FADE IN:

EXT. BANK - EVENING

A large, modest building, business-like and prim. Cars are parked here and there in the parking lot.

The front door opens and out walks a rugged, hard-edged man, GLEN CARVER (40) carrying a black duffel bag. He starts off across the parking lot.

Carver's eyes rove across the lot and stop on a RED HONDA parked suspiciously at the curb on the other side of the street. The driver is a mere silhouette, blending with the shadows.

INT. HONDA - EVENING

TINTED POV:

Our black-gloved hands clutch the steering wheel and stare out the driver's side window at Carver as he moves to a black Mercedes parked in a space opposite the building, his eyes still fixed upon us.

EXT. BANK - EVENING

Carver stares at the motionless Honda for another beat, then turns back to his car. He opens the driver's door, tosses the bag into the passenger's seat, then hops in himself.

He starts the engine, pulls out, and takes off in the next instant, around the other side of the building to the exit, out of the Honda driver's sight.

The Honda starts up immediately, then pulls out into the road and takes off.

EXT. PARKADE - DAY

Your average, everyday automobile parkade. Nothing out of the ordinary.

Two pseudo-professional slicksters in their late 20s - TONY GRIMES and FRANKIE DEVITO - stand conversing near the ledge overlooking the street below. Just chillin' and smokin' stogies.

TONY

Now that's just some shit luck right there. 

Too bad you didn't get any.

FRANKIE

That's what you think. I said to her, 

"Listen, baby. If you don't give me some 

right now, I'm gonna tell everybody that 

you fucked me anyway. And they'll believe 

every word of it, too, 'cause I'm Frankie 

fuckin' Devito. You know who I am?" She 

just kinda looked at me all dazed and shit, 

so I said "Got it, baby?" And she did. I 

knew she did. She looked at me with those 

sexy eyes of hers and from then on it was 

Pleasure City, baby. Population - Me.

Tony looks at him as if he's full of it, but he nods and placates his ego.

TONY

You're a smooth smoothie, man. If I tried 

shit like that, I'd end up in the ER with 

crushed nuts.

FRANKIE

Just gotta put your foot down, buddy. 

They'll listen once they know who's boss. 

They're like little dogs, ya know - get 'em 

early enough and they'll bow at your feet 

like you shit diamonds from a platinum 

asshole... Of course, they do that for me 

anyway, but that's beside the point.

TONY

I'm sure.

FRANKIE

One day you'll see the truth, man.

TONY

Ignorance is bliss.

Frankie laughs and takes a puff from his cigar.

FRANKIE

Did you see the game last night?

TONY

Nah, I missed it. How'd it go?

FRANKIE

Aw, man. Panthers crushed 'em. Coach 

Pinball's a real bitch...

He trails off when the sound of a woman moaning in pleasure gradually grows louder around them.

Frankie's face fills with realization and embarrassment, but he tries to maintain his arrogant facade. Tony looks around, puzzled, as the woman works toward her breathless orgasm.

Tony's eyes finally fall on Frankie, and then his face also fills with realization. And amusement.

The woman reaches her orgasm as Frankie finally fumbles his cell phone out of his jacket pocket. Tony stifles his laughter.

FRANKIE

(defensive)

What?

TONY

You are one sad, sorry man, ya know that?

The woman's pleasured moaning once again builds as the ringtone loops.

FRANKIE

Fuck you.

He notices the recording getting louder again, quickly opens the phone and answers it.

FRANKIE

(annoyed)

Yeah. This is Frankie... Of course I am. 

Cut the shit, Reggie. What do ya want?... 

Who is he?...

(impatient) 

Who?...

(utter surprise)

You don't say. Wow... No, no. It's no 

problem, believe me. Where is he?... Of 

course I do. We'll be there in ten... All 

right. See ya later, then.

He presses END and puts the phone back in his pocket.

TONY

What's the job?

FRANKIE

You're never gonna believe this.

TONY

What? Who is it?

Frankie grins gleefully.

FRANKIE

Glen Carver.

Tony stands in reverent silence for a moment.

TONY

The fuckin' Guillotine?

FRANKIE

Bingo, Ringo.

TONY

Looks like we're movin' on up the food 

chain.

FRANKIE

Fuckin' A right...

He smiles, then takes a drag from his cigar-

CUT TO: Credit Sequence

FADE IN:

INT. CAFE - DAY

A lovely woman in her mid-30s (BETH), about six months pregnant, sits alone at a table in this relatively deserted indoor mall cafe.

She checks her watch, takes a sip of coffee from the cup in front of her, then looks around expectantly as if searching for someone.

INT. PUBLIC WASHROOM - DAY

A CLEAN-CUT MAN in an expensive suit stands alone at the sinks in this mostly-white fluorescent dungeon, drying his hands with paper towels.

He finishes his work, tosses the towels into the nearby receptacle, and turns to leave, oblivious of anything around him-

He bumps into CARVER. Carver's eyes are cold steel as they scrutinize Clean-Cut with vague but threatening irritation.

Clean-Cut seems to sense danger, and fear leaks into his features.

CLEAN-CUT

Sorry, pal. Didn't see ya there.

Carver's expression doesn't change.

CARVER

Don't worry about it.

Clean-Cut nods, forces a smile, and starts hurriedly for the exit without another word.

Carver watches him leave, then steps to the nearest sink and turns the faucet. He cups water into his hands, splashes his face with it, then looks up at his reflection in the mirror.

His eyes darken as he stares at himself for a moment, lost in deep thought.

INT. CAFE - DAY

Carver exits the washroom near the rear entrance and takes a deep, relaxing breath. He then heads out into the main brunt of the cafe and walks toward-

BETH, who's facing the opposite direction. As he draws nearer, she turns her head.

CARVER

Hey, babe.

He offers her a forced, reassuring smile, but her face shows only a slight twinge of happiness.

BETH

Hey.

Carver takes a seat across from her and they stare into each other's eyes for a beat...

CARVER

How's the bambino?

Beth runs a hand smoothly over her rounded belly and gives him a rigid smile.

BETH

Getting there.

Carver smiles in turn.

CARVER

Aren't we all.

Beth's smile fades, and so does Carver's.

BETH

You haven't called.

CARVER

I was busy... I'm sorry.

BETH

You haven't answered any of my calls, 

either.

CARVER

Yeah... I was out of town.

BETH

(venomous)

Killing who?

Carver allows some irritation to creep into his tone.

CARVER

It wasn't like that this time. I was just 

tidying up some loose ends. It's nothing 

to worry about.

BETH

You can't lie to me, Glen. 

CARVER

I'm not. I told you I was finished and I 

meant it. This was something else I had 

to do. For the both of us... For the three 

of us. 

She shakes her head, not buying it.

BETH

I can read you like a book.

CARVER

I know. The only woman in my life who could 

ever translate the fucked up dialect. Not 

even my own mother could do that...

BETH

Don't brush me off, Glen. You killed 

someone, didn't you? 

CARVER

No.

BETH

Why else would you be trying to sweet-talk 

me?

CARVER

Because I love you, maybe?

BETH

Sometimes I wonder...

Carver's eyes glint once again with cold steel. With intensity.

CARVER

Don't you say that. Don't you even fucking 

think that.

BETH

(ashamed)

All right... I'm sorry, okay? I just 

thought...

CARVER

What?

Beth takes a deep breath before responding; she's on the verge of tears.

BETH

I thought you might have finally gotten 

yourself killed. That I'd open up the 

paper and find your obituary. It's always 

been that way, to tell you the truth, but 

this time was different...

She can't help it as tears spill down her cheeks, and she wipes them away indignantly. With her other hand, she caresses her stomach gently.

CARVER

I'm sorry.

BETH

Is that all you can say?

She isn't so much sad as she is pissed at him for making her cry.

CARVER

I don't know what else to say, babe.

BETH

I'd just like to know why you didn't even 

take the time to call me, even once, just to 

let me know you were alive... I mean, you 

never told me you were leaving, and I...

She breathes in deeply and composes herself.

BETH

Fuck you.

CARVER

Babe, you have to trust me on this. If I 

had contacted you, or anyone I cared about, 

and what I was doing was made known to any 

of the wrong people... well, I couldn't put 

you at risk, you understand?

BETH

I don't-

CARVER

Do you understand?

She sighs.

BETH

(resentful)

Yes. I understand... Happy now?

CARVER

No. But it's a good start.

BETH

(sarcastic)

I'm glad...

Carver dispenses a warm smile. Rare.

CARVER

You always were the feisty one, Beth. No 

wonder I love the hell out of you.

She lets out a startled laugh, puts her head in her hands, and starts sobbing.

Her sobs turn to chuckles and she raises her head to look at him again. He begins laughing as well.

BETH

You're a bastard, you know that?

CARVER

And then some, babe.

Beth wipes at her eyes again as their laughter tapers away.

BETH

Why exactly did you bring me here?

CARVER

Because I wanted to tell you face to face 

that this is over. For good, this time. No 

bullshit. From here on out, it's just us 

and no one else.

BETH

But why here? This place...

CARVER

This place is as good as any.

BETH

We could've just met at my apartment. 

Unless you wanted someplace public...

CARVER

What can I say? They make some badass coffee. 

Why didn't you get us some, by the way?...

He looks around toward the counter.

BETH

Don't change the subject.

Carver turns back.

CARVER

I was just wondering. No need to bare claws, 

kitty cat.

Beth flashes him a stern look.

BETH

And don't get lippy.

He sighs.






CARVER

Look, I thought I saw someone spying on me 

last night. Probably one of Reggie’s goons. 

That guy still doesn't believe you two are 

through... Anyway, I just figured it would 

be best if we met somewhere with a lot of 

people, that's all.

Beth sizes him up with her eyes, deciding whether or not to buy it.

CARVER

I'm a cautious bastard. You know me, babe.

BETH

All too well.

(apprehensive)

Are we in danger?

CARVER

Of course not. I just had a nice surprise 

for you, but I was hoping to wait till 

everything worked out with my resignation 

first. Sal still hasn't paid me for the 

Hennigan job.

BETH

Glen, what are you talking about?

She gazes at him with curious, questioning eyes.

CARVER

I made a little withdrawal yesterday.

BETH

A withdrawal?

CARVER

Yeah. A chunk of change that Salazar owed 

me. It should be more than enough to keep 

us going in the long run, if we play our 

cards right.

Hope shines anew in Beth's face.

BETH

So this really is the end of the line?

Carver grins slightly.

CARVER

I said it was, didn't I?

A beaming smile breaks out on her face, and he can't help but return it. They stare into each other's eyes once again-

PTOO! Blood sprays from a sudden exit wound in Carver's left shoulder. Droplets spatter Beth's shocked face as Carver falls out of his chair to the floor.

SCREAMS ring out around the mall outside the cafe. The few patrons in the shop drop to the floor instinctively, hands over their heads.

Beth stands, backs a step away from the table and stares down at her man crumpled on the floor.

BETH

Glen!

Standing in the front entrance holding a silenced pistol is FRANKIE, with TONY beside him holding his own, unsilenced, handgun.

INT. MALL - DAY

A mall SECURITY GUARD comes running toward the cafe as people scatter to and fro in the sudden chaos. He puts a hand on the butt of his service revolver, but doesn't yank it out yet.

GUARD

Hey! Throw 'em down, NOW!

Tony's gaze snaps immediately to the new threat and he raises his weapon as the guard pulls out his own-

BAM! Tony gets off a shot into the guard's heart and the man is thrown backward to the floor, dead.

INT. CAFE - DAY

Carver crawls desperately around the counter behind the table and just makes it as PTOO! Frankie squeezes off another round that chips wood from the counter. 

Carver is safe, for the moment, as he turns to look at the frozen Beth.

CARVER

Get away, Beth!

Beth doesn't move, but she's poised to, standing uncertainly, and she shakes her head vehemently.

BETH

No... No, I'm not gonna leave you... I 

won't...

She bursts out crying - she wants to run to him, but can't.

CARVER

Listen to me - go to my apartment. In the 

closet. It's all there. Take it and 

disappear.

BETH

Glen... I...

CARVER

Just fucking do it!

That snaps her back to Earth and her face contorts with emotional anguish. She turns, makes her way to the corner of the shop and ducks down behind a table, out of Frankie's crosshairs.

Frankie and Tony move carefully into the shop, keeping their weapons trained on any would-be heroes on the floor.

Beth mouths "I love you" to Carver. He nods and starts off on his hands and knees toward the end of the counter, to the rear entrance near the washrooms.

Carver gets to the end of the counter. He grimaces in pain as he hoists himself to his feet, puts a hand over his bleeding arm, and dashes for the exit.

He rams the door open and hustles through as PTOO! BAM! BAM! PTOO! Frankie and Tony open up. Their bullets rip into the door as it closes.

INT. HALLWAY - DAY

Carver stumbles through this empty hallway. He darts a tense look over his shoulder, then continues onward, struggling to stay on his feet.

INT. CAFE - DAY

Frankie and Tony near the exit, guns held up. Tony cautiously pushes the door open, peers into the hallway beyond, then moves inside.

Frankie looks back at the cafe, scans the shop and locks eyes with Beth, trembling in the corner. He grins, holds two fingers of his left hand up as if in a peace sign and licks between them sensuously, humor dancing in his eyes.

Beth winces at this and Frankie grins wider. He shoots her a wink, then follows Tony.

INT. STAIRWELL - DAY

The third level of an anonymous industrial stairwell-

WHAM! The door is thrust open, Carver stumbles in and slams the door shut. He waits for a moment, then moves down the stairs as fast as his weakened state will allow.

Carver makes it to the bottom step and collapses. He breathes raggedly for a moment, catching his breath.

He looks to the top of the steps behind him at the closed door, then picks himself up and starts down the adjoining stairs to the next level.

INT. HALLWAY - DAY

Smears of blood leave a trail down the hall where Carver had made his escape.

Frankie and Tony walk into view, their guns up and aimed straight ahead. They appear relaxed and casual, even under the obvious circumstances.

TONY

Why couldn't you have just shot him in the 

head?

FRANKIE

(irritated)

It's harder than it looks.

TONY

The only thing more pathetic than your aim 

is that fucking ring tone.

FRANKIE

Yeah, well, I scrogged your mom last night. 

She's a screamer, so I hope we didn't wake 

you.

They round a corner.

TONY

Sure, take the low road.

FRANKIE

Not as low as your mother went last night.

TONY

Nice.

FRANKIE

Did you know I fucked your sister too?

TONY

I don't care for her too much.

FRANKIE

You're just sayin' that 'cause you know she 

likes the Italian Sausage for dinner.

TONY

That's sick, man. Seriously.

