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“SHADES WITHIN”

FADE IN:

The ROAR of a large jumbo jet can be heard.

EXT. AIRPORT RUNWAY - DAY


          

Overhead, a large passenger jet moves onto screen and lands on a busy airport.

INT. AIRPLANE - PASSENGER CABIN

The interior of the airplane is bustling with people waiting to exit.  

ALEX and KATIE ZIMMERMAN retrieve overhead luggage. 

ALEX ZIMMERMAN is a clumsy looking man in his 30’s. 

KATIE ZIMMERMAN could pass as a member of the local PTA. 

Both are wearing “Hello my name is” stickers on their shirts with their names printed neatly on each.

Katie pulls Alex close.

KATIE

(whispering)

Do we really have to wear these stupid things?

ALEX

C’mon, it’ll be fun. Wait’ll you see the response you get from people.

Alex and Katie move toward the front of the plane. They pass a STEWARDESS on the way out.

STEWARDESS

         Goodbye, Alex. Goodbye, Katie.

The stewardess smiles at Alex then Katie. 

They smile back, look at each other and giggle at the stewardess’s remarks.

INT. AIRPORT - TERMINAL

Alex and Katie walk through the terminal. 

Katie’s slim, slightly athletic legs kick her sundress up as she switches through the terminal. Her gait causes her upright breasts to bounce as though in sync with unheard music. 

Most men turn to see Katie walk and some stare. 

Alex follows close behind. His body language appears less enthusiastic than his wife’s. 

The airport passenger area is filled with people and an assortment of slot machines. 

Several machines RING, BLEEP and BUZZ reacting to patrons’ donations of silver coins.

Katie pulls Alex over to large, older-looking, slot machine.

KATIE

C’mon, let’s try our luck.

ALEX

You’re kidding? It’s five bucks for that thing!

KATIE

Don’t be a bore. Please? 

ALEX looks at Katie considering. Giving in, Alex reaches in his front pocket looking for a five.

Katie holds her hand out.

KATIE

         (continuing)

         I’m telling you -- this is our    

lucky day. I just feel it!

Alex pulls out several bills from his front pocket and holds a five-dollar bill out. 

Katie snatches it from him.

ALEX

Don’t spend it all at once.

Katie runs the bill lengthwise across the side corner of the machine straightening it out. She then folds it in two down the middle creating a perfectly straight crease before inserting it slowly into the machine’s receiver.

KATIE

C’mon big money. Momma needs a new pair of shoes.

Katie reaches up and grabs the giant-sized pull lever. She stops, grabs Alex’s hand and places it over her own on the lever. 

The two look at each other and smile, lovingly.

They both pull the lever as hard as they can and step back watching the dials turn. 

Red. Green. Blue. Colors turns over and over as the dials slow. 

Alex and Katie watch and hope with great anticipation.

The first dial stops, showing cherries.

The second dial stops, showing cherries.

The third dial seems to move in slow motion as it slows and finally stops-on a heart shape.

Katie waits, expecting something from the machine.

KATIE

You got to be kidding me?

Katie looks at Alex sympathetically. 

ALEX

There goes your lunch money.

Alex pulls Katie away from the machine and down the terminal.

EXT. AIRPORT EXIT                                                                

Alex and Katie playfully interact with one another as they exit the airport towards a row of waiting taxis.

KATIE

Can you believe that? Our fortune ruined by love.

ALEX

At least it’s not our love ruined by fortune.

KATIE

What’s that suppose to mean?

Katie smiles, pulls Alex close and kisses him.

EXT. RITZ HOTEL - DAY

A TAXI pulls up to the Ritz hotel. The hotel is a simple, inexpensive building off the main Vegas strip.

The DRIVER gets out and removes luggage from the trunk. 

Alex pays the fare.

INT. RITZ HOTEL - LOBBY – MOMENTS LATER

Alex hands DESK CLERK #1 a credit card.

DESK CLERK #1

What brings you lovely couple to the City of Sin?

Katie snuggles close to Alex.

          KATIE

I won a drawing at work.

Alex looks at Katie and smiles.

ALEX

Yea. All expenses paid.

The Clerk hands Alex his credit card.

CLERK

Let me guess, you work for an insurance company, right?

KATIE

Why yea. How’d you guess?

CLERK

Life Adjustment and Insurance Company to be exact?

Katie and Alex look at each other confused but amazed at the Clerk’s insight.

CLERK

(continuing)

We’ve had several other employees from there win the same contest. They always put you guys up here.

KATIE

Oh.

CLERK

Ya’ll enjoy your stay now.

INT. RITZ HOTEL – ALEX/KATIE’S ROOM

The room is cheaply decorated and has a permanent smoke smell.

Alex lies shirtless on a Queen-size bed and flips through the television channels, then turns off the TV. 

A shower RUNS O.S. 

ALEX

(looking at his watch)

Our reservations are for 7:30. We need to hurry.

KATIE (O.S.)

I could use an extra hand in here.

Alex smiles to himself.

There is a silent beat.

Bored, Alex pulls out a “Vegas Attractions” brochure and thumbs through it.

The shower cuts off. 

Katie enters the room drying her hair with a towel covering her body. 

Her full, attractive figure is noticeable through the towel. 

Alex continues studying the brochure.

ALEX

I can’t wait. I want to go see the wax museum --

(beat)

there’s some good shows too –- 

(beat)

downtown is suppose to be happening --

There is a silent beat as Alex peruses the brochure.

ALEX

(continuing)

At least they included spending money!

KATIE

Yea. I still can’t believe I won. I’ve never won anything and I’ve   

         only worked there a month. 

ALEX

One day I’ll be rich and you won’t have to work anymore.  

Alex jumps out of bed and playfully grabs Katie around the waist.

KATIE

We’ll be rich. Right?

Katie smiles at Alex. 

Alex falls back onto the bed as Katie walks back into the bathroom.

ALEX

Maybe tonight’s our night.

KATIE (O.S.)

Maybe.

INT. RESTAURANT - NIGHT

Alex and Katie stand at the hostess podium of a fancy restaurant.  

Alex is dressed in a blazer and shirt.  

Katie looks younger and sexier dressed up. 

The HOSTESS steps to the podium.

HOSTESS

Good evening.  Reservations?

ALEX

Zimmerman.

HOSTESS

Smoking or non?

ALEX

Non.

         HOSTESS

Right this way.

INT. RESTURAUNT - LATER THAT NIGHT

Alex and Katie sit at a table laughing. 

A near-empty bottle of wine sits on the table next to them. 

WAIT STAFF clean and place chairs on the tables.

A WAITER approaches the table.

WAITER

I’m sorry sir. We’re closing now. 

ALEX

Oh. Excuse us. 

(to Katie)

You ready?

Waiter leaves.

KATIE

Already? 

Katie and Alex get up from the table to leave.

EXT. SIDEWALK - NIGHT

Katie and Alex exit the restaurant and walk arm in arm down a dimly lit, empty sidewalk. 

The lights of downtown Vegas are visible in the far distance.

KATIE

Do you even know how to get back to the hotel?

ALEX

Come on.  You’re talking to a master navigator.  In fact, cut through here.

Alex playfully tugs Katie onto a secluded side street.

KATIE

Master navigator?  Have you already forgotten our last road trip to Niagara Falls?

ALEX

OK -- Change of subject!

Alex and Katie laugh.

ALEX

So where do you want to go tonight?

Alex and Katie walk close to a wall as they approach an intersecting alley.

KATIE

I say we --

From nowhere, an ASSAILANT in a ski mask swings a bat from around the corner of the building, knocking Alex in the head.  

Alex falls to the ground, dazed. 

Katie screams.

ASSAILANT

Surf’s up.

The man field goal kicks Alex in the face.

Two GUNSHOTS go off.

Alex loses consciousness.  

INT. POLICE STATION INTERROGATION ROOM – TWO DAYS LATER

The room is brightly lit and has the feel of a sterile hospital room.

Alex slouches slightly in an uncomfortable chair and sits at a sturdy table. He wears a change of clothes and has a few days old beard. He has a healing, bloodied wound on his head.   

A thick puff of smoke rolls into the light over Alex’s head.  

It is followed by the voice of DETECTIVE WALNUT.

Detective Walnut is a heavy, white man.  He wears a cheap tan suit and has a bad comb over. He sits on the edge of the table facing Alex.

DETECTIVE BURNS stands behind Alex, silent. He is in an outdated blue suit and sports a tightly trimmed mustache.

DETECTIVE WALNUT

We’re sick and tired of your convoluted stories, Zimmerman --

ALEX

(nervous)

-- Look, I’m telling you --  

someone hired these people to kill my wife -- I swear to you. Do you think I did this -- 

(pointing to his head)

to myself?

DETECTIVE WALNUT

You don’t remember what happened in the Alley -- what they looked like -- how many? Nothing? -- Come on, Mr. Zimmerman.

Walnut takes a deep drag off his cigarette.

DETECTIVE WALNUT 

(continuing)

And why would someone want your wife dead? 

ALEX

I don’t know why. And I told you I can’t remember what happened in     

         the alley -- I can’t remember my   

         phone number for Christ’s sake -- They messed up my head.

DETECTIVE WALNUT

Ok. So let’s start from where you       

do remember -- again. 

Alex lets out a deep sigh, frustrated. He takes a pack of cigarettes off the table, takes a cigarette out and lights it. He takes a long drag. 

DETECTIVE WALNUT

(continuing)

State your full name --

ALEX

-- Alex Zimmerman.

DETECTIVE WALNUT

Date of birth?

ALEX

May twenty-first, nineteen –- look

          I’ve told you this before –- I

remember those things. I remember where I was born, my parents –-

(beat; choking up)

-- Katie. There’s like this big hole in my memory, though. Some things I just can’t remember. 

Like what happened to us in the alley, who did it -- how many -- 

EXT. ALLEYWAY ENTRANCE – TWO DAYS AGO

ALEX (V.O.)

 -- I remember lying behind the ambulance talking to you guys.

Alex lies on a gurney near the rear of an ambulance with a bloody dressing held to his head. 

An EMT dictates information on a clipboard. 

Detective Walnut questions Alex.

Detective Burns dictates.

As he exhales the smoke from his cigarette, Walnut’s face distorts making him look constipated.

DETECTIVE WALNUT

So you don’t remember anything    -- Mr. Zimmerman? Right?

ALEX

No. Nothing. 

Detective Walnut looks at his partner. 

