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SEVEN SERIES, SIX SHOOTERS
INT. DOMENIC’S BEDROOM – NIGHT

A pair of jeans, boxer shorts, and a bra are strewn about the room. DOMENIC DEFRANCO, early twenties with slick black hair, lies in his bed with GIANNA SANTINI, a stunningly beautiful brunette of the same age. They are both sweaty and disheveled, underneath the covers, staring at the ceiling.

Domenic leans back and grins with a look of accomplishment. Gianna also smiles and breathes heavily.

GIANNA






(giggling)





Well, that was different.

Domenic rolls over and tickles Gianna. They both laugh and then kiss. He gets on top of her and pins her arms down and they both look at the clock that reads nine PM.

GIANNA

  Dom, you gotta go to work?

DOMENIC





Fuck it, G, I’ll be late for once.

He kisses her neck and she digs her fingers into his shoulders.

EXT. FOUR LEAF CLOVER PUB – NIGHT

The sky is clear but it is a cold night. ANTHONY “SIP” SCIPIONE, a tall and dark in his early twenties, stands with JUSTIN “JAY MACK” McCORMICK, short, in his mid-twenties with spiked hair. 

Domenic approaches them, smiling widely.

JAY MACK

You’re an hour late. Bang Gianna 

when you’re not on the clock.

DOMENIC





It’s a fuckin’ Tuesday. Who’s here?

JAY MACK

We’re empty, but that don’t matter. 

You’re late, my dad’s pissed.

SIP

Actually, Dom, Richie Vespa’s 

sittin’ at the bar.

INT. FOUR LEAF CLOVER PUB – A MOMENT LATER

Domenic walks in and goes behind the bar. RICHIE VESPA, a gangster in his mid—fifties impeccably dressed in a black suit, sits at the bar sipping a scotch. SEVERAL CONSTRUCTION WORKERS stand by the dartboard drinking beers and joking with one another.

DOMENIC






(shaking Richie’s hand)





Hey, Richie, how you doin’?

RICHIE





Fine, Domenic, fine. Mario just

 



wanted me to come by and see 

how business is.


(sips his drink)

Our business.

Domenic nods his head in agreement.

EXT. FOUR LEAF CLOVER PUB – MOMENTS LATER


Sip and Jay Mack are still standing outside the bar on the corner. Sip puffs a cigarette. Suddenly, the bass from a car stereo grows closer and closer. They direct their attention to the street.

A silver BMW 745i with tinted windows cruises to a stop at the corner and pulls over. The door opens and out steps JOHNNY MONTE CARLO, a skinny thirty something hustler with an air of conceit.

JAY MACK

Johnny Monte Carlo! What’s up, 

you dickhead!

Johnny walks over to them and shakes their hands. They AD LIB.

SIP





He’s inside. Nice wheels, what 

happened to the old ride?

JOHNNY 

It’s in the garage. I’m thinkin’ about sellin’ it though.

INT. FOUR LEAF CLOVER PUB – A MOMENT LATER


Johnny enters the bar. Domenic and Richie turn their attention to the door.

DOMENIC






(surprised)





Holy shit.

JOHNNY





Hey, Dom-O!


RICHIE

(muttering)

This fuckin’ guy. Dom, remember 

what we talked about, stop by 

the barber shop this week.

Domenic nods and shakes Richie’s hand. Richie gets up from the stool and walks toward the door. He and Johnny bump into one another. 

JOHNNY





Watch where you’re goin’. These 

sneakers cost more than your suit.

Domenic’s eyes widen as Richie turns around to face Johnny.

RICHIE





What’s that, tough guy?

Sip and Jay Mack enter the bar.

DOMENIC




Johnny, just let it go. Richie, 

I apologize.

Johnny swings and knocks Richie to the ground. Sip and Jay Mack grab Johnny and restrain him. Domenic leaps over the bar and helps Richie, his mouth bleeding, to his feet.

JOHNNY






(maniacally)





You think I was gonna come back and 

not start some shit? Come on.

Jay Mack grabs Johnny and whispers in his ear.

JAY MACK





Fuckin’ idiot, you just hit the 

wrong guy.

Richie looks at Johnny and smirks. 

EXT. FOUR LEAF CLOVER PUB – LATER THAT NIGHT

Jay Mack locks the door while Domenic waits for him anxiously.

JAY MACK

Johnny’ll only be in town a 

few days. Don’t worry, this should 

all blow over by tomorrow

DOMENIC





I know Richie. Trust me, it won’t.

EXT. SAINT RITA’S CHURCH – DAY


It is raining.

INT. SAINT RITA’S CHURCH – A MOMENT LATER

The church is nearly empty. An OLD WOMAN kneels and prays the rosary quietly.

INT. CONFESSIONAL – SAME TIME 

Domenic rubs the back of his neck and looks distressed. He fidgets nervously and taps on the small window slightly, waiting for a response from FATHER MICHAEL LOUGHLIN who remains unseen.

DOMENIC





So, Father, what should I do 

about this?

FATHER LOUGHLIN (OS)





I’m thinking, Domenic, I’m thinking.






(beat)





Richie Vespa’s a made guy?

DOMENIC





Yeah, but Johnny Monte Carlo did a 

lot for me when I was growin’ up.

FATHER LOUGHLIN (OS)





I understand that, but what has 

he done for you lately?

Domenic doesn’t respond.

FATHER LOUGHLIN (OS)





Exactly. Dom, I know his business- 

Johnny doesn’t care about you anymore. 

DOMENIC





I guess you’re right.

FATHER LOUGHLIN (OS)





I know I’m right. Whatever Richie does

 



will probably be right too. Now, 

put me down for five hundred on 

the Celtics tomorrow night.

INT. DOMENIC’S KITCHEN – NIGHT

ANITA DEFRANCO, Domenic’s mother, a short brunette in her mid-forties, stands at the counter preparing chicken parmesan and spaghetti for Domenic and Johnny who are sitting at the table.

JOHNNY





Anita, I’ll tell ya, that smells 





delicious.

ANITA






 (bringing the dishes to the table)





Thank you, Johnny, it’s great 
to see you.What have you been up
 to for all this time?

JOHNNY





Mostly helping my uncle out in 

Baltimore, he likes it out there, 

real nice place.

Domenic stares at him, twirling his spaghetti unconsciously.

ANITA





 Oh, I’m sure.

JOHNNY





 Dom, let’s take a ride in the 

 beamer after dinner, alright?

Domenic nods.

EXT. CITY STREET – NIGHT

The streets are wet from the rain. Johnny’s BMW blows through a red light and splashes through a giant puddle.

INT. BMW – SAME TIME

Rap music plays softly in the background. Domenic sits in the passenger seat with his eyes wide.

DOMENIC





 Slow down, would ya?

JOHNNY





 Relax, it’s a beamer. What? You 

 want me to drive like your mother?

DOMENIC




 No, but I’d like to live to fucking 

 see tomorrow.

The car accelerates.

JOHNNY





 What’s this guy Richie Vespa’s deal? 

 He gonna kill me or what?

DOMENIC

I wouldn’t take it that far, but 

he’ll probably fuck ya up.

