looks to his left and notices the huge bottle of JACK DANIELS sitting on his nightstand half-empty. He also notices two empty drinking glasses sitting there…..

Stedman SNIFFS the air, he smells something cooking. He gets up to investigate….

INT. STEDMAN’S HOME – KITCHEN – DAY

STEDMAN’S POV

Sarah is standing over the stove cooking bacon and omelets wearing Victoria Secrete, her back facing Stedman. 

She turns around to see a hung-over Stedman standing there. She smiles.

STEDMAN (VO)

(thinking out loud to himself)

WOW!

SARAH

(smiling)

Good morning you wild animal of a man. I made you bacon and omelets for breakfast. 

Sarah takes the skillet and places the omelets on Stedman’s plate sitting at the table. 

STEDMAN (VO)

(thinking out loud to himself)

What’s she doing? Did I write this? Oh, wait a minute, that’s right, I was too damn drunk to remember.

SARAH (cont’d) 

I hope you like green peppers. I used some to make the omelets. 

STEDMAN

Sure…..Ah, what happened last night?

Sarah smiles. 

SARAH

Oh, silly…

Sarah puts the skillet in the sink, walks SENUALLY over to Stedman and wraps her arms around his shoulders. 

SARAH

You were a monster, you were great Steddy! I haven’t been spanked like that since I got drunk with the entire football team locker room back in college. 

STEDMAN

You went to college?

EXT. STEDMAN’S HOME – CURBSIDE - DAY

Standing by the driver’s side of Sarah’s car, Sarah smothers Stedman with affection, clinching and kissing all over him as they head out for work. 

The three neighborhood Thugs are watching in amazement from a distance.

Stedman notices them watching out the corner of his eye. 

He half-heartedly attempts to halt Sarah’s advances but only doing so to appear extremely cool.

STEDMAN

Be cool, baby, be cool. We’re making a scene.

Sarah stops….CLEARS her throat…

SARAH

I’m Sorry. I got a little carried away. 

STEDMAN (being super-cool)

It’s cool baby. I understand. Once you’ve had a taste of the Stedster, it’s hard trying to kick the habit. See you at the office.

Stedman coolly winks at Sarah and gives her a SMACK on the butt as she turns to get in her car and leave. 

The Thugs STARE ON in disbelief….

Stedman walks over to check out the thugs’ CAR parked near by. He RUBS his hand against it.

STEDMAN (to Thugs)

Cool ride homeboys, smooth….I’m diggin’ it man, I’m diggin’ it. Nice rims too. Peace out!

Stedman walks to his vehicle, gets in and leaves.

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – CONFERRENCE ROOM - DAY

THE MAN, MR. JOHN MATTHEWS is holding another progress meeting at the round table in the conference room.

A THICK BINDER is slammed shut. PUSHED forward. 

THE MAN has just read over the monthly sales reports. He’s not happy. He STARES across the table stone-faced. On the opposite end sit Richie and Stedman. 

Richie wears a thick neck brace while clutching a CANE and sporting an ugly black eye. 

MR. JOHN MATTHEWS

This is bullshit. These reports are the worst they’ve ever been. What’s the hell’s going on?

RICHIE

stands up using his cane, SPEAKS.

RICHIE

May I say something? Ever since you made him GM, things have gotten worse. The place is going down the tubes! He doesn’t know what hell he’s….

THE MAN cuts Richie off….

MR. JOHN MATTHEWS

Sit the fuck down Richard! I wasn’t talking to you!

Richie reluctantly sits back down. 

Stedman rises confidently from his seat, pacing slowly around the room as he speaks.

STEDMAN

Sir, if I may…..I’ll tell you exactly what the problem is. We need to reevaluate our entire marketing strategy….

MR. John Matthews nods his head, listening….

Hmmmm..

STEDMAN (cont’d)

That’s right. What we need is to embark on an intense new advertising campaign. I’m talking commercials, billboards, special events, you name it. We need to let the community know that JOHN MATTHEWS is still the place to buy when you want to be treated like a king….

Stedman walks past THE MAN’S assistant Rebecca.

STEDMAN (cont’d)

….or, queen.

Rebecca smiles, blushes. 

STEDMAN

And what I’ve done personally is written up an entire proposal, (heading toward his brief case) for a full-scale marketing strategy plan. 

Stedman pulls out the PROPOSAL from his brief case, holding it up in the air for all to see. 

Mr. John Matthews looks impressed.

RICHIE 

stands in opposition.

RICHIE

Wait a minute! Just where do you plan on getting the funding for all of this?! He’s crazy! This thing will cost us millions! I say we fire him now, its obvious he doesn’t know what the hell he’s doing!

THE MAN’S accountant, Alan Greenspan speaks.

ALAN (to Stedman)

Let me take a look at that proposal.

Stedman takes the proposal to Alan.

Alan puts on his eye glasses. He READS over it. 

LEANING over, he quietly consults with his partner Donald Keys, they appear impressed. 

Alan then leans over to WHISPER something in THE MAN’S ear. 

Alan speaks….

ALAN

This proposal is very impressive Stedman. I couldn’t have come up with better figures myself. In short, this is absolutely brilliant!

THE MAN stands and SHAKES Stedman’s hand. 

MR. JOHN MATTHEWS

Good job Stedman, I knew you wouldn’t let me down. And as a token of my appreciation, I’d like you to take my new Town Car. Consider it a promotional company vehicle. 

Stedman GRINS confidently.

STEDMAN

Thank you sir.

THE MAN drops the keys in Stedman’s palm, PATS him on the back. 

Richie STARES on, steaming mad.

EXT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – CAR LOT - NIGHT

Reggie and Stedman stand in AWE of the TOWN CAR. They STARE at its sleek beauty. 

REGGIE

Fucking killer ride man. 

Stedman shakes his head in agreement.

STEDMAN

Yeah. There’s only one thing missing though.

REGGIE

What’s that?

EXT. ROADWAY – TOWN CAR - DAY

The following morning, Stedman drives in to work sporting shiny new CHROME RIMS on his LINCOLN TOWN CAR. They’re the same CHROME RIMS that were on the car of the Thugs in his neighborhood. 

A CHROME RIM 

spins on a fresh looking NEW TIRE as it ROLLS down a street.

NEW ANGLE, FROM A DISTANCE,

A TOWN CAR 

turns right, pulling slowly into the John Matthews Lincoln Mercury dealership lot. Its windows are now darkly tinted.

The vehicle pulls into the designated parking space for GENERAL MANAGER. Stedman climbs out with his beloved laptop computer in carrying case and a box of Krispy Kreme doughnuts.

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – SALES FLOOR - DAY

Richie, Jerry, and Mike Caruso are huddled around Richie’s desk (formerly Stedman’s) discussing how Stedman got to be so cool. They watch him as he approaches inside. 

IN THE DISTANCE,

A CAMERA CREW is waiting for Stedman to arrive, they’re preparing to shoot a company commercial.

RICHIE (pissed)

Why? Tell me why all of a sudden is everything going so great for him, and I’m stuck over here like a jackass!

JERRY

Could be Karma.

RICHIE

Could be that’s bullshit! I should’ve fired him when I had the chance. If it wasn’t for me, he’d be frying goddamn chicken at KFC by now, son-of-a-! 

Richie angrily BALLS UP a piece of paper lying on his desk and THROWS it. 

MIKE (to Richie)

Sweetheart, take it easy brother, you’re gonna bust a blood vessel over this guy. We’ll get to the bottom of this.

JERRY

Here he comes. 

Stedman walks up and greets the men. 

STEDMAN

Gentlemen, top o’ the mornin’ to ya! Brought you guys a fresh box of Krispy Kremes…

STEDMAN shoves the box in Mike’s stomach. 

MIKE 

(caught off guard)

Ohf!

STEDMAN (cont’d)

….The jelly-filled ones are kick ass, chow down boys.

Jerry happily grabs the box of goodies from Mike.

JERRY

Thanks. 

STEDMAN

Well, I’ve got a huge day ahead! We’re shooting the new commercial today. How do I look? 

Mike and Richie stare on, BEWILDERED by Stedman’s new personality. 

Jerry is too busy biting into a chocolate cream-filled doughnut to care. 

MIKE 

(finally responds)

Great….

STEDMAN

(being facetious) 

I know… Hey listen, just a few words to the wise, its time we got back motivated around here guys. You know, 

more enthusiastic, get those sales back 

up huh! Anyway, gotta run, the crews waiting on me, enjoy the doughnuts. 