Detective Burns remains silent. 

DETECTIVE WALNUT

You did take a pretty good hit on the head. I’m surprised you’re awake.

Burns raises his brows and nods as he writes something on his note pad.

ALEX

You haven’t found my wife?

DETECTIVE WALNUT

No. But we will. Don’t worry, Mr.

Zimmerman -- I’ve got guys all over the place on this one. I hate to have this type of stuff happen in my neck of the woods. 

Alex takes the bloody dressing from his head and looks at the EMT. 

ALEX

Can I go, now? 

EMT

I think you should get checked out just to make sure.

ALEX

I’m fine.

         EMT

         It’s against my best judgment -- you took a pretty good hit on the head --

The EMT hands Alex a “refusal of treatment” form.

EMT

-- Sign here and you can be on your way.

Alex signs it. He sits up slowly.

EMT 

(continuing)

Remember, if you start feeling lightheaded or dizzy or have any vomiting, go to the emergency room immediately. Ok?

ALEX

Yea.

DETECTIVE WALNUT

Where are you staying in case we need to get a hold of you?

Alex looks at Walnut, trying to remember. He feels around his pockets and pulls out a hotel key from his blazer. Alex studies it.

ALEX

Ritz Hotel. Room 119.

DETECTIVE WALNUT

Go get some rest. We’ll contact you if we find anything.

ALEX

Yea.

Alex waves and turns to walk down the street.  

DETECTIVE WALNUT

I wouldn’t leave town if I were you.

Alex walks towards the street.  

He looks toward several BYSTANDERS and notices FOOTE, an emaciated middle easterner hovering around the crime scene suspiciously. 

He ignores him and continues walking.

DOWN THE STREET - MOMENTS LATER

 

Alex stops and pats his pockets, looking for his wallet. He finds his cell phone instead. 

FOOTE follows Alex, ducking behind the trees and cars that line the edge of the street.   

FOOTE (O.S.)

Hey, buddy! 

Alex turns and scans the area.

Foote hides in an apartment building entranceway and waves Alex over.  

He acts nervous, if not paranoid, constantly looking up and down the street. Foote is extremely animated when he speaks, talks with his hands, and is very fidgety. 

Alex approaches the building, stops and stands at the bottom of the stairwell, looking up. He puts the cell phone in his coat pocket.

ALEX

Look, I don’t have anything if that’s what your after.

FOOTE

You’re gonna have to trust me on this.  I know things.

(beat)

I think I know who did this to you.

ALEX

         (suspicious)

         Yea?

FOOTE

I can tell you right now that        

those cops are going to get you 

          about as far as a flat tire. If    

          you want to find your wife it 

          might behoove you to sniff around   

down at the Dragon’s Den in the China District. A man that goes by the name of Jimmy Chan owns the

place. Nothin’ happens around here without him knowin’ about it.

Foote pulls out a business card and jots down a few lines on the back.

ALEX

What do you know about my wife!? 

(beat)

And who said I needed your help?

FOOTE

I told you, I just know things.  I’m the eyes and ears of this place.  

(beat)

As for my angle, you see I owe these cats and haven’t paid up, so they wouldn’t exactly be purring if I strolled through their front door -- and the thing is that I’ve

got a princess that works there

that’s not talking to me -- I just 

wanted to get this message to her  -- and she could get you close to Jimmy Chan.

Foote takes an envelope from his pocket and hands it to Alex along with the business card.

ALEX

Thanks –- I guess.

Alex takes the envelope and card cautiously, examines them and turns and walks away. 

FOOTE

(in a hushed yell)

Just remember, you didn’t hear  

crap from me -- 

INT. THE DRAGON’S DEN NIGHTCLUB – SOMETIME LATER

FOOTE (V.O.)

-- Oh, and try an blend in.

Alex enters the club past several large, grotesque BOUNCERS.  

The club reveals a stage surrounded by Asian men who are sitting at small tables. They watch half-dressed Asian girls dance on stage.  

Michael Jackson’s BEAT IT plays loud and slightly distorted from a cheap sound system.

Alex approaches the bar.

Alex hands the BARTENDER the envelope.

The Bartender points across the room towards a sexy, Asian girl sitting alone.

Alex walks over to the girl. 

SKY is dressed in skimpy dancer’s clothes, wears a long blonde wig and smacks gum.  She looks up at Alex.

SKY

Don’t be nervous -- you want a lap dance, sweetie.

ALEX

No -- no thanks. Um --

SKY

-- You take a wrong turn or something, sailor. You look like a fish out of water.

ALEX

Your boyfriend wanted me to give you this.

Alex gives Sky Foote’s envelope.

Sky opens the envelope, revealing a letter. She reads it.

SKY

Foote!  He’s slightly off in the head.

Sky makes a “crazy” circle with her finger.

Sky looks around the club then looks Alex up and down.

SKY

So anyway, I’ve never seen you around.  You’re pretty cute.  You want to go out sometime?

ALEX

Sorry, you’re really pretty but I’m a married man.
Alex sits down next to Sky.

ALEX 

(continuing; quiet)

Look, the real reason I came here

was that –- Foote -- told me you 

could possibly help me.  

          (moves closer)

See my wife was kidnapped and he thinks that a man named Jimmy 

Chan -- 

SKY

(backing up)

-- Sweetie, you’re a real cutie but I’m not getting my tail shot off for anyone.  Jimmy’s crazy you know.

Sky pauses, crosses her arms and legs, and looks around the club. She relaxes a little and leans in close to Alex.

SKY

(continuing)

Well I can tell you this --

Sky winces in pain as a BOUNCER grabs her by the back of the neck, stands her up from the chair and drags her away. 

Alex goes to stop him but is grabbed from behind by one of Jimmy Chan’s bodyguards, a large BLACK MAN with tattoo on his face, who escorts Alex to the VIP section. 

VIP SECTION – ANGLE ON - JIMMY CHAN’S TABLE

JIMMY CHAN, a well-built black man, rolls dice with an OLD ASIAN MAN.

A BODYGUARD stands off to the side. 

Jimmy Chan is wearing an obnoxious, purple, silk Kung Fu outfit and is covered in gold and diamonds.  

On his lap is a strange-looking RABBIT with a Mohawk.

Jimmy Chan gently strokes the rabbit. 

The Bodyguard sits Alex down across from Jimmy Chan.

JIMMY CHAN

(calm)

You a cop?

ALEX

No. No -- I’m not a cop.

There is a long silent beat.

Jimmy Chan reaches out to shake Alex’s hand. 

.

ALEX

(continuing)

 A-A-Alex.

Alex and Jimmy Chan shake hands. 

Jimmy Chan pulls Alex forward and raises a large hunting knife to his throat. 

JIMMY CHAN 

(loud)

 -- Alex, are you fucking high, crazy, or just goddamn stupid!?

Alex stiffens up, scared, and stares back at Jimmy Chan’s glaring eyes.

JIMMY CHAN

(continuing)

Well, motherfucker? What happened to the badass guy that strolled right up in here and made his self at home? Where’s all the questions you wuz asking!? 

(beat)

What the fuck are you doing here?

He pushes the knife further into Alex’s chin. 

Beads of sweat form on Alex’s face. Alex does not flinch.

ALEX

I was told this place has good music, a great atmosphere and is the classiest place in town.

An ELDERLY MAN runs up to the trashcan next to Jimmy Chan’s table and vomits his last two hours’ booze.  

Jimmy Chan pauses, looks at his BODYGUARD, nods and smiles to Alex as if acknowledging the accuracy of his comment.

The elderly man stumbles off.

JIMMY CHAN

(laughing)

I kind of like this fucker. 

Jimmy Chan pulls the knife from Alex’s neck and pats him hard on the back. 

He laughs then leans over and snorts a huge rail of cocaine from the table. He springs back, wide eyed, rubbing his nose and gums.

JIMMY CHAN

(continuing)

All right. I know why you’re here

(beat)

and I’m a gambling man. 

(beat)

If you win a little wager with me I’ll give you a little info.

Jimmy Chan pulls out a large revolver and empties the bullets on the table. He places one bullet in, closes the receiver and spins it. 

He lays the gun on the table.

Alex looks around at the people sitting at the table.

Jimmy Chan’s table stares back.

JIMMY CHAN

(continuing)

If you live --

ALEX

-- You’re kidding, right?

JIMMY CHAN

How bad do you want my information, Alex?

There is a long, tense moment as Alex considers.

JIMMY CHAN 

(continuing)

Put the gun to your head and pull the trigger. Simple. 

(beat)

If you don’t I’m going to kill you anyways --

Alex slowly grabs the gun off the table and studies it.

JIMMY CHAN

(continuing)

-- Remember, there is only one bullet so if you shoot me you’d better kill me, cause you’re dead anyways.

A mix of sweat and blood rolls down Alex’s head. 

Alex’s vision blurs, faces distort and pain from his head wound sears his head. 

Alex winces in pain.

JIMMY CHAN

(continuing) 

That’s a nasty bump you got there. Musta been a nasty group that done that.

Alex regains his composure and quickly puts the revolver to his temple. He slams his eyes shut.

There is a tense moment as everyone waits. The tension is palpable.

Alex slowly squeezes the trigger. 

A horrendous BANG explodes from the gun echoing throughout the club. 

The revolver falls to the ground.

Alex falls to one knee.

The bartender, DANCERS and PATRONS stop and look in Alex’s direction, quiet.

Jimmy Chan explodes with laughter.

Alex slowly rises shaken but unharmed.

JIMMY CHAN

(continuing)

         Goddamn! Those blanks sound real.

Jimmy Chan places his forefinger in his ear, clearing it.

Alex holds his throbbing head.

The Bartender, Dancers and patrons return to what they were doing as if nothing happened.

Jimmy Chan takes a business card out and hands it to the bouncer. The bouncer moves to Alex and places it in his shirt pocket.

The Bouncer escorts Alex to the front exit.

JIMMY CHAN

(continuing) 

Don’t let me see you again, Alex.

(beat)

And tell that Foote I’ll deal with him later.

EXT. DRAGON’S DEN CLUB - NIGHT

The club door flies open and Alex stumbles out.

From across the street, a man watches Alex from the half rolled, tinted window of a BLACK CHEVY CAPRICE.  The man rolls up the window.

Alex stops a TAXI.

INT. TAXI – BACKSEAT – ANGLE ON ALEX

Alex fidgets and looks over his shoulder suspiciously. 