EXT. CITY STREET – A MOMENT LATER

The car makes a hard right turn and the tires screech.

DOMENIC (OS)





 Oh, Christ.

INT. BMW – SAME TIME

Domenic straps his seat belt on quickly.

JOHNNY





 You’re a pussy. I’m not worried 

about that. We should have some 

fun while I’m here.

EXT. STRIP CLUB – NIGHT

Johnny’s BMW and only a few other cars are scattered throughout the parking lot.

INT. STRIP CLUB – A MOMENT LATER

Domenic and Johnny sit at the stage drinking beers. Domenic appears tired and bored while Johnny is obviously drunk, ogling the girls and throwing dollars bills out of a large stack of cash.

DOMENIC






(checking his watch)





 John, come on, I got school 

 tomorrow.

JOHNNY





 Huh? Don’t be a bitch.

DOMENIC





  I got school.

JOHNNY





 Pssh. Who cares? You get me 

 outta this Richie Vespa thing, 

 I’ll give you the old Monte. Free.

A STRIPPER, seen only from the knees down, walks across the stage and stops in front of Johnny. He smiles and peels more money from his wad of cash.

EXT. BULK UP GYM – DAY

The sun is shining.

INT. BULK UP GYM – A MOMENT LATER

Sip and Jay Mack stand by the dumbbells, picking out their weights. They look at themselves in the mirror as they curl.

SIP





  I’m dying to know where 

  Mr. Fitness is.

JAY MACK






(curling)





  Six, seven...






(pause)





  Probably at G’s house.

Domenic enters.

SIP





There he goes. Already get 

your workout in?

Domenic, haggard from the night before, gives him the finger.

JAY MACK





Guess I was wrong.

SIP





What’s the matter?

DOMENIC






 (approaching them)





What do you think is the matter?

SIP




I was just gonna assume you 

didn’t get laid or something.

DOMENIC





Yeah, there’s that, and there’s 

the fact that Johnny Monte Carlo 

had me out until three in the morning.

Sip and Jay Mack laugh. Jay Mack puts 45 pound plates on each side of a bar to setup for bench pressing.

JAY MACK





Dom, stop bullshittin’ around and

 



start movin’ some weight.

DOMENIC





You guys go ‘head, I got agida, I’ll 

spot ya or something.

EXT. MARIO’S BARBER SHOP – LATER THAT DAY

Sip sits in a green Honda Accord parked outside the shop. Domenic goes inside.

INT. MARIO’S BARBER SHOP – A MOMENT LATER

When Domenic walks in, A FEW OLD MEN look up and nod. Richie Vespa is sitting in a barber’s chair reading a newspaper. There are five chairs in the shop but only TWO BARBERS are cutting hair.

RICHIE





Domenic, get over here, ya nut.

DOMENIC





Hey, Richie, sorry about the other 

night. I talked to that guy.

RICHIE





Johnny? Oh, you can’t just talk 

to Johnny. 

DOMENIC





Why not?

RICHIE





Because Johnny Monte Carlo needs 

 
a fuckin’ brick rammed into his skull 

before he understands anything.

DOMENIC





Richie, the guy’s gonna be outta 

town in three more days, just let 

me keep him under control.

RICHIE





I don’t care if he was leavin’ in 

a half hour, I don’t want to see 

him back around here again.

Richie goes back to reading the paper as if the conversation is over. Domenic walks toward the door and shakes his head.

RICHIE (OS)





Hey, Dom-

Domenic turns around and looks at him.

RICHIE





Mario doesn’t want you involved, 

we’ll take care of him. That’s an 

order.

EXT. FOUR LEAF CLOVER PUB – EARLY EVENING

A car drives by.

INT. BATHROOM – SIMULTANEOUSLY

Domenic and Sip are smoking a joint.

DOMENIC





Sip, seriously, you think he’ll 

kill him?

SIP






 (passes the joint to Domenic)





I think he wants to, Dom.
     No joke.

Jay Mack opens the bathroom door.

JAY MACK





What the fuck? Die that shit out. 

My dad’s gonna be here soon.

Domenic tosses the joint into the toilet.
DOMENIC





Sorry, Jay, I’m just stressed out.

JAY MACK





Then why are you here? You’re not 

even working tonight.

Domenic’s shrugs and shakes his head.
INT. DOMENIC’S BEDROOM – NIGHT

Domenic holds Gianna up against a wall while they kiss passionately. He begins taking off her shirt as she grabs his belt buckle and starts to undo it.

A door opens loudly OS. Domenic and Gianna stop and look at each other nervously.

ANITA (OS)






(calling from downstairs)





Domenic, I’m home. Come help me with 

these groceries.

DOMENIC






(quietly to Gianna)





Shit. Quick, get dressed.






(calling to his mother)





One second, Ma.

GIANNA





Dom, where am I goin’?

DOMENIC





I dunno, G, sneak out.

GIANNA





It’s a two story drop onto 

concrete.

Domenic runs out of the room.

INT. LIVING ROOM – A MOMENT LATER

Domenic, shirtless, comes down the stairs and grabs the bags Anita is bringing in the front door.

ANITA





Christ, can you move a little 

quicker?

DOMENIC





 Sorry, Ma.

Gianna slowly walks down the steps, embarrassed. Anita looks at her and then looks at Domenic.

ANITA






 (surprised)





 Hey, G.

GIANNA





 Hi, Anita.


Domenic looks at both of them.

DOMENIC





 So, Ma, you’re home early.

EXT. CITY STREET – DAY


Gianna walks down the street carrying a Macy’s bag in one hand while talking on her cell phone.

GIANNA






  (into phone)





 I’m tellin’ you, Nicole, she’s a 

 pretty cool lady. No, she actually 

 asked me to stay for dinner. Uh huh-

Domenic, wearing sunglasses, pulls up beside her slowly in a red, 1986 Monte Carlo with shiny gold rims. Gianna glances at him and is taken aback. He smirks.

GIANNA






  (into phone)





 Nicole, um, I gotta call ya back.

INT. MONTE CARLO – MOMENTS LATER

Gianna admires the red and black suede interior of the car, running her fingers across the seat.

GIANNA





 So, Johnny gave this to you?

DOMENIC

 Nope, I’m just test driving it. 

 Pretty smooth ride for an 86.

Gianna nods. Domenic’s cell phone rings and he answers it.

DOMENIC






 (into phone)





 Hello?

INT. FOUR LEAF CLOVER PUB – SIMULTANEOUSLY

Sip is sitting at the bar.

SIP





 Dom, listen, Richie’s definitely 

 fuckin’ serious about the Johnny 

 thing.

DOMENIC (OS)





 What? How do you know?

SIP





‘Cause I just lent two grand to 

 some guy who owes you for the Eagles 

 game last week. The brick thing, yeah,

 Richie’s planning to do that.

DOMENIC (OS)





 What am I supposed to do?

SIP





 I’d stop drivin’ the Monte for one 

 thing.

Sip hangs up the phone.

INT. MONTE CARLO – A MOMENT LATER

Domenic hangs up the phone, sighs, and looks at Gianna.