Jerry, Mike and Richie watch Stedman strut away to the Camera Crew. 

RICHIE (to Mike and Jerry)

What is it with that guy? Just like that, he turns so goddamn….cool. What’s up with that?

JERRY

(mouthful of doughnut)

I don’t know, but these doughnuts are pretty damn good. 

RICHIE

All of a sudden he’s so damn cheery and upbeat. I’m telling you, something aint right. 

JERRY

(chewing a mouthful of doughnut)

You should really try one of these.

Jerry puts a jelly-filled doughnut on top of a napkin for Richie and slides it toward him. 

RICHIE

Screw these freakin’ doughnuts!

Richie SLAMS his fist into the doughnut, a glob of jelly SPURTS on his crisp white shirt. 

RICHIE

Dammit! 

RICHIE reaches for a Kleenex to wipe himself off, instead he clumsily knocks over his coffee, SPILLING it on his lap. 

RICHIE

Jesus! 

RICHIE 

jumps out his seat, leg burning like hell…

RICHIE (cont’d)

Holy crap! Now look what I did! I nearly burned damn my cock off! 

Frustrated, Richie angrily THROWS the jelly-filled doughnut. It lands on the driver’s side WINDOW of a showroom floor car.

SPLAT! 

It STICKS right there to the window. 

RICHIE (cont’d)

(re: Stedman)

What are we going to do about this jerk-off?!

MIKE

Don’t worry, I got an idea. 

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY - SALES FLOOR – DAY

Stedman and Camera Crew get ready to shoot a scene for the commercial. 

Stedman gets prepped by a beautiful young BLONDE near the exterior window waiting for the CUE. 

The DIRECTOR speaks.

DIRECTOR

Okay folks, ready in five, four….

BEAUTIFUL BLONDE hurries out of the way.

DIRECTOR (cont’d)

…three, two, one, action!

Cue card SNAPS. Stedman goes into his MONOLOGUE. 

STEDMAN (into CAMERA)

Are you one of the millions of Americans who need a new car but have bad credit? Well fret no more because here at John Matthews Lincoln Mercury, bad credit is okay! No credit is okay! Come on down see our wide selection of new Lincoln’s and Mercury’s that suit your every need! At John Matthews, no customer is turned down! That’s right…..

Facing the camera, Stedman unwittingly walks up to the showroom car where the doughnut landed. It’s still stuck there. 

STEDMAN (cont’d)

I said here at John Matthews, no customer will be turned away! I guarantee it! 

DIRECTOR 

(shaking his head)

Cut! Cut, cut, cut. We gotta do this over again. 

Stedman looks puzzled….

STEDMAN

What’s wrong, that was perfect!

DIRECTOR

Yeah, yeah, it was. Except for the jelly-doughnut stuck to the window behind you. 

Stedman turns around to see.

STEDMAN’S POV 

A sloppy looking JELLY DOUGHNUT splattered against a car window. A trail of THICK JELLY seeping down from it. 

EXT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – CAR LOT – DAY

Following day….

Reggie tries to secure a sale while showing a Lincoln Mark VIII to a clean cut MALE CUSTOMER dressed very professional, wearing a suit. This guy is really a bank robber but Reggie doesn’t know it. 

REGGIE (to Male Customer)

It’s fully loaded, three-hundred and eighty nine horsepower, it’s really a great….

Richie walks up and abruptly SHOVES Reggie aside. 

RICHIE (to Reggie)

Look out kid, let a professional handle this. (to Male Customer) Nice car huh?

Reggie gets PISSED but doesn’t say anything. 

Richie turns around to see Reggie still standing there.

RICHIE (to Reggie)

Go ahead kid, beat it. Take a hike.

Reggie walks away inside.

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – STEDMAN’S OFFICE - DAY

Stedman is getting a “spanking” from Sarah in his office.

Bent over his desk, trousers pulled down, Sarah whacks Stedman’s buttocks with a paddle. 

WHACK!

SARAH

You’ve been a naughty little boy haven’t you!

STEDMAN

Oh yes, yes I have. I’ve been a bad little boy. A bad, bad little boy.

WHACK!

SARAH

Now I’m just gonna have to teach you a lesson!

WHACK!

STEDMAN

Oh yeah! Teach me a lesson! Teach me a lesson!

WHACK!

STEDMAN

Again!

WHACK!

A KNOCK is heard at the door. 

KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK.

Sarah and Stedman immediately scramble to pull themselves together. 

Stedman sits down and pulls his laptop toward him, pretending to be at work on something. Sarah opens the door.

Stedman sees that it’s Reggie….

STEDMAN

Hey Reg, come on in. 

REGGIE

Hope I wasn’t interrupting anything.

STEDMAN

Oh no, no don’t be silly (rubbing his butt). We where just doing a little roll playing that’s all. Have seat.

Sarah leaves out, closing the door behind her.

STEDMAN (cont’d)

What’s on your mind?

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – SALES FLOOR - DAY

Sarah walks back to her receptionist desk. Immediately she is approached by Mike and Jerry.

Mike leans coolly against her station.

MIKE

Hey hun.

SARAH 

(looks up, smiles)

Hi.

MIKE

You and Stedman sort have been of hanging out a lot huh?

SARAH

A little bit. 

MIKE

That doesn’t strike you as….well, let’s say, a little bit out of the ordinary?

SARAH

I haven’t thought about it much, why?

JERRY

Before you wouldn’t have given him so much as a handshake and now you’re all over the guy. 

MIKE

We’re just curious as to know, why the change of heart all of a sudden?

Sarah ponders the question, looks PERPLEXED…She wonders the same.

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – STEDMAN’S OFFICE – DAY

Reggie complains to Stedman about Richie.

REGGIE

You know how hard I’ve been working on trying to keep my sales up with the rest of these guys around here right? 

STEDMAN

(nods in agreement)

Um, Hum. Um, hum.

REGGIE (cont’d)

Well, I can never do it if Richie keeps taking all my customers. Like just now, I had a guy out there I just knew was going to buy from me, and then he walks up and just shoves me right out the way….takes my customer, just like that. Its not fair man. If I don’t make my commission this month, I don’t eat. I gotta make my commission!

STEDMAN

Listen, (leans forward) don’t worry about a thing. I’ll take care of it. You’ll make your commission this month. In fact, I bet you’ll sell more cars this week than you’ve sold since working here. 

REGGIE

Well, I don’t know about that. Sounds a little far fetched, especially with Richie taking all my customer’s. 

STEDMAN

Trust me, you’ll do it. It’ll happen.

REGGIE

How do you know that?

STEDMAN

(grinning)

I know everything that’s gonna happen around here.

Reggie STANDS up before leaving.

REGGIE

(reaching to shake Stedman’s hand)

Alright man, thanks.

STEDMAN

Don’t worry about a thing.

Reggie leaves out.

Stedman pulls his Laptop computer closer to him. INTERLOCKING his fingers he gives them a good stretch before he prepares to write.

We hear his finger joints CRACKLE.

STEDMAN

(to himself)

It’s time I teach ole Richard another lesson. (laughs madly) Ha, ha, ha!

Stedman begins to TYPE.

EXT. JONH MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – CAR LOT - DAY

Richie opens the driver’s side door for the Male Customer, showing off the full leather interior.

RICHIE

Smell that? That’s the smell of power my friend, prestige. Our manufacturer uses only top quality leather imported from England on these models. There’s nothing like that new car smell mixed with English leather in a luxury vehicle. Go ahead, touch it….feel that….

Male Customer RUBS his hand across the soft grey leather. He looks back at Richie and SMILES, he likes it. He’ll make his get-away in style.

RICHIE (cont’d)

Nice huh? 

MALE CUSTOMER

How ‘bout I take it for a test drive?

Richie GRINS…

RICHIE

I thought you’d never ask.

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – SARAH’S STATION – DAY

Mike and Jerry continue to consult with Sarah about Stedman’s strange new personality.

Unknowingly to them, Reggie nears the corner after leaving out of Stedman’s office. He stops and secretly LISTENS in on the conversation.

REGGIE’S POV

MIKE (OS) 

Didn’t it strike you as sort of odd that his personality is so different all of a sudden? 

MIKE’S POV

SARAH

Well, maybe, kind of, sort of.

JERRY

He’s like, way “cool” now. Something definitely aint right about that.