Alex turns to the DRIVER.

ALEX

Ritz Hotel.

Alex is almost out of breath.

The Driver looks Alex up and down.

DRIVER

Hey, buddy, you’re bleeding. You need a hospital?

Alex dabs his head with his hand and notices fresh blood.

ALEX

No. Ritz Hotel.

Taxi drives off with Alex inside.

Alex pulls the business card from his shirt pocket and reads it. 

One side reads, “Dragon’s Den” and has a flaming dragon pictured. Alex turns the card over. 

INSERT - CLOSE ON BUSINESS CARD

shows the number, 619-222-3212, handwritten on the back. 

BACK TO SCENE

Alex pulls out his cell phone and begins dialing. 

It RINGS once on the other end. 

An OPERATOR ERROR MESSAGE interrupts the ringing.

Alex hangs up the phone, frustrated.

INT. ALEX’S HOTEL ROOM - LATER

Alex stands in front of the mirror inspecting his wounded head. He pulls chunks of dried blood from his hair and throws them in the sink causing a swirl of red in the water. 

Alex takes a small bottle of Captain Morgan’s rum from the mini bar. He downs it in one gulp. He takes another bottle and also downs it in one gulp. 

Alex lies down on the bed with his feet still on the floor. He winces as pain shoots through his head again. 

The pain subsides and he stares at the ceiling for a beat. 

The ceiling morphs and breathes.

Alex sits up and pulls the business card from his pocket. He picks up the hotel phone and dials. 

A RING is heard from the receiver. Then another.

Alex’s cell phone suddenly BUZZES from inside his pocket. 

Startled, Alex looks down at it oddly. Alex takes out his cell phone and answers it. 

ALEX

Hello? 

(beat)

Hello?

Alex puts his mouth to the hotel phone’s receiver and his cell phone to an ear. He blows into the hotel phone receiver. 

The SOUND echoes out of his cell phone. 

Alex hangs up both phones and stares at his reflection in the bathroom mirror. He studies it.

There is a silent beat.

Alex’s cell phone BUZZES again. Alex looks at the cell phone and hesitates before answering.

The cell phone continues BUZZING. Not sure what to expect, Alex finally answers it.

ALEX

Hello?

(beat)

Hello?

No one answers. 

ALEX

(continuing; panicked)

Who the hell is this!?

The phone on the other end CLICKS. 

INSERT – CLOSE ON CELL PHONE – ALEX’S POV

As he scrolls through the Caller ID’s list of numbers and stops at the most recent number. 

BACK TO SCENE

He picks up the hotel phone and dials “0”. 

The HOTEL MANAGER answers.

HOTEL MANAGER (V.O.)

Yes?

ALEX

What is the area code here?

HOTEL MANAGER (V.O.)

212.

ALEX

Thank you. Have there been any calls for Zimmerman?

HOTEL MANAGER (V.O.)

One moment.

There is a silent beat as the Hotel Manager checks.

INSERT – ANGLE ON CELL PHONE - ALEX’S POV

shows the number 212-555-3478 on his cell phone display.

BACK TO SCENE

Alex stares at the number dumbfounded.

         HOTEL MANAGER (V.O.)

Mr. Zimmerman?

         ALEX

Yes.

HOTEL MANAGER (V.O.)

There is a message from a Detective Walnut.

ALEX

Thank you.

Alex hangs up the hotel phone. He presses, “send” on his cell phone. 

It dials. The receiver RINGS. 

VOICE #1 answers on the other end.

VOICE #1 (V.O.)

Hello?

(beat)

Hello?

ALEX

Is --

The voice sounds familiar but Alex can’t place it. 

Alex looks at the empty bottle of Captain Morgan’s.

ALEX

(continuing)

-- Is Morgan home?

VOICE #1 (V.O)

You got the wrong number.

ALEX

I’m sorry. What residence is this?

The phone goes DEAD.

Alex dials the number again. It RINGS. 

The VOICE answers.

VOICE #1 (V.O.)

(angry)

Hello?

ALEX

This is Alex – who is this?

There is dead silence on the other end. The phone goes DEAD.

Alex quickly hangs up the phone. He studies his refection in the bathroom mirror. 

He goes to the mini bar and pulls out several small bottles of a variety of hard liquor and empties them all in one plastic cup and downs the concoction in several gulps. 

Alex lies back down on the bed and stares at the ceiling in a trance. 

He passes out.

INT. ALEX’S HOTEL ROOM – NEXT MORNING

The hotel phone RINGS loudly. It RINGS a second, then a third time. 

Alex sits up straight in bed and quickly picks up the phone. Alex holds his head in pain. He looks extremely hung over.

ALEX

(groggily)

Yea?

VOICE #2 (V.O.)

Good morning, Mr. Zimmerman.

Alex looks at the bedside clock, which reads 11:00 AM.

VOICE #2 (V.O.)

(continuing)

It’s Detective Walnut. Can you meet

me today? I need to ask you some more questions about your incident.

        ALEX

         Yea. Sure. When?

VOICE #2 (V.O.)

In about an hour?

ALEX

Ok. Where? 

VOICE #2 (V.O.)

I’m working another case about 20 minutes east of town -— meet me at Vinnie’s Diner off the 15 freeway. You know where that is?

ALEX

No. But I can find it.

VOICE #2 (V.O.)

Fine. See you then.

Alex hangs up. He grabs his cell phone, puts it in his pocket and goes to his carry on suitcase and rifles through it. 

Alex pulls out a neatly folded wad of bills and puts it in his pocket. He goes to the door and opens it. 

Alex is startled to see Detective’s Walnut and Burns standing in the doorway.

DETECTIVE WALNUT

Good afternoon, Alex. Didn’t mean to catch you on the run -— can we talk?

ALEX

(nervous)

Sure. 

(beat)

Can you wait here? -— I need to get a soda. Dyin’ of thirst.

DETECTIVE WALNUT

Sure. Get me one?

There is a long tense moment as Detective Walnut searches his pockets. He finally hands Alex a dollar bill.

ALEX

No problem.

Alex hurries down the hall as Walnut and Burns step inside the room. He goes to the vending area and keeps walking, out the exit door to the parking lot. 

Alex sprints across the street and hails a taxi. 

INT. TAXI - BACKSEAT

 ALEX

You know Vinnie’s Diner off the 15, East of town?

DRIVER

Yea.

The taxi pulls away.

INT. ALEX’S HOTEL ROOM – SAME TIME 

Burns and Walnut wait anxiously for Alex. They survey the room and notice the empty liquor bottles on the counter. 

DETECTIVE WALNUT

Where the hell is he?

The two Detectives look at each other and then rush out the door.

INT. TAXI – ALEX’S POV 

as he waits anxiously in the taxi scanning Vinnie’s parking lot across the street. 

INSERT – ANGLE ON WATCH – ALEX’S POV 

it shows 11:55.

INT. TAXI – BACKSEAT – ANGLE ON ALEX

Alex’s cell phone BUZZES. He answers it.

ALEX

Hello?

VOICE #2 (V.O.)

Mr. Zimmerman. It’s Detective

Walnut. I thought we had a meeting?

ALEX 

Sorry. I’m on my way now. You already there?

VOICE #2 (V.O.)

Yea. I’m in the parking lot now.

Alex scans Vinnie’s parking lot and notices a BLACK CHEVY CAPRICE with a MAN sitting inside, on a cell phone.

ALEX

Detective Walnut -— how’d you get my cell phone number?

There is a silent beat.

VOICE #2 (V.O.)

You gave it to me.

Alex is not sure how to respond.

There is a silent beat.

ALEX

(excited)

Oh my God -— I think a plane is going down over the freeway -- you see it!

Alex watches the man in the car’s reaction.

The TAXI DRIVER watches Alex curiously through the rear-view mirror.

VOICE #2 (V.O.)

         No. Where?

The man leans forward over his steering wheel looking out of the front windshield, toward the clear sky, confirming Alex’s suspicion.

VOICE #2 (V.O.) 

(continuing)

Where are you? I don’t see anything here -—

Alex quickly hangs up his cell phone.

Alex contemplates his next move.

Alex’s cell phone BUZZES. It BUZZES again and again. 

Alex does not answer it. 

The phone continues to BUZZ.

Alex opens the door of the taxi.

ALEX

Wait here. I’ll be right back.

TAXI DRIVER

Yea, sure.

The taxi driver looks out of the window toward the empty sky.

TRACK ALEX ACROSS THE STREET

Alex puts his cell phone is his jacket pocket. He crosses the street towards the man in the waiting car.

Alex gets right up on the rear of the man’s vehicle.

The man does not notice Alex.

Alex approaches the passenger door, pulls the door handle and quickly slides into the passenger seat next to the man.

INT. CAR – ALEX’S POV

ALEX

Don’t move or you’re dead!

Startled, the STRANGER looks at Alex and then at his pointed jacket pocket. The stranger has the look of an intense insurance salesman.

ANGLE ON - ALEX’S COAT POCKET 

is raised and pointed in the man’s direction, resembling a gun.

ANGLE ON STRANGER – ALEX’S POV

A pistol sits in the stranger’s lap. Alex looks at the gun, shocked to see it.

ALEX

Put your hands on the steering wheel and don’t move them.

The stranger slowly raises his hands towards the steering wheel. He places his fingers tightly around the wheel.

Alex leans over and quickly grabs the man’s weapon from his lap. He clumsily points the polished, silver revolver at the man. 

The man does not flinch.  

STRANGER

Careful with that thing.

ALEX

Who are you!? How’d you get my cell phone number!?

STRANGER

We thought you were dead, Alex.

ALEX

(loud)

What the fuck are you talking abo--

Alex reacts suddenly from a searing pain in his head. Reflexively, he pulls his hand from his pocket and covers his wounded head relaxing his grip on the pistol.

The Stranger instinctively grabs Alex and begins choking him with one hand and wrestles with the pistol in Alex’s other hand. 

They struggle in the car for a moment.

Alex’s face turns red to blue as he desperately tries to free himself. Alex is on the verge of passing out.

An ELDERLY PATRON from the diner approaches the car and RAPS on the window.

ELDERLY PATRON

What’s going on in there?

The stranger looks up at the Elderly man and releases his grip on Alex. 

Free, Alex quickly opens the car door and pushes himself to the ground outside. The gun falls to the ground beside him.

ELDERLY PATRON

(continuing)

You ok, fella?