FRANKIE

Sick... Just the way your sis likes it.

TONY

(beyond irritated)

Can we please just concentrate on getting 

this fucker?

FRANKIE

You started it, jagoff.

TONY

What are we, 9?

INT. HALLWAY #2 - DAY

The two of them wander through the doorway from the first hall into this one, a brighter and more business-like environment.

TONY

Ya know, you shouldn't talk about my sister 

like that, man. I mean, yours was the 

official town ice cream cone - everyone got 

a lick.

He laughs as they head to the right, around the bend into a small area with two elevators on the left wall and a door on the right with a bloody HANDPRINT on it.

SURVEILLANCE CAMERA POV:

Follows them as they move to the door. Tony spots the bloodstain and points to it.

Frankie looks right at us and raises his gun. A MUZZLE FLASH and the screen goes fuzzy with electric snow.

IN THE HALLWAY:

Frankie gives Tony a nod, and Tony backs up a step, prepares to ram his foot into the door-

PING! The elevator directly behind him arrives and the doors start opening. They both turn.

INT. ELEVATOR - CONTINUOUS

A YOUNG MAN stands in the middle of the lift. His eyes widen as the doors open fully and reveal the two armed men.

In the hall, Tony aims his weapon at the shocked young man.

TONY

The third floor is closed today.

The young man nods dazedly and the doors automatically close on their own.

Tony turns his attention back to the door, then kicks it open and moves into the stairwell beyond, Frankie close behind.

INT. STAIRWELL - DAY

Carver is sitting on the top step of the last flight of stairs, winded and paling. He looks up weakly. 

The sound of the pursuing hitmen grows louder as they hurry down the remaining steps, and they slow down when they see Carver making no effort to move, his back to them.

Frankie steps nonchalantly toward Carver, and Tony does the same, only more cautiously. The two of them tower over Carver, looking down on him, Frankie on the left, Tony the right.

Carver, hunkered over with his legs drawn up, gazes longingly at the word "EXIT" painted on the wall beside the door below, then sighs, resigning himself to the inevitable.

CARVER

For a second there, I thought I had a 

chance... but I'm man enough to admit when 

I've lost.

TONY

Nothing personal, man. You know that as 

well as anybody.

CARVER

Of course... We all gotta make our living 

somehow.

FRANKIE

I just wanted you to know that we have 

nothing but respect for what you've done 

in the business. For guys like us.

CARVER

So you're familiar with my resume.

FRANKIE

Who isn't?

CARVER

I'm flattered anyway. At least I'm being 

done in by a couple of fans. This should 

do wonders for your careers.

TONY

Every cloud has a silver lining.

FRANKIE

A silver lining is right. I gotta be honest, 

when we got the call, I got as giddy as 

Michael Jackson in a daycare centre.

A sick smile plays across his face.

FRANKIE

By the way, I wouldn't worry about your 

lady friend, Carver. I'll make sure she's 

taken care of.

Carver's face once again fills with that killer's intensity.

CARVER

You got a big mouth, friend...

As he says this, he reaches slowly under his right pant leg and pulls out a SWITCHBLADE from his boot.

FRANKIE

To the victor go the spoils.

CARVER

I beg to differ.

Frankie frowns at this, and Carver tenses, preparing-

The gradual sound of a woman moaning in pleasure suddenly emanates from Frankie's jacket - the ringtone.

FRANKIE

Shit...

He reaches for his pocket, and in the process points his gun away from Carver-

CHICK! Carver pops the blade out, jams it into Tony's heel and grabs his gun as he falls to the floor screaming.

Carver throws himself down the steps as PTOO! PTOO! Frankie fires, disoriented, at the spot Carver had just occupied. Frankie takes a moment to re-aim as Carver himself aims Tony's gun-

BAM! Carver gets a shot off into Frankie's right eye. Frankie’s brains splatter the wall behind him and he pitches backward to the floor beside the writhing Tony. His gun clatters to the floor on the level below. 

Carver, weakened considerably, pulls himself to his feet and trudges up the steps.

Tony is holding his bleeding foot and looks up to see Carver aiming his gun at him as the ringtone woman completes her orgasm in the dead Frankie's jacket.

CARVER

Give me a name.

Tony licks his lips, helpless uncertainty on his face. Carver shrugs and aims at Tony's groin.

CARVER

Want a .45 caliber vasectomy?

Tony's bottom lip trembles as his eyes stay glued on the gun. He shakes his head slowly.

CARVER

Then just tell me what I want to know. Who 

decided to send two degenerate amateurs to 

do a professional's job, huh? Why don't you 

go ahead and tell me, and I might consider 

giving you a new lease on life.

Tony swallows heavily and takes a deep breath.

TONY

R-Reggie. Reggie Jones.

Carver lets out a bitter bark of laughter.

CARVER

What for?

TONY

I don't know.

Carver cocks the hammer back on the gun and Tony's eyes widen in fright.

TONY

I swear to fucking Christ!

CARVER

That's good. Now swear to the guy who has 

the power to change your religion with one 

little pull of a trigger. 

TONY

I swear to you, he never told us anything! 

We were just supposed to get rid of you!

Carver looks him in the eyes for a long moment, then nods. His eyes drift aside as he gets lost in his thoughts.

CARVER

Salazar...

Tony stares up at him with confusion swirling in his face.

CARVER

(to Tony)

Thanks a bunch... Oh, and I've taken my 

offer into consideration, and realized it 

didn't work for me.

He suddenly aims at Tony's forehead and Tony's mouth opens in surprise. Before he can say anything - BAM! Carver executes him in cold blood.

Carver stands for a moment, then tips his head to the side and CRICK! Gets the kinks out of his neck. 

He stuffs Tony's gun into his jacket and starts down the steps in an injured gait, holding a hand to his bloody wound once again.

FADE OUT.

FADE IN:

CLOSE ON a pile of money, lined up in neat rows.

EXT. HARBOR - NIGHT

The money lay inside an open titanium briefcase that sits on a steel drum. 

The funds are gazed upon by three people. One is NIKKI, a young woman of subtle sensuality and confidence, and she stands next to JEFF, a jittery fellow of about the same age. The third party is a young, unassuming man of about 30, ELIAS SALAZAR.

Elias scrutinizes the two as they stare in awe at the hefty sum in front of them.

ELIAS

3 mil. No more, no less.

He reaches forward and shuts the case. Nikki and Jeff finally take their eyes off the treasure and focus on Elias; he now has their undivided attention.

Elias fishes a key out of his pocket and locks the case.

NIKKI

I don't see a problem.

ELIAS

We just wanted to make sure you realized 

what you were getting into. Your uncle's 

vouched for you Nikki, so I personally 

don't see a problem, either, except... 

He trails off, and Nikki and Jeff stare at him expectantly.

NIKKI

(unsure)

Except what?

Elias looks at Jeff.

ELIAS

Except you, kemosabe. We've been here for 

ten minutes and I still don't know who or 

what the fuck you are, exactly.

JEFF

I'm just a last minute kinda thing. I 

wanted to learn the ropes so George let me 

tag along. What, is that a crime or 

something?

ELIAS

No, but this money is. Nobody told me 

anything about you, so you can understand 

why I'm pretty fucking wary about this 

whole scenario.

NIKKI

He's cool.

ELIAS

Looks like a piece of shit to me, but to 

each his own.

NIKKI

Be that as it may...

JEFF

(breaking in)

Hey! What-

NIKKI

(continues, ignoring Jeff)

That still doesn't change the fact that 

everything's cool, Elias. Your dad's money 

is safe, I guarantee you that.

(motioning to Jeff)

I vouch for him.

Elias smirks, then nods.

ELIAS

Fair enough... But keep in mind, little 

girl, that the last one who tried to 

double-cross Pop was sent back to his 

family in a couple of small boxes.

Jeff shows undisguised fear, but Nikki remains cool and collected.

NIKKI

Dismemberment and small boxes... Seems kind 

of unoriginal, don't you think?

ELIAS

Did I mention it was Christmas morning?

Nikki looks like she's been punched in the gut.

NIKKI

Oh...

Elias checks his watch.

ELIAS

Well. Will you look at that. Time flies 

when you're wasting it. I'd love to stick 

around and shoot the shit but unfortunately 

I have a hot date. Legs all the way to 

fucking Korea.

(to Nikki)

The feds'll be searching the compound all 

day tomorrow, so tell your uncle that we'll 

send someone out to get it sometime 

tomorrow afternoon.

NIKKI

Will do.

Elias turns and walks off without another word. Nikki and Jeff share a look. 

Nikki grabs the case and the two start off in the opposite direction.

EXT. MIDTOWN INTERSECTION - NIGHT

The roads are empty at this time of night, illuminated by the intersection's green traffic light.

A single car heads up the road as the green light turns yellow. As the vehicle nears the intersection, we see that it's driven by Jeff, Nikki in the passenger seat.

INT. JEFF'S CAR - NIGHT

Nikki and Jeff are in the midst of discussion.

JEFF

Man, am I ever having some serious doubts 

about this. I mean, did you hear that guy?

NIKKI

What am I, a mirage? I was there, remember?

Jeff stops the car at the intersection as the light turns red.

JEFF

Why didn't your uncle ever mention any of 

that stuff?

NIKKI

Must've slipped his mind.

JEFF

Seems like a pretty big detail to omit, 

don't ya think?

NIKKI

Bitch, bitch, bitch...

JEFF

Well, excuse me for expressing a little 

self-preservation. Some of us don't want 

our severed heads used as Christmas 

ornaments.

NIKKI

Remind me to buy a violin when we get back.

JEFF

Better yet, I'll buy you a flute so you 

can go fornicate yourself.

NIKKI

Wow. That's original.

JEFF

What is it with you and originality?

NIKKI

Only that it would be a nice if you came 

up with your own material every now and 

then. You're already starting to bore me, 

but that's beside the point. If you're so 

worried, then why don't you quit? Nobody 

forced you to be here.

JEFF

Splendid idea. Maybe we can take up 

gardening together.

(pointing to his crotch)

You can plant tulips.

The intersection light turns green.

NIKKI

Something tells me you were waiting all 

day to use tha-

The back door suddenly opens, and a MASKED MAN, wearing a ski mask, trench coat, gloves and carrying a shotgun, climbs in and immediately aims the weapon at Jeff.

JEFF

Hey, wha--!?!

MASKED MAN

Just keep driving. Do anything to draw 

attention to yourself, and I will fucking 

bury you.

EXT. FOREST CLEARING - NIGHT

Jeff's car pulls into this small clearing bordering a dark, wooded area. The car stops, the engine dies and the headlights go out.

INT. JEFF'S CAR - NIGHT

The masked man reaches over the front seat and hands Jeff a set of handcuffs.

MASKED MAN

Cuff yourself to the wheel.

Jeff wraps one cuff around his left wrist and hooks the other one around the steering wheel.

MASKED MAN

Give me the keys.

Jeff takes the keys from the ignition and dutifully hands them over. The masked man then points his weapon at the terrified Nikki.

MASKED MAN

You - out.

EXT. JEFF'S CAR - NIGHT

Nikki gets out of the car, then the back door opens and the masked man follows suit. He keeps his shotgun levelled at her and has the briefcase of money in his other hand.

Nikki backs up a step, hands raised. She waits expectantly and he motions to the woods with the gun.

MASKED MAN

Walk. And put your hands on your head.

She does so and reluctantly starts marching toward the tree line. The masked man trails close behind.

INT. JEFF'S CAR - NIGHT

Jeff yanks futilely on the handcuff, then throws a glance out the window to the receding figures. He gives the cuff two more yanks, then sighs, giving up-

And suddenly his face lights up with hope. He digs into his right pocket and pulls out a PAPERCLIP.

He unfolds the makeshift lockpick and sticks it into the handcuffs' keyhole, then twists it this way and that.

His eyes are that of a madman as he darts a look out the window again - the two individuals are now mere silhouettes in the moonlight.

Going back to work, he slaves feverishly on the task of freeing himself.

EXT. WOODS - NIGHT

Nikki is still walking through the dark woods with the masked man trailing when he suddenly stops. Unaware of his halted progress, she continues on.

MASKED MAN

Stop.

She does so without hesitation and doesn't move a muscle, hands still on her head.

NIKKI

W- What are you gonna do?

MASKED MAN

Turn around... and get on your knees.

She obeys his command. He sets the briefcase on the ground and moves toward her with deliberate steps as she gazes up at him with pleading eyes.

He halts a few feet in front of her and they stare at each other for a beat. Then, slowly, he aims the shotgun at her face.

NIKKI

No! No, please! You don't want to do this! 

You can keep the money, it's yours-

BOOM!

INT. JEFF'S CAR - NIGHT

Startled by the resounding gunshot, Jeff looks up from his work, eyes wide as he stares out the passenger window. The silhouette of the masked man turns slowly toward him – he’s next.

His focus goes back to the cuffs and he continues his escape attempt, desperation on his sweaty face-

CLICK! The lock gives. He takes the cuff off his wrist and rubs his chafed skin.

EXT. JEFF'S CAR - NIGHT

The driver's side door opens and Jeff spills out. He hauls himself to his feet in a hurry.

Jeff takes off running and heads for the trees on the other side of the clearing.

JEFF (VO)

Then... I just ran and didn't look back. 

What else could I do? I was too scared 

shitless to look back.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. GEORGE'S OFFICE - DAY

A midsized office. An executive leather chair is turned around to face the window at the back. Odds and ends are scattered on the desk. Random pictures sit on a bookshelf nearby. Some feature Nikki.

Jeff sits in a chair at the front, facing the leather chair. He's covered in red scratches.

The leather chair spins around slowly to reveal Nikki's uncle, GEORGE PETERSEN, a graying man in his mid-50s who holds a picture of Nikki in his lap.

He looks up at Jeff. Sadness covers his wrinkled features.

GEORGE

Is that everything?

Jeff rubs the back of his neck nervously.

JEFF

No. I- I went back later and the car was 

gone... I couldn't find the body, but...

well, it was bad.

George rubs his temples with his right hand, the left hand still holding Nikki's picture.

GEORGE

Let me verbalize this so I can get it 

straight - you came back here to tell me 

that you lost the money, my niece is dead, 

and my life is, for all intents and purposes, 

ruined. Does that about sum it up?

Jeff swallows heavily and looks away. He avoids George's gaze ashamedly.

George sorrowfully looks down at Nikki's picture which he still holds in his trembling hand.

GEORGE

I loved her like my own daughter. Ever 

since my brother died, I vowed to take care 

of her, but I- I just wasn't there. Always 

busy, always neglecting her. I wanted to be 

there for her, ya know? I really did.