MIKE

(being cunning)

You must be curious about what his secrete is huh? I mean, I know me and Jerry here sure as hell would like to know. (Pauses, leans forward toward Sarah) How ‘bout you help us find out what it is? 

SARAH 

(clueless)

Find out what, what is?

MIKE

(can’t believe her dumbness)

His secrete. Find out what his secrete is.

SARAH

Oh, Okay. 

Mike GRINS mischievously. His plan is now underway. 

SARAH (cont’d)

Hey, wait a minute. What’s in it for me?

INT. CAR – (ON THE ROAD) – DAY

Richie sits in the passenger seat while the Male Customer drives, LOOKING around for a bank to rob. 

Richie babbles on about the car. 

RICHIE

…And get this, you can also program this baby to start up for you automatically at any specific time each morning. 

MALE CUSTOMER

(pretending to be interested)

Really?

RICHIE (cont’d)

That’s right my friend. That way you don’t have to walk out in the cold during winter and freeze your tail off while you’re waiting for the car to warm. (enthused) This baby does all the work for you!

MALE CUSTOMER

I like that. 

NEW VEIW

We see the Mark VIII pull into a bank parking lot. The car pulls in a parking space near the front entrance. 

INSIDE CAR (BACK TO SCENE)

MALE CUSTOMER

I think you got a sale here buddy. 

Richie smiles in excitement and SHAKES the Male Customers’ hand. 

RICHIE

You made a good choice my friend.

MALE CUSTOMER (cont’d)

I’m just going to run inside the bank here real quick and make a withdrawal. Do me a favor and leave the car running, I’ll be right out, this should only take me a minute. 

RICHIE

Sure thing. Take your time.

Male Customer EXITS the car carrying a BLACK BREIF CASE. 

WIDE VEIW, FROM AFAR

He stops near the front entrance and sets the brief case on top of a WASTE CAN. Looking back to make sure Richie isn’t looking, he opens the brief case and pulls out a BLACK SKI MASK and BLACK GLOVES. He puts the gloves on and pulls the ski-mask over his head. Then he pulls out a black 9mm PISTOL and walks inside the bank to rob it. 

Richie sits inside the car excited about his “sale”.

EXT. / INT. STREET CORNER – DAY

A LINCOLN MARK VIII 

fishtails the corner of a street, tires SCREECHING from the pavement as it speeds away. COP CARS with SIRENS blaring in hot pursuit. 

INSIDE THE MARK VIII

Richie is HYSTERICAL, money is scattered everywhere. 

RICHIE

What the hell are you doing! Are you crazy! 

MALE CUSTOMER

Shut your trap!

RICHIE

You’re nuts man! Let me the hell out of here!

Richie frantically pulls on the door handle trying to get out of the speeding vehicle but the doors are child-proof locked from the driver’s side control panel. 

MALE CUSTOMER

makes a sharp turn right, sending Richie flying over into his lap. He PUSHES him off….

MIKE

Get off of me!

RICHIE

(crying)

Oh God, this can’t be happening! You’re not really a bank robber. I’m just having a really, really, really bad dream. I’m going to smack myself and then this’ll all be over with. 

Instead, the Male Customer SMACKS the hell out of Richie. 

SMACK!

MALE CUSTOMER

You feel that!? You awake now!? 

RICHIE

Yes!

MALE CUSTOMER

This aint no damn dream you idiot!

Male Customer draws his gun….

RICHIE (cont’d)

Oh God help me, please! I’m going to go to prison and have to share a cell with a guy named “Cowboy” for the next twenty-years! Oh God, noooo!

MALE CUSTOMER

I aint never going back to prison, you hear me! I aint never going back to that shit-hole ever again! Now shut your face!

MALE CUSTOMER

points his gun out the window while still driving and shoots at the COP CARS. 

BAM, BAM, BAM, BAM, BAM…..CLICK, CLICK, CLICK…

He runs out of bullets. 

MALE CUSTOMER

Crap!

He tosses the gun behind his back and looks down inside his open brief case for his bag of SPIKES. 

Seeing it, He smiles evilly and PICKS it up. 

MALE CUSTOMER

So long, pigs!

The Male Customer pours the spikes out onto the roadway behind him. 

The tires of the cop cars immediately BURST, sending one CRASHING into FIRE HYDRANT (water shooting out like a geyser), another into a PARKED CAR (car alarm going off), and sending the other’s to a screeching halt. 

The Mark VIII speeds away to freedom. 

INT. CAR – (SOME QUIET SUBURBAN NEIGHBORHOOD) - DAY

Male Customer SCREECHES to a stop near another parked vehicle he put there earlier for his getaway.

MALE CUSTOMER (to Richie)

(re: car)

Mmmmm, on second thought, this aint my style. You keep it. 

The Male Customer quickly gathers all his cash and things from the car floor preparing to leave. He SNIFFS the air….smells something FOWL.

SNIFF, SNIFF… 

His face contorts….

MALE CUSTOMER 

Jesus, what the hell is that sme….

He looks at Richie and realizes what he’s done.

MALE CUSTOMER (cont’d)

(holding his nose)

Awe man, you shit your goddamn pants!?

RICHIE, embarrassed and looking straight ahead….

RICHIE

Its your fault.

MALE CUSTOMER

Goddamn! (can’t take the smell) I’m outta here! 

Male Customer holds his nose as he leaves. He runs across the street to his other get-away vehicle, gets in and puts the petal to the metal.

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – SARAH’S STATION – DAY

Mike counsels Sarah on how to approach Stedman to find out his secrete. 

Reggie LISTENS out of their view. 

MIKE (to Sarah)

Its simple, all you have to do is tease him a little. Get’em real horny and lusting after you, but then hold back. And that’s when you pop the magic question. Get it?

SARAH

Yeah, I get it.

JERRY

Show’em your boobs, that’ll get his attention.

REGGIE, listens intently….

REGGIE’S POV

SARAH (to Mike)

And what if he doesn’t tell me?

MIKE

Don’t worry, if you do it just like I told you to, he’ll tell you everything.

EXT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – DAY

WIDE VEIW, FROM AFAR

We see the Lincoln Mark VIII pull quickly into the dealership lot and come to a screeching stop near the front entrance. 

We see Richie exit the car, holding the back of his pants and walking very funny inside the dealership.

EXT. STEDMAN HOME – NIGHT

THUGS #1, #2, and #3 are hanging out again in front of Stedman’s home, drinking beer and smoking marijuana. 

Stedman pulls up and parks his flashy Lincoln Town Car in front. Shiny CHROME RIMS gleaming in the deep blue Los Angeles night.   

THUG #1 notices the RIMS. 

THUG #1 (to thugs #2 and 3)

Aye holms, check out those rims. They look just like ours, aye.

THUG #2

(high, swaying back and forth) 

What rims holms?

THUG #1

The ones that car dumb ass! They look just like the ones that got stolen from us.

  THUG #2 

(sluring)

Aye holms, I aint no dumb ass aye, I passed the ninth grade holms. How far did you get?

Stedman exits his car and approaches the Thugs wearing a pair of DARK SHADES. He looks cool even at night. 

STEDMAN

(throwing up the peace sign)

What’s up homies?

THUG #1

Aye holms, where’d you get those rims from? They look just like the ones that got stolen from me.

STEDMAN

They are your rims.

THUG #1

Why’d you steal my rims puto!?

STEDMAN

No, no, no. See, you got it all wrong, I didn’t steal them holms. I just “borrowed” them. 

THUG #2 

(drunk)

Yeah, but you borrowed them without our per…per…permi…(can’t figure out how to say permission)

THUG #3

Permission, holms!

THUG #2 (cont’d)

Yeah…..permission.

STEDMAN

(mocking them)

Come on, You guys sound like a bunch of cry babies now holms. Get over it. 

Thugs LOOK at one another in disbelief of Stedman’s bold cockiness.

Stedman notices the FAT JOINT in Thug #1’s hand. He SNIFFS the air smelling the strong aroma of high grade marijuana.

SNIFF, SNIFF, SNIFF….

STEDMAN (cont’d)

Smells like some good shit. (reaching over to take the joint out Thug #1’s hand) Mind if I try? 

STEDMAN

takes a long hard PULL on the joint. Holds the SMOKE in….COUGHS it out after but a moment. It’s some really good shit!

He hands the joint back to Thug #1

STEDMAN

That’s some good shit, later homeboys.

Stedman gives Thug #1 a POUND and starts up the stairs to his home.

Thugs #1, #2, and #3 look at each other, greatly PERPLEXED by Stedman’s new personality. 