GIANNA





 What?

EXT. SAINT RITA’S CHURCH – DAY

A GROUNDSKEEPER rakes leaves on a small patch of grass.

INT. CONFESSIONAL – A MOMENT LATER

Domenic leans against the confessional wall.

FATHER LOUGHLIN (OS)





Domenic, please don’t get yourself 

deeper than you need to be.

DOMENIC





Father, I don’t, and excuse my 

language here, I don’t know what 

the fuck is going on.

FATHER LOUGHLIN (OS)





Have you seen Johnny?

DOMENIC





Not since he dropped the keys and 

the car off this morning.

FATHER LOUGHLIN (OS)





Find him, and straighten this out.

EXT. DELIPATED HOME – NIGHT

Domenic pulls up in his white Chrysler.

INT. CHRYSLER – SAME TIME

Domenic checks his watch and then looks at the house. TWO BLACK TEENAGERS walk by the car and glare at him. Johnny emerges from the house a moment later carrying a duffel bag and gets into his BMW, parked a few cars ahead of Domenic.

EXT. CITY STREET – A MOMENT LATER

The BMW pulls away and Domenic follows him in the Chrysler. 

INT. BMW – SAME TIME


Johnny looks in the rearview mirror and notices he is being tailed. He slams his foot on the gas.
EXT. CITY STREET – A MOMENT LATER

The BMW goes through an intersection. The Chrysler cuts off the car in front of it and speeds up, going through the intersection, running a red light.

INT. CHRYSLER – A MOMENT LATER

Domenic pulls up beside Johnny and motions for him to roll the window down. Johnny looks confused but puts his window down. Domenic does the same.

JOHNNY





Dom, why the fuck are you 

tailin’ me?

DOMENIC





Pull over.

EXT. CITY STREET – A MOMENT LATER

Both cars pull to the curb. Johnny and Domenic get out and stand by the BMW.

DOMENIC





What is your problem?

JOHNNY





Huh?

DOMENIC





You been back for two days, and 

you’re makin’ coke deals? Mario’s 

gonna kill you.

JOHNNY






(lighting a cigarette)





Fuck that old greaseball. He’s the 

reason I left town anyway.

DOMENIC





I know. And maybe you should get the 

fuck outta dodge again.

A black Mercedes with tinted windows slowly drives by. Domenic turns his back to the car and blocks Johnny.

DOMENIC





I’m serious.

INT. PARKING GARAGE – NIGHT

Sip and Jay Mack sit inside a black Hummer, playing rap music. Domenic’s Chrysler pulls into the lot, followed by Johnny’s BMW.

Everyone gets out of their cars.

Johnny, carrying the black duffel bag, walks over to the Hummer, opens the trunk and throws the bag in.

JAY MACK





What’s he doing?

Domenic shrugs. Johnny walks over to them and lights a cigarette.

JOHNNY





We’ll worry about this tomorrow.

Johnny tosses car keys to Domenic, gets in the BMW and drives off.

SIP





Dom?

Domenic shakes his head.

JAY MACK






(checking his watch)





We gotta get to work. Let’s try and 

sort this out at the bar.

INT. FOUR LEAF CLOVER PUB – NIGHT

The bar is crowded and 80s rock music plays loudly. Gianna dances with NICOLE, a twenty-something blonde wearing leather boots. Sip sits at the bar, drinking a beer, staring at Nicole. 

Jay Mack takes orders from the CUSTOMERS AROUND THE BAR. TOM MCCORMICK, Jay Mack’s father, a short man with glasses in his mid-fifties, sits on a stool near the door, smiling.
INT. SUPPLY ROOM – MOMENTS LATER

Domenic paces around the room, tapping on the cases of beer that line the shelves. Jay Mack enters. 

JAY MACK





Dom, it’s fuckin’ crowded, get out 

here and help me.

DOMENIC





He’s gonna kill him.

JAY MACK





What?

Gianna stumbles through the door, carrying a drink, laughing hysterically.

GIANNA





Jay, get out, gimme some time 

with my man.

DOMENIC





Oh Christ. 






(pushing Gianna out the door)





Later, G, I need a minute here.

JAY MACK





Can’t you let the Richie thing go?

DOMENIC





I did. It’s the Mario thing I 

can’t get outta my head.

INT. FOUR LEAF CLOVER PUB – LATER THAT NIGHT

The clock reads one AM. Domenic and Jay Mack are behind the bar. The crowd seems to have dispersed. Gianna, Nicole, and Sip sit at the bar enjoying a few drinks. Tom counts the money from the register.

Johnny comes through the door, his clothes tattered and face bruised. He passes out on the floor. Everyone gasps. Domenic runs over to him and picks him up.

DOMENIC





John. John, wake up.

INT. DOMENIC’S HOUSE – EARLY MORNING

The clock reads three AM. Domenic and Gianna sit on the couch watching television.

GIANNA





Think he’ll be all right?

DOMENIC





I hope so. At least he can leave 

on time.

GIANNA




Dom!

DOMENIC





G, it’s been nothing but a headache 

since he got back in town. I’m not 

sixteen anymore, it’s not fun.

GIANNA





I can’t wait until you don’t have to 

deal with this bullshit anymore.

He doesn’t look at her, he just stares at the television and changes the channel.


INT. DOMENIC’S BEDROOM – MORNING

The sun peeks through the window, shining on Johnny who is lying in the bed. Domenic enters and walks over to him. He nudges Johnny to wake up.

DOMENIC





John, wake up, it’s Saturday.

Johnny yawns and starts to open his eyes.

DOMENIC





Come on, my mom made breakfast.

INT. KITCHEN – MOMENTS LATER


Domenic and Johnny are eating scrambled eggs and sausage. 
JOHNNY





We got a big day ahead of us, Dom.

DOMENIC





I thought you were leavin’ tonight.

JOHNNY





I was, but I decided to hang. 

Besides, I can stay at my cousin’s 

and watch the game tomorrow.

Domenic chews his food angrily and stares at Johnny who doesn’t notice because he is too busy stuffing his face.

EXT. CITY STREET – DAY

Snow flurries fall from the sky while Johnny’s BMW is stopped in traffic.

INT. BMW – SAME TIME

Domenic breaks up a bag of weed and starts rolling a blunt.

DOMENIC





So, what was in that bag you put in

Jay Mack’s car?

JOHNNY





Don’t worry about that. It’s for 

tomorrow night.

Domenic licks the paper and finishes rolling the blunt. He notices the scrapes and cuts on Johnny’s face and the bandages on his hand as he drives.

He lights the blunt and takes a hit.

DOMENIC





John, last night-

JOHNNY





Yeah?

DOMENIC





You were walkin’ by the barber shop 

and two guys just attacked you?

JOHNNY





Dom, I told you, those greaseballs 

don’t give a shit. I didn’t even have 

a chance to fight back.

Domenic puffs on the blunt and nods. He doesn’t take his eyes off of Johnny.

INT. SAINT RITA’S CHURCH – DAY

Domenic waits outside Father Loughlin’s confessional. An OLD MAN exits the confessional, holding the curtain open for Domenic.