JEFF

(reassuringly)

Yeah. I know.

GEORGE

I shouldn't have sent her. I should've went 

myself, but it was that goddamn merger 

meeting. You have to understand, I would've 

been ruined if I didn't go.

JEFF

It's not your fault. You know that, right? 

This is nobody's fault. Bad luck, is all.

George finally looks up at Jeff.

GEORGE

Who could have done this?

JEFF

I don't know. But this guy knew when and 

where to hit us. A definite pro. We have 

no leads. No witnesses. Nothing. Jack shit.

George's eyes now convey deep thought, then realization. He looks up at Jeff slowly, warily. Jeff doesn't know what to think.

JEFF

What?

George continues to stare at him, then reaches slowly toward his top right desk drawer and opens it as he responds...

GEORGE

You're good. You're very good.

JEFF

George... what are you talking about?

GEORGE

It was you.

Jeff looks at him as if he's crazy.

JEFF

George, I don't know what you think you 

know, but-

George suddenly snatches a 9mm handgun from the open drawer and aims it at Jeff with shaking fingers.

JEFF

Hey, have you lost your mind-?!

GEORGE

Where is it?

His hands shake. He's obviously never threatened anybody with a gun before. Jeff is incredulous and stutters to come out with an answer. Any answer.

JEFF

What, I-

GEORGE

Where the fuck is it!

Tears spill freely from his eyes now, his teeth gritted, and he pulls the hammer back. Jeff's eyes go wide with fear and he throws his hands up defensively.

JEFF

George, please! Put the gun down! You don't 

want to do this!

GEORGE

You killed her, you son of a bitch! How...

He breaks out in thick sobs before he goes on.

GEORGE

How the fuck could you do that to me? How!

Jeff swallows heavily, never takes his eyes off the gun as he lowers his hands slowly. Carefully.

JEFF

(as calmly as possible)

George, it wasn't me. Okay? See this?

He shakes his wrist with the chafed skin.

JEFF

I want this prick found too, alright? Put 

the gun down. This isn't going to solve 

anything.

George's tearful face shows flitting uncertainty, and he lowers the gun slightly. But not completely.

GEORGE

I... I can't be sure...

Jeff licks his lips, then slowly reaches for his right pocket. George immediately aims the gun at him full-on once again.

JEFF

I'm just gonna show you something, okay?

George doesn't lower the gun. Just waits. Jeff looks him in the eye.

JEFF

Okay?

After a tense moment, George nods and lowers the gun again uncertainly as Jeff's hand digs into his pocket and pulls out-

A GOLD RING with an eyecatching design. He holds it out for George to see and George drops the gun onto the desk, his eyes filling with fresh tears.

He reaches for it and Jeff willingly allows him to snatch it. Jeff watches uncomfortably as George turns it around in his fingers and stares at it obsessively.

JEFF

I... I found it when I went back. It was 

the only thing there except for the-... 

It's all I could find.

George doesn't look away from the ring as he responds.

GEORGE

I gave this to her for her birthday. Six 

years ago. She told me...

He puts his left hand to his forehead, then wipes at his soaked eyes.

GEORGE

She told me that she'd wear it till the 

day she died.

Jeff isn't sure what to say, so he just observes George sympathetically.

George wipes at his face again in the palpable silence, seems to push his grief aside forcefully, then begins...

GEORGE

There's gotta be something. Something we're 

not seeing...

Jeff leans forward and carefully chooses his words.

JEFF

Was there anybody close to the family, 

maybe... a friend or a relative that Nikki 

might've told?

GEORGE

(uncertain)

Are you saying this was an inside job?

JEFF

Look, I'm not saying anything for sure. 

All I'm saying is that we have to look at 

the possibility. We have to face facts – 

there's no way in hell anybody on the 

outside could've known about this thing. 

Nobody.

George thinks for a moment, then-

GEORGE

Dick.

JEFF

Nikki's fiance?

GEORGE

Yeah... She told him everything. No secrets 

between either of them, as far as I know.

JEFF

Is he the only one that comes to mind?

George contemplates once again and after a moment, nods his head submissively. Almost reluctantly.

GEORGE

Unfortunately.

JEFF

Well, that's definitely a start... Don't 

worry. If he's in on this, we're gonna get 

that case back. I know two people who can 

swing by to talk to him.

GEORGE

What if we're wrong? What if the money 

isn't there, or Dick's flown the coop 

already? I'll have to face this myself.

JEFF

I'm here, remember?

GEORGE

Do you have any idea what happens to people 

who fuck over Salazar?

Jeff winces.

JEFF

Yeah. You could say I've heard some festive 

tales.

He forces strength into his voice and refuses to acknowledge his fear.

JEFF

But we'll only worry about that if the time 

comes.

Jeff grabs a pad of paper near the edge of George's desk and plops it down in front of George.

JEFF

You just give me an address. My friends will 

take care of everything else.

EXT. COUNTRYSIDE - DAY

A barren stretch of rustic scenery. A car is parked on the side of the road in this peaceful landscape.

INT. TRAVIS'S CAR - DAY

TRAVIS, a surly yet calm-looking man in his mid-30s, sits behind the wheel, his head back, eyes closed. There's a constant BANGING in the trunk, as if someone's trying to bust out.

There's a low, wet SMACKING sound. Travis opens his eyes and disappointment flashes across his face.

WOMAN'S VOICE (OS)

God-dammit!

Travis looks down.

TRAVIS

What?

A woman's head suddenly rises out of his lap. This is JANE, a tough gal in her mid-30s who just happens to be damn hot. 

She sits up into the passenger's seat and turns to face the back seat.

JANE

(to the guy in the trunk)

Shut the fuck up!

The pounding seems to get louder.

TRAVIS

Is his well-being absolutely necessary?

JANE

Nah. It's a "Dead Or Alive" deal.

Travis smiles. A killer's smile. Kind of scary.

TRAVIS

Fantastic.

EXT. TRAVIS'S CAR - DAY

Travis opens his door. His left foot swings out and touches pavement when his cell phone rings inside his coat.

He steps fully out of the car and closes his door. Pulls the phone out and glances at the number - "JEFF - ***-****". 

He smirks and answers the bleating device.

TRAVIS

Hola, mes amigo.

INT. GEORGE'S OFFICE - DAY

George's chair is now turned around and he's staring out the window. Jeff still occupies his earlier seat, his cell phone pressed to his ear.

JEFF

Travis?

INTERCUT:

Travis slowly walks around to the back of the car. To the trunk.

TRAVIS

None other.

JEFF

You busy?

TRAVIS

Same old, same old. Just more trash to be 

delivered for orderly disposal. Why?

He takes out a set of keys.

JEFF

Straight to the point - we've got one ugly 

slut of a situation here, Travis, and I 

don't know who else to turn to.

TRAVIS

I'm listening.

JEFF

We can't pay you much. Five hundred max, 

between you and Jane, but our lives depend 

on you. I really need your help on this.

TRAVIS

What's the job?

JEFF

I need you to swing by an address and pick 

something up for me.

Travis inserts a key into the trunk's lock and turns it. The trunk pops open and reveals a MAN inside, roughed up. Bound and gagged. 

TRAVIS

I suppose. What's the story?

Jeff turns away from George's desk and lowers his voice. Out of respect.

JEFF

You know George Petersen?

TRAVIS

Vaguely. The banker, right?

JEFF

Yeah. Me and his niece Nikki were supposed 

to bring back a briefcase to hold onto for 

Salazar, only some whackjob with a 12-gauge 

had us scouted. He killed her and took the 

case. It's a goddamn miracle that I'm even 

talking to you right now.

Travis pulls out a pistol from his coat and casually checks it over.

TRAVIS

Antonio Salazar?

JEFF

(slightly impatient)

Yes. So now you know why I'm shitting 

bricks right about now.

TRAVIS

Indeed... Ya know, the only person I can 

think of with an execution method like that 

is Glen Carver.

JEFF

Who?

TRAVIS

Ever heard of The Guillotine?

JEFF

Can't say I have.

TRAVIS

Nevermind, then. I suppose it's irrelevant. 

But I bet you any money that's your man. 

And if Salazar knew about this, Carver'd 

have an extremely bad fucking day. Speaking 

of which...

He aims at the man in the trunk, whose eyes widen considerably - BAM! BAM! BAM!

Jeff winces from the gunshots and gets agitated.

JEFF

What the fuck was that?

TRAVIS

Nothing. You were saying?

JEFF

Right. Yeah. We're pretty sure Nikki's 

fiance had something to do with it. Maybe 

he's in cahoots with this Carver guy.

Travis puts the gun back into his jacket.

TRAVIS

So you want us to have a word with him.

JEFF

Yeah.

TRAVIS

Sure. We could spare a few hours.

JEFF

Thanks, man. You don't know how much I 

appreciate this.

TRAVIS

Oh, I think I have a pretty good idea. By 

the way...

His eyes sparkle with interest.

TRAVIS

What's in the case?

JEFF

Forget it. Take it and Salazar'll be on you 

like ugly on Paris Hilton. Besides, you 

need the key.

Travis smiles.

TRAVIS

But of course. Just making sure we're on 

the same page.

JEFF

I bet.

Travis pulls out a small notepad and pen.

TRAVIS

So... Got that address for me? Daylight's 

wasting, my friend.

JEFF

Yeah. Actually, I should give you George's 

address too, while I'm at it. But Travis... 

one more thing.

TRAVIS

What?

JEFF

If he had anything to do with this, anything 

at all... I want you make him regret it.

Travis's smile transforms into the grin of a shark. Of a predator.

TRAVIS

Jeffrey... it would be my pleasure.

He reaches up and slams the trunk closed on the corpse.

FADE IN:

INT. MALL - DAY

CLOSE ON the dead security guard that Tony shot, then-

We see that the entire area in and around the cafe has been cordoned off with yellow barrier tape. Uniformed cops and various law enforcement officials stand around, conversing. Drinking coffee. Surveying the area.

A coroner systematically moves around the crime scene, snapping pictures. 

He snaps one of the corpse's dead-white face as multiple rubber-neckers lean over the tape to get a better look.

INT. CAFE - DAY

The cafe is empty, save for a haggard man of about 45, DETECTIVE BENJAMIN MILLER, in a sportcoat standing by the service counter.

He reaches over the counter, grabs a styrofoam coffee cup and a half-full pot of joe and pours himself one. He puts the pot back and takes a drink of his coffee as-

The rear door opens and a young cop (CLEMENS) stands in the entryway, out of breath and pale, like he'd seen a ghost. Miller turns, vaguely surprised.

CLEMENS

You better come look at this, sir.

MILLER

You found our John Doe?

Clemens shakes his head as Miller saunters over to join him.

CLEMENS

No, sir. Just the two cowboys.

MILLER

Well, don't keep me in suspense. Give me 

the lowdown, kid.

CLEMENS

Seems our Doe took some exception to their 

treatment and capped 'em both in the head. 

One in the right eye, another in the 

forehead. Clean hits, though the results 

are messy as hell.

Miller's brow squinches.

MILLER

This isn't gelling, Junior.

CLEMENS

Clemens, sir.

MILLER

What?

CLEMENS

My name's Clemens, sir.

MILLER

Well... Clemens, allow me to get you some 

markers so you can color me confused. 

Haven't all the witnesses said he was 

unarmed?

CLEMENS

That's right, but I'm pretty sure he had 

some kinda blade on him. Maybe a switch. 

Something he could handle easy enough 

without them seein', because he definitely 

got the drop on those guys. One of their 

heel's all torn to shit. Made me wince just 

lookin' at it.

MILLER

Find any weapons?

CLEMENS

Just the one silencer. On the ground floor. 

I think one of our cowboys dropped it.

MILLER

Anything else?

CLEMENS

Not yet, sir.

Miller nods, processing the info.

CLEMENS

I gotta tell ya, after takin' a bullet like 

he did... this John Doe must be one tough 

hombre, because there's blood all over the 

place, and I'm willing to bet most of it's 

his.

Miller takes another sip of his coffee.

MILLER

All right. Let's go have a look-see before 

the press get here.

INT. HALLWAY - DAY

Miller and Clemens walk slowly through the same twisting hallway Carver used to escape. Carver's blood liberally decorates the passage.

CLEMENS

Ya know, I was wondering...

MILLER

Yeah?

He takes another lazy drink of his coffee.

CLEMENS

I was thinking of applying for the Detective 

Bureau, so I figure since you're the top 

guy and everything, I was wondering if you'd 

put the good word in for me.

MILLER

You want to join our world, huh?

CLEMENS

Yes, sir. It's kind of a lifelong passion.

MILLER

I guessed as much.

CLEMENS

Heh. I guess it was kinda obvious... But 

would you?

Miller shrugs.

MILLER

I suppose. You handled yourself pretty well 

back there. Very concise. You've got the 

brains and the eye for grisly details. I 

like that.

A small smile of gratitude touches Clemens's lips.

CLEMENS

Thank you, sir.

MILLER

Don't get ahead of yourself. You have to 

know that if I do that for you, I'll be 

telling the truth.

Clemens's smile dims slightly.

CLEMENS

And what's the truth?

MILLER

You're not quite ready for this gig, kid.

CLEMENS

What do you mean?

MILLER

I mean you're wet behind the ears. You're 

still a young pup and ya gotta be a wolf 

if you want to hang with the pack, Slick. 

This isn't some Sunday School Picnic, 

Clemens. Real bodies, real criminals, real 

fuckin' nasty.

CLEMENS

(uncertain)

I know that, sir.

MILLER

You may think you do, but your stomach 

isn't as iron as it should be at this point. 

I saw ya back there - ya looked like 

someone just walked over your grave. In 

fact...

He scrutinizes the young cop.

MILLER

Ya still do.

CLEMENS

I guess...

MILLER

First rule of thumb - if you're gonna guess, 

make sure it's an educated one.

He claps Clemens on the back.

MILLER

Don't worry about it, Slick. Just follow 

my lead.

INT. STAIRWELL - DAY

Miller pushes the door open to Level 3. He and Clemens enter and start unhurriedly down the steps to Level 2.

CLEMENS

So how did you get to the top? Any special 

secrets?

MILLER

Just the usual cliches - Hard work. 

Dedication. Perseverance. Perseverance is 

the most important, in my humble opinion. 

If you've got the drive, you've got it 

made.

CLEMENS

I do.

MILLER

Good for you. Keep it up. It'll take you a 

long way.

They reach Level 2 and start down the adjacent steps to Level 1.

CLEMENS

Does it get any easier?

MILLER

What? The job... or the nightmares?

CLEMENS

Both.