THUG #3

What’s up with that dude holms?

Stedman stops short and turns around….

STEDMAN (to thugs)

Hey….You guys got anymore of that?

EXT. / INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – CAR – DAY

A TOWN CAR is parked in the John Mathews Lincoln Mercury back lot. We can’t see inside of it because the windows are too foggy with THICK SMOKE. 

A BOB MARLEY tune is heard faintly from outside the vehicle.

Inside the car, Stedman and Reggie smoke a fat JOINT.

BOB (VO)

“Don’t worry…about a thing….cause every little thing, gonna be alright…”

Reclined back into the passenger seat, Reggie holds the joint. Barely able to take another toke, he slowly moves it toward his lips, SUCKING in one last hit. 

REGGIE

(trying to hold smoke in)

I can’t believe it man, not only did I make my commission this month, but just like you said, I sold more cars this past week than I have since working here. Un-fucking-believable. You were right man. 

Reggie passes the JOINT to Stedman sitting in the back. Stedman’s legs are comfortably stretched out along the roomy seat, his LAPTOP computer sitting in his lap.

STEDMAN

(taking the joint)

I told you so didn’t I?

REGGIE

(looking back at Stedman) 

I don’t get it, how did you know? 

STEDMAN

smiles, takes a hit of the joint.

STEDMAN

You remember the idea you gave me about my book?

REGGIE

Yeah. What about it?

STEDMAN

You’re going to freak when I tell you. 

REGGIE

Tell me what?

STEDMAN 

reaches his hand to the front, turning the music off.

STEDMAN

Listen, you can’t mention this to anyone or you’ll blow everything for me. 

Stedman moves CLOSER to Richie to tell him the big secrete.

STEDMAN (cont’d)

Everything I write in the book comes true in real life!

Reggie remains STUCK in silence for a moment. Partly from the effects of the weed.

REGGIE

(amazed)

Woe. That’s trippy.

STEDMAN

(grinning)

It’s great! 

REGGIE

What took you so long to tell me?

STEDMAN

I had no intentions on telling anyone.

REGGIE

(thinking hard)

Oh yeah, there was something important I needed to tell you though.

STEDMAN

What is it?

REGGIE

I can’t remember.

STEDMAN

Huh.

Reggie thinks hard but he can’t remember. BEATING his fist against his forehead, he struggles to think.

REGGIE

Just give a second here. Ummm, Ummmm…(gives up)

Damn man! I can’t remember….My short term memory is shot! Too much weed or something.

Stedman and Reggie LOOK at the FAT JOINT still burning THICK SMOKE in Stedman’s hand. They obviously realize it’s to blame for Reggie’s memory loss.   

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – SALES FLOOR – DAY

Richie walks by the employee pictures on the wall and notices a new one of Stedman’s. 

At the bottom on a GOLD PLAQUE attached to the FRAME it reads, 

STEDMAN WRIGHT, GENERAL MANAGER, THE TOP DOG. 

Richie’s loathing for Stedman engulfs him. He looks around to see if anyone’s looking, then takes the picture off the wall.

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – BATHROOM – DAY

Richie enters a STALL, places Stedman’s photo on the toilet seat and prepares to take a piss on it. 

RICHIE

unzips his pants

RICHIE (to himself)

I got your Top Dog right here…

He proceeds to URINATE on the picture of Stedman.

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY - CAR - DAY

Stedman begins to TYPE, speaking the words out as he does.

STEDMAN

(typing)

“As the plot thickens, Sterling’s greatness abounds yet more and more….

Reggie interrupts….

REGGIE

What are doing?

STEDMAN

Helping you to remember. (continues typing)…“his greatness abounds yet more and more, becoming ever so clear amongst his peers and coworker’s alike. But his loyal side-kick and pupil in greatness, Rory….”
REGGIE

(doesn’t like that name)

Wait a minute. Rory? Is that supposed to be me?

STEDMAN

Yeah, it’s short for Gregory?

REGGIE

I don’t like that name.

STEDMAN (cont’d)

Never-mind, I’ll change the name later. (continues typing) “but his side-kick and pupil in greatness, Rory… forgets 

an important message he needed to tell his mentor. But suddenly, Rory’s faculties are restored and he recalls the matter in an instant!” 

Stedman stops typing and WAITS for Reggie to respond. 

STEDMAN (to Reggie)

You remember now?

REGGIE

(shaking his head)

No, I still don’t remember. (after a short pause) Wait a minute. I remember! Woe…that was good man.

STEDMAN 

Tell me.

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – SALES FLOOR – DAY

Richie returns with the pissy picture of Stedman, and hangs it back on the wall. 

He SHAKES some of the urine of his hands as he walks away.

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – CAR - DAY

STEDMAN

So they’re plotting to use Sarah to try and find out my secrete?

REGGIE

Yeah, they want to know why you’re so cool now.

STEDMAN

Listen, I need you to be my eyes and ears for me whenever I’m not around for awhile, okay. 

REGGIE

Sure, no problem at all.

EXT. / INT. STEDMAN HOME – NIGHT

Sarah approaches the front door of Stedman’s home and rings his doorbell, holding a bottle of JACK DANIELS. She’s dressed in a skin-tight get-up and SPRAY’S herself with Victoria Secret’s “Love Spell” at the door. 

The three Thugs are WHISTLING and CAT-CALLING her from the street.

THUG #1 (OS)

Hey baby, you don’t want that guy, come and get a real man sugar.

Stedman opens the door, wearing a cool velvet robe, DARK SHADES and puffing a PIPE.

Sarah enters inside.

Sarah holds the bottle up for Stedman.

STEDMAN

(taking the bottle)

Oh, oh, oh. Jack Daniels. (sarcastically) How did you ever know it’s my favorite? 

Sarah removes her coat and drops it to the floor. Wearing nothing but a bra she reveals her gorgeous body. 

STEDMAN

Nice.

INT. STEDMAN HOME – LIVING ROOM – NIGHT

Stedman reclines comfortably in his soft leather recliner as Sarah performs a sexy dance routine to a Britney Spears song, “SLAVE”. She’s dressed in nothing but a bra and panties. 

BRITNEY (VO)

“I’m a slave….for you….”

SARAH
moves her hips, shakes her breast, and dances provocatively for Stedman. Horribly off beat that is. She’s sexy but sucks at dancing. 

Stedman has his laptop sitting on his lap and TYPES as Sarah performs. He looks up every now and then, but his attention is mainly on his computer screen. He’s sipping Jack Daniels with ice from a straw, SUCKING the drink down like its juice until the glass is empty. 

Sarah gets frustrated and stops dancing. She picks up the remote from the SOFA and hits the STOP BUTTON to the stereo, no more Britney. 

SARAH

(sighs, hands on her hips)

Hey, you’re supposed to be watching me.

STEDMAN

I am. 

SARAH

No you’re not. You’re too busy staring into that stupid computer.

STEDMAN

It’s not a stupid computer okay. (under his breath) It’s a whole hell of a lot smarter than you are.

SARAH

Huh?

STEDMAN (cont’d)

I said I’m working on something important here.

SARAH

Well, I am too (speaking of her dance routine). Maybe you ought to make that thing your girlfriend. Why are you always typing on that thing like your life depends on it?

STEDMAN

Let’s just say, it’s like my very own form of therapy. 

SARAH

Why don’t you try medication?

STEDMAN 

(smiling)

Oh, this is so much better than any kind of medication. 

SARAH

(moving toward Stedman)

Well, why don’t you put it away now and play with these instead. 

SARAH (Back Facing Camera)

undoes her bra, letting her voluptuous breasts out of their restraints. 

STEDMAN

(yawns, uninterested)

Oh boy, no thanks. (looking at his wristwatch) Its late and I’m kind of tired.

Sarah SIGHS, gets FRUSTRATED and pulls her bra back together. 

SARAH

(just comes out with it)

Well just tell me what your secret is then.

STEDMAN

Secrete. What secrete?

SARAH

You know, the big secrete…..the one Mike, Richie and Jerry are trying to find out about, how you got be so cool or whatever. 

STEDMAN

There’s no secrete….coolness has always’ been apart of me, it just hasn’t had a chance to blossom until now, that’s all. 

Stedman closes his laptop, gets up and walks away.

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – SALES FLOOR – DAY

Sarah ENTERS the Dealership for work and heads straight to her receptionist station. 