INT. CONFESSIONAL – A MOMENT LATER


Domenic enters.

FATHER LOUGHLIN (OS)





What can I do for you, Domenic?

DOMENIC





How’d you know it was me, Father?

FATHER LOUGHLIN (OS)





If you’re going to smoke that stuff, 

at least spray some cologne. What’s 

the problem?

DOMENIC





Still Johnny. 

FATHER LOUGHLIN (OS)





I’m guessing he’s the one who broke 

the window of Mario’s barber shop?

DOMENIC





What?

FATHER LOUGHLIN (OS)





Oh yeah. I was there to get a haircut 

today. What a scene. Broken glass, 

blood on the pavement-


Domenic’s eyes widen.

DOMENIC





Thanks, Father.

Domenic exits the confessional.

EXT. SAINT RITA’S CHURCH – A MOMENT LATER

Johnny’s BMW is parked. Domenic comes through the doors, runs down the church steps, and jogs over to the car. He gets inside.

INT. BMW – A MOMENT LATER

Domenic buckles his seatbelt. Johnny puts the car in reverse and begins getting out of the parking spot. Domenic stares at him, confused, and takes what’s left of the blunt from the car’s ashtray.

DOMENIC





Why’d you do it?

Johnny shrugs.

DOMENIC





Are you an idiot? You told me that 

if I got you outta the Richie Vespa 

thing-

JOHNNY





That you did not do.

DOMENIC





Because I haven’t had the chance, 

the guy wants to kill you and 

you got me runnin’ on coke deals.

JOHNNY





Listen, forget the Richie thing, 

just hang wit me today.

INT. JAY MACK’S KITCHEN – DAY

Sip and Jay Mack are sitting at the table playing spades. Jay Mack studies his cards, not sure of what card to throw. Sip is on his cell phone, not paying attention to the game.

SIP






 (into phone)





I understand that. But I lent you 

2,000 dollars. Okay. with the juice, 

you owe me three grand-

Jay Mack throws the ace of spades and grins.

Sip






 (into phone)





Excuse me a second.






 (covering the phone with his hand)





Jay, deuce high, right?

Sip throws the two of spades.

JAY MACK





You lucky bastard.

Sip gets up from the table and starts to walk out of the room.

SIP 






 (into phone)





Apparently, you don’t understand 

how this works.


 (leaving the room)

If you’re gonna bet…

He exits. Jay Mack’s cell phone rings.

JAY MACK






 (answering phone)





Hello?

INT. BMW – SAME TIME

Domenic sits in the car by himself, now in the driver’s seat. He taps the wheel nervously, and he appears to be distraught.

DOMENIC






 (into phone)





Jay, I’m in Johnny’s beamer, at 

like fuckin’ tenth and Washington, 

I don’t know what’s goin’ on, my 

heart’s pounding and-

JAY MACK (OS)





Whoa, Dom, slow down. Are you helping

him out with something?

DOMENIC






 (into phone)





Uh huh.

JAY MACK (OS)





Christ, Dom, they could nail you 

as an accessory.

DOMENIC






 (into phone)





What do I do?

JAY MACK (OS)





Drive slow.

EXT. HIGHWAY – EARLY EVENING

The BMW speeds down the left lane. 

INT. BMW – SAME TIME

Domenic grips the wheel, his eyes wide with terror. Johnny unzips a duffel bag and throws cash around the car. Domenic’s cell phone rings in the background.

JOHNNY





Whoo! What a rush baby!

Domenic quickly glances at all the cash and then looks back at the road.

DOMENIC





How much is there?

JOHNNY





I’m gonna say twenty grand. You 

get ten percent, and the Monte 

Carlo, my friend.

Domenic’s cell phone continues ringing.

DOMENIC





John, that’s really nice-

JOHNNY





What the fuck is that ringing?

DOMENIC





My phone, the Eagles game is 

tomorrow.

JOHNNY





Dom, fuck that bookie shit, work 

wit me, man.

INT. FOUR LEAF CLOVER PUB – NIGHT

The bar is empty and the clock reads eight PM. Domenic and Jay Mack are behind the bar, Sip is sitting at the bar.

DOMENIC





And I’m tellin’ you, that car had 

to be goin’ a buck ten when I was 

drivin’.

JAY MACK





Way to listen, asshole.

Sips shakes his head in disapproval but they are all laughing. Gianna storms in. 

GIANNA






(to Domenic)





You, stock room, now.

Gianna walks toward the stock room, Domenic quickly follows.

SIP





Damn, girl, you are horny.

GIANNA





Shut the fuck up, Sip!

INT. STOCK ROOM – A MOMENT LATER

Gianna grabs a few urinal cakes off the shelf and tosses them at Domenic, angrily.

GIANNA





What is the matter with you?

DOMENIC





What?

GIANNA





Nicole said she saw you in Johnny 

Monte Carlo’s beamer today. Are 

you fucking retarded?

DOMENIC





We went for a ride.

GIANNA





Dom, a coke deal is not a ride.

DOMENIC





G, I’m tryin’ to live-

Gianna tries to walk past him but he grabs her by the wrist.

GIANNA





Let me go, Dom.

Domenic pulls her close to him and kisses her on the cheek.

DOMENIC





I’m not doin’ anything stupid, 

trust me.

He takes five hundred-dollar bills out of his pocket and hands them to her.

DOMENIC





And buy yourself something nice.

Gianna smiles, kisses him and shakes her head. She leaves. Domenic turns toward the shelf and looks for something.

INT. FOUR LEAF CLOVER PUB – A MOMENT LATER

Domenic walks out from the supply room and stops in his tracks. Richie Vespa and TWO HENCHMAN are standing near the entrance to the bar. Sip drinks his beer, avoiding eye contact with them while Jay Mack wipes the bar with a rag, whistling and looking at Domenic.

DOMENIC





Hey, Richie.

RICHIE





Domenic, can we talk for a 

minute.

HENCHMAN #1





   (to Jay Mack)





Gimme a gin and tonic.

DOMENIC





Yeah, Richie. Sure.

Richie motions toward the door.

EXT. FOUR LEAF CLOVER PUB – NIGHT

Domenic and Richie walk down the street, the sign for the bar still visible behind them.

RICHIE





How are we looking for tomorrow?

DOMENIC





Well, I got a lot of action for 

the birds and I don’t think 

they’ll cover. The Colts game is-

RICHIE





That’s nice. Is our friend gone?

Domenic, looking over Richie’s shoulder, notices Johnny’s BMW drive past slowly.

DOMENIC





Haven’t heard from him actually.

RICHIE





Good. When you do see him, tell him 

to repay you for the window he broke 

because Mario’s taking it out of your 

cut.

Domenic nods. THREE COLLEGE GIRLS, dressed provocatively, laugh loudly as they walk past Domenic and Richie and enter the bar.

RICHIE





Maybe I’ll stay for a drink.

INT. FOUR LEAF CLOVER PUB – LATER THAT NIGHT

The bar is empty and the clock reads 2:30 am. Jay Mack counts the money from the register on the bar. Domenic takes a shot of Jack Daniel’s. Gianna and Nicole are hunched over the bar. Sip has his arm around Nicole.