MILLER

Well, the job... yeah, it does get easier. 

It's no different from anything else that 

you learn through repetition. Do it well 

enough and you'll be able to do it in your 

sleep.

CLEMENS

You mean the nightmares.

MILLER

Now you're catchin' on, rookie. If you're 

serious about this, you better be damn 

prepared, that's all I gotta say. It does 

take its toll on ya.

CLEMENS

(vehemently)

I am prepared, sir.

MILLER

If you say so.

They reach the bottom and both step off onto the Level 1 landing. Tony and Frankie lay sprawled in front of them, where Carver left them-

A lone officer opens the door at the bottom and peeks his head in, curious at the noise in the stairwell. Miller nods to him.

MILLER

Everything's fine. You just keep making 

sure no one comes snooping around.

The officer nods humbly, backs out and closes the door behind him.

Miller turns his attention downward to the splayed corpses and his practiced eyes crawl over them, taking in the details - Tony's slashed Achilles Tendon. Frankie's splattered right eye. The neat, bloody hole in Tony's forehead. He whistles, impressed.

MILLER

My oh my...

He gulps down the rest of his coffee and tosses the cup off to the side. Clemens stares at the bodies, then at Miller in confusion.

CLEMENS

What?

MILLER

Oh, nothing. Just admiring the handiwork. 

It's not often we get a juicy case like this, 

believe you me. Pure gangland. 'Tis a 

beautiful thing, Junior.

CLEMENS

If you say so.

He looks on the verge of vomiting again.

MILLER

Count your blessings, son. You want to be 

a detective? Well, this is a detective's wet 

dream... Shit, I should count my blessings, 

too. Things finally start to get interesting 

again.

Clemens says nothing, only watches Miller as he stoops down next to Frankie and examines the body more closely-

Suddenly, the infamous RINGTONE emanates into the stairwell from Frankie's jacket and reverberates through the space. Clemens and Miller look around with amused puzzlement on their faces.

MILLER

You didn't spot a naked blonde slapping 

the snatch on the way in here, did ya?

CLEMENS

I... what?!

MILLER

Yeah, neither did I, so where...

His gaze comes to rest on Frankie. He reaches down and fumbles inside the dead man's jacket. Pulls out the CELL PHONE.

MILLER

Bingo.

He stands up, opens the phone to answer it and presses it to his ear.

MILLER

Hello?

Clemens watches Miller curiously as his features tighten slightly.

MILLER

(slightly irritated)

No, this is Detective Benjamin Miller, 

Harbor City PD, Homicide. Who may I ask is 

calling?... I see...

His shoulders loosen as if a great weight were lifted from his conscience.

MILLER

Uh huh...

Clemens watches Miller very closely. Miller catches his look and gives him a reassuring wink, then slyly moves away from the young cop.

MILLER

Well, I don't know quite how to break this 

to you, sir, so I'll just say it - Mr. 

Devito has been murdered. I'm sorry I didn't 

tell you at the onset, but I thought it'd be 

best to ease into it. I hope you understand. 

Worst part of the job, ya know.

Miller's face shows a slight twinge of discomfort as he listens to the brief response.

MILLER

Uh huh...

He pauses for a long moment as the mystery caller lays out a speech on the other end. His face darkens, then finally-

MILLER

I'll do the best I can. I assure you, we'll 

find whoever did this. Justice will be served... 

My condolences, sir.

He nods to himself, then closes the phone.

CLEMENS

Who was that?

Miller's attention snaps to Clemens as if he were in a daze.

MILLER

Huh?

CLEMENS

Who was it?

By the look on Clemens's face, he's becoming increasingly uneasy.

MILLER

Oh! Nobody, really. Just a now-bereaved 

relative.

CLEMENS

Oh.

MILLER

Yeah. Anywho... What say we get those 

forensics boys in here before these two 

start stinking up the joint, eh?

Clemens relaxes, but wariness remains in his eyes.

CLEMENS

Whatever you say, sir.

MILLER

Please...

He flashes Clemens a warm smile.

MILLER

Call me Ben.

CLEMENS

Okay... Ben.

Miller claps him on the back, then starts back up the stairs.

MILLER

Come on.

Clemens starts after him, trying to keep up.

CLEMENS

Where are we going?

MILLER

Well, I'm gonna have a word with our John 

Doe's better half. You're gonna learn a 

thing or two about a thing or two.

CLEMENS

O...kay.

INT. MALL - DAY

There are twice the amount of looky-loos now than before. Clemens hurries along behind Miller as he exits the cafe briskly and heads toward a middle-aged man in a blue suit, HARRY.

MILLER

Harry, I wanna talk to the girl. Where is 

she?

HARRY

Just missed her. Bob took her down to the 

station for questioning.

MILLER

Apparently, someone forgot to tell that 

knob that this is my investigation.

HARRY

Yeah, well, he did manage to get the John 

Doe's name from her.

MILLER

Yeah?

HARRY

Get this: Glen Carver.

Miller's face shows a mild interest.

MILLER

The Glen Carver?

HARRY

You betcha.

MILLER

This just got a hell of a lot more 

interesting.

HARRY

Tell me about it.

MILLER

Okay... You just keep doing what you do best, 

and me and the rookie here are gonna go do 

some real police work.

Miller pats him on the shoulder, then starts off again, Clemens once more tailing behind as a silent partner.

HARRY

(calling after him)

Yeah, yeah. I remember the last case you 

solved was the "Missing Donut" case of '98. 

Leave this shit to the professionals.

MILLER

(calling back)

Jealousy will get you nowhere, buddy.

Clemens keeps pace with a grinning Miller and inquires:

CLEMENS

Sir, who's Glen Carver?

MILLER

I'll tell you on the way, Slick.

INT. OFFICE - DAY

Beth sits alone in front of a desk in this small office, almost an interrogation setting. Her face is still haunted from the incident.

The door suddenly opens behind her and startles her back to reality. Miller strides in a second later.

MILLER

Sorry to keep you waiting, ma'am. Had to 

feed the press just enough to leave them 

wanting more. Always looking for blood, the 

cheeky fuckers.

BETH

It's no problem.

Miller walks around the desk and plops into the chair opposite her. Leans back and crosses his arms. Waiting.

MILLER

And there is more, isn't there?

Beth says nothing, but her face suggests she knows where this is going.

MILLER

You want to tell me about it?

BETH

There's nothing more to tell than what you 

already know. Just ask your friend "Bob".

He gives her a dismissive wave with his right hand.

MILLER

Nah, he ain't my friend, he's an asshole. 

I don't associate with assholes, they give 

you nothing but shit. But back on topic – 

you know the old saying, "You can't bullshit 

a bullshitter"? Well, I've done my fair 

share over the years, believe me. Detective 

Bureau, undercover work, all that good stuff. 

We don't have to travel that path, because 

it'll just make things harder, and both you 

and I, I know we don't want that, right?

BETH

But I don't know anything.

MILLER

A "babe in the woods", eh? I see...

Beth doesn't grace this with an answer. Miller smiles tiredly and leans forward in his chair slightly.

MILLER

The Guillotine.

She perks up a bit.

MILLER

Thought that'd get your attention. He's 

your boyfriend, correct?

Beth hesitates, then nods.

BETH

Yes.

MILLER

So you also know that right now you're 

looking at jail time for being an accessory 

to murder... Multiple murders, actually. 

But you already knew that. And we both know 

I'm not talking about those two cowboys in 

the mall. We can't blame him for a clear-cut 

case of self-defence, obviously.

Beth shifts uncomfortably in her seat, but says nothing.

MILLER

Look, I want us to come to an understanding, 

and part of that is developing a foundation 

of trust. So that means I'm not gonna try to 

bullshit you, okay? I'm being a straight 

shooter here. I know all about the man. Who 

he is. What he's done, or allegedly done. 

The whole shebang. And I know you know 

something, and I know you're trying to 

protect him. Hell, it's the nature of any 

strong relationship, of which I'm assuming 

you two share... Unless I'm wrong, at which 

point I'll have to start over from scratch, 

which is always a pisser.

Beth is awed at Miller's forthright manner.

BETH

You're not wrong.

MILLER

So we can dispense with the mind games. 

Good.

He leans back in his chair again, clasps his hands together and appraises her.

MILLER

I want to help you. I really do. And I can, 

if you let me. Which means helping me.

BETH

You seem to know about as much as I do, so 

how could I possibly help you?

MILLER

You could start by telling me where he's 

staying. He's a sharp one, so he knows that 

a hospital isn't in his best interest. My 

guess is he'll probably head back to wherever 

to recover.

BETH

I don't know where he is.

Miller's features harden.

MILLER

We've had an understanding for about...

(checks his watch)

...a minute now, and already you're 

chipping at the foundation with a sledge. 

Not a good start, Ms. Rhodes.

Beth allows a pleading note to creep into her voice.

BETH

He moves around a lot. Never stays in one 

place for very long, and he never uses his 

real name... A lot of the time we can barely 

keep in touch.

MILLER

Sounds like a real rocky romance... You two 

were together today, weren't you? Surely he 

told you where he was coming from. Or you 

picked him up...

BETH

No... He called me last night on his cell, 

said he wanted to meet me today... He 

could've been anywhere.

Miller nods, seemingly deciding to buy it.

MILLER

What about the two clowns who attacked you? 

You know them?

BETH

Never saw them before in my life.

MILLER

One of them was a guy named Frankie Devito. 

Apparently some kind of heavy hitter in 

your boyfriend's line of work. Ring a bell?

BETH

Can't say it does.

MILLER

Okay... Do you think it's possible Carver 

would try to get in touch with you again?

BETH

I guess it's possible... I don't see why he 

would, though.

MILLER

Me neither. But the thing is, I'm up at bat 

in this little game of cat and mouse, and 

in order to win, to bring your husband-

BETH
(interrupting)

Boyfriend.

MILLER

(slightly irritated)

In order to bring your boyfriend in in one 

piece, I gotta have all my bases covered, 

or this thing's liable to get messy. We've 

got enough dead bodies, we don't need any 

more.

This strikes Beth in the heart, and her face shows it.

BETH

And after you've got him? What then?

She's masking her fear and sorrow with bravado, her voice breaking slightly.

MILLER

That's not for me to decide. But, I'll 

promise you this - if you help us out, and 

he gets delivered to us safe and sound, 

I'll do what I can to make sure he gets due 

process. I'm not saying he'll be treated 

like a king, but he'll be treated fairly. 

He may be a killer, we both know that, but 

he's got rights just like anyone else. 

BETH

(scornfully)

You honestly believe that?

MILLER

Of course I do. But the thing is... There 

are two cases from '99 that I know he had a 

hand in. It's just a matter of getting a 

confession. Now, if he does that for us, 

and leads us to whoever tried to off him... 

Well, he just might be spared the worst of 

it... And, it's very likely you'll just get 

slapped with a suspended sentence. Fancy 

talk for a "Get out of jail free" card. If 

you're cooperative, of course... That's the 

best I can do.

She stares at him for a long, lingering beat, then her gaze softens.

BETH

Do you have kids, Mr. Miller?

He blinks at her, confusion swirling on his face. He never expected that.

MILLER

Two. Why?

BETH

Do you love them?

MILLER

(slightly irritated again)

Of course I do.

BETH

And you've always been there for them.

MILLER

Goes with the territory, Ms. Rhodes.

Beth stares him right in the eye, unblinking.

BETH

I can't imagine what it would've been like 

for them had they grown up without a father... 

Can you?

Miller is caught off guard. He clears his throat.

MILLER

Well, I think we've went over the pertinent 

parts, so I guess you're free to go for now, 

Ms. Rhodes.

BETH

Just like that?

MILLER

Just like that. Thanks for your cooperation. 

Just stay close to the phone, because I may 

want to ask you some questions later on.

He gets out of his chair and heads around the desk to the door. Beth stands up and follows him as he opens it. He gestures with one hand for her to exit. She takes one step out, and turns back to face him.

BETH

You never answered my question, Mr. Miller.

MILLER

The answer... is "No".

Her mouth rises in a slight smile.

BETH

That's all I wanted to know.

MILLER

(coolly)

Good day, Ms. Rhodes.

Finally, she turns away and walks off through the police station without looking back. Miller stares after her, lost in thought, obviously unnerved.

Clemens walks over, curiosity ingrained on the young cop's face.

CLEMENS

What do we got?

MILLER

Carver. By the balls, Junior.

He looks at Clemens.

MILLER

We've got her phone tapped, but just in 

case he does get stupid and actually drops 

in for a visit, someone should be there... 

I want you to tail her. And don't let her 

out of your sight.

Clemens stays where he is, eagerness shining in his eyes. Miller looks at Clemens to the exit to Clemens again. Sighs.

MILLER

Now?

CLEMENS

Oh! Right... Sorry, sir.

Without another word, he stalks off in the direction Beth had gone.

MILLER

Hey, kid, don't be a hero. You get Carver 

in your sights, you call us, okay?

Clemens turns back to respond, but keeps on walking, a bundle of excitement.

CLEMENS

I won't let you down, sir.

He rounds a bend and disappears, exiting stage left, as it were.

MILLER

(to himself)

Let's hope so.

EXT. APARTMENT COMPLEX - DUSK

A small apartment building nestled on the corner of this calm city block. A light is on in the window of the first apartment.

On the other side of the street, a gray hatchback is parked at the curb.

INT. HATCHBACK - DUSK

Clemens is sitting in the driver's seat finishing off a sloppy burger in a styrofoam container.

He stuffs the last bite into his mouth, then tosses the empty container on the floor on the passenger's side. Checks his watch. Leans back in his seat.

EXT. APARTMENT COMPLEX - NIGHT

The apartment remains as it was, the light in the living room still on. Nothing moves inside.

INT. HATCHBACK - NIGHT

Clemens stares intently at the apartment, bored out of his skull.

RING! The phone in the apartment rings. And again. And again. And again. Still, nobody moves to answer it inside.

Clemens's brow furrows in increasing suspicion, and he reaches for his door handle.

EXT. HATCHBACK - NIGHT

Clemens opens his door and climbs out hesitantly. He looks both ways up and down the empty street, shuts his door and starts off across the asphalt. 

He hops the curb and starts up the steps to the apartment's front door. Makes it to window-level and peers in cautiously, reduced to being a Peeping Tom.

His gaze sweeps the inside as the phone finally stops ringing - nobody home.

EXT. BEHIND THE APARTMENT COMPLEX - NIGHT

Clemens jogs around the side of the building in a panic and makes it to the deserted rear area, scattered trash and weeds marking the dark property.

He looks toward the upstairs window - the screen is ripped apart, gently swaying in the breeze. 