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – RICHIE’S DESK - DAY

Richie, Mike and Jerry are huddled around Richie’s desk when she arrives.

JERRY 

(to Mike and Richie)

There she is…

Mike GOES to approach Sarah at her desk. 

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – SARAH’S STATION - DAY

Sarah puts her HEAD-SET on, sits down and starts TYPING. Mike approaches her station. 

Richie and Jerry hang in the background, WATCHING on.

Stedman PEEKS through the Venetian Blinds from inside his office, WATCHING them, unknowingly to Mike and Sarah.

MIKE

So… what happened? What did he tell you?

SARAH

(punching keys)

Nothing.

MIKE

Nothing. What do you mean, nothing? 

SARAH

He wouldn’t tell me.

MIKE

Did you do just like I told you?

SARAH

(stops typing, rolls her eyes)

Yes. I tried okay, he’s not telling me anything. Here’s your fifty bucks back. (lays the money on the counter and continues typing).

MIKE

takes the bill, shakes his head and walks back over to Richie and Jerry.

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – STEDMAN’S OFFICE – DAY

Stedman discerns what to do next. 

STEDMAN

(to himself)

I’ll fix those three. I’ll give’em an idea that they’ll never forget.

Stedman goes to sit down at his desk where his laptop sits waiting for him. He begins to TYPE.

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – RICHIE’S DESK - DAY 

Mike is back over at Richie’s desk. 

RICHIE (to Mike)

What’d she say?

MIKE

(shaking his head)

Nothin’. She said he wouldn’t tell her. Can you believe that? 

RICHIE

She’s full of crap!

JERRY

So what now?

Mike SHRUGS his shoulders, he’s fresh out of ideas.

RICHIE

I’ll tell you what now, we go to plan B.

JERRY

I didn’t know there was a plan B.

MIKE

I didn’t know there was a plan B either.

JERRY

So what the hell is plan B?

EXT. STEDMAN’S NIEGHBORHOOD – (A HOME) - NIGHT

Dressed in all black and wearing black skull caps, Richie, Mike and Jerry SNOOP outside Stedman’s home, or what they believe to be Stedman’s home!

CREEPING tightly single-file alongside the home, Richie is in the lead with Mike following second, and Jerry in the rear.  

They stop moving just below a WINDOW with the LIGHTS on.

JERRY (to Richie)

You call this your plan B? This is nuts!

RICHIE

Hey, if you’ve got a better idea then I’m waitin’ to hear it! 

Now, all’s we gotta do is spy on him through his kitchen window and find out what his secret is. I got a hunch its something he’s either eating or drinking, like maybe some kind of elixir or some type of special concoction he’s making. Whatever it is, we’re gonna find out!

MIKE (to Richie)

You’re sure this is the right house?

RICHIE

(whispering, trying not to yell loudly)

Yeah I’m sure! What do I look like, an idiot?! I checked his personal file on record. Now quiet before somebody hears us!

Richie slowly raises his head to PEEK through the window. 

RICHIE’S POV

We hear the COCKING SOUND of a pistol-grip pump SHOTGUN.

Now we see a BIG BLACK BARRELL pointed directly in Richie’s face. The shotgun is being held by a HUGE and heavily tattooed THUG. Big trouble!

Thugs #1, #2, and #3 emerge out of know where and approach the SNOOPERS. Thug #3 has a BASEBALL BAT in his hand.

THUG #1

Aye holms, what you puto’s snooping around our house for?!  

Richie, Mike and Jerry STAND straight up and put their backs against the wall, like they just got busted by the cops. 

We can see the FEAR written all over their faces. 

RICHIE 

(to himself, re: wrong house!) Oh boy. (to thugs) Ah, excuse us sir, please. 

We obviously made a big mistake, this is obviously the wrong house.

THUG #3

(anxious to kick their asses) 

No fuckin’ shit, aye! 

Thug #1 holds his arm out and prevents Thug #3 from advancing toward the men.

JERRY

(nervous)

We thought this was Stedman’s house. 

THUG #1

Stedman? 

THUG #3 (to Thug #1)

He’s talking about that crazy puto that lives across the street.

THUG #1 (to the trio)

This aint his house holms. He lives across the street. You guys fucked up.

MIKE

(pointing his finger over to Richie)

Ah, he fucked up. He…fucked up.

Richie gives Mike an EVIL facial expression.

JERRY

falls to his knees and starts bawling, begging for mercy!

JERRY

Oh God, please don’t kill us man! I’ve got two kids!

THUG #1

Quit your crying holms! You’re gonna wake up my Mom’s! 

We hear a VOICE from inside the house. It’s the Thugs elderly MAMMA. She PUSHES the shot-gun toting Thug out of the way in the window.

THUG #3

(re: Mamma)

Too late.

MAMMA 

(in Spanish)

Javier, Edwardo, and Lupe, what’s all that commotion I hear? (in English) What’s going on out there?

THUG #1

(to Mamma)

Nothing Mamma. Go back to sleep, we got everything under control.

Mamma aint buying it. She leaves from out of the window.

THUG #1 (cont’d)

(to Jerry, Richie and Mike)

We aint gonna kill you guys holms….

JERRY

(rising back to his feet)

Oh God, thank you!

THUG #1 (cont’d)

We’re just gonna kick your fucking asses! (to his homies, in Spanish) Get’em!

THUGS

proceed to kick, punch and beat on Richie, Mike and Jerry. 

MAMMA 

comes out of the house from the back door and begins to assist her Thug sons’ in beating the men with a BROOM.

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – RICHIE’S DESK – DAY

Sporting a thick NECK BRACE and looking pitiful, Richie sits with a COUPLE who wants to purchase a new car. They look CONCERNED about his appearance. 

RICHIE (to customer’s)

I can get you ten-five for the vehicle and that’s without all the extra’s. Anything outside of that is just ridiculous, can’t do it. 

Richie reclines back in his chair, irritating his neck…

RICHIE (cont’d)

Ouch!

COUPLE

looks at one another strangely. They notice Jerry over at his desk with a BRUISE under his eye, and then Mike at his desk RUBBING a hurt shoulder. Its obvious they’ve had the crap beat out of them.  

They see Reggie ASSISTING another customer OUTSIDE. He’s the only one that appears to be “normal”.

COUPLE #1 (man)

Are you okay?

RICHIE

Sure. I’m fine. Things couldn’t be better. (forces a fake smile). 

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – STEDMAN’S OFFICE - DAY

Stedman exits his office, (carrying his laptop of course) shutting the door behind him and making sure it’s locked. 

He walks past his EMPLOYEE PICTURE on the wall, noticing some peculiar dried up, yellowish STREAKS all over it. He continues on over to Sarah’s receptionist station. 

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – SARAH’S STATION – DAY

Sarah sits at her station reading a Mc Call’s magazine, headset around her head. Stedman approaches.

STEDMAN

I’m taking an early lunch. I’ll be back around three. Forward all my messages. 

SARAH

(smiles)

Okie, dokie. 

STEDMAN (cont’d)

Oh yeah, and have the cleaning guy wipe down my employee picture would you. Looks a little cruddy.

SARAH

Sure thing.

Stedman walks away and exits the building. Richie OBSERVES him leaving. Time for plan C!

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – RICHIE’S DESK – DAY

Richie gets up from his desk and HURRIES over to Mike’s.

RICHIE (to Mike)

(excited)

He’s gone, now’s are chance!

MIKE

What? 

RICHIE

(whispering)

Stedman, he’s gone! Now we can sneak into his office!

MIKE

Are you going mad or something? Need I remind you, the last time I went along with one of your plans we got our asses kicked? 

RICHIE

Look, that was different, okay! We were playing on his territory, but now we’re on our territory! So are you in or not?

Mike SIGHS, not really wanting to go along. He does anyway.

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – STEDMAN’S OFFICE (EXTERIOR DOORWAY) - DAY

Richie, Mike and Jerry stand outside the door to Stedman’s office, LOOKING around suspiciously, making sure know one’s paying attention to their scheme. 

Richie CHECKS the door, it’s LOCKED.

JERRY

Just how do you plan on getting inside of there? 

RICHIE

holds up a pair of KEYS.

RICHIE

With these…(sticking a key in the door) I found my old pair. 

Richie wiggles the key inside the door but it doesn’t open. He fiddles with it again, no luck. 

RICHIE

(tries another key)

Maybe its this one…

Mike YAWNS and looks at his expensive Mavado watch as Richie unsuccessfully struggles with the key. 