The stranger’s car PEELS off, out of the parking lot.

Alex lies on the graveled ground a moment before getting up. He sees the stranger’s gun lying nearby. He picks it up and places it in his pocket. 

He massages his wounded neck.

ELDERLY PATRON

(continuing)

I’d call the cops on that sombitch.

ALEX

That’s ok.

Alex gets up with the elderly man’s help and heads across the street, to the waiting Taxi.

INT. TAXI – DRIVER’S POV

TAXI DRIVER

Everything ok?

ALEX

Wonderful. Take me to my hotel, please.

TAXI DRIVER

Sure.

Taxi drives off.

INT. ALEX’S HOTEL ROOM – LATER

Alex pushes the slightly ajar door open revealing his ransacked room. 

Alex’s luggage and personal belongings are strewn across the bed and on the floor. 

He studies the room then quickly leaves, closing the door behind him. He turns the “Do not disturb” sign on the doorknob on the way out.

INT. RITZ HOTEL - LOBBY – SECONDS LATER

Alex approaches the front desk. DESK CLERK #2 sits quiet reading the newspaper.

The Desk clerk looks up at Alex from his paper.

DESK CLERK #2

May I help you?

ALEX

Is there a computer I could use --with Internet?

DESK CLERK #2

Sure. We have a computer right over there you can use. What room    

         are you in?

Alex pulls out his room key and looks at the number.

ALEX

119.

DESK CLERK #2

Just use your last name and room number for access.

ALEX

Thank you.

Alex turns to walk away but turns around quickly.

ALEX

(continuing)

This may sound strange -- my wallet was stolen from me last

night and my money and credit cards were taken -- can you tell me the credit card number I used to charge the room?

The desk clerk looks at Alex suspiciously.

DESK CLERK #2

You have any ID?

ALEX

Sorry. That was taken with my wallet.

DESK CLERK #2

(unconvinced)

Uh huh.

There is a silent beat as the clerk considers.

DESK CLERK

(reluctantly)

I wouldn’t normally do this --

The desk clerk checks the computer and writes the number on a slip of paper.

DESK CLERK

(continuing)

-- You’ve had enough bad luck, I’m sure –- Mr. Zimmerman, is it?.

The desk clerk hands the piece of paper to Alex.

ALEX

Yes. Thank you. I really appreciate it.

DESK CLERK

Glad to help.

Alex takes the paper and walks over to the nearby computer. He sits down and logs onto the computer. 

ANGLE ON COMPUTER – ALEX’S POV

Shows the Yahoo website. Alex does a search for, “people search”. 

Several websites come up and Alex selects one. 

PEOPLE FINDERS website comes on the monitor. 

ANGLE ON - ALEX

as he pulls out his cell phone. He scrolls through the caller ID function. He stops at a number. 

ANGLE ON COMPUTER – ALEX’S POV

as he enters the number 212-555-3478 in the search box. Alex enters his credit card information from the sheet of paper into the website. 

The computer HUMS as it confirms Alex’s information. 

The website confirms the credit card number. 

Alex selects “search” and the computer begins searching.

ANGLE ON - ALEX

sits back in the chair and studies the information on the screen.

ALEX

What the?

Alex writes the info down and gets up to leave. 

EXT. APARTMENT BUILDING - DUSK

A taxi pulls up in front of a run-down apartment building. 

The waning sun provides an eerie glow to the place. 

Alex peers at the place from inside the taxi. He pays the driver and gets out.

Alex approaches the building. He confirms the address with the one written on his paper.

INT. APARTMENT BUILDING - STAIRWAY CORRIDOR

Alex reaches the top of a stairwell, still clutching the piece of paper in his hand. He steps over toys lying on the catwalk. 

The hallway’s only light dims and brightens occasionally.  

INT. APARTMENT BUILDING - HALLWAY

Alex stops in front of several doors and listens.  He comes to the third door numbered 194. He looks at the paper confirming the address.

The ground is covered with washers, nuts, bolts, screws and wood shavings.  

The song "FAME" plays loudly from inside the apartment. 

Alex peers through the eyehole trying to get a glimpse of the inside. Alex takes out his cell phone, scrolls through the caller ID and stops at a number. He dials it. 

A RING can be heard on Alex’s cell phone receiver. 

Simultaneously, A phone RINGS from inside the apartment building. It RINGS again. 

The music goes QUIET and the phone suddenly stops ringing. The familiar sounding VOICE answers the phone inside the apartment.

VOICE #1 (V.O.)

Hello?

Alex quickly hangs up his cell phone. He hesitates not sure what to do and stands quietly outside the apartment door.

The music RESUMES inside the apartment.

Alex pulls the pistol from his pocket and knocks on the door. He stands to the side out of sight.

The MUSIC cuts off once again. 

FOOTSTEPS approach the door from inside.

Alex begins sweating profusely waiting for the door to open.

The door slowly opens and a wary eye peers out the barely cracked door. 

Alex quickly jams his foot against the bottom of the door, preventing it from closing. 

He shoves the pistol in the stranger’s face. 

Without saying anything, Alex pushes his way into the apartment revealing the stranger’s now recognizable face.

FOOTE

Alex!

Now fully inside the apartment, Alex slams the door shut behind him. He shoves the pistol against the nose

of Foote. 

ALEX

Where the fuck is my wife!

Foote looks at Alex like he’s seen a ghost. He puts his scrawny arms high in the air.

FOOTE

(scared)

Please don’t kill me.

ALEX

Who are you!? How do you know my name!?

Alex walks Foote back into his kitchen area to a table with a cluster of papers scattered across. He pushes the gun further into Foote’s face and forces him into a chair. 

Foote falls back into a chair. He sits with his hands pushed up into the air.

FOOTE

Listen, Alex, you don’t want to do th --

ALEX

-- Quit saying my name, Goddammit!

Alex pistol-whips Foote in the face bloodying his lip.

ALEX

(continuing)

How’d you get my cell phone number!?

Foote wipes his mouth and looks up at Alex’s now bleeding head wound. He studies Alex before answering.

FOOTE

You gave it to me, Alex.

ALEX

         Bullshit! I’ve never seen you

         before last night.

Foote spits a wad of blood-tainted spit on the floor.

ALEX

(continuing)

Why would I give you my phone number!? 

FOOTE

They really jacked up your brain  -- you don’t remember, do you?

ALEX

(agitated)

Remember what!?

FOOTE

Your wife, Alex.

Hearing this, Alex grows angrier and pulls back the hammer on the pistol and pushes the barrel into Foote’s nostril. 

Alex’s eyes are a hollow black.

ALEX

What did you do to my wife!

Foote struggles to talk.

FOOTE

I didn’t do anything with her     -- Look, I’m just the middleman.

(beat)

Someone contacted me -- wanted her dead --

ALEX

-- Who Goddamit?

Foote hesitates.

FOOTE

You did, Alex. How do you think I    

got your number? You gave it to   

         me. You wanted her dead so I set up    

         the deal. 

Alex steps back and stares blankly at Foote shocked at the accusation. 

He slowly lowers the gun from Foote’s direction. 

Foote relaxes a little.

FOOTE

(continuing)

Look, I don’t know what happened to you -— they weren’t supposed to beat you up that bad -- just enough to look real.

ALEX

(breaking up)

I don’t believe this. 

(angry)

Why would I want to kill my wife!?  -- I loved her -- we were in love!

FOOTE

I don’t ask why -- if someone wants someone dead, that’s their

business not mine. Like I said, I’m just the middleman --

A sharp pain flows through Alex’s head causing him to react in pain. 

The walls and Foote’s face and voice distort as he continues talking.

FOOTE

(continuing)

-- Trust me, Alex, my mouth is shut -- you ok?

Alex turns and stumbles towards the front door. He opens the door and quickly leaves.

INT. TAXI – BACKSEAT - NIGHT

Alex sits in the back of the taxi. He sits silent watching the outside world flash by through tear soaked eyes. Oblivious to everything, he doesn’t notice the taxi stop in front of his hotel building. 

The DRIVER waits for Alex to respond. He watches Alex through the rear-view mirror.

DRIVER

Sir?

Alex does not respond.

DRIVER

(continuing; louder)

Sir. 

Alex turns toward the Driver.

DRIVER

(continuing)

We’re here.

ALEX

Wait here. I’ve got to grab a few things.

DRIVER

Sure thing. Meter’s runnin.

Alex gets out and heads inside the Ritz Hotel.

INT. RITZ HOTEL - LOBBY

Alex begins to walk by the front desk when DESK CLERK #2 recognizes him.

DESK CLERK #2

Excuse me, Sir -- Mr. Zimmerman.

Anxious, Alex turns to hurry towards his room, ignoring the desk clerk.

DESK CLERK #2

(continuing)

Mr. Zimmerman -- there’s a message here from a Detective Walnut. I   

         think you should read it!

Alex stops in his tracks and turns towards the desk clerk. He walks over to the front desk.

DESK CLERK #2

(continuing)

It sounded pretty urgent. 

The desk clerk stares at Alex’s head wound and hands Alex the message.

Alex reads it.

DESK CLERK #2

(continuing)

They found your wife -- that’s good news, right?

Alex looks up at the clerk seemingly confused.

ALEX

(unemotional)

Yes. 

(beat)

Yes it is.

The clerk gives Alex a reassuring smile.

Alex turns and hurries to his room.

INT. ALEX’S HOTEL ROOM – MOMENTS LATER

Alex sits on the edge of the bed. His face is reflected on the wall mirror. He is on his cell phone. 

A POLICE OPERATOR picks up the line.

POLICE OPERATOR (V.O.)

Las Vegas Police Department.

ALEX

Detective Walnut, please.

POLICE OPERATOR (V.O.)

One moment.

There is a silent beat.

DETECTIVE WALNUT (V.O.)

Detective Walnut.

ALEX

It’s Alex -- Alex Zimmerman.

DETECTIVE WALNUT (V.0.)

Alex, I’ve been trying to get a    

hold of you -- 

(beat)

We found a body --

(beat)

We think it’s your wife –-

(beat)

We need you to come down to the station to identify the body --

(beat)

And I’d let to talk to you.

Alex’s face is death white. He sits there for a moment shocked at the news. 

Tears begin to well up in his eyes. 

Alex fights to hold back his emotions. He stares at his reflection in the mirror as if searching for something.

Alex begins to sob.

ALEX

No! No! No! This can’t be happening!

DETECTIVE WALNUT (V.O.)