His eyes move from that to the twisting fire escape, a series of rickety wooden platforms that makes way for a six or seven foot drop straight down for the climber.

Clemens takes a deep, terrified breath as realization sinks in on his face.

CLEMENS

Shit...

INT. MILLER'S DINING ROOM - NIGHT

Miller and his family sit at the table eating dinner - he, his wife ALICE (40), and their two daughters, DENISE (16) and COURTNEY (7).

Miller has a hand on his head as he forks a bite of meatloaf into his mouth, lost in his own thoughts. A headache, perhaps.

Alice smiles at Denise and motions to Miller with her eyes. Denise looks back at her questioningly, and Alice nods as if to say "Go ahead."

Denise clears her throat and addresses her father.

DENISE

Hey, Dad?

He looks up at her.

MILLER

Yeah?

DENISE

Are you gonna be working on Friday night?

MILLER

(suspicious)

Hard to say. Maybe... Why? And please don't 

tell me you want to drag me bra shopping 

again. That was by far the most embarrassing 

day of my adult life, let me tell ya.

Denise laughs.

DENISE

No, no... See, there's a dance coming up, 

and Mom can't drop us off because she has 

to work, and-

MILLER

Wait a minute, wait a minute, wait a minute. 

Time out. Who is "us"? That better be 

teenage speak for "my female peers".

Denise blushes slightly.

DENISE

No, me and my boyfriend.

MILLER

Boyfriend? Since when do you have a 

boyfriend?

DENISE

Since last week.

MILLER

Why am I the last to know these things?

(to Alice)

Did you know about this?

Alice just smiles, shrugs, and takes a sip of her water.

DENISE

Dad, I never told you because you'd just 

scare him off with your "badass cop" 

routine.

MILLER

Your friends love that routine, what are 

you talkin' about?

DENISE

Remember Jimmy? He won't even talk to me 

anymore because of you.

MILLER

Why do you think I got those blinds for 

your room? That little perv had it coming, 

hon, believe me.

ALICE

Ben!

MILLER

Sorry. Sometimes I forget that someone's 

mind is like a sponge.

(to Courtney)

Don't listen to Daddy, honey. He's a crazy 

man.

He makes a goofy face and Courtney giggles.

DENISE

So can ya, Dad? His parents can't drive us, 

either, and this is, like, the biggest thing 

of the year.

Miller shrugs.

MILLER

Sure, I'll take you.

Denise lights up.

DENISE

Really?

MILLER

Of course.

She bolts out of her seat, rushes over and wraps her arms around him.

DENISE

You're the best!

MILLER

Yes, I know.

DENISE

I'm gonna go call him!

She breaks away from him and heads off toward the phone beside the couch in the living room.

MILLER

Call who?

DENISE

Mark.

MILLER

Your boyfriend?

DENISE

Yeah.

MILLER

What for?

DENISE

To tell him you're gonna take us. Duh.

Miller grins.

MILLER

I said I'd take you. I never said anything 

about him.

Denise stares at him in disbelief. Miller is having a ball.

DENISE

Dad, that's not fair!

MILLER

Sometimes life isn't fair, kiddo.

She looks to her mother for support.

DENISE

Mom!

ALICE

(to Miller)

She's really been looking forward to this...

MILLER

Weeell... We'll see what happens.

COURTNEY

When can I have a boyfriend?

MILLER

When you're twenty five and not a day sooner.

Courtney gives him a pouting look not uncommon to small children-

RING! The phone in the living room comes alive and Denise, still nearby, picks it up.

DENISE

Hello?

She listens for a moment, then nods and turns back to address her father.

DENISE

Dad, it's for you.

Miller sighs and gets out of his seat, moves to the living room and takes the phone from his daughter. She heads back into the kitchen as he puts the receiver to his ear.

MILLER

Hello?

INT. HATCHBACK - NIGHT

Clemens sits anxiously in the driver's seat, his car phone pressed to his ear, the other hand white on the steering wheel as he drives through town.

CLEMENS

Sir.

INTERCUT:

Miller catches wind of Clemens's anxiety.

MILLER

What's the problem, Slick?

CLEMENS

She's gone.

MILLER

What?!

Even more panic starts to filter into Clemens's voice, but he's trying to restrain it.

CLEMENS

She... She took off out the back and 

disappeared.

Miller takes a deep breath and shakes his head slowly in disbelief.

MILLER

Tell me you know where she is now. That 

you're hot on her trail...

CLEMENS

I- I don't, but I'm looking around now. 

She can't have gotten far.

MILLER

How did this happen? Weren't you watching 

her?

CLEMENS

I never thought to watch both sides. It's 

one of those apartments with just the one 

entrance, unless you take the fire escape. 

Sir, I didn't think she'd try that way, 

because, I mean, it's a helluva climb even 

for someone in prime condition. And someone 

as far along as she is, I just figured, ya 

know...

MILLER

Okay, okay... Put out an APB. I want every 

cop in the city looking for her. In every 

alley, every dumpster, every goddamn 

cardboard box with a suspicious label.

CLEMENS

Right, I'm on it... I'm sorry about all 

this, sir. I know I let you down.

MILLER

Don't worry about it. Everyone makes 

mistakes. But you can do something about it. 

Just keep your eyes peeled and call me if 

you find anything.

CLEMENS

(depressed)

Will do.

Miller grins.

MILLER

And didn't I tell you to call me Ben? Enough 

with that 'Sir' crap, huh?

Clemens lets out a laugh tinged with relief; he realizes Miller isn't pissed.

CLEMENS

I'll try to remember.

He puts the car phone back into its cradle, then sighs and concentrates on the road.

INT. MILLER'S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Miller hangs up his own phone, stands for a moment and puts a hand to his forehead again; his headache is back.

INT. CARVER'S BATHROOM - NIGHT

A shirtless Carver stands in front of the mirror over the sink, his injured shoulder bloody and raw.

He grabs a pair of PLIERS sitting on the lip of the sink and leans in closer to the mirror. Focuses on the wound, then brings the pivoted jaws to the messy entry point just above his left shoulderblade. 

He presses them to the wound and grits his teeth as he slowly starts pushing them in. He twists the jaws back and forth, side to side, and lets out a growl of pain and frustration.

The slug is slowly coming out of the flesh. Carver's face is beet red, his features weakening from the pain...

CARVER

Sonofabitch!

With that he yanks the bullet out and immediately collapses against the sink in exhaustion. He drops the pliers and the bullet CLINKS into the sink and down the drain.

CARVER

Damn... Lost another one...

He takes a deep, quivery breath, then snatches a wet hand towel near the sink. Presses it gingerly to his wound and winces-

The sound of a door opening and closing softly in another room. Carver's face instantly hardens into a look of intense concentration, and he moves soundlessly toward the bathroom door.

His left hand, not holding the towel, reaches for the door. He pushes it, and it creaks open inch by inch.

When the door opens halfway, Carver slips out into the hall beyond.

INT. CARVER'S HALLWAY - NIGHT

Carver moves stealthily through the shadowy corridor toward the living room-

A CREAK as a floorboard shifts under the intruder's weight. 

Carver pauses and listens intently for a moment, then continues toward the edge of the hall. He flattens against the wall, cranes his neck slowly around the edge-

And relaxes and breathes a tired SIGH of relief - BETH stands before him, a tired look on her own face.

BETH

Hi.

Carver manages a pained grin.

CARVER

Hi.

FADE OUT.

FADE IN:

INT. DICK'S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - DAY

DICK, An unkempt yuppie in his late 20s, sits on a decrepit couch in front of a T.V., playing XBOX.

KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK! Someone at the door. Dick looks away from the T.V. and frowns. He gets up, irritated at the interruption.

INT. DICK'S APARTMENT - HALLWAY - DAY

KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK! Dick makes his way to the door.

DICK

I'm comin', I'm comin'...

He stops in front of the door and leans forward slightly.

DICK

Yeah, who is it?

JANE (OS)

U.P.S., dipshit.

Dick is confused.

DICK

Dipsh-??

WHAM! The door is kicked open, smashes Dick in the face, and sends him sprawling backward to the floor.

Travis walks through the doorway like he owns the place. Jane is still outside, and she peers into the apartment.

DICK

What- Who the fuck are you?!

TRAVIS

That's not important. Not at this juncture. 

What you should be concerned about is why 

we're here. And I think you have a pretty 

damn good idea, so let's skip the bullshit 

and get down to brass tacks, Dicky Boy. Our 

time is extremely valuable and we don't 

have much of it...

Travis steps past him as fear and confusion fight to control Dick's facial expression.

With a final wary look at the surrounding neighborhood, Jane steps through the door and closes it behind her.

She takes out a silenced pistol from her coat. Aims it at Dick and then motions down the hall to where Travis exited.

Dick nods, his eyes glued to the gun. He picks himself up.

INT. DICK'S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Travis stands calmly in the living room as Dick stumbles in from the hallway, a hand over his bleeding nose. Jane walks in behind him.

TRAVIS

(to Dick)

Have a seat.

Dick sits down on the couch and looks confusedly from Travis to Jane.

DICK

You mind telling me what this is all 

about?

WHACK! Jane pistol whips Dick in the back of the head with the silencer's butt.

DICK

Agh!

Dick doubles over and clutches his skull in pain. Travis suavely pulls over a stray chair and sits on it backward, facing Dick, then folds his arms haphazardly along its back.

TRAVIS

I apologize, Dick. I should've told you how 

this works. We ask the questions, and you 

provide a simple answer that tells us what 

we want to know. Don't get me wrong – 

there's nothing I'd love more than a 

friendly chat but you have to understand, 

we're really pressed for time, as I 

mentioned before.

Dick nods his understanding but wisely says nothing. Travis smiles and clasps his hands together.

TRAVIS

Fantastic. I'm glad we understand each other. 

Now, straight to the point... Where's the 

briefcase?

Feigned confusion swirls over Dick's face. Not entirely sincere-looking.

DICK

I don't know what you're talkin' about-

CRACK! Jane pistol whips him again. Harder.

DICK

Agh! Jesus!!

He grabs his injured head again. Travis shows a slight twinge of impatience.

TRAVIS

Now, Dick, I thought we had an agreement. 

I'm being perfectly reasonable and you're 

sitting there busting my balls. Hey - look 

at me.

Dick miserably looks up at him.

TRAVIS

If you don't start cooperating, I'm gonna 

have to go out to the car and get my stapler. 

I was hoping it wouldn't come to that, but 

you're starting to leave me no choice... 

Are you gonna help us out here or not?

Dick sighs and nods.

TRAVIS

Good. Let's try this again... Where's the 

case?

Dick clears his throat roughly, then points to a hallway across the room.

DICK

In the bedroom. By the door.

Travis looks to Jane and cocks his head toward the hall - "Go check it out." Jane nods and starts off.

INT. DICK'S APARTMENT - BEDROOM HALLWAY - DAY

Jane nears the open bedroom door. She takes one step inside and glances around the messy abode. Looks to either side of the entrance. No briefcase.

JANE

Hey, Travis! There's nothing here!

INT. DICK'S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - DAY

To Dick, Travis motions to the bedroom hallway.

TRAVIS

Show her.

Dick gets up obediently and walks to the hall.

INT. DICK'S APARTMENT - BEDROOM HALLWAY - DAY

Jane stands just outside the bedroom. Dick, with Travis close behind, cautiously steps past Jane into the room.

Dick's eyes scan the space to the left of the doorway. He becomes perturbed and points to the spot.

DICK

It was right there. I put it right there!

JANE

Well, it's not there now. So where is it, 

asshole?

DICK

I don't know...

Jane swings the silencer in a side arc, meaning to pistol whip Dick again. Dick flinches as Travis catches Jane's arm.

TRAVIS

Now now, luv. We mustn't be so temperamental. 

Get a hold of your emotions. An unexpected 

plot twist isn't the end of the world.

Travis lets Jane's arm drop and Jane eyes him sternly. Travis looks back to Dick.

TRAVIS

Who else was in here today?

DICK

Just the guy who gave me the case... And 

T.J.

Travis thinks for a moment before responding.

TRAVIS

Who's T.J.?

DICK

A friend. He was over this morning, but he 

split real quick. Not too long ago, actually. 

The bathroom window was open after he left. 

I never thought much of it till now, 'cause 

I thought maybe he just left a nasty floater, 

ya know?... But it all makes sense now.

TRAVIS

Let's go back to the living room. Tell me 

everything.

He ushers Dick back toward the living room.

DICK

Well, the way I figure it...

INT. DICK'S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - DAY

SUPER: Earlier

Dick and T.J., a greasy punk in his mid-20s, sit on the couch playing a video game.

T.J.

Pause it, man.

DICK

Why?

T.J.

I gotta take a leak.

Dick pauses the game and T.J. gets up.

INT. DICK'S APARTMENT - BEDROOM HALLWAY - DAY

T.J. saunters quickly toward the bathroom, which is opposite the bedroom.

His eyes flick randomly to the open bedroom door. He stops. Looks back down the hall to make sure he's alone.

He reaches into the bedroom and snatches the briefcase of money that leans against the wall. He smiles and hefts it. Testing its weight. Looks back down the hall. He's still alone.

T.J. rushes into the bathroom and slams the door.

INT. DICK'S APARTMENT - BATHROOM - DAY

T.J. stands with his back to the closed door and clutches the briefcase like a child would clutch his blankey. His eyes show a twinkling excitement.

He walks to the other end of the bathroom toward the toilet and closed window.

He sets the case down beside the toilet and opens the window. Pokes his head out - there's nobody in the immediate vicinity.

T.J. grins and pulls his head back in. He picks up the case and drops it out the window onto a pile of strewn garbage below.

INT. DICK'S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - DAY

The game is unpaused and Dick is now playing, focused on the T.V. 

T.J. walks out of the bedroom hallway and hurries across the room for the hallway leading to the front door.

Dick pauses the game, perplexed by T.J.'s rushed demeanor.

DICK

Where are you going?

T.J. turns back, wired with excitement. He stutters out a response.

T.J.

I, uh, just forgot that I was supposed to 

return some shit to Blockbuster.

DICK

Uh...

T.J.

(interrupting)

Aight! See ya around, dawg!

He turns and walks away down the hall without waiting for Dick's response. Dick stares after him, bewildered.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. DICK'S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Dick is once again sitting on the couch. Travis and Jane are focused intently on him as he finishes his tale.

DICK

He had to have taken it. The guy's addicted 

to stealing. It's in his blood. Shit, he 

steals hubcaps every weekend and he doesn't 

even have a car.

Travis takes out his pen and small notepad and hands them to Dick. Dick stares at the items questioningly.