RICHIE

(pissed)

Dammit! He must’ve changed the locks! Bastard!

Reggie emerges out of know where from behind the men with a large cup of COFFEE in hand and SURPRISES them. 

REGGIE

Hey guys! What’s up!?

Richie, Mike and Jerry nearly jump out of their pants.

RICHIE

(after noticing its only Reggie)

Hey kid, don’t ever fucking sneak up on us like that again! 

REGGIE

Sorry.

RICHIE (cont’d)

Now, beat it. We got some business here.

REGGIE

Alright….

Reggie walks away.

RICHIE

(re: Reggie)

Fucking sneaky little bastard. What’s wrong with that fucking kid? 

MIKE

(stepping in front of Stedman’s door)

Step aside, I’ll get us in here. 

Richie moves out of the way.

Mike slips out a CREDIT CARD from his WALLET and slides it in between the DOOR SHAFT.

After fiddling with it for a second, he easily turns the DOOR KNOB and pushes the door open.

JERRY

Where’d you learn that?

MIKE

I wasn’t always a car salesmen (winks).

The TRIO enter the office. Richie shuts the door behind them.

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – STEDMAN’S OFFICE – DAY

Richie SNOOPS all around inside. He looks through desk drawers, under the desk, behind plants and wall fixtures, any and every where else trying to find some CLUE to Stedman’s new “super-cool” personality. 

JERRY (to Richie)

(sarcastic)

Find anything yet?

MIKE (to Richie)

(sarcastic)

So what do you figure it is now? He’s got some crystal ball in here?

Richie pauses, taking that remark SERIOUSLY.

RICHIE

Yeahhhh…That’s it! (proceeds to look for it) Where would he hide it though?

Mike ROLLS his eyes. 

JERRY

I gotta go to the john.

Jerry opens the door and steps out. Just as he turns the corner he SPOTS Stedman. Jerry backs away to CONCEAL himself.

JERRY’S POV

Stedman is listening to Reggie tell him something far off in the distance. Stedman looks toward his office, then heads that way.

JERRY

rushes back to Stedman’s office to WARN Richie and Mike.

JERRY

Get out of there! He’s coming back! 

Richie and Mike SCRAMBLE quickly to get out of the office. Richie makes sure he LIGHTLY shuts the door behind him. 

They make it out just in time, right before Stedman appears from around the corner. The Trio stands there pretending not to be doing anything.

STEDMAN

(to trio, suspicious)

What’s up guys?

RICHIE

Nothin’. Just hangin’ out.

MIKE

(looks at his watch)

Will ya’ look at that. Break times’ up already. (to Richie and Jerry) Talk to you guys later.

Mike SMILES composedly, gives Stedman a WINK and coolly struts away to the main sales floor. 

Jerry follows suit.

JERRY (to Richie) 

Yeah, chat with you later. 

Jerry walks away.

RICHIE (to Stedman)

I thought you were out for lunch?

STEDMAN

I forgot my car keys.

RICHIE

Oh.

Richie turns and walks away. Stedman’s eyes FOLLOW him suspiciously until he disappears around the corner. 

INT. A BAR – NIGHT

Richie, Mike and Jerry sit at a bar drinking pitchers of beer. Richie has had one too many.

RICHIE

(re: Stedman)

I’m getting so close to nailing that bastard I can taste it!

MIKE

(sarcastic)

Oh right, you’re about as close as you were when we got our asses kicked by a family of ex-con’s and then nearly got busted today breaking into his office. Yeah, you’re really getting close. 

RICHIE

(intoxicated)

Hey, you can be a smart ass all you want my friend. But I’m getting warmer. I can feel it, deep inside my groins, I feel it. 

JERRY

I’ve got an idea.

MIKE

This better be a good one. (takes a sip of beer) 

JERRY

We kill the owner by trapping the dog.  

MIKE 

What?

JERRY (cont’d)

It’s an old saying my dad used to say. 

MIKE

So what the hell are you talking about?

JERRY

Think about it. Who’s the only person that’s ever been friends with Stedman?

MIKE

(catches on)

Ahhhh….

RICHIE

Reggie!

JERRY (cont’d)

Bingo. And if he were to tell anyone what his secrete was, more than likely it’d be him. 

RICHIE

AH HA! So we nail Reggie, and get him to tell us what he knows! 

JERRY

Trap the dog, and you kill the master. 

Richie LIFTS his mug of beer in the air. Jerry and Mike LIFT their mugs of beer also.  

Richie pronounces a cheer.

RICHIE

To the downfall of Stedman and to our rise again to greatness! Cheers!

Beer mugs TAP. The men GULP down like Vikings!

EXT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – PARKING LOT – NIGHT

Reggie walks to his car after a long day at work. 

WHISTLING along he reaches his car and proceeds to put the key in the door. Mike Caruso suddenly approaches him from behind and WRAPS his ARM around him like he’s his best friend.

MIKE

Hey Reg! What’s up my brother!?

REGGIE

What’s up man.

MIKE (cont’d)

Listen, how ‘bout throwing back a few cold ones with me tonight? I’m gonna roll over to that new strip club on Sunset, have a few beers maybe a lap dance or two. So how ‘bout it huh?

REGGIE

Thanks, but I’m not really in the mood tonight. It’s been a long day and I’m really pooped (yawns). Next time.(tries to put his car keys in the door)

MIKE

(moving Reggie’s hand away from the car door)

Come on, it’ll be fun. I’m paying and you can ride in my car. 

REGGIE

No thanks man, I don’t….

A BLACK TOWN CAR

comes to a SCREECHING halt in front of Reggie and Mike. The driver’s side rear door flies open. Mike PUSHES Reggie inside. 

REGGIE

Hey man! What the….!?

Mike gets in after him, SLAMS the door shut. The Town Car PEELS away out of the parking lot and SPEEDS off into the L.A. night.

INT. RICHIE’S BASEMENT – NIGHT

Reggie sits TIED UP to a chair in the middle of a basement. He’s shirtless and wearing nothing but his boxer briefs. His EYES pop out with WORRY as the Trio SINGS to him after drinking lots of JIM BEAM liquor.

REGGIE’S POV

We see Richie, Mike and Jerry sitting near-by at the basement BAR. A HUGE bottle of JIM BEAM sitting in-between them.

THE TRIO (in unison)

(intoxicated)

“For he’s a jolly good fellow, for he’s a jolly good fellow, for he’s a jolly good fellow….That knowbody can deny!” Yeahhhh!

The TRIO swallow down what’s left in their drinking glasses.

Reggie tries to SPEAK. A strip of TAPE covers his mouth. Of course we can’t make out what he’s trying to say.

JERRY

He’s trying to say something.

Richie goes to RIP the tape away from his mouth. 

REGGIE

(catching his breath)

What the hell are guys doing man!? And if I’m such a jolly good fellow, then why am I tied up like this?

RICHIE

Because we kidnapped you, Duhhh.

The Trio LAUGHS in unison. 

MIKE (to Reggie)

Just relax brother-man. We aint gonna hurt you.

REGGIE

What do you guys want from me man?

RICHIE

Hey Reg, you want a drink? I want a drink. (to Mike and Jerry) You guys want a drink?

MIKE

Sure.

JERRY

I’ll have another one.

Jerry conveniently grabs the bottle and pours himself and Mike another drink. Richie walks over to the bar and palms the bottle of JIM BEAM liquor. He pours himself another drink. The trio makes a TOAST, to Reggie.

RICHIE

(holding glasses in the air)

To Reggie….

Glasses TAP, and they drink the liquor down like pro’s. 

MIKE (to Reggie)

(reaching inside his sports coat, pulling out a joint) I got a present for you Reg. 

Reggie’s eyebrow’s LIFT.

MIKE (cont’d)

(grinning)

Ahhh, how ‘bout that huh. I knew you’d like that. (puts the joint in his mouth) Its some good shit too. 

Mike pulls out a lighter from his pocket and LIGHTS the joint. He takes a quick PUFF to get it going, walks over to Reggie and places the joint in his mouth. 

MIKE (to Reggie)

Puff away my friend. 

Reggie PUFFS, although he still has a WORRIRED expression on his face.

RICHIE (to Reggie)

Have’n fun Reg? 

Reggie SHAKES his head NO. What’s with these guys?

RICHIE (cont’d)

Awe, come on man. You got that nice cozy chair there, a nice big fat joint to puff on. (being sarcastic) All that hospitality. How ‘bout a drink then?