Domenic pours another shot.

JAY MACK





Damn, Richie really tips nice.

Domenic takes the shot.

DOMENIC





Yeah, Jay, he’s real fuckin’ nice.

He pours another shot.

JAY MACK





Christ, Dom, would you relax?

Domenic takes the shot.

DOMENIC





 
 (to Gianna)





I’m watchin’ the games at your 

house tomorrow, okay?

Gianna picks her head off the bar, nods, and vomits on the floor.

JAY MACK





What the fuck? Dom, take her home, 

please.

INT. DOMENIC’S KITCHEN – LATER THAT NIGHT

Anita sits at the table, staring at brochures for a vacation in Florida. A door opens.

DOMENIC (OS)





Ma, what are you still doin’ up?

ANITA





Just a little reading.

Domenic enters.

DOMENIC





  
(kissing her cheek)





It’s after three, ma.

ANITA





I know, but I was up after your 

father left for work. We’re planning 

a vacation, Dom.

Domenic reaches into his pocket and pulls out the rest of the money Johnny Monte Carlo gave him. 

ANITA





What’s this?

DOMENIC





Fifteen hundred bucks.






(kisses her cheek)





Go wherever you want, and don’t 

tell daddy I gave this to you.

ANITA




But-

DOMENIC




Night, ma.

He walks upstairs.

INT. SAINT RITA’S CHURCH – MORNING

The church is crowded. Domenic and Anita sit in a pew, listening intently to the homily.

FATHER LOUGHLIN (OS)

And so, we look at today’s 

Gospel and realize that Jesus 

knew that his true friends were 

those who stuck by him, not just 

the people who called him when 

they needed help.

Domenic’s eyes widen. He notices MARIO GEMELLI, a gray-haired, rotund gangster in his fifties, sitting with his WIFE AND KIDS, listening to the sermon.

FATHER LOUGHLIN (OS)





We all know that Christ always 

cared for those in need, but he 

never condoned the actions of the 

sinners, he always…

Domenic puts his hand on top of his mothers and smiles at her.

EXT. GIANNA’S HOUSE – DAY

The sun is shining.

INT. GIANNA’S BEDROOM – DAY

Domenic lies on the floor with his feet on Gianna’s bed. He has a very calm look about him. The album, Tapestry, by Carole King, is on the floor next to him. 

So Far Away plays softly in the background. Gianna is wearing a Philadelphia Eagles’ jersey, sitting on the bed, watching the television intently.

DOMENIC





Ya know, it always bothered me 

that Carole King sounds suspiciously 

like Rod Stewart on this song.

Gianna clenches her fist and moves closer to the TV.

ANNOUNCER (OS)





Westbrook down the sidelines,





he’s at the 20, the 15, the 10-





    (pause)





And he’s brought down at the seven 

yard line.

GIANNA






(jumping up and down)





Yes! Yes!

DOMENIC





I mean, seriously until the time I 

was like, fifteen, I always thought 

it was Rod Stewart singing this song.

GIANNA





What? Dom, you watch the game every 

week, I really think you should be 

watching it today.

DOMENIC





G, I’ve been hearing about the game, 

non-stop, all fucking week, I don’t 

wanna watch it.

GIANNA





Don’t snap at me, Dom. It’s not my 

fault you’re stressed out.

DOMENIC






(standing up)





I know that, G, but I can’t take 

it anymore.

GIANNA





Take what? Me?


He shakes his head and gulps.

DOMENIC






(pacing around the room)





Everything. Fucking everything. I 

can’t even walk outside without 

feeling stressed about Johnny, 

or Richie, or some dumb fuck who 

wants to bet every game, every weekend-

Gianna walks over to him and throws her arms around him. He puts his head on her shoulder. She lifts it up and kisses him.

EXT. FOUR LEAF CLOVER PUB – DAY

The sun is shining.

INT. FOUR LEAF CLOVER PUB – SAME TIME

Jay Mack, Sip, and Tom sit at the bar, watching the Eagles’ game.

SIP





Tom, how come you never get nobody 

in here for the game?

TOM





I don’t know. Don’t matter to me. 

You give me enough business to get 

by.

Jay Mack laughs. Domenic enters.

SIP





Yeah, I’m here more than this guy 

and he works here.

Domenic shakes Sip’s hand.

DOMENIC





Jerkoff. What’s the score?

SIP





Birds are up six at the half.

TOM





What’s the spread?

DOMENIC and SIP





Three.

SIP





If they lose, I’ll be doin’ a lot 

of business.

DOMENIC





Yeah, for everybody who bets 

with me.

Johnny emerges from the basement, fixing the zipper on his pants.

JOHNNY





Hey, Dom, I’m glad you got 

my message.

DOMENIC





Yeah, Johnny, what’s up?

Johnny smiles at him.

INT. BMW – A MOMENT LATER

Johnny hands Domenic a document and smiles.

DOMENIC





What’s this?

JOHNNY





That goes with these.

He tosses car keys to him.

DOMENIC





But-

JOHNNY





Listen, Dom-O, I’m leavin’ 

Tomorrow. the car’s yours.

DOMENIC





Thanks, Johnny.

JOHNNY





I know you’ve done enough already, 

but I need one more favor from you 

tonight.

Domenic looks at Johnny, then at the registration and keys, then back at Johnny. 

DOMENIC





Sure.

INT. DOMENIC’S KITCHEN – EARLY EVENING

Anita and Domenic sit at the table eating steak and potatoes. The television can be heard blaring from another room.

ANNOUNCER (VO)





As we go into the fourth quarter, 

the Philadelphia Eagles lead the 

New Orleans Saints by three.

Domenic sighs and drops his fork.

ANITA





What’s the matter?

DOMENIC





Nothin’, ma, nothin’.

ANITA





Think they’ll cover?

DOMENIC





I hope so.

Anita gets up and walks to the refrigerator.

ANITA






(opening the refrigerator)





You’re not to deep in this are 

you, Dom?

DOMENIC





Ma, come on, you know I never take 

too much action.

ANITA

(walking back to the table, holding      salad dressing)





This’ll all end soon. Won’t it?

Domenic puts a piece of steak in his mouth walks over to his mother, and kisses her cheek.

DOMENIC





Of course, ma.

ANNOUNCER (VO)





And a forty-yard pass to Donte 

Stallworth puts the Eagles in 

scoring position.

Domenic jumps into the air, cheering, and runs out of the room.

INT. FOUR LEAF CLOVER PUB – SIMULTANEOUSLY

Sip and Jay Mack high-five one another.

JAY MACK





How much does Dom have in the 

streets wit this game?

SIP





No idea.

JAY MACK





That’s bullshit, you always know.

Sip drinks his beer.

SIP





Ahhh. About fifteen grand.

JAY MACK





Christ. Can he back that?

SIP





What do you think? Mario’ll back it, 

but Dom’s already in deep shit ‘cause 

of Johnny.