I’m terribly sorry, Mr. Zimmerman.

Alex continues to cry and does not respond to Detective Walnut.

DETECTIVE WALNUT (V.O.)

(continuing)

Can you come by the station tonight, Mr. Zimmerman?

(beat)

Alex?

         ALEX

         (calmer)

Yea. What’s the address?

Alex writes down the address on the stationary pad on the bedside table. His hands are shaking almost uncontrollably.

Detective Walnut says something MOS.

ALEX

(continuing)

Yea –- sure -- see you then.

Alex slowly hangs up the phone. He studies his reflection in the mirror. 

Alex suddenly pulls the hotel phone from the wall and hurls it into his mirrored reflection. He stands silent, surveying his now broken image.

Alex takes the gun out of his jacket and looks at it. He turns the shiny revolver over slowly several times inspecting it.

Alex puts the gun to his temple. Alex slams his eyes shut. He holds the gun there, now shaking.

There is a tense moment.

Alex suddenly begins weeping and lays the gun on the bed unsure of what to do. 

He goes the fridge and takes a small liquor bottle from the mini bar. 

He downs the contents.

Alex lies down on the bed and closes his eyes.

For a moment everything seems peaceful.

Alex suddenly sits up and grabs a small wastebasket on the floor next to the bed. He pulls it next to him and vomits nearly missing the wastebasket.

Alex sits on the edge of the bed over the wastebasket.

INT. POLICE STATION – INTERROGATION ROOM – SEVERAL HOURS LATER 

Alex slouches at the interrogation table smoking a wilting cigarette. He stares blankly at the wall in front of him. 

Detective Walnut sits on the edge of the table facing Alex. Burns stands precariously behind him. Both look tired and agitated.

DETECTIVE WALNUT

(condescending)

So there’s some sort of conspiracy against you? Right, Mr. Zimmerman?

Detective Walnut looks at Detective Burns for approval.

ALEX

Look, if I’m not being charged with anything I’d like to leave. 

Detective Walnut looks at his partner.

Alex puts out his cigarette in an overflowing ashtray in front of him.

DETECTIVE WALNUT

Did your wife have a life insurance policy?

ALEX

(loud)

Look, I’ve told you what I know!    

I’ve answered your questions –- I 

don’t know any more!

(beat)

Can I go now!?

DETECTIVE WALNUT

It looks as though your wife did have a significant life insurance    

         policy through her employer –-

Detective Burns hands Detective Walnut some papers.

Detective Walnut shuffles through them. He stops at a page.

DETECTIVE WALNUT

(continuing)

It looks here your wife was worth a  

hell of a lot of money dead. 

(beat)

With all the other things that 

don’t add up with your story –- well, I believe that gives you motive, Mr. Zimmerman.

(beat)

I’d say things aren’t looking good for the home team –-

Alex stares straight ahead. 

ALEX

(angry)

What do you want me to say?

(beat)

I - didn’t – do - it!

(beat)

I didn’t kill my wife!

Detective Walnut hesitates, looks at Detective Burns and opens the door to the interrogation room.

DETECTIVE WALNUT

I’d stay around the area, Mr. Zimmerman –- In case we need to get a hold of you. 

Alex stands up to leave without looking at the two detectives.

DETECTIVE WALNUT

(continuing)

I’m sure we’ll be needing you –- soon.

ALEX

         Thanks for the warning.

Before leaving, Alex pulls out a dollar bill from his pocket and throws it on the table.

ALEX

(continuing)

Here’s your soda.

Alex leaves.

Detective Walnut closes the door behind Alex. The two detectives remain in the interrogation room.

DETECTIVE WALNUT

(to Burns)

What do you think?

Burns remains silent and gives an “I don’t know” look to Detective Walnut.

DETECTIVE WALNUT

I think he’s lyin’.

INT. TAXI – BACKSEAT – MIDDLE OF THE NIGHT

Alex stares out the window of the moving taxi, trancelike.

The taxi comes to a slow stop on a familiar-looking street.

Alex comes to.

ALEX

Right here. Cut the lights. 

(beat)

We’ll wait.

DRIVER

Look, buddy, I ain’t waitin’ here all night. I’ve got a living to make.

Alex pulls out a wad of twenty-dollar bills and throws the stack in the front seat with the driver.

ALEX

         Will that cover it?

The driver scoops the money off the seat and counts it.

DRIVER

(obliging)

Just say the word.

Alex gives the driver a forced smile and returns to looking out the window.

EXT. FOOTE’S APARTMENT BUILDING – ACROSS THE STREET – SAME TIME

From inside the taxi, Alex watches the empty street in front of Foote’s dark apartment building.

INT. TAXI – FRONT SEAT – JUST BEFORE DAWN

The burly taxi driver is fast asleep, almost snoring in the front seat.

SPANISH TALK RADIO plays softly from the car stereo.

Rain begins to fall gently on the taxi’s windshield.

As though frozen in time, Alex sits motionless in the back seat still eyeing Foote’s apartment building.

EXT. FOOTE’S APARTMENT BUILDING – ALEX’S POV

A dark figure steps onto the sidewalk from the apartment entrance. The figure stops to light a cigarette. 

The glow from the lighter shows Foote’s clearly recognizable face. 

Foote takes a drag off the cigarette and hurries to a parked GEO METRO a few meters away. Foote drives off and speeds past Alex and the waiting taxi.

INT. TAXI – BACK SEAT

Alex watches Foote’s car move out of sight. 

Alex reaches in the front seat and nudges the sleeping driver awake.

DRIVER

(groggily)

Yea?

ALEX

I’ll be right back.

DRIVER

(getting comfortable)

Uh huh.

Alex gets out and heads across the street towards the apartment building.

The driver dozes off again.

TRACK ALEX ACROSS THE STREET

Alex jogs across the street towards the apartment building looking up and down the street as he does. 

Suddenly, headlights illuminate Alex’s lone figure in the wet street. A car’s engine REVS.

Alex stops dead in his tracks and stares at the lights like a deer caught.

The car suddenly begins speeding toward Alex.

Alex takes off running down the street. 

INT. TAXI – ON DRIVER

Hearing the commotion outside, the taxi driver stirs and watches as the CHEVY CAPRICE chases the now sprinting Alex. 

DOWN THE STREET – ON ALEX

Alex, now in full panic mode, narrowly escapes the charging car as he turns down an alley.

ANGLE ON THE CAR

As it SKIDS to a stop just past the alleyway, it’s reverse lights come on and it quickly backs up, almost squealing the tires. It stops and turns down the alley after Alex.

ANGLE ON - ALEX

who now searches for an escape in the dead-end alley. He tries several doors frantically trying to open them. 

All are securely locked and don’t budge. 

The alley is now fully illuminated by the car’s headlights.

The rain comes down harder.

Having no escape, Alex freezes and focuses on the car. He shields his eyes trying to get a glimpse of the driver.

The car now slowly approaches Alex in the alley.

Alex stares down the approaching vehicle. He feels for his pistol.

The car comes to a complete stop several meters away from Alex. 

The driver slowly gets out. He hides behind the glaring lights of his running vehicle.

Alex tries to make out the shadowy figure through the shimmering beads of rain.

The man raises a silhouetted gun in Alex’s direction.

VOICE #2

You should’ve died in the alley, Alex. We wouldn’t have to go through this.

Alex immediately recognizes the man’s voice from Vinnie’s Diner.

ALEX

(pleading)

 What do you want from me!? Why are

 you trying to kill me!?

Behind the stranger, at the end of the alley, the taxi pulls into the now rain soaked alley with its headlights on the stranger.

The taxi driver sticks his head out of the window.

TAXI DRIVER

What is going on here!?

(beat)

Everything ok, Mister?

Startled, the stranger turns abruptly towards the taxi driver’s voice. Unsure of what to do, the stranger turns to Alex and takes several unaimed SHOTS at him with the pistol.

Taking advantage of the inattention, Alex has ducked behind a dumpster. He fumbles with the pistol in his jacket pocket as bullets ricochet off the wall behind him.

Realizing his situation, the stranger jumps in his car and throws it in reverse.

INT. TAXI – ON DRIVER

The taxi driver jumps back in the taxi and braces himself as the car’s rear end speeds towards the taxi’s front.

APPROACHING CAR – TAXI DRIVER’S POV

The now fast approaching vehicle CRASHES into the taxi’s front-end. The force of the crash moves the Taxi closer to the alley entranceway. The stranger’s car tires continue to spin on the wet cement as the stranger tries pushing the taxi out of the way. 

The taxi only budges a little.

The stranger moves the car forward and prepares for another collision with the taxi.

ANGLE ON - ALEX 

as he stands in front of the stranger’s car now wielding the pistol in the direction of the car’s windshield.

The stranger notices Alex and stops the car. He watches and waits for Alex’s move.

The alley has grown eerily quiet except for the RAIN hitting the cement. The only other sound comes from the two cars’ IDLING.

ALEX

(loud)

Turn the fucking car off!

The stranger does not move.

Alex can clearly see the strangers’ face now. 

Their eyes meet.

There is a tense moment.

ALEX

(continuing)

I have nothing to lose –- I’ll kill you!

The lights and shadows of the alley converge and swirl into one another as a sharp pain sears Alex’s head. 

Alex remains still trying not to show his obvious anguish.

The car’s engine REVS and begins to move towards Alex. 

Alex unloads the pistol into the car’s windshield. Alex steps out of the way as the car rolls slowly past him and gently bumps into the far alley wall.

The stranger is slumped over the steering wheel.

Alex moves slowly over to the still running car. He approaches the driver-side door. 

INT. CAR – ALEX’S POV

Blood splatters the front seat and side windshield. Shattered glass covers the dash.

The stranger does not move, apparently dead.

Alex nudges the man’s temple with the end of the pistol and pushes his head on its side.

Alex quickly recognizes the man from Vinnie’s Diner. He searches the man and soon finds his wallet. Alex takes the wallet and hides it in his jacket. 

Alex pulls his hand back and looks at it, trance-like. It is covered in the man’s blood. 

Alex studies his bloodied hand, realizing the severity of his situation.

Alex turns towards the damaged taxi at the far end of the alley. 

The driver waits anxiously. The taxi driver carefully opens the door and slowly gets out. He stands behind the open door.

TAXI DRIVER

You all right?

Alex looks at the bloodied mess and back at the driver.

ALEX

No.

Alex hurries towards the taxi.