Richie walks over to Reggie and takes the joint out of his mouth. 

REGGIE

No thanks man, just tell me what you guys want.

RICHIE

holds the bottle of liquor up above Reggie’s head, ready to pour.

RICHIE

Come on. Don’t be a party-pooper bro-ham. Open up.

Reggie reluctantly leans his head back and opens his mouth. Richie proceeds to POUR, POUR and POUR, until Reggie can’t gulp anymore and tilts his head upright again. Liquor SPILLS on top of his head.

MIKE

(laughing)

‘at a boy Reg!

Reggie FROWNS as he swallows down the strong liquor. Richie puts the FAT JOINT back in Reggie’s mouth. 

RICHIE

Okay, okay. Time to get down to business. (to Reggie) You wanna know why you’re here? I’m gonna tell you why. You’re gonna tell us Stedman’s secrete, that’s why.

REGGIE

(drops the joint from his mouth) 

I don’t know what you’re talking about? What secrete?

RICHIE 

Wrong answer my friend.

Reggie’s leg starts BURNING from the lit joint that’s now sitting on his lap.

REGGIE 

(re: joint burning on his lap)

OUCH, ouch!

Reggie WIGGLES around trying to get it off. 

REGGIE (to Richie)

(panicking)

Get it off me man!

RICHIE

Not until you tell me Stedman’s secrete.

REGGIE

I swear, I don’t know what you’re talking about! Please, get it off!

Reggie wiggles around until he finally FLIPS himself over with the chair, FALLING flat on his side. The joint falls off of him.

RICHIE

(re: Reggie)

Christ! 

Richie goes to turn him right side up. 

RICHIE (to Jerry or Mike)

Give me hand will ya’.

Mike gets up and helps him LIFT Reggie back right side up. 

RICHIE

Okay here’s the deal Reg, I’m going to give you one more chance to tell me. What’s his secrete?

REGGIE

I swear man, I don’t know what you’re talking about and that’s the truth!

RICHIE (to Jerry)

(still looking at Reggie) 

Jerry….Do me a favor and hand me that feather duster behind the bar will you. 

Jerry gets up and looks behind the bar. He bends down then comes up a FEATHER DUSTER.

JERRY (to Richie)

(holding up the duster)

You mean this?

RICHIE

(turns around to look)

Yelp….that’s it.

Jerry brings Richie the duster. 

JERRY (to Richie)

(chuckling)

What are going to do with that?

REGGIE

Yeah, what are going to do with that?

RICHIE

I’m going to tickle you senseless until you tell me Stedman’s secrete!

Richie proceeds to TWIRL the feather duster all around Reggie’s bare torso, tickling him to death! 

Reggie LUAGHS and WIGGLES all over in a tickled torture!

REGGIE

(tickled to death)

Stop! Oh God please stop! This is madness! You guys are insane!

Richie TICKLES more. Reggie WIGGLES and LAUGHS more until he can’t bare it any longer. 

REGGIE 

Okay, stop! Please stop! I’ll tell you! I’ll tell you everything I know!

Richie stops tickling. Reggie catches his breath and tries to regain composure. Mike, Jerry and Richie WAIT for him to respond. 

REGGIE

(holding his head down)

Oh God, I’ll never forgive myself for this.

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – STEDMAN’S OFFICE – DAY

Stedman finishes rolling a FAT JOINT. He LICKS it and tightly wraps it into a perfect cigarette. He puts the joint in his sports coat pocket and presses the CALL BUTTON to Sarah’s desk.

BEEP…

SARAH (VO)

(through speaker-phone)

Yes….

STEDMAN 

(into speaker-phone)

Sarah, send Reggie in my office will you. 

SARAH (VO)

He’s not here.

Stedman thinks to himself, what? He LOOKS at his wrist WHATCH, it reads…ONE FORTY-FIVE PM. 

STEDMAN

gets up and walks out of his office to the main sales floor.

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – SALES FLOOR – DAY

Stedman steps out onto the wide open main sales floor area. 

STEDMAN’S POV

Looks toward Reggie’s desk, no Reggie. He SCANS the entire sales floor area, no Reggie. 

Stedman walks over to Jerry Sams sitting at his desk TALKING on the phone. 

STEDMAN 

(to Jerry)

Has anyone seen Reggie today?

JERRY

covers his hand over the phone.

JERRY

No, I haven’t seen him. 

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – MIKE’S DESK – DAY

Mike finishes closing a deal with two FEMALE CUSTOMER’S.

MIKE 

(to Stedman)

Nope. Haven’t seen him. (to customer’s) Just sign right there and we’ve got a deal. 

Mike hands FEMALE CUSTOMER his fancy INK PEN and she signs. 

Stedman walks away. 

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – RICHIE’S DESK – DAY

RICHIE

(to Stedman)

Haven’t seen him. Maybe he’s out sick?

STEDMAN

Yeah, maybe.

Stedman turns and walks away.

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – SARAH’S STATION – DAY

STEDMAN

(to Sarah)

He didn’t call in?

SARAH

(filing her nails)

Nope.

Stedman leans against Sarah’s station momentarily, thinking. 

Hmmmmm, unusual. 

Stedman walks away.

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – STEDMAN’S OFFICE – DAY

Stedman sits in his office chair LEANING BACK with his legs crossed and feet kicked up on his desk. His LAPTOP computer sits comfortably on the side. 

HOLDING UP a FAT JOINT.

STEDMAN

(to the joint)

Well, I guess it’s just me and you today ole chum. 

STEDMAN 

lights the joint with a lighter. He begins PUFFING. THICK SMOKE rises as he enjoys greatly. 

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – RICHIE’S DESK - DAY

Richie and Mike and Jerry gather over by his desk. They prepare to carry out their SCHEME to steal Stedman’s laptop.

RICHIE

(whispering to Mike)

Okay, I’ll draw’em out of the office. When I do, you rush in and grab the computer, got it? 

MIKE

Yeah, got it….

RICHIE (cont’d)

We run outside with it and then smash it into a million pieces! (to Jerry) You stay here until I bring him out, got it?

JERRY

Lets’ nail the bastard!

Mike and Richie walk off to Stedman’s office. 

CUT TO:

INT. RICHIE’S BASEMENT – DAY

Reggie WIGGLES his way out of his restraints in the chair. After freeing himself he rips the TAPE wrapped around his mouth and head so he can yell. 

REGGIE

(grabbing his head as if pulling his hair out)

Ahhhhhhhh!

He DARTS out of the basement wearing nothing but his boxer briefs.

EXT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY - STEDMAN’S OFFICE – DAY

Richie and Mike stand outside the door to Stedman’s office preparing to implement their SCHEME to STEAL his laptop computer.

Richie stands in FRONT of the door, Mike positions himself a bit off to the side. His job is to run in and GRAB the computer once Richie draws Stedman out. 

RICHIE

(whispering to Mike)

Ready?

MIKE

Go!

RICHIE

bangs frantically on Stedman’s door.

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY - STEDMAN’S OFFICE – DAY

Stedman hears the BANGS and SCRAMBLES to put out his joint. WAVING the smoke away as best he can, he hears Richie YELLING something on the other side of the door.

RICHIE (VO)

(from other side of door)

Oh my God Stedman, Stedman! Hurry, come quick! Something terrible has happened to Reggie!

Stedman SPRAYS the office generously with a can of AIR FRESHENER and then hurries to OPEN the door.

A FRANTIC Richie STANDS there URGING him.

RICHIE

(convincingly excited)

Oh God, Stedman….

STEDMAN

(worried)

What’s wrong?

RICHIE

(grabbing onto Stedman’s sport coat)

Oh my God, it’s Reggie! He’s been kidnapped! The police are on the sales floor now, they want to talk to you. 

STEDMAN

Oh no…

Stedman RUSHES out toward the sales floor with Richie closely behind him. His laptop computer sits right there on his desk with the door left WIDE OPEN.

Mike HURRIES inside the office after they run out of sight and UNPLUGS the laptop. 

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – SALES FLOOR – DAY

Stedman enters out onto the main sales floor area, Richie close behind him. He STOPS short, LOOKING around for the police. No sign of them. 

STEDMAN (to Richie)

(re: no police presence)

Where are they? 

Mike suddenly BOLTS past them from behind, HOLDING the LAPTOP.

MIKE

(running)

I GOT IT!

Stedman realizes it’s a trick!

STEDMAN

You bastards! (to Mike, darting after him) Give it back!