INT. DOMENIC’S LIVING ROOM – NIGHT

Domenic sits on the couch watching the game. Anita can be seen in the kitchen washing dishes.

ANNOUNCER (VO)





With two minutes left, the Saints 

are driving downfield, down by six.

Anita comes out of the kitchen, holding a washrag and plate. She stares at the screen.

ANNOUNCER (VO)





Handoff to Bush. He takes off 

down the sidelines, Dawkins can’t 

catch him…

Domenic gets off the couch and throws the remote.

DOMENIC





Son of a bitch!

ANNOUNCER (VO)





Bush is brought down at the 25, 

putting the Saints in field goal 

range.

Domenic’s cell phone rings. He looks at it but doesn’t answer. It continues to ring.

ANITA





You gonna answer that?

DOMENIC





It’s not important.

INT. FOUR LEAF CLOVER PUB – NIGHT

Sip and Jay Mack intently watch the game.

ANNOUNCER (VO)





The Eagles stop the Saints on 

three consecutive downs. The 

Saints will try for a field goal 

and then an on-side kick.

JAY MACK






(looking away from the TV)





This kicker fuckin’ stinks. Dom’s 

heart must’ve been racing.

Sip’s eyes widen.

ANNOUNCER (VO)





The Saints fake the field goal, 

he drops back to pass…touchdown 

New Orleans!

JAY MACK





Holy Shit.

INT. GIANNA’S BEDROOM – SAME TIME

Gianna clutches her pillow as she watches the game.

GIANNA





Shit.

INT. DOMENIC’S LIVING ROOM – SAME TIME

The plate Anita was holding falls to the floor and shatters. 

ANITA





Shit.

Domenic turns off the television, sighs, and begins walking toward the stairs. There is a knock at the front door. Domenic answers it.

Johnny Monte Carlo is standing on the step, his BMW is in the street.

JOHNNY





Grab your coat. I already called 

Sip and Jay.

INT. PARKING GARAGE – NIGHT

Sip, smoking a cigarette, and Jay Mack stand in front of Jay Mack’s black Hummer. The red Monte Carlo is next to it.

SIP





So, what’s in the bag?

JAY MACK





I never looked.

SIP





The one time I want to be a 

little disrespectful and you 

can’t do it.

Jay Mack shrugs. Johnny’s BMW pulls into the lot and stops in front of them.

Johnny and Domenic get out of the car.

JOHNNY






(to Jay Mack)





You bring it?

JAY MACK





Yeah, it’s in the truck.

Johnny walks over to the Hummer and opens the trunk.

SIP





Dom, what’s going on?

DOMENIC





We gotta take a ride, this is all 

I know.

Johnny takes the duffel bag from the Hummer, opens it, and takes out a smaller duffel bag.

JAY MACK (OS)






(whispering)





Dom, you know what’s in it?

DOMENIC (OS)





Nope.

Johnny walks behind the Monte Carlo and opens the trunk.

INT. TRUNK OF MONTE CARLO – SIMULTANEOUSLY


Johnny’s hand reaches in, and he lifts opens a secret compartment with a key. He drops the smaller duffel bag in, locks it, and closes the trunk.

INT. PARKING GARAGE – A MOMENT LATER

Johnny walks out from behind the Monte Carlo holding the large duffel bag. He walks over to the guys.

JOHNNY





Sip, Jay, you guys are takin’ the 

truck. Dom, you’re following in 

the Monte.

DOMENIC





John, can’t we just ride in 

the beamer?

JOHNNY





If I wanted to do that, Dom, I’d 

go myself.

Domenic looks at Sip.

SIP





What? He’s right.

EXT. ENTRANCE RAMP TO THE HIGHWAY – NIGHT

Johnny’s BMW leads the Hummer and the Monte Carlo onto the highway.

INT. MONTE CARLO – SAME TIME

Domenic is driving, talking on his cell phone.

DOMENIC






(into phone)





Don’t hang up.
INT. HUMMER – SAME TIME

Jay Mack is driving while Sip talks on the phone.

SIP






(into phone)





I won’t. Dom, this better 
not get outta hand.

EXT. HIGHWAY – A MOMENT LATER

The BMW swerves in and out of traffic.

DOMENIC (OS)





What’s he doin’?

The BMW cuts off a van, horns honk abruptly.

SIP (OS)





Couldn’t tell ya, Dom. He’s the 

brains of the operation.

INT. HUMMER – SAME TIME

Sip is still holding the phone to his ear. Jay Mack shakes his head in disbelief.

JAY MACK





That’s really sad.

DOMENIC (OS)





What’d he say?

SIP





He said Johnny’s a fucking idiot.

EXT. HIGHWAY – A MOMENT LATER

The BMW continues to speed through traffic.

DOMENIC (OS)





That’s a fair assessment.

INT. MONTE CARLO – SAME TIME

Domenic grips the wheel tightly with one hand, turning his knuckles white. He holds the phone to his ear and looks in the rear view mirror.

He sees a black Mercedes a few cars behind him, picking up speed.

SIP (OS)





I mean, if the guy’s got coke 

on him-

DOMENIC

(into phone)




Shit. Yeah, yeah. Sip, I gotta 

go.

SIP (OS)





Dom-

He hangs up the phone, tosses it on the seat, and looks in the mirror again.

INT. HUMMER – A MOMENT LATER

Sip is looking at his phone, perplexed.

JAY MACK 





What happened?

SIP





He hung up.






(pause)





Can you still see Johnny out there?

JAY MACK





Yeah, I’m on him. Call Dom though, 

I don’t see him back there.

Sip picks up the phone.

INT. MONTE CARLO – A MOMENT LATER

Domenic’s phone, sitting on the passenger seat, rings.

DOMENIC






(nervously)






Oh, Jesus Christ.

He is sweating and his hair is a mess. He makes the sign of the cross, quickly puts both hands on the wheel, and steps heavily on the gas.

The phone stops ringing for a moment and then starts again. Domenic snatches it off the seat and answers.

DOMENIC






(into phone)






What?

SIP (OS)






Dom, what the fuck?

DOMENIC






 (into phone)






Dude, I’m sorry about that.






 (pause)






You see a black Benz behind you?

INT. HUMMER – SAME TIME

Sip, on the phone, looks in the rearview mirror. 

SIP 






   (into phone)






Yeah, I see it. Why?

DOMENIC (OS)





It’s Richie’s guys.

SIP






No way. Well, speed up. What 

the fuck are you doin’?

EXT. HIGHWAY – A MOMENT LATER

The Monte Carlo breezes by in the left lane.

EXT. FURTHER UP THE HIGHWAY – SAME TIME

The black Mercedes passes the Hummer and approaches the BMW.

INT. MONTE CARLO – A MOMENT LATER

Domenic steps on the gas and accelerates again. 

DOMENIC






 (into phone)






It’s an 86, dude. It’s not 

really built for speed.


EXT. HIGHWAY – MOMENTS LATER

The Hummer gets behind the black Mercedes while the Monte Carlo speeds up next to the Hummer. Johnny’s BMW is in front of the Monte Carlo. The Monte Carlo’s headlights flash a few times as it gets inches behind the BMW.