TRAVIS

I need you to give me an address where we 

can find this little prick.

Dick nods and starts writing. He knows better than to argue. 

DICK

He doesn't know what he's gotten himself 

into. Hell - I don't know what I've gotten 

myself into. You're not going to kill him... 

are you? 

TRAVIS

No. I just want the case.

DICK

You promise?

TRAVIS

Yeah.

Dick finishes writing and hands Travis the pad. Travis stuffs it back into his jacket.

TRAVIS

You've been very cooperative, Dick. And I 

appreciate that. I really do... Now, there's 

one more thing I want to know. This guy who 

gave you the case - what does he look like?

Dick shakes his head.

DICK

I don't know. He was wearing a ski mask and 

a long coat. I only really saw his eyes, and 

I gotta tell ya, the guy scared the shit 

out of me.

Travis nods and seems to let it go, but Dick continues thinking, his eyes glassy with reminiscence.

DICK

He had a flask. 

TRAVIS

What was that?

DICK

A flask. A really expensive one. He told 

me...

JANE

What?

DICK

He told me to hang on to the case for him. 

Just for a little while, and then I'd be 

rewarded. Seeing the flask and everything, 

I figured the guy was well-financed, so I 

believed him.

Travis stares at Dick for a moment, assesses him, then proceeds.

TRAVIS

Dick... Nikki's dead.

Dick looks like he's just been shot in the heart with a .45 caliber slug. His lips tremble as he stares in confused shock for a moment. 

Finally he looks up at Travis.

DICK

W- What?

TRAVIS

The man you met this morning... It was a 

man named Glen Carver, a particularly nasty 

professional killer. I haven't met him and 

I don't want to... But I guess you should 

know that he shot Nikki and stole this case 

she was supposed to deliver to her uncle. 

You've been a team player and I like ya, so 

I thought it was only fair you were given 

the info, seeing as how you were her fiance 

and all... I'm just sorry you had to hear 

it from me.

Travis looks to Jane.

TRAVIS

Let's go.

(to Dick)

Thanks for all your help. My condolences, 

compadre.

He tips Dick a friendly salute and starts for the hallway to the front door. Jane follows.

JANE

Sorry about the nose.

They walk out into the hall and leave Dick staring vacantly at the T.V. in sorrowful silence.

EXT. DICK'S APARTMENT - DAY

Travis opens the apartment door and steps out into the day. Jane follows right behind as they begin their journey to Travis's parked car at the curb.

Neither of them notice the RED HONDA parked beside the building - Dick's car.

JANE

That was a little unexpected.

TRAVIS

What do you mean?

JANE

It's not too often you let anyone off the 

hook. Don't tell me "Travis the Badass" is 

getting soft.

TRAVIS

Unnecessary bloodshed can be avoided by 

refraining from pissing me off. Dick's one 

of the good guys. He shouldn't be punished 

for that.

JANE

For a coldblooded bastard, that's 

surprisingly noble.

TRAVIS

It takes different strokes to move the 

world, baby.

INT. GEORGE'S OFFICE - DAY

The door opens and Jeff steps inside with two mugs of coffee in his hands. George is still at his desk, now talking on the phone.

GEORGE

No, I understand... Yes, very much so. I 

agree... You have nothing to worry about. 

It's fine... Right... When?... Okay... Bye.

He hangs the phone up in frustration as Jeff strides cautiously and curiously up to the desk. 

George leans forward and puts his head in his hand like he's got a killer migraine. He's seemingly oblivious to Jeff's presence.

Jeff places one of the mugs on the desk and George finally heeds him, suddenly grateful. Some of the frustration and worry on his face fades.






GEORGE


Thanks, Jeff.

He reaches for the mug with shaking hands. Lifts it up. Takes a sip.






JEFF




So what now?






GEORGE



I told them everything.






JEFF




Everything?






GEORGE




Well, the basics, anyway... Nikki was...

He swallows heavily and composes himself.






GEORGE




Nikki was killed.






JEFF




And me?






GEORGE




You're dead, too.

Jeff doesn't know what to say.






JEFF




I don't understand...






GEORGE

You got away with the case, son. You hid it. 

Managed to call me with the whereabouts, 

some bullshit spot in the park near the 

harbor, and I haul ass down there with my 

trusty .38 looking for vengeance. Aside 

from the case, there were no bodies, no car, 

no Carver. Nothing... End of story.

Jeff is rendered almost speechless.






JEFF




George, I can't... This is...

A satisfied, weary look has come over George's face.






GEORGE

A young guy like you, you have a whole 

future ahead of you. Leave all this shit 

behind, son. You deserve a fresh start, and 

I'll be damned if I'm gonna bring you down 

with me, if it comes to that.

Jeff opens his mouth to protest, but nothing comes out. He struggles to say something as George continues.






GEORGE

All I want to know is if you can disappear 

for me. Can you walk away and blend in with 

the hive?






JEFF




George, listen...

George fixes him with a serious gaze.






GEORGE




Can you? Just answer the question.






JEFF




I guess so...






GEORGE




Yes or no?

Jeff holds his gaze for a moment, then nods reluctantly.






JEFF




Yeah.

George smiles.






GEORGE




Good.






JEFF

But I'm here right now, and that's what 

matters. I want to finish this thing right, 

if that's okay by you.

George looks at him with a momentary hesitation, then nods.






JEFF




When are they coming?






GEORGE




In about three hours... Any word from your 




friend?






JEFF




Not yet. But I can check in.

He sets his own mug down, takes out his cell phone, and hits the "REDIAL" button. Puts the phone to his ear. One ring. Two rings. Three rings. His grip tightens on the phone as the fourth ring commences-






TRAVIS (OS)




Bonjour, Jeffrey. I was just about to call 




you.






JEFF




I'm glad... So did you get it?

INT. TRAVIS'S CAR - DAY

Travis sits lackadaisically in the driver's seat, one hand on the wheel while one hand holds the phone pressed to his ear. Jane stares out her window.






TRAVIS




Not yet.

INTERCUT:

Panic, clear and true, seeps into Jeff's face.






JEFF

What do you mean "Not yet"? You don't have 

it right now, or you don't know where it is?

Travis remains calm, as a patient adult might do when dealing with a whiny child.






TRAVIS

Relax. We know exactly where it is. On our 

way right now as a matter of fact. Turns out 

your boy Dick had nothing to do with it.






JEFF

Well, ya know, that's certainly comforting. 

But need I remind you that our lives depend 

on you? You seem awfully goddamn calm about 

this whole thing.

Travis turns the wheel and the car pulls into a driveway of sorts.






TRAVIS

You wouldn't tell a pornstar where to put 

his pecker, would you?






JEFF




Um...no. Er- What the hell does that have 




to do with anything?






TRAVIS

It's a metaphor. It means I'm a professional, 

and you're telling me how to do my job. 

It's irritating. Don't do it. Okay?






JEFF





(sighing)




Okay.






TRAVIS




Don't worry. You're gonna be fine, boyo.






JEFF

We've only got three hours, man... Maybe 

less...

Travis starts rolling down his window as he responds.






TRAVIS

Plenty of time. You just make sure you've 

got our grand waiting.

Jeff sighs again and this time lets most of his panic slip away. He trusts Travis's word, obviously.






JEFF




Alright... See ya soon, then.

INT. TRAVIS'S CAR - DAY






TRAVIS




Ciao.

He hits the "END" button on his phone and tucks it back into his pocket. Travis puts on the brakes and comes to a dead stop.

EXT. TRAVIS'S CAR - CONTINUOUS

Outside, their location is revealed - a "McDonald's" drive-thru. 

A cheery, static FEMALE VOICE spills from the order box beside Travis's open window.






FEMALE VOICE (OS)




Hi, welcome to McDonald's. May I take your 




order?

INT. TRAVIS'S CAR - DAY

Travis turns to Jane.






TRAVIS




What do you want?

EXT. OUTDOOR CAFE - DAY

A slick man (REGGIE) wearing sunglasses and a pricey suit sits at a table of this outdoor cafe, shaded by an umbrella. He has a cell phone to his ear, waiting patiently.






FRANKIE (OS)





(annoyed)




Yeah. This is Frankie.






REGGIE

Frankie, my man! How the hell are ya? Still 

fucking anything with a vagina and a 

heartbeat?

EXT. PARKADE - DAY

The parkade from the opening. This is the same phone convo. Frankie has his cell phone to his ear once again as Tony observes in the background.






FRANKIE




Of course I am. Cut the shit, Reggie. What 




do ya want?

INTERCUT:






REGGIE




I've got a hit for ya, if you want it.






FRANKIE




Who is he?






REGGIE




You're gonna love this.






FRANKIE





(impatient)




Who?!






REGGIE




Glen Carver.






FRANKIE





(utter surprise)




You don't say. Wow...






REGGIE

Something wrong? I can give the job to 

someone else, if you prefer...






FRANKIE




No, no. It's no problem, believe me. Where 




is he?






REGGIE




Weyland Plaza. You know where it is?






FRANKIE




Of course I do. We'll be there in ten.

EXT. OUTDOOR CAFE - DAY






REGGIE

Then I guess that's it. You know the number, 

and you know the payoff. Light him if you 

got him. But don't harm the woman, ya got 

it? She's mine.






FRANKIE (OS)




All right. See ya later, then.

Reggie presses END and stuffs the phone back into his pocket.

FADE OUT.

FADE IN:

INT. CARVER'S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Carver is sitting on a wooden kitchen chair, his shirtless back to Beth, who sits on the couch. She is leaning over him and tenderly cleaning around his wound with a moist pad. An open First-Aid kit sits beside her.

BETH

Just tell me if I'm pressing too hard, okay?

CARVER

It's just a flesh wound... I've had more 

painful oral surgery. Go nuts.

BETH

Flesh wounds can still hurt. You're not 

gonna be emasculated if you admit it.

Carver seems about to retort, but he stops short, his expression almost saying "Touche".

They sit in mutual silence for a moment, then...

CARVER

You're sure no one followed you?

BETH

Pretty sure. I only saw the one car posted 

out front... He didn't try too hard to be 

inconspicuous, so that was a break.

Carver nods in weary satisfaction.

CARVER

Good girl.

Beth bites at her lower lip thoughtfully.

BETH

Are you mad at me?

CARVER

(confused)

What?

BETH

Are you mad at me?

CARVER

What gives you that idea?

BETH

Woman's intuition.

CARVER

I thought you were the one who was mad at 

me. When did we swap?

She sighs in exasperation, a tired sound, and rubs closer to the wound.

CARVER

Jesus! Easy, honey...

BETH

Sorry. Just going nuts.

Carver sighs in irritation.

CARVER

No. I'm not mad... I'm worried. You 

shouldn't be here.

BETH

You told me to come here, remember?

CARVER

Yeah, well, at that point in time, I never 

thought I'd live to see another sundown. 

Things change. In this case, for the worse.

BETH

What do you mean?

CARVER

Babe, if Salazar wants me dead, it's gonna 

happen, one way or another. His eyes and 

ears are everywhere.

Shocked confusion ripples across Beth's face.

BETH

Sal's behind all this? But... why? What did 

you do?

He doesn't respond and she finally stops her cleaning job. Sets the pad down next to the First-Aid kit.

BETH

Glen?

She reaches for some gauze in the kit as he takes a deep breath.

CARVER

I stole three million dollars.

Beth carefully starts applying the gauze to the wound, silent, not knowing what to say. He seems to sense this, and continues.

CARVER

It was money owed to me. They were ripping 

me off for years, taking almost a quarter 

of my profits from every job. Sal told me 

there was never any missing, but I'm no 

trusting lapdog like Reggie, I saw those 

contracts beforehand, though Sal never knew 

it. 



BETH

So what did you do?



CARVER

I just worked my way up from there. 

Eventually got more control over my 

operations. I had access to all the info. 

Where my mark lived, his social security 

number, where he liked to get his hookers. 

Everything that counted and everything that 

didn't. No money missing from that point on, 

but you know me, babe - I don't forgive, 

and I don't forget. Took me ten years to 

skim all that was owed to me... So close 

to getting away with my retirement fund 

until all this shit dropped in my lap.

He shakes his head in self-loathing.

CARVER

Anyway... the bottom line is you have every 

right to be pissed off.

Beth finishes applying the last piece of gauze, then sits back and sizes him up. He doesn't turn to look at her. Just stares ahead at nothing.

BETH

I'm not mad, Glen.

CARVER

Yeah, well, you should be. I opened 

Pandora's Bank Account and now I've got you 

involved in this shit.

She thinks for a moment.






BETH

Miller says he can guarantee your safety. 

Our safety.

Carver lets out a short bark of laughter.






CARVER




Lemme guess - Detective Benjamin Miller, 




right?

She's gobsmacked.






BETH




Yeah... How did you...?






CARVER

Met him a long time ago at one of Sal's 

banquets, back when he was working vice. 

Last I heard he got promoted and turned 

into quite the errand boy... Another tragic 

tale of wasted morals.






BETH





(shaking her head)

No. Whatever he's up to, or whatever he's 

done, he's a good man. I know it. He can 

help us.






CARVER

Why didn't you just run when I told you to? 

We could've avoided the cops altogether. 

This is just gonna make things more 

complicated than they have to be.






BETH

Excuse me for giving a shit. Maybe if I 

didn't love you so much, I could just 

hightail it as easy as you could have.

He sighs.






CARVER




Okay, okay. I'm sorry. It's just...





(shakes his head)




Nevermind. Listen...

He finally turns around to face her, his eyes focused and intense.






CARVER

I still want you to do what I told you.






BETH




What?






CARVER




The money. It's in the closet.





(gestures to the hall closet)




Take it and run. Down to the coast, to the 




cottage.






BETH




What are you gonna do?

A quivery note of fear is now creeping into her voice.






CARVER




What I should've done a long time ago.

He notes her distress and puts a gentle hand to her cheek.






CARVER

This is something I have to do, alright? 

If I don't, they're gonna keep coming, and 

coming, and coming, until they get what 

they want. And that means putting you in 

danger, which I can't do. And I won't do.

Tears spill over her lashes, but she remains silent and contemplative.






BETH





(choked whisper)




What about the baby?






CARVER

When he's old enough to know the truth 

about...me... tell him-

She interrupts with a hysterical little laugh.






BETH




Or her.

He smiles, wistful and not at all happy.






CARVER

Right, or her... their dad loved them very 

much, and that... he made a lot of mistakes, 

but felt he made up for it in the end.

It's too much - Beth starts to cry and makes no attempt to mask her sobs.

She leans forward, he embraces her with his good arm and holds her as she cries against his shoulder.