MIKE 

runs toward the main door. Stedman in hot pursuit. 

Suddenly, Reggie APPEARS and THROWS open the main glass door. He ENTERS inside still wearing his boxer briefs and pair of black dress socks. 

Mike sees him. Oh NO! Stedman sees him. What the….?

REGGIE 

Stedman! They kidnapped me and made me tell them everything about the computer and the book! Get’em..!

MIKE 

turns and runs back toward Jerry’s desk near the desk spaces to the left to avoid colliding head on with Stedman. 

Stedman CHASES after him. Reggie joins the pursuit. 

MIKE

circles around Jerry’s desk, Stedman hot on his heels. Reggie is not far behind.  

JERRY

grabs hold of  Reggie, wrapping his massive, fat body tightly around him.  

Mike RUNS off toward the back, heading for the SERVICE DEPARTMENT exit. Stedman still in HOT PURSUIT.  

RICHIE

sticks out his foot and TRIPS Stedman as he runs past in pursuit of Mike. 

Richie then RUNS off right behind Mike. 

Stedman gets right back up and continues CHASING after them.

NEW VEIW,

REGGIE

struggles VIGOROUSLY to break free of Jerry’s HOLD. 

Jerry LUAGHS at his attempts, feeling overconfident. Finally, Reggie is able to get one arm free and SMASH his ELBOW into the soft gelatin of Jerry’s stomach. 

OHFFF!

Jerry immediately let’s go, BUCKLING over. Reggie runs off toward the back after Stedman and the other’s. 

NEW VEIW,

Sarah STANDS up, witnessing all these things take place from her receptionist station. She disconnects her HEAD-SET and follows behind after Reggie. 

INT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – SERVICE STATION - DAY

Mike DARTS through the busy service area, Richie right behind him and Stedman in full pursuit, SHOUTING at them.

STEDMAN

(to anyone)

Stop! Stop him! Get him now!

The SERVICE EMPLOYEES stop and LOOK, wondering….What the heck is going on?

Reggie comes RUNNING right behind Stedman, and Sarah right behind him. 

THE SERVICE EMPLOYEES really look CONFUSED after seeing Reggie run by wearing nothing but boxer brief’s and dress sox. A few of them filter outside to see what’s going on.

Jerry comes WOBBLING out behind everyone. He can’t run very fast, he’s too damn fat.

EXT. JOHN MATTHEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – BACK LOT – DAY

Mike Caruso can’t run anymore. He hands the laptop to Richie.

MIKE (to Richie)

(catching his breath)

That’s it, I’m out of gas…Here (hands Richie the laptop)

Richie runs off a bit further in the distance with the laptop and stops. He LIFTS the computer high above his head with both arms, preparing to SMASH it to the ground.

Stedman, Reggie, Sarah, a few SERVICEMEN and finally Jerry exit from the rear to see Richie with the laptop above his head, ready to destroy it. 

STEDMAN (SLOW MOTION)

runs toward Richie screaming….

STEDMAN

Noooooooooooooo!

RICHIE (SLOW MOTION)

throws the laptop down to the ground with all his might!

LAPTOP

smashes on the ground. Parts FLY everywhere. 

CUT TO:

INT. STEDMAN’S HOME – BEDROOM – DAY

Stedman suddenly AWAKENS from a terrible NIGHTMARE.

STEDMAN

sits up in his bed SCREAMING! He’s covered in SWEAT.

We hear his ALARM CLOCK sitting on his nightstand going off. 

BEEP! BEEP! BEEP! BEEP! BEEP! The time on it reads SIX THIRTY AM. 

Stedman turns it off. WIPES the SWEAT off his face.

The PHONE RINGS.

Stedman gets up to answer it. 

STEDMAN

(into phone)

Hello?

It’s Stedman’s MOM. She’s calling to SING happy birthday to him.

MOM (VO) (through phone)

Happy birthday to you. Happy birthday to you. Happy birthday dear Steddy….Happy birthday to you. 

STEDMAN

(takes a deep breath)

Hi mom. You wouldn’t believe….I just had the weirdest dream. 

MOM (VO)

Really? About your book?

STEDMAN

I can’t go into it right now, but it gave me the confidence to do something I’ve been wanting to do for a long time now. 

CUT TO:

INT. JOHN MATTEWS LINCOLN MERCURY – RICHIE’S OFFICE – DAY

Stedman sits in front of Richie in his office. 

STEDMAN

I quit.

RICHIE

(surprised)

You what?!

STEDMAN

You heard me, I quit. 

RICHIE

You can’t quit. Who the hell do you think you are?! You’re nothin’, you’re a know body! You need this job!

STEDMAN

(very polite)

I’m going to go write my book now, and frankly, (smiling) you and this job can kiss my ass. 

Stedman gets up and heads toward the door carrying his laptop. Stedman OPENS the door to leave.

Richie STANDS UP, boiling mad, SCREAMING at Stedman.

RICHIE

(yelling)

You’ll never amount to a hill of beans, you hear me! You’re fired! Go write that in your damn book! 

Stedman walks out of Richie’s office SMILING all the way. Just as he nears the corner to the main sales floor, Reggie approaches. Hearing all the commotion, he asks Stedman what happened.

REGGIE (to Stedman)

(walking alongside him)

Hey Sted, what just happened in there?

STEDMAN

Oh nothing’. I just quit, that’s all.

REGGIE

Really….I didn’t think you had the balls to do that. 

Stedman heads for the door. Mike and Jerry LOOK on as he walks through the main sales floor area with Reggie. 

REGGIE (cont’d)

So what are you going to do now?

Richie comes out of his office to YELL some more.

RICHIE (to Stedman)

(from a distance)

And don’t come back when your little book flops and you’re eating out of a goddamn dumpster! You hear me?!

STEDMAN (to Reggie)

Something I’ve been waiting to do for a long time now. 

Mike, Jerry and Sarah approach Richie, WATCHING as Stedman walks out of the dealership door for the last time.

SARAH 

What happened?

RICHIE

He quit.

Mike and Jerry give one another a high-five. 

JERRY

(happy)

Alright!

MIKE

Good riddance. 

JERRY (to Richie)

Can I have his desk?

CUT TO:

INT. BARNES AND NOBLES – (INCLUDES OPRAH MONTAGE) - DAY

Stedman SIGNS books at a table for hundreds of admirers.

We see copies of his new best-seller, “STANLEY THE GREAT” sitting on display holders along the table. They have the OPARH’S BOOK CLUB STICKER on them. 

Stedman kindly GREETS and SIGNS each patrons book as they step forward.

A small TELEVISION sits near a display showing a taping of Stedman on the Oprah Winfrey Show. 

ON TELEVISION

HANDS CLAP as the show gets underway and Oprah enters on the set. 

OPRAH

Thank you, thank you all. (clapping ceases) Today on the show we have a brilliant new writer, Author of the hot new best seller, “STANLEY THE GREAT”, please welcome Mister Stedman Wright. 

The AUDIENCE CLAPS. Stedman comes out grinning, dressed in an Armani suit and behaving like a movie star. He coolly stops in front of the crowd to accept his standing ovation.

STEDMAN

(arms stretched out, as if embracing a hug) Thank you, you’re too kind. Thank you. (goes to sit with Oprah).

BACK TO SCENE

A HAND 

hands Stedman a BOOK to sign. 

STEDMAN

(not looking up)

Who should I make this out to?

A WOMAN’S VOICE

Who do you think?

Stedman LOOKS UP. Standing there is Reggie and Sarah.

Stedman SMILES. 

REGGIE

You didn’t think we’d miss out on your book signing did you? You’re the only celebrity we know!

CUT TO:

INT. BARNES AND NOBLES – (PICTURE SHOOT) – DAY

Reggie, Stedman and Sarah stand in front of his book signing table for a picture. 

We see a BRIGHT FLASH go off. Sarah BLINKS her lashes and SMILES dreamily at Stedman.  

SARAH

Stedman….I was just wondering, if you weren’t busy sometime….maybe we could do lunch or something?

STEDMAN

Oh, that’s really sweet of you. But sorry, I’m sort of busy all the time.

Sarah’s SMILE turns into a sad face. 

Stedman PINCHES her cheeks as if she were a small child and walks off with Reggie. 

Stedman puts his arm around Reggie.

STEDMAN

(walking away from Sarah)

Hey Reg, you need a job?

REGGIE

Hell yeah man….I’m tired of kissing ass at that dealership…..

Fade Out…