Johnny’s BMW pulls ahead, leaving the Monte Carlo behind. The black Mercedes keeps up with the BMW.

INT. BMW – A MOMENT LATER

Johnny grips the wheel tightly.

JOHNNY






  (looking in his rear view mirror)






Come on, Dom, drive faster.

EXT. HIGHWAY – SAME TIME

The black Mercedes rides along side the BMW. It pulls ahead a little so that the back windows of the Mercedes are even with the passenger side windows of the BMW.

The back driver’s side window of the Mercedes rolls down revealing a MAN IN A SKI MASK holding a revolver. The man sticks the gun out the window.

INT. HUMMER – SAME TIME

Sip and Jay Mack watch in awe.

EXT. HIGHWAY – A MOMENT LATER

The man in the ski mask fires a shot through the window of the BMW. Johnny’s BMW swerves. He fires another shot into the back passenger’s side tire. The BMW drifts in front of the Mercedes.

As the man with the ski mask hangs out of the Mercedes, he fires another shot, breaking the back window of the BMW. The Mercedes quickly turns off an exit ramp.

INT. MONTE CARLO – SAME TIME

Domenic reaches for his cell phone, dialing frantically.

DOMENIC

Oh, my God. Oh, my God.

EXT. HIGHWAY – A MOMENT LATER

The BMW, still traveling fast, turns out of the lane, smashes into a wall on the side of the highway and bursts into flames.

All of the cars following on the highway beep and slam on their breaks. The Hummer pulls onto the shoulder, away from the accident and the Monte Carlo pulls up behind it.

INT. MONTE CARLO – A MOMENT LATER

Domenic puts his head on the steering wheel and his cell phone rings. Police sirens grow closer. Domenic answers the phone.

DOMENIC






(into phone)





Yeah.

SIP (OS)

Is there anything in your car?

DOMENIC






 (into phone)





I dunno.

SIP (OS)

Johnny was in the trunk before 

we left, we gotta check.

EXT. HIGHWAY – A MOMENT LATER

Lights from police cruisers illuminate the area. Jay Mack’s Hummer pulls onto the exit ramp followed by the Monte Carlo.

EXT. FOUR LEAF CLOVER PUB – NIGHT

The Hummer is parked with the Monte Carlo behind it. Sip leans against the truck while Domenic paces back and forth. Jay Mack has the trunk of the Monte Carlo open and he is looking inside.

JAY MACK






 (panicked)

Nothing. There’s nothing in here.

SIP






(lighting a cigarette)

Relax, both of youse. So there’s 

nothin’ in there. Don’t worry 

about it.

JAY MACK





Sip, I’m a little worried 
about goin’ to jail over that 
idiot.

Domenic turns around and looks at Jay Mack.

DOMENIC






(approaching Jay Mack)





Is that what bothers you? Is it?

JAY MACK





Yeah. A little bit.

Domenic gets closer to him.

DOMENIC






(grabbing Jay Mack by his shirt)

How about the fucking dead body 

on the Schuykill, huh?


(smacks the back of his head)





What about that?

Domenic keeps trying to smack him, Jay Mack pushes him back and Sip jumps in between the two of them to break up the fight.

SIP 





Yo! Yo! It’s midnight on a friggin’ 

Sunday. The neighbors are gonna call 

the cops.

Domenic and Jay Mack breathe heavily, looking at one another angrily.

SIP

Everybody’s upset. Let’s not take 

it out on each other.






(to Domenic)





You, smoke a joint.






(to Jay Mack)





You, lay off the juice.

They all laugh. Sip motions for the two of them to hug. Domenic and Jay Mack embrace.

JAY MACK






(hugging Domenic)





Ya see, now this is nice.

DOMENIC





You’re an idiot.

Sip puts his arms around both of them.

INT. SAINT RITA’S CHURCH – DAY


Johnny’s casket, closed, rests in the middle of the aisle and his picture sits on top of it along with flowers. Ave Maria begins to play while Domenic, Sip, Jay Mack and TWO MEN, all dressed in black suits, leave their pews and walk over to the casket.

Gianna, Nicole, and JOHNNY’S MOTHER stand in their pews, crying. Domenic and the others carry the casket, leading the procession. 

INT. VESTIBULE OF CHURCH – A MOMENT LATER

Richie Vespa stands in the vestibule as the casket passes through. Domenic looks at him and they exchange nods. The men continue carrying the casket out the front doors of the church.

Johnny’s mother enters the vestibule and hugs Richie.

JOHNNY’S MOTHER

You’ve been so good to me 

and Johnny all these years.

RICHIE





Hey, he was a great kid. You 





let me know if you need anything.





Okay?

She nods, kisses Richie, and leaves the church.

INT. FOUR LEAF CLOVER PUB – DAY

Domenic, Sip, and Jay Mack sit at the bar having a few beers. They are eating leftovers from a restaurant.

JAY MACK






(eating a chicken leg)





Say what you want about Richie, 

but this shit is incredible.

Domenic shakes his head and sighs.

DOMENIC





You see that back at church?

SIP





What? Richie?

DOMENIC





Yeah. I mean, how do you show 

your face like that?

SIP





It’s one of those greaseball things 

Johnny always talked about, Dom-O. 

If Johnny killed Richie, guaranteed 

he’d pay for the funeral

Domenic drinks his beer. Jay Mack chomps on the chicken leg and agrees with a nod.

DOMENIC





I guess they did always have a 

weird fuckin’ relationship.

Jay Mack raises his beer bottle.

JAY MACK





Even though he was a dick, it’s 

only right.

Domenic and Sip raise their bottles.

DOMENIC





To Johnny.

SIP AND JAY MACK





To Johnny.

They touch bottles and drink their beer.

EXT. MARIO’S BARBERSHOP – DAY

The sun is shining.

INT. MARIO’S BARBERSHOP – A MOMENT LATER

Richie, the only person in the shop, is sitting in his usual chair, reading the newspaper. Domenic walks in, still wearing his suit from the funeral. He walks over to Richie.

DOMENIC






(shaking Richie’s hand)





Hey.

RICHIE





Hi, Dom. Sorry about Johnny.

DOMENIC





Thank you. And the luncheon was 

very nice by the way.

RICHIE





It’s nothin’. His mother deserved 
it, ya know?

DOMENIC





Absolutely.

RICHIE






(looking down at the newspaper)





Are we just gonna beat around the 

bush here? Or can we get down to 

business?

DOMENIC





Listen, Richie, we took a beatin’ 

on the Eagles. People want 

their money.

RICHIE





Here’s the thing, Dom, Mario 

doesn’t have the money.

DOMENIC





What? He takes those kinds of 

bets from people every week.

Richie puts down the paper and looks up at Domenic.

RICHIE






(getting out of chair)





But he never said you should. So, 

given the current circumstances, 

I suggest you find a way to make 

some money.


(pause)

Real quick.

DOMENIC





Is Mario mad at me? ‘Cause I don’t 

get this at all.

Richie walks around the shop, touching everything on the counters.

RICHIE






(picking up a pair of clippers)

I think there’s a lot of things 

you don’t get Domenic.