The driver recoils back into his car reflexively seeing Alex approaching, wielding the gun.

ALEX

(continuing)

         No –- please –- wait!

Alex realizes he still carries the gun and quickly tosses it to the ground.

The driver waits.

Alex approaches the taxi with his hands in the air.

ALEX

(continuing)

I’m not going to hurt you.

Alex stands a few meters away from the driver’s door.

Distant POLICE SIRENS wail.

ALEX

(continuing; pleading)

Please –- tell the police what happened –- the guy attacked me – I only shot him because –- He was trying to kill me.

There is a silent beat. The taxi driver stares at Alex.

TAXI DRIVER

-- You’d better hurry, friend –- looks like the welcome wagon is on its way.

The POLICE SIRENS grow louder.

Alex studies the taxi driver and then looks in the direction of the approaching SIRENS. He picks up the pistol and quickly runs out of the Alley and down the street, out of sight.

The taxi driver gets in his car and waits. He lights a cigarette with shaky hands.

Minutes later, several SQUAD CARS pull up behind the taxi. 

The taxi driver gets out and puts his hands up.

TAXI DRIVER

         Please –- don’t shoot!

SAME SCENE – EARLY MORNING

INVESTIGATORS and CRIME SCENE WORKERS hover around the alley and the stranger’s car. Some take photographs while others dictate information.

CORONER WORKERS pull the dead man’s bloodied body from the car and place it in a body bag.

Detective’s Walnut and Burns finish questioning the taxi driver. Burns dictates information while Detective Walnut talks.

DETECTIVE WALNUT

Thank you, Sir. If we need any more info we’ll get a hold of you.

Detective Walnut smiles at the driver as he walks to his car. He turns to Burns.

DETECTIVE WALNUT

(continuing)

This fucking guy -- He’s been in town two days and already two people dead. I don’t like it –- not in my town.

Silent, Burns stares intensely at Walnut. His body language agrees with his partners’ observations.

The two walk over towards the wrapped-up corpse and examine it from a distance.

CAPTAIN BENDON, a squatty, intimidating man, walks up to the two Detectives. His years on the force show on his tired, drawn face. 

CAPTAIN BENDON

I want the taxi driver’s story checked out.

(pointing to body bag)

And find out who our unfortunate friend is.

         DETECTIVE WALNUT

Aye, Cap’n.

Detective Walnut and Burns turn to walk towards their squad car.

Captain Bendon stays behind and lights a cigarette.

CAPTAIN BENDON

(continuing; loud)

I want this guy!

(beat)

I don’t care how!

The two Detectives turn and acknowledge the Captain. 

They continue walking.

INT. LAS VEGAS GAS STATION – DAY – MEN’S ROOM

Alex stands in front of the dented, metal mirror examining himself. His reflection is distorted and menacing. 

Alex turns the faucet on, leans over and throws water in his face and hair, taking care around his wound. He does this several times.

Blood swirls in the sink.

He dries himself off with a wad of paper towels and goes into the far stall and locks it.

He sits on the edge of the toilet and pulls out the stranger’s wallet. Alex begins to survey the contents.

ANGLE ON WALLET – ALEX’S POV

Alex quickly goes through several pictures in the wallet’s photo collection. He stops at a picture of the stranger and his family. He stares at it for a moment.

The family picture looks like the typical American Family – wife, husband and two small children – all smiling, happy.

Alex pulls out the man’s driver license. Alex studies the info on the license. 

INSERT – CLOSE ON LISCENSE – ALEX’S POV

Shows the man’s picture and the name, “Christopher T. Stone” with other identifying information. 

Alex continues to peruse the wallet. He pulls out several business cards. 

The first one Alex comes to is a “Dragon’s Den” card. He turns the card over studying it. The number 619-222-8702 is handwritten on the back.

Alex searches his pocket and pulls out the business card that Jimmy Chan gave him. He compares the two “Dragon’s Den” cards. They are identical.

Alex continues through the business cards.

The second card Alex looks at reads, “Life Adjustment and Insurance Co., Christopher T. Stone, Adjuster”. It also has several telephone numbers, including the man’s home and work numbers. He turns it over. The same phone number, 619-222-8702, is handwritten on the back. 

Alex places this card in his jacket pocket.

Alex quickly skims through the rest of the wallet and finds nothing of interest except for several bills, which he pulls out and places in his pocket.

Alex is about to leave when he hears someone enter. He sits still.

Alex looks under the stall and sees a pair of shiny, patent leather “Corofram” shoes with black police trousers above them.

Alex raises up straight and tries not to panic.

POLICEMAN #1 steps to the urinal. Urine SPLASHES the water in the urinal.

POLICE DISPATCH (V.O.)

         (police radio)

         Unit nine –- what’s your twenty?

POLICEMAN #1 (O.S.)

Fuck –-

Policeman #1 tries to finish urinating. 

POLICE DISPATCH (V.O.)

Unit nine –- I say again –- what’s your twenty?

The Policeman ZIPS his pants.

POLICE DISPATCH (V.O.)

(continuing)

Unit nine –-

POLICEMAN #1 (O.S.)

(whining)

Alright already!

Alex begins sweating. His heartbeat seems to beat loud enough for the policeman to hear.

POLICEMAN #1 (O.S.)

(continuing)

Go ahead dispatch – this is nine.

POLICE DISPATCH (V.O.)

What’s your twenty?

POLICEMAN #1 (O.S.)

I’m a block from our 187 - over.

(beat; to himself)

Can’t even take a piss –-

POLICE DISPATCH (V.O.)

-- what was that, nine?

POLICEMAN #1 (O.S)

-- er, I said, “What’d I miss?”

There is a silent beat.

The bathroom door CREAKS open again. 

        POLICEMAN #2 (O.S)

You’re not takin’ a crap in here are you? We gotta go.

POLICEMAN #1 (O.S)

I’m coming.

The two policeman head out the door. 

Alex can still hear the policeman’s RADIO from outside.

         POLICE DISPATCH (V.O)

       (muffled)

Be on the lookout for a white male, twenties –- he is armed and considered dangerous.

Alex lets out a long breath as the officer’s move further away from Alex. 

Alex gets comfortable on the toilet and settles in for a long day.

SAME SCENE – HOURS LATER

Alex slowly gets off the toilet and unlocks the stall door. 

Alex shoves the pistol in his front waistline and looks himself over in the bathroom mirror before leaving. He buttons his blazer up high to hide the blood marks on his undershirt.

EXT. GAS STATION – NIGHT – CLOSE ON MEN’S ROOM DOOR

Alex slowly opens the men’s room door and casually comes out. 

The door opens onto the side of the gas station building.

Alex quickly goes to the nearby dumpster and tosses the wallet in. He turns to walk away but stops dead in his tracks.

ALEX

         Shit!

WIDER ANGLE OF GAS STATION

Reveals a waiting POLICE CRUISER parked at the front entrance of the gas station. 

Alex almost takes off running but realizes that no one is in the car.

Alex hurries off in the opposite direction.

INT. FOOTE’S APARTMENT – SOMETIME LATER

The front door knob is barely illuminated by outside lights coming in through a near window. 

Keys CLATTER on the other side of the door trying to find the lock. The doorknob begins to turn slowly. 

The door opens and a dark figure steps into the doorway. 

The figure steps into the apartment and closes the door.

The figure fumbles for the light switch. 

The apartment suddenly illuminates and Foote stands in the entranceway. 

Foote stops dead as he looks up to see a pistol inches from his face.

ALEX

Where ya been, Foote?

Alex looks maniacal and irrational. His clothes are soaked with rain. 

FOOTE

(nervous)

Alex.

(beat)

You’ve become a celebrity these    

         last few days.

         (beat)

You’re face is all over the TV.

ALEX

Starstruck?

Alex grabs Foote and forces him into the kitchen. Alex sits him down at the kitchen table.

ALEX

(continuing)

Déjà vu, huh?

(beat)

Now listen to me very carefully –-  I’m going to ask you this only once –- 

(loud)

Who the fuck killed my wife!?

Foote stares at Alex for a moment then looks at the pistol. He takes a moment before answering.

FOOTE

It’s the shades within, Alex -- the skeletons that motivate people to do things –- Me? It’s business. 

(beat)

I don’t know what type of relationship you and your wife had, Alex –- like I said before, I don’t know why a guy wants a person dead. 

(beat)

I wish I didn’t know it was you who wanted your wife dead. Alex, I swear on everything that’s holy –-

Foote pulls a crucifix from beneath his shirt, kisses it and motions towards the sky.

FOOTE

(continuing)

You told me your wife had a significant life insurance policy  –- you wanted her dead. You paid ten thousand up front -- Really, how do you think I got your number? 

         (beat)

         Why would a complete stranger help you find your missing wife? 

FOOTE (CONT’D)

I didn’t think you’d make it back from Jimmy Chan’s. Nothing personal. I didn’t want any breadcrumbs leading back to me –-

Alex stares blankly trying to corroborate Foote’s story. Alex almost looks convinced.

FOOTE

(continuing)

Look, no hard feelings?

Foote relaxes a little.

Alex pulls back the hammer on the pistol. He points it inches from Foote’s head.

ALEX

(loud)

You’re right. They fucked my head up! But I know I didn’t do what you’re saying –- My wife is dead and someone killed her! -– And you know who did it!

FOOTE

Why the fuck would I lie to you now Alex? You’re holding all the cards.

Alex doesn’t respond. His mind is made up.

Alex slowly squeezes the trigger on the pistol. The hammer begins quivering ready to fall forward.

Foote slams his eyes shut.

FOOTE

(continuing; pleading)

Alex –- please!

Alex puts his hand palm out in front of his own eyes covering his view of Foote’s face.

The pistols hammer falls forward. CLICK. Nothing.

Foote opens his eyes. Realizing Alex’s mistake, Foote lunges at Alex knocking him to the ground. 

Foote hits Alex in his healing head wound. Foote does this several times.

Alex goes limp. He is almost unconscious.

Foote stands up over Alex. He turns and walks back to the kitchen table. He grabs a pack of cigarettes from the table and takes one. He lights it and takes several drags from it facing away from Alex. 

FOOTE

Why don’t you just fucking die, Alex? It’d make my job a whole lot easier. You’re not worth anything alive –-

Alex struggles to his feet and finds the pistol. 

Foote does not notice him.

He gets behind Foote and pistol-whips him in the head, knocking him to the ground. Alex straddles him and continues to beat him with the handle end of the pistol.