After a moment, she gets a grip on her emotions and manages to speak again.






BETH




Glen?






CARVER




Yeah?






BETH




Stay with me tonight.






CARVER




You know I can't do that.

Her expression strengthens - she's a stubborn lil' minx.






BETH




Please...

He hesitates. She hugs him tighter, and he lets out a resigned sigh.






CARVER




Okay.

A thin, relieved smile traces Beth's lips.

INT. CARVER'S BEDROOM - DAWN

Carver lay in bed next to Beth, his arms around her in a spooning position.

His eyes open slowly and he observes his sleeping beauty for a moment, then reluctantly moves out from behind her.

He carefully lifts his blanket and swings his legs out onto the floor. Looks back at Beth, who doesn't stir. His eyes assess her with a heartfelt warmth.

INT. GARAGE - DAWN

A junked car sits on one side of this small, dusty chamber, workbenches along the other wall lined with tools and greasemonkey paraphernalia.

A short, fat man in a filthy blue jumpsuit sweeps the dirty cement floor, whistling a country tune under his breath. The name "GUS" is on a nametag stitched to his lapel.

Suddenly, Carver's Mercedes pulls out of the road in front of the open garage and drives right on in. 

Gus jumps in surprise as Carver drives smoothly into the centre of the room and kills the engine.

Gus waddles over as Carver begins rolling the window down.






GUS




Listen fella, you're gonna have to come 




back later-

He notices the driver's identity. Carver grins.






GUS

Glen Carver, you dirty Irish prick ya! What 

brings you 'round here this time of the 

mornin'?






CARVER




I need to borrow a few things.

Gus gives him a sly smirk.






GUS




Up to no good again, eh?






CARVER




You have no idea.

BEGIN MONTAGE:

-- Carver inserts his key into the back of the car and pops the trunk.

-- He takes a hammer off the wall above the workbench, hefts it, then nods approvingly.

-- He drops the hammer into the trunk.

-- He grabs a handful of bunched-up rope from the bench. Stretches it a bit, testing it.

-- He chucks the rope into the trunk.

-- He snatches a roll of duct tape off the wall.

-- He tosses the tape into the trunk.

-- He takes a handful of large spikes from a plastic bucket on the bench, rolls them around in his hand, and smiles, satisfied.

-- He drops the spikes into the trunk.

INT. GARAGE - LATER

Carver has his hand on the trunk's lid, peering down at the contents with a satisfied look - half a dozen spikes, a roll of duct tape, a long length of rope, and a hammer. He nods, pleased, then slams the trunk shut.

Gus stands nearby, arms crossed, watching him warily.






GUS




Do I wanna know?






CARVER

Definitely. But no story-time today, Gus, 

I'm in a hurry.

He moves around toward the driver's side.






GUS

Heh. Well... you need anything else, don't 

hesitate to drop by, eh? Me casa, su casa.






CARVER




I'll keep that in mind.

Carver opens his door and hops in, moving in such a way to accommodate his injured left arm. He starts the car up, then looks back at Gus.






CARVER




Thanks a lot.

Gus scoffs as if to say "Aw shucks".






GUS

Think nothin' of it, pal-o-mine. I just 

hope that junk helps.

He chuckles like a lunatic, and Carver can't help but smile.






CARVER




Trust me, it'll do quite nicely.

Carver snaps a friendly salute, then backs out toward the road.

EXT. SALAZAR'S BUILDING - DAY

A bedraggled, two-story business establishment. Not a lot of traffic in this crumbling section of town; the slums. Far from prying eyes.

INT. SAL'S OFFICE - DAY

Reggie sits behind the desk in this dull, unassuming work area, on the phone, his feet up like he owns the joint.






REGGIE




Yeah, you told me already. Listen...





(fed up)

Listen. No more excuses, okay? You pull out 

now, and we'll pull out your lungs. It's as 

simple as that. We're like any other 

business, my friend - we thrive on money. 

And you have some of it. So pay us, or pay 

the consequences. Got that, jerkoff?

Without waiting for a response, he slams the phone back in its cradle.

EXT. SALAZAR'S BUILDING - DAY

The streets remain empty. Not a soul in sight, until-

Carver's Mercedes rolls into the neighborhood down the street from Sal's, and makes its way toward the compound.

He pulls the car into the small vacant lot beside the building, then veers down the ramp into the underground parking garage.

INT. UNDERGROUND PARKING - DAY

Carver's car heads down the ramp and into the dim, dank carhold, heading up the centre aisle toward a door at the far end-

Which opens, and out steps a man with a MUSTACHE. Carver slams on the brakes and comes to a complete halt.

Mustache narrows his eyes and immediately starts toward the mystery guest, his left hand creeping under his jacket, presumably where a handgun awaits.

The Mercedes' driver's side door opens and out spills Carver, gasping in pain, clutching at his chest with his right hand. 

Mustache slows as he sees the writhing form. Confusion and caution is etched on Mustache's face at this point - what the hell's going on?






MUSTACHE




Jesus... You're a long way from a hospital, pal.






CARVER





(pained)




Please... help me... My heart...

Carver struggles to sit up, but plops right back down again. "Dying". Mustache looks around the empty space in disbelief.






MUSTACHE




Aw, Christ... Why me?

He sighs in exasperation and moves to help Carver, his hands clutch at Carver's right arm to pick him up-

CHICK! The sound of Carver's blade and Mustache's eyes widen. Carver plunges the blade into Mustache's gut, then rips and slices him but good. Mustache's eyes bulge, his breath coming in gasps as Carver stands.

He grabs Mustache in a headlock, spins him around so he's now looking at the ceiling, then yanks. There's a sharp CRACK, and Mustache's body goes limp, his neck broken.

Carver pockets his switch, then lets the body crumple to the pavement.

He goes back to his open car door, reaches inside and pulls out a 12-gauge shotgun. He cocks it and starts for the entrance, that cold steely look back in his gaze.

INT. SALAZAR'S BUILDING - LOBBY - DAY

A young, pretty receptionist sits behind the rounded counter-desk, reading a magazine, chewing gum.

She looks up absently, not expecting anything, and CRACK! A hand strikes her across the neck, the hand belonging to-

Carver, who catches her before she falls out of her chair. He lowers her gently to the floor.

INT. SALAZAR'S BUILDING - WORK AREA - DAY

An informal work area, a few tables set up with telephones, computers, etc. 

Six workers move to and fro, talking on said phones, using said computers. They all look like Wall Street hired straight out of prison - a Hispanic with TATTOOS, one with GLASSES, one with a GOATEE, one with a MULLET, one smoking a CIGAR, and one with a red BANDANA-

The door at the front of the room is suddenly KICKED open, and Carver steps through, shotgun raised.






CARVER




Freeze, police!

The men stop instantaneously, and all shocked eyes are on Carver. 






CARVER




Just kidding. I always wanted to do that.

The nearest goon, Tattoo, reaches for a gun tucked behind his back.

Carver looks over the group. Each man looks at him right back, eyes wide, waiting for an opportunity - Tattoo, Glasses, Goatee, Mullet, Cigar and Bandana. They're tensed-

Tattoo suddenly snatches his weapon and draws it, aims it-






TATTOO




Coma la mierda, motherfucker!

BOOM! Carver blows a hole in his chest and he goes flying backward from the force, crashes into a workstation, equipment and papers shattering and scattering.

INT. SAL'S OFFICE - DAY

Reggie is in the middle of another phone call, and he looks up abruptly at the gunshots coming from downstairs.






REGGIE




What...





(into the phone)




I'll call ya back.

He hangs up the phone, stands, and moves toward the door as a massive bull of a man, GIBSON, pulls the door open in a panic.






GIBSON




Reggie, we've got a big fucking problem...






REGGIE




I can hear that, numbnuts.

BOOM! The muffled blast of a shotgun from the floor underneath jolts them both.

INT. SALAZAR'S BUILDING - WORK AREA - DAY

The goon with glasses is now missing half his face, which is blown into hamburger, and he drops to his knees, then onto his face. Dead.

Goatee looks from the dead Glasses to Carver, and BOOM! Carver blows him away, his body smacking the wall, and he hits the floor hard with a THUD.

Bandana, now hunkered down behind a desk, yanks a small sidearm from his boot and feverishly aims it at Carver, but too late - Carver has his shotgun aimed at him already - BOOM!

The blast blows Bandana right out the front window with a CRASH, onto the unkempt lawn in front of the building.

INT. SAL'S OFFICE - DAY

Reggie still stands in the doorway with Gibson, hesitant, unsure.






REGGIE




It's him. It's gotta be him.






GIBSON




Carver?

REGGIE

Who else has the balls to do this?... Go 

down there and make him pay for his 

arrogance, would ya, Gib? Keep him alive, 

though. I wanna have a chat with him.






GIBSON




Of course.






REGGIE

Then get rid of the bodies. I don't want 

the feds back here any time soon if I can 

help it.

Gibson grins.






GIBSON




You got it.

He moves off down the hallway, pulling a handgun from his belt as he goes.

Reggie pulls out his cell phone, opens it and dials a number. He puts it to his ear. Waits, then-






REGGIE

Yeah, Jim, it's Reggie. We need a little 

help down here.

INT. SALAZAR'S BUILDING - WORK AREA - DAY

Mullet and Cigar both make a break for the window that Bandana was sent flying through.

Carver aims and BOOM! Shoots an unsuspecting Mullet in the back. The man is sent flying forward with a YELP and his head bashes the wall under the window.

Cigar shrieks like a girlie man, runs and uses Mullet's dead body as a springboard to dive out the shattered window. 

Breathing heavily on the outside, he bolts to his feet and takes off without looking back.

Carver watches the proverbial rabbit hop away, then calmly turns-

WHACK! Gibson is suddenly just THERE and greets him with a vicious right hook. Carver stumbles back, trips over an overturned chair and sprawls on the floor, shaken.






GIBSON




How ya doin', old buddy?






CARVER




Peachy. Yourself?

He forces himself to sit up, dazedly starts to raise the shotgun, and Gibson kicks it out of his hands to the floor.






GIBSON




Can't complain.






CARVER




Aw, but you're so good at it, ya tubby 




little bitch.

The big man angrily reaches down, grabs Carver roughly by the throat with both hands, then hoists him in the air, spins him around and rams his back into the wall.

Gibson chuckles under his breath, staring up at Carver with malicious mirth. Carver stares back, face going red-

CRACK! Carver jams his right knee into Gibson's spuds. The big man instantly drops him and puts both hands over his groin, groaning in agony.

Carver lunges for his shotgun. Before his fingers can touch it, Gibson tackles him and pins him on his back.






GIBSON




You're gonna pay for that with interest, 




asshole...

Gibson lands a thunderous left hook into Carver's jaw, then a right. He goes for another left, and Carver manages to free his right hand and land a punch of his own square in Gibson's nose. The big man immediately clamps both hands over his face.

Carver's fingers find the barrel of his shotgun lying nearby, and he snatches it. Lifts it and swings, hard - CRACK! The stock smashes Gibson in the temple and topples him to the floor.

Carver pulls himself groggily to his feet. He massages his aching jaw, then limps over to the squirming Gibson, and aims the boomstick at his head.






CARVER

Now... since you don't like to play nicely 

with others, we're gonna have ourselves a 

little time-out.

Gibson glares at him with spiteful, watery eyes.

INT. SAL'S OFFICE - DAY

Reggie is sitting in the chair, his trusty silver Beretta in his right hand. Waiting-

Footsteps, in the hall. He perks up and cocks the hammer on his pistol.

The footsteps approach slowly, heading toward the doorway, and Reggie aims his gun at the open space. They're getting closer. Closer.






REGGIE




Gib?






GIBSON (OS)





(dazed)




Yeah, it's me...

Reggie's face shows visible relief. Gibson steps into view, a confused and vacant look on his face, and Reggie gets up and moves around the desk, breathing a sigh of relief on his way.






REGGIE




Christ, man, ya look like shit... Where 




is he?






GIBSON





(still dazed)




He's down... downstairs in the... he's...

Reggie's concern returns on his face as he notices the blood seeping from the big man's left ear. Gibson drops to the floor in the next instant like a ton of bricks.

Reggie steps over Gibson and moves to the doorway, his mouth peeling back in a snarl, his gun held out in front of him-

Carver appears in the doorway like magic. Reggie gasps, and raises the gun to shoot him in the face.

Carver swings the shotgun like a baseball bat and it breaks Reggie's wrist with a splintering CRACK. Reggie drops his gun with an agonized yell.

Reggie grabs his broken right wrist and stares at Carver with pure, unadulterated hatred.






REGGIE




Motherfu-!

SMACK! Carver drives the stock of his shotgun into Reggie's face, hard, and drops the slickster right next to Gibson.

Carver stands over them both, a look of triumph in his eyes and in the weathered contours of his face. He CRICKS his neck, getting out the kinks once again.






CARVER




Sweet dreams, fellas...

FADE OUT.

FADE IN:

EXT. APARTMENT BUILDING - DAY

A tenement where only the most unfortunate of society would dwell. Not a lot of people around, and not a lot of traffic.

INT. T.J.'S APARTMENT - DAY

T.J. sits on the floor in the middle of the room, the infamous briefcase in front of him. His face is a study in comical concentration as he pries at the latch with a rusty screwdriver.






T.J.




Come on... Open for daddy, baby...

He jimmies harder at the case and exerts more pressure. His face grows angrier and angrier.






T.J.




Come on, bitch...

Still no give. Beyond mere frustration now, he puts even more effort into it. His sweaty face goes redder and redder until-






T.J.




Fuck!

He eases up on the pressure and gasps for air, his red face starting to whiten.    

He stabs the case in frustration - once. Twice. Thrice. Throws the screwdriver. It bounces off the case at him and makes him SHRIEK like a little girl.

EXT. APARTMENT BUILDING - DAY

Travis's car zooms down the road and pulls slickly into a parking space near the building. Effortless, efficient driving.

INT. TRAVIS'S CAR - DAY

Jane looks mellowly out at the apartment building, drinking from a McDonald's cup while Travis scans the sheet Dick had written on.

Travis then glances out at the building.






TRAVIS




This is it.

EXT. TRAVIS'S CAR - DAY

Travis and Jane get out of the car. Both slam their doors and walk calmly up the path to the apartment building's front door. Smooth smoothies, they are.

Jane sucks out the rest of her soda and tosses the empty cup into the bushes.

INT. APARTMENT BUILDING HALLWAY - DAY

Travis and Jane walk with a purpose toward a door at the end of the hall, and they come to a stop in front of it.