(turns on the clippers)

Like how sometimes a brick to the 

head can turn into three bullets 

like that.


(snaps his fingers)

Understand?

EXT. SAINT RITA’S CHURCH – NIGHT

A light rain falls.

INT. CONFESSIONAL – SAME TIME

Domenic holds a rosary in his hand, stroking the beads.

FATHER LOUGHLIN (OS)





I never liked Richie Vespa from the 

time I was young.

DOMENIC





If I could ever talk to Mario, I 

wouldn’t have this problem.

FATHER LOUGHLIN (OS)





Try to talk to him. It seems like 

Richie is continuing his hate for 

Johnny with you.

DOMENIC





You would think once you kill a 

guy the hate would subside.

FATHER LOUGHLIN (OS)





Richie loathes himself, Domenic. 

And the more he murders, the more 

he hates. It’s a vicious cycle.


(pause)

What about the money? Any ideas?

DOMENIC





None yet.

FATHER LOUGHLIN (OS)





Domenic, I don’t want to see you 

end up like Johnny.

Domenic’s eyes light up.

DOMENIC





Johnny. That’s it.

EXT. CITY STREET – DAY

Domenic leans against the red Monte Carlo while a FAT MAN with gray hair and glasses in his early forties walks around the car.

FAT MAN





How many miles you say it has?

DOMENIC





Sixty thousand.

FAT MAN





No way. It’s an ’86.

DOMENIC





Check the odometer if you want.

The man opens the driver’s side door and looks at the dashboard.

FAT MAN





I don’t know. Seventeen grand for 

this car is a lot.

Domenic walks over to the man.

DOMENIC





Listen, I got people linin’ up to 

look at this car.

FAT MAN





Let me ask you again. Why you 

sellin’ it?

DOMENIC





I need the money.

FAT MAN





I’ll give you fifteen thousand 

for it.

DOMENIC





Sixteen.

FAT MAN





Fifteen five.

DOMENIC





Sold.

They shake hands.

EXT. MARIO’S BARBER SHOP – DAY

Domenic’s white Chrysler pulls up in front of the shop.

INT. MARIO’S BARBER SHOP – A MOMENT LATER

Domenic enters. The barbershop is bustling. FIVE BARBERS are cutting hair and the waiting area is packed. Domenic looks around and waves to a few people but does not see Richie.

The RECEPTIONIST, a blonde woman in her mid-thirties, notices him standing there.

RECEPTIONIST





He’s upstairs, Dom.

DOMENIC





Thanks.

Domenic makes his way past some of the barbers, shaking a few of their CUSTOMER’S hands and they AD LIB.

INT. SECOND FLOOR OF MARIO’S BARBER SHOP – MOMENTS LATER

Richie and Mario sit in a small office. There is a knock at the door.

MARIO





Come in.

Domenic enters. He nods to Richie and walks over to Mario who is now standing up. Mario and Domenic shake hands.

DOMENIC





Hello, Mr. Gemelli. How are you?

MARIO





I’m good, Dom, I’m good. Have a seat.

Domenic and Mario sit down. Mario sits behind a desk and Domenic faces him.

RICHIE





Well?

Domenic looks at Richie and reaches in the pocket of his hooded sweatshirt. He pulls out a brown paper bag and places it on Mario’s desk.

MARIO





Domenic, you’re a fine worker.

DOMENIC





Thank you, sir.

RICHIE





Just don’t put so much fuckin’ money 

in the streets like that again.

Domenic glances at Richie.

MARIO





The kid learned his lesson, Richie. 

I don’t how he got the money so 

quick but I like it. 






(to Domenic)





Keep doing what you do. Richie’ll 

call you next week.

EXT. MARIO’S BARBER SHOP – MOMENTS LATER

Domenic emerges from the shop, smiling and celebrates quietly to himself by pumping his fist. He begins walking to his car.

GIANNA (OS)

What the fuck are you so 

happy about?

She catches Domenic’s attention with the comment. He runs down the block, hugs her and lifts her up in the air.

DOMENIC





Because my mom’s not gonna be 

home for an hour.

GIANNA





Damn. And I thought I could escape.

DOMENIC





Never.

INT. DOMENIC’S LIVING ROOM – DAY

The living room is empty and the doorbell rings. 

DOMENIC (OS)





What the fuck?

He comes running down the stairs bare-chested wearing only shorts. He answers the front door and Sip walks in.

SIP





How’d everything work out?

Domenic looks at him confused.

DOMENIC






(motioning toward himself)





Kinda in the middle of something.

Sip looks at him

SIP





Oh. Well you can gimme a minute






(calling upstairs)





Hey, G.

GIANNA (OS)





You’re the worst.

SIP






(shrugs)





Eh.






(to Domenic)





What happened wit Mario?

DOMENIC





I sold the Monte and gave him 

the money.

SIP





You ever find out what was in 

that duffel bag?

DOMENIC





Dude, I don’t even know where 

that bag went.

EXT. SUBURBAN HOME – DAY

The Monte Carlo sits in the driveway of the house. JOE, about sixteen years old, dressed in very baggy clothes washes the car. The fat man sits on the porch.

FAT MAN





Joe, it’s too friggin’ cold out 

Here. You don’t have to wash it 

now.

JOE





Dad, I just wanna check it out 

a little more.

FAT MAN





Whatever.

The fat man goes inside the house. The teenager gets into the car and turns the stereo on. The bass is thunderous and the teenager bobs his head to the music.

He gets out of the car and goes over to the trunk, opens it, and watches the speakers vibrate.

JOE

Damn. I love this car.

He slams the trunk shut and hears a click from the inside. He is taken aback so he opens it again.

INT. TRUNK OF MONTE CARLO – SAME TIME

The compartment Johnny put the duffel bag into has popped open. The teenager reaches inside and pulls the duffel bag out.

INT. DOMENIC’S BEDROOM – SAME TIME

Domenic and Gianna are getting dressed. 

GIANNA





What did Sip want?

DOMENIC





He just wanted to know how 

everything turned out.

GIANNA






(sitting down on the bed)





Everything?

DOMENIC





With Richie and Mario…

GIANNA





Oh, Dom, you and these people.

DOMENIC





I know, G, I know. But look what 

happened to Johnny. I gotta keep 

these guys appeased a little bit.

GIANNA






(pulling her shirt over her head)





Speaking of Johnny, where’s the 

car at?

DOMENIC






(looking in the mirror)





I, uh, sold it.

GIANNA





What? He gave that to you as a gift 

and you sold it? For how much?

Domenic is silent. He takes his watch off the dresser and puts it on his wrist. Gianna gets off the bed and walks over to him, looking in his eyes.

GIANNA





How much?

DOMENIC





Don’t worry ‘cause I don’t have 

the money anyway.


(pause)

Just trust me, it was worth 

selling.
He kisses her forehead.

EXT. SUBURBAN HOME – SAME TIME


The teenage boy, holding the duffel bag, unzips it slowly and his eyes widen. He looks into the bag and sees about 100,000 dollars in hundred dollar bills.

JOE

 Dad!

THE END