Blood streams down Alex’s crazed, hollow face. 

There is no movement from Foote. 

Alex hits him several more times with the pistol before stopping.

Blood is puddle on the floor around Foote’s mangled skull.

Alex sits over Foote, out of breath and studies the now unrecognizable face.

ALEX

What have I done!?

Alex heaves suddenly several times before vomiting next to Foote’s corpse.

EXT. DOWN THE STREET FROM FOOTE’S – MOMENTS LATER

Alex is in a full sprint. He runs down the dark narrow street away from Foote’s apartment building. The bloodied pistol dangles from his right hand.

Alex is about to reach the end of the street when a POLICE CRUISER pulls onto the street in front of him.

Alex ducks down a back street and behind a dumpster.

He crouches down trying not to breathe.

The Police Cruiser pulls in front of the back street entrance and stops. 

The cruiser’s spotlight surveys the dark, wet street. The light investigates around the dumpster and the rest of the street.

Alex sits dead still. He is sweating profusely.

The Police cruiser continues on after a tense moment.

As Alex gets further down the street, several vagabonds seem to appear out of nowhere.

Alex ignores them and picks up the pace.

The lifeless bodies surround Alex. He is now in a funneled mass of flesh.

Alex begins flailing his arms trying to keep the encircling mass back. He begins to panic.

ALEX

What the fuck! Get off me!

Alex is suffocating.

ALEX

(continuing)

No!

Alex thrashes around wildly.

WIDER ANGLE OF ALEX IN THE ALLEY

Reveals Alex’s dark figure standing in the now empty alley.

A lone BYSTANDER stands at the end of the alley watching Alex.

Alex stares back silent.

The bystander continues on.

Alex slowly sits against the near wall. He puts his head in his hands.

ALEX

(continuing)

What is happening to me?! I’m going fucking crazy!

Alex sits there for a moment. It seems like forever.

Alex dozes off.

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM – DAY

Alex is lying on a neat, sterile hospital bed. He lies there motionless beneath neatly tucked linen with eyes closed. His head is heavily bandaged. There is a sense of peace over his face.

Several machines HUM and BEEP monitoring his vital signs.

The room is flooded with bright sunshine from an oversized window directly in front of Alex’s bed.

Katie sits in a plain chair at Alex’s side. She is reading a book quietly.

Alex’s eyelids begin quivering. They slowly open.

Alex is unsure of his surroundings. He surveys the area still lying motionless. He looks over at Katie.

Katie notices Alex.

KATIE

Oh my God, Alex!

Katie leans over Alex and gets directly in his face.

KATIE

(continuing)

Alex –- you’re alive!

Alex lays there quiet, still.

KATIE

(continuing)

Alex, please say something! 

(beat)

Please, Alex.

Alex does not respond. It’s as if he can’t. 

Katie’s voice sounds hollow and distant to Alex.

Katie caresses Alex’s face.

Alex enjoys this.

KATIE

(continuing; softly)

Alex?

(beat)

Alex?

(beat)

Sunshine?

EXT. SIDE STREET – MIDDLE OF THE NIGHT

SECURITY GUARD

Sunshine -- Hey, Sunshine. 

A bright light shines on Alex who is now lying down in the alleyway passed out.

The young, rookie SECURITY GUARD nudges Alex with a nightstick.

The security guard’s MOCK POLICE CRUISER sits behind the guard RUNNING. It’s headlights illuminate the rest of the alleyway.

Alex stirs out of his unconscious state startled by the bright light in his face.

SECURITY GUARD

(continuing)

Rise and shine.

Alex holds his hand over his face shielding his eyes from the light. 

SECURITY GUARD

(continuing)

You can’t sleep here. You’ll have to go somewhere else, buddy.

Alex staggers to his feet, still dazed. He moves down the alley away from the security guard.

SECURITY GUARD

(continuing)

God still loves you, buddy.

(beat)

You just gotta get rid of those demons. 

Alex continues down the alley without turning around.

The security guard watches Alex approach the alley entrance. Suddenly, he recognizes Alex.

SECURITY GUARD

(continuing)

Hey! Stop!

(on the radio)

This is Kenny –- I’m in the alley 

-- I think I got that guy the cops are looking for here.

Alex continues down the alley without turning around. He is almost a block away from the guard.

SECURITY GUARD

(continuing; yelling)

         Freeze!

Alex suddenly takes off around the corner out of sight.

SECURITY GUARD

(continuing)

Stop!

ON ALEX

as he turns the corner out of the alley and sprints down the street. 

Alex quickly approaches the first intersection. As he enters the intersecting street at full speed, he runs into the hood of a black, tinted Lexus that has pulled to the light. 

Alex lies on the ground in front of the car dazed.

A large, well-built BLACK MAN in an expensive suit gets out of the passenger side and approaches Alex on the ground. He quickly scoops him up and tosses him into the back seat.

The black man gets in the front seat.

The Lexus leaves as the security guard turns the corner finding no one except the lone car driving off.

INT. LEXUS – ON ALEX

Alex sits in the back seat disoriented and dazed. He gathers himself and looks around at the occupants of the vehicle. 

Two large BODYGUARDS sit in the front. One drives and the other points a pistol in Alex’s direction. He has a tattoo on his face. 

Alex recognizes them from the Dragon’s Den.

Jimmy Chan sits in the seat next to Alex.

JIMMY CHAN

Alex. I thought we’d never see you   

         again. Like a gift from God runnin’ 

         into you like this.

Jimmy looks Alex up and down.

JIMMY CHAN 

(continuing)

You look like shit.

Alex sits back in his seat exhausted and hurting. He looks at the pistol pointed at him then back at Jimmy Chan.

Jimmy takes out cigarette and offers it to Alex.

Alex does not move.

JIMMY CHAN

(continuing)

You’ve got a lot of people looking for you.

Jimmy Chan pulls the cigarette back, lights it and takes a long drag.

JIMMY CHAN

(continuing; consoling)

I know you didn’t kill your wife, Alex.

Alex looks at Jimmy curiously.

ALEX

Oh Yea?

JIMMY CHAN

Yea.

There is a silent beat.

ALEX

Who did?

JIMMY CHAN

It’s not who really but why.

(beat)

Who killed your wife is trivial,    

         Alex. Why is the important

         question. 

JIMMY CHAN (CONT’D)

-- Your wife was worth a lot of money to them dead –- and so are you.

(beat)

You see, your wife’s employer, or should I say ex-employer, likes to make sure all of their employees, including their families are well insured. That’s why they take out large life insurance policies on all their employees –- your wife, for instance –- except when their employees die, the families don’t get the money, the company does. This makes it pretty convenient when one of their employees passes. 

(beat)

So they send em on vacation and

hire thugs like Foote to make sure they don’t return.

(beat)

Fucking ingenious, if you ask me. 'Cept Foote’s a moron. He couldn’t find his way out of a wet paper bag.

Alex can’t believe what he is hearing. He sits silent trying to absorb it all in.

Alex looks at Jimmy.

JIMMY CHAN

(continuing)

And since you did a fucking number on their guy –- I have to clean up    

the mess.

ALEX

Why are you telling me this?

JIMMY CHAN

I figure I give a dyin’ man his   

         last wish.

There is a tense silence. Jimmy Chan turns toward the window. He watches the outside go by.

JIMMY CHAN

(continuing)

This thing is bigger than you and me, Alex. There is a lot at stake here – a lot to lose.

(beat)

They can’t afford to keep you alive now. Neither can I.

EXT. FREEWAY ON RAMP

The Lexus pulls onto a freeway on ramp. The Lexus begins to pick up speed merging onto the freeway.

Another car follows close behind.

INT. LEXUS – ON ALEX

JIMMY CHAN 

(continuing)

I’m really not a violent man, 

Alex --

As Jimmy talks, Alex moves his hand slowly toward the car door handle.

JIMMY CHAN

(continuing)

-- this nigga’s gotta make a living, though.

Alex watches the exterior move faster as the car speeds up.

Relaxing a little, the man holding the gun turns his head to look over his shoulder out the front windshield.

Alex throws open the rear door and tumbles out.

Jimmy Chan and the Gunman turn to see Alex disappear from the moving vehicle.

JIMMY CHAN

(continuing)

What the fuck?!

The speed of the fall throws Alex off the road and down a small embankment.

The driver slams on the brakes.

The car behind SCREECHES its tires to avoid hitting the Lexus.

The Black bodyguard gets out of the vehicle after Alex. His pistol glimmers in the headlights of the car behind. 

Alex has already disappeared into the dark, cold night.

The driver looks at the man in the vehicle behind, hesitates then gets back in the Lexus.

The Lexus speeds onto the freeway.

INT. CHEAP HOTEL – CHECK IN DESK – SOMETIME LATER

A lone CLERK sits behind a plexi-glass security window watching television. He is almost asleep.

Alex RAPS on the security window several times startling the clerk.

The young clerk hurries to the window

Alex looks suspicious and panicky.

The clerk eyes Alex’s head wound and dirty appearance.

Alex avoids eye contact with the clerk.

CLERK

Welcome to Paradise Inn. Will you be needing hourly accommodations?

ALEX

Just give me something until the morning.

         CLERK

Eight o’clock enough time?

ALEX

That’s fine.

CLERK

That’ll be twenty-two fifty?

Alex reaches deep into his pockets searching for money. He searches several pockets before finding the few bills.

Alex unfolds the waded up bills and counts them.

ALEX

All I’ve got is eighteen bucks.

The clerk looks at Alex unamused. He does some recalculating.

CLERK

Let’s see –- That’ll get you to six-thirty.

ALEX

Fine.

Alex hands the clerk the bills through the security window.

CLERK

He ya go. I’ve given you the heartbreak suite, room number 12 –- no extra charge.

The clerk hands Alex a room key with large fuzzy dice attached. The Dice barely fit through the hole in the clerk’s window.

Alex takes the key and pays no attention to the novelty.

ALEX

Thanks.

         CLERK

         Sure. Enjoy.

The clerk gives Alex a business-like smile. He watches Alex leave.

INT. HOTEL ROOM 

Alex pushes the front door open and turns on the lights.

The room is decorated in plush, red velvet. There is a large heart shaped swing in the middle of the room.

Alex surveys the room bemused.

Alex goes to the bathroom.

INT. BATHROOM

Alex cuts the lights on revealing a large whirlpool tub, a sink and a toilet. A large bottle of cheap champagne and sex oils sit on the tub edge.

Alex opens the bottle of champagne and takes a swig. He carries it over to the bed. He takes a few more large swigs. 

Alex sits on the edge of the bed. He reaches in his jacket pocket and pulls out Christopher Stone’s business card. He studies it.

He takes a few more swigs from the champagne bottle continuing to study the business card.

SAME SCENE – NEXT MORNING

The hotel phone RINGS loudly. It RINGS again.

Alex sits up in bed startled from a deep sleep. He answers the phone.

The empty champagne bottle falls from the bed.

Alex looks at the bedside clock. It reads: 8:00 AM.

ALEX

         Yea?

CLERK (V.O.)

This is the front desk? How long will you be needing the room?

(beat)

Sir?

Alex drops the phone and grabs his head in pain. He leans over and vomits on the carpet.

ANGLE ON – THE PHONE

CLERK (V.O)

(continuing)

Sir? 

(beat)

Sir?

WIDE ANGLE

Shows a now empty room with the front door wide open.

EXT. HOTEL – PARKING LOT

Alex hurries across the parking lot past the hotel office. He goes to a nearby payphone.

Alex searches his pockets and finds Christopher Stone’s business card. He picks up the payphone and dials zero.

OPERATOR (V.O.)

Operator.

ALEX

I’d like to make a call -- third party billing.

OPERATOR (V.O.)

What is the number you are trying to call?

Alex looks at the number on the back of the business card.

ALEX

         619-222-8702.

OPERATOR (V.O.)

And the number you would like it billed to?

ALEX

619-222-3212

OPERATOR (V.O.)

Thank you. And your name? 

ALEX

Alex.

OPERATOR (V.O.)

One moment while I verify.

Alex pulls out his cell phone. It begins to BUZZ.

Alex answers it.

ALEX

Hello?

OPERATOR (V.O)

This is the operator. There is a third party billing request from Alex. Will you accept the charges?

ALEX

Yes.

OPERATOR (V.O)

Thank you.

Alex picks up the payphone.

OPERATOR (V.O.)

(continuing)

Thank you, sir, and have a good   

day.

The phone begins to RING on the other end.

A HUSKY VOICE answers.

HUSKY VOICE (V.O)

Yea.

Alex hesitates. He gets a little nervous.

HUSKY VOICE (V.O)

Hello?

ALEX

I’m calling about a mutual acquaintance of ours –- Christopher Stone. 

(beat)

You know him?

HUSKY VOICE (V.O)

(hesitant)

Who is this?

ALEX

I have evidence of your business dealings. I know what your doing.

HUSKY VOICE (V.O.)

Whoever this is, I think you’ve been given bad info.

ALEX

Don’t fuck with me! I know about the life insurance policies on your employees –- and about how they died. It’ll be real easy for the cops to figure things out once I point them in the right direction.

There is a silent beat.

HUSKY VOICE (V.O)

What do you want?

ALEX

I want five million dollars cash   delivered or I go to the police.

         HUSKY VOICE (V.O)

         When and where?

ALEX

Vinnie’s Diner –- eastside of Vegas –- today five O’clock. I want the money in a backpack. Go into the bathroom and slide it under the last stall and leave. If I’m not out in 15 minutes, my partner calls the cops.

HUSKY VOICE (V.O)

How do I know I can trust you?

ALEX

You don’t have a choice –- do you?

The phone is silent.

ALEX

(continuing)

Five O’clock –- five million.

Alex hangs up the phone. Alex sits there a moment pondering his situation.

The payphone RINGS.

This startles Alex. He does not answer it.

The phone continues to RING.

Alex leaves.

INT. VINNIE’S DINER – MEN’S ROOM – EARLY AFTERNOON

The men’s room door pushes open. Alex enters and surveys the restroom. There is a dirty sink and a lone, exposed toilet as the only fixtures.

ALEX

Fuck.

Alex rests his hands on the edge of the sink and he stares into the mirror, thinking. His face looks distorted. 

INT. VINNIE’S DINER – DINING AREA – FIVE O’CLOCK

The setting sun casts shades of red and orange on the plastic booth seats and tables. 

The Diner is nearly empty except for a few lone TRUCKERS. 

The only WAITRESS flirts with a trucker in the corner.

The bell on the front door RINGS and a tall, slim, well-dressed man in his forties enters. He is carrying a backpack.

The waitress looks up at the customer.

WAITRESS

What kin I do fer yew?

MAN

Your restroom?

The waitress motions towards the back of the restaurant. She continues her conversation with the trucker paying no attention to the stranger.

The man heads for the back. He casually looks around the diner.

The man approaches the men’s restroom door. He looks back toward the dining area before trying the knob.

The man turns the knob and pushes the door open revealing the confined space.

As the man stands there for a moment, Alex suddenly comes behind the man and pushes him into the restroom. He has a pistol pushed in the man’s side.

Alex closes the door and locks it behind him. He pulls the backpack from the man’s grip.

Alex releases the man.

The man turns around quickly and puts his hands up.

Alex keeps the gun on the man while checking the contents of the backpack.

Alex pulls open the backpack finding it stuffed with money. Alex quickly closes it.

MAN

Count it. It’s all there –- five million.

ALEX

Shut up. 

Alex throws the backpack over his shoulder. He grabs the man by the arm.

ALEX

(continuing)

Let’s go.

Alex walks the man out of the diner and into the parking lot.

ALEX

(continuing)

Where’s your car?

The man points at a black, LINCOLN CONTINENTAL.

MAN

Look, mister. You’ve gotten what you wanted –-

ALEX

-- Not yet I haven’t. Get in.

Alex forces the man into the driver’s seat. Alex quickly gets in the backseat behind the man.

INT. LINCOLN 

Alex holds the pistol at the man’s neck.

ALEX

         Drive.

MAN

What do you want from me?

ALEX

Shut up! Turn the car on.

The man turns the engine on.

ALEX

(continuing)

Now drive.

Alex touches the back of the man’s neck with the gun, letting him know it is there.

The man reluctantly puts the car in gear and proceeds slowly out of the parking lot.

MAN

You know you’ll never get away with whatever it is you’re planning.

Alex does not respond. He concentrates on his surroundings.

SAME SCENE – MINUTES LATER

MAN

If it’s more money you’re after, I’ve got plenty – I can get you more.

The man watches Alex in the rear view mirror.

Alex seems distracted.

MAN

(continuing)

I’m well connected. I can get you anything you want.

         ALEX

Turn here.

The car turns into an abandoned business district.

ALEX

(continuing)

Pull behind that building.

The man follows Alex’s orders and turns behind the building out of sight.

ALEX

(continuing)

Stop the car. Get out.

The man turns off the car but doesn’t move. He’s testing Alex.

Alex pulls the hammer back on the pistol and pushes the gun into the man’s skin.

ALEX

(continuing)

Don’t make me tell you again.

The man reluctantly gets out. Alex follows.

The two stand meters apart facing each other. Alex points the gun at the man.

MAN

(pleading)

Please, why are you doing this?

ALEX

What is your name?

MAN

What?

ALEX

(loud)

What is your name.

MAN

Bill.

         ALEX

         What is your last name?

MAN

B-Balentine. Why?

ALEX

I just wanted to know the name of the fucker responsible for killing my wife! Bill I want you to know what it probably felt like for my wife –- what she went through.

MAN

I’m telling you I had nothing to do with killing anybody. I don’t know you.

ALEX

My name is Alex. Alex Zimmerman. My wife worked for you. You used her      

-- killed her. Now you are going to die.

Alex stiffens his arm up, steadying the gun.

Faint police SIRENS are heard in the distance.

The man drops to his knees. He pleads with Alex.

MAN

Please, god, no.  I don’t know what you are talking about! I swear to Christ! Please –

Alex stares at the man. His eyes have fire in them.

There is a tense moment.

As the man pleads for his life, several POLICE CRUISERS pull in meters behind Alex and stop.

Several POLICE OFFICERS jump out of the vehicles and take defensive stances behind their open doors.

Detective’s Walnut and Burns stand behind the closest vehicle. Both point weapon’s at Alex.

Alex turns to look at the unfolding scene. He holds the gun steady.

DETECTIVE WALNUT

Put the gun down, Mr. Zimmerman. There’s nowhere to go.

MAN

(to Walnut)

You’re a little late!

Alex looks at the pleading man then at the Detective. He is determined to finish it.

DETECTIVE WALNUT

(continuing)

Alex, it’s over! Drop the weapon!

Alex squeezes the trigger and puts a bullet into the man’s head killing him instantly.

A barrage of bullets simultaneously strikes Alex from all angles. He falls slowly to the ground.

Alex lies on his back barely conscious.

A pool of blood collects under Alex’s limp body.

Alex watches several police officers hover over him with pistols drawn.

The world has gone silent as Alex watches the officers scramble around him.

Detective Walnut stands over Alex. He kneels down close to Alex.

Detective Walnut gently pulls Alex’s eyelids closed.

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM 

Alex sits straight up in his hospital bed as he gasps for air. His head is heavily bandaged.

Alex is back in the hospital room. The sterile hospital room BUZZES and BEEPS from the same monitors. The room is otherwise empty.

Alex sits there in bed for a moment trying to get his bearing.

Alex feels his forehead and notices the heavy bandages.

Katie walks in carrying a cup of coffee and a magazine.

She sees Alex sitting up in bed.

The cup of coffee falls to the pristine floor.

KATIE

Alex!

ALEX

Katie!

Katie rushes over to Alex’s bedside. She sits on the bed nest to Alex and gently grabs his face.

The two begin to get emotional.

KATIE

How do you feel?

ALEX

I’ve got one hell of headache – but I guess I’m fine.

Alex and Katie act as if they haven’t seen each other in years.

ALEX

What happened?

KATIE

We got mugged –- that guy hit you on the head –- don’t you remember?

ALEX


Yea. Sorta.

(beat)

I’m so glad to see you –-

         I thought –-

Alex pauses. Alex looks at Katie.

KATIE

-- What, Alex?

Katie caresses Alex’s face.

KATIE

(continuing)

What, baby? Tell me.

Alex breaks down.

ALEX

I thought they killed you –- thought I killed you --

KATIE

What? Oh, Alex.

Katie holds Alex tight.

KATIE

Everything is going to be Ok. Don’t worry.

The two hold each other for what seems like forever.

FADE OUT.

THE END
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