INT. T.J.'S APARTMENT - DAY

T.J. once again pries at the case on the floor with his screwdriver-

KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK! His focus is immediately broken and he shoots an angry look at the front door.






T.J.

I'll get your rent next week, ya old cow! 

I told you that!






TRAVIS (OS)




Pizza delivery.

T.J.'s anger disappears and is replaced with puzzlement. He scratches his head.






T.J.

Uh... Sorry about that. Um... I didn't 

order any pizza, man. Try the guy upstairs.

INT. APARTMENT BUILDING HALLWAY - DAY

Travis casually checks his watch.






TRAVIS

Okay, T.J., I'll be honest. I'm not really 

the pizza guy. I'm here for the case. I've 

had a really long fucking day, so why don't 

you just open the door and hand it over.

INT. T.J.'S APARTMENT - DAY

T.J. carefully reaches for the case on the floor. Tries to be stealthy.






T.J.





(nervous)




Er... case?

He's got it in his clutches now and he backs up slowly toward the hallway behind him and to his left.

INT. APARTMENT BUILDING HALLWAY - DAY

Travis gives no visible indication that he knows what T.J.'s up to...






TRAVIS

I'm guessing you want to make a run for 

the back door and escape that way. That's 

all well and good, but I should warn you 

that I have a particularly nasty ex-con 

with some vaseline and a cattleprod 

waiting out back and aching for some action. 

It's up to you, pal.

INT. T.J.'S APARTMENT - DAY

T.J. stops on a dime at the hallway's entrance, suddenly more than a little petrified. He finally realizes he's in deep shit with no paddle, but he puts a dab of "macho" into his response.






T.J.





(shaky)




Oh yeah? What if I don't open the door, 




asshole?

He fumbles a switchblade out of his pocket and CHICK! Pops the blade out.

INT. APARTMENT BUILDING HALLWAY - DAY






TRAVIS

I'll huff and I'll puff and I'll blow your 

goddamn head off. Then I'll take the case 

at my leisure. The only reason I haven't 

done any of that yet is because I have 

plenty of time until the deadline arrives 

and I've decided to give you the chance to 

surrender willingly-

INT. T.J.'S APARTMENT - DAY






T.J.





(interrupting)

The case is mine! I ain't givin' this shit 

up without a fight, man!

INT. APARTMENT BUILDING HALLWAY - DAY

Travis nods approvingly.






TRAVIS

Well, you certainly have that luxury, 

compadre. But I implore you not to coax me 

into doing something you'd regret if you 

were lucky enough to go on living-

INT. T.J.'S APARTMENT - DAY






T.J.





(interrupting again)




Fuck you, biotch! Come and get it!

T.J. stares maddeningly at the door, switchblade held at the ready.

INT. APARTMENT BUILDING HALLWAY - DAY

Travis sighs, almost melodramatically.






TRAVIS




Very well.





(to Jane)

Remember when I promised not to kill this 

little bastard?






JANE





(smirking)




Yeah.






TRAVIS




I lied.

He backs up a step and thrusts his right foot into the door.

INT. T.J.'S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

The door crashes open, Travis framed in the doorway. T.J. jumps in fright from the sudden move as Travis reaches into his coat and pulls out his handgun.

T.J. stands shocked, then puts his arms up shakily and drops the briefcase and switchblade.






T.J.





(hysterical)




Don't shoot, dude! You can have it! I was 




just jokin'!






TRAVIS




Hardy fuckin' har.

Without hesitation, he blasts T.J. onto the couch - BAM! BAM! BAM!

In the sudden silence, Jane steps past Travis, reaches down and grabs the briefcase.






JANE




It's about fuckin' time.

EXT. GEORGE'S CONDO - DAY

The richer part of town. A nice, clean, white-collar community.

Travis's familiar car comes down the road, slows, then pulls into the driveway of this elegant abode.

INT. GEORGE'S OFFICE - DAY

George and Jeff wait silently in their respective seats, each lost in their own thoughts.

KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK! They both snap back to reality. Jeff looks to George, who nods - "Go ahead and open it."

Jeff gets up and goes to the door. He opens it and smiles with relief-

Travis and Jane stand in front of him in the hallway, Travis grinning, Jane holding the briefcase.






JEFF





(good-naturedly)




Travis, you son of a bitch...

Jane hands Jeff the case and Jeff steps back to allow the two entry.






TRAVIS




Didn't I tell you not to worry, boyo?

He slaps Jeff on the arm, who's beaming with gratitude. George stands up and his eyes fall on the briefcase. By the look on his face, a huge weight has been lifted from his heart. He walks around the desk as if in a daze.






JEFF





(to Travis)




I can't believe I doubted you. I feel like 




such a dumbshit.






TRAVIS




It's okay. I'll forgive you just this once.

Jeff hands George the briefcase and George looks it over, disbelief and a huge dollop of gratitude in his countenance.






GEORGE

My God... I don't know how I can possibly 

repay you two.

Travis smirks.






TRAVIS




I can think of a thousand ways.

George lets out a forcibly humored laugh.






GEORGE




Of course...

He reaches into his pocket with the fervor of an obsessive servant and pulls out his wallet with haste.






JEFF




Nah, George. I got this one.

Jeff reaches into his pocket and hauls out his own wallet.






GEORGE

I appreciate it, Jeff, but this was my 

problem. I'll take care of it.






JEFF

It's okay. I want to. Besides, this is my 

problem too, remember?

He starts taking money out of his wallet and George gazes at him with uncertainty for a moment, then reluctantly puts his wallet away.

Jeff pulls out the final bill and relinquishes the green wad to Travis.

Travis flicks through the monetary bundle with a practiced eye and with a final, satisfied look - pockets the cash.






TRAVIS




Pleasure doing business.

His tone becomes solemn as he addresses George.






TRAVIS




You have my condolences, Mr. Petersen.

George nods gratefully.






GEORGE




Thank you.

He walks back toward his desk to sit in his chair, the briefcase in tow.






TRAVIS

It was nice seeing you again, Jeff, but 

I'm afraid we can't stick around. There's a 

body in the trunk that's gonna start 

stinking if we don't get it to where it's 

supposed to go soon.






JEFF

Of course. Far be it for me to hold you 

guys up any more than I have... Thanks 

for the help.

George sets the case on the desk and sits back down in his chair. Travis and Jane turn to the door. Jane opens it and steps through into the hall.






JEFF




Stop by for a beer some time.

Travis turns back and snaps him a friendly salute.






TRAVIS




Count on it, compadre.





(to George)




Pleasure meeting you.

GEORGE




Same.

Travis finally leaves and closes the door behind him. George sits contentedly in his chair, relaxed and now somewhat happy.

Jeff saunters to the desk, hands in his pockets.






JEFF




Is there anything else I can do?

George smiles warmly at him, as if he were his own son.






GEORGE

No, my boy, I think you've done quite enough 

for me. This... this'll be tough to get 

over, but I'm sure everything will be just 

fine. I'll miss her like hell, but right 

now I feel I've done good by her, so at 

least my conscience will be clearer... Go 

home, Jeff. Get some rest. You deserve it.






JEFF




You sure?






GEORGE





(firmly)

Yeah. Your story's over, and I'm gonna keep 

it that way. I promised you that.

They stare at each other for a moment, and then Jeff nods, knowing better than to argue.

Jeff walks back to the door and opens it. He takes one last look at George and exits.

EXT. GEORGE'S CONDO - DAY

Jeff walks out the front door. He takes a deep breath, a smile breaking on his face, and he heads down the front walk to the sidewalk.

INT. GEORGE'S OFFICE - DAY

George is sitting in his chair and gazing dreamily at the pictures on his bookshelf. He's lost in the land of nostalgia-

KNOCK KNOCK! He looks toward the door and swallows heavily, not a bit surprised - he knew they were coming.






GEORGE




Come in.

The door opens and Reggie enters the office, nonchalantly closes the door and heads over to the desk.

Reggie holds George's gaze for a moment, his eyes almost invisible behind the lenses, and then he takes the shades off. Lowers his eyes to the case.






REGGIE




I trust that everything's in order?






GEORGE




Why wouldn't it be?

George is obviously intimidated and uncomfortable, but he tries not to show it. Reggie grins like a shark at his response.






REGGIE

But of course. This is George Petersen I'm 

talking about here. The most honest man in 

a dishonest profession. So tragic.

His grin widens as he takes a small KEY from his pocket - the same key that Elias carried at the beginning.

George clears his throat as Reggie grabs the case casually, pulls it toward him, slides the key home into the case's lock and turns it - CLICK. He opens it wide and his eyes follow suit.

Sitting in the chair, George can't see the contents. His eyes start filling with worry as well as the perpetual unease. 

Reggie's surprised features regain their neutral quality, but he looks numb.






REGGIE




Sneaky little bastard...






GEORGE




What?

Reggie spins the case around and George finally sees what's in it - a pile of PORN MAGAZINES. George's face turns into a mask of utter surprise and terror.






REGGIE




It appears Mr. Salazar has been misled. By 




his own son.

George shakes his head slowly and his mouth moves, but no sound comes out. He's completely shell-shocked and clueless.






GEORGE




I didn't... I...

Reggie composes himself.






REGGIE

He called us last night to tell us he 

delivered the cash, then disappeared 

overnight... He got Carver to do his dirty 

work.


(shakes his head)

I never trusted that little shit.

Flustered, Reggie takes his cell phone from his suit pocket, opens it, hits REDIAL, and puts it to his ear. It RINGS once, rings twice. Rings thrice.






REGGIE




Come on... Pick up, you shit...

Still no answer. Reggie sighs and stuffs his phone back into his pocket.






REGGIE




Dammit...






GEORGE




What is it?






REGGIE




Frankie Devito. He doesn't seem to want to 




answer his phone.






GEORGE




Is he the-






REGGIE

Problem-solver? Yes. Only now we have a 

bigger problem, and if I can't get a hold 

of him before he steps on Carver like the 

fucking insect that he is, we may never 

find out where Elias and that money is.






GEORGE

Is there anything I can do?






REGGIE

Not unless you have three million bucks you 

can hand over. He's not gonna be happy when 

he finds out his backstabbing soldier and 

only child have gotten away with his money. 

He's minus some serious fucking bank. 

Getting the picture now?

George nods dumbly, at a loss for words.






REGGIE





(in mock-George voice)

"Yes, Reggie. I understand completely. Want 

me to make you a tea?"





(sarcastic)

No, it's quite all right, Georgie Boy. 

I'll hit a coffee shop on the way. But 

thanks for thinkin' about me. Means a lot.

He turns and walks to the exit as George stares after him, still dumbfounded.






REGGIE

Anyway... right now, it appears I've got a 

cuntload of cash to find, so if you'll 

excuse me.

He opens the door and hurries out.

INT. REGGIE'S CAR - DAY

Reggie is now driving along the highway. He has his cell phone pressed to his ear again and it RINGS once. Twice...






MILLER (OS)




Hello?

Reggie frowns, but it's a frown of recognition.






REGGIE




Miller?

INT. STAIRWELL - DAY

Miller is standing over the body of Frankie as he was earlier, Clemens watching him curiously.






MILLER





(slight irritation)

No, this is Detective Benjamin Miller, 

Harbor City PD, Homicide. Who may I ask 

is calling?

INTERCUT:

Reggie nods slowly, and his face shows that he's catching on to Miller's handicap.






REGGIE

Ah, I see. The boys in blue are snoopin' 

around, huh? I'm tellin' ya, you're hangin' 

with the wrong crowd, buddy.






MILLER




I see...






REGGIE

I know for a fact this conversation isn't 

being monitored, Detective Miller. What do 

you think I am? Don't worry about it. Relax.

Miller's shoulders loosen.






MILLER




Uh huh...






REGGIE

But that being said, I don't wanna keep 

you. Just give me the scoop, bucko.

The young cop is watching Miller very closely. Miller gives him a reassuring wink and slyly moves further away from him.






MILLER

Well, I don't know quite how to break this 

to you, sir, so I'll just say it - Mr. 

Devito has been murdered. I'm sorry I didn't 

tell you at the onset, but I thought it 

would be best to ease into it. I hope you 

understand. Worst part of the job, ya know?






REGGIE





(laughing)

Beautiful work, Halle. Just don't cry during 

your acceptance speech, baby.

Miller is getting more uncomfortable now.






MILLER




Uh huh...






REGGIE

Listen, Miller, and listen closely... The 

man who offed him was Glen Carver. The 

Guillotine. You know him. Elias Salazar is 

in it with him, and we want them taken 

alive, do you understand? You just do what 

you gotta do to get both of them for us or 

you can kiss that cushy pension goodbye, 

bucko. The boss can see to that personally, 

and I know how hard you've worked for it, 

so don't piss it away. You're officially on 

duty.






MILLER (OS)

I'll do the best I can. I assure you, we'll 

find whoever did this. Justice will be served.

INT. REGGIE'S CAR - DAY






REGGIE




Good. If not, it's your ass. Remember that.






MILLER (OS)




My condolences, sir.

Without responding, Reggie hits "End", folds up the phone and stuffs it back into his pocket.

FADE OUT.

Darkness and silence, then the sound of someone whistling a tune under his breath fades in. Then-

The SPLASH of water.

INT. SAL'S OFFICE - DAY

Reggie, eyes closed, upper torso soaked, is sitting in a large wooden chair, duct-taped into it - arms, legs, torso, even his neck, holding it upright, a loose noose tied around it as well. His eyes snap open, his expression one of panicked confusion.

He's facing the desk, and now sitting in his office chair on the opposite side is Carver, who has a big grin on his face as he sets an empty water pitcher on the desk.






CARVER

Finally awake! I must've hit you harder 

than I thought... You look terrible, Reg.

Reggie glares at him.






REGGIE




Fuck you.






CARVER

Always the charmer. But I'm afraid it's you 

who's fucked this time, Reg. You don't know 

this, but I've rigged quite an ingenius 

device behind you that you unfortunately 

have no way of seeing right now. Which is a 

shame, because I came up with it offhand 

this morning and figured you'd appreciate 

it the most.

Reggie tries to turn his head, but the duct tape is holding his head in place.






CARVER

But that's okay. I spent quite a bit of time 

while you were napping, devising it just for 

you. I feel it's only fair that you 

understand the logistics, so allow me to 

shed some light...

As he continues, the "device" is seen in all its glory - the rope tied around Reggie's neck droops downward slightly, weighed down by Reggie's silver Beretta, lined up directly with the back of Reggie's head. The rope is curled around the trigger and continues upward to where the other end is tied around the doorknob.






CARVER

The other end of that rope, currently 

wrapped around that scrawny neck of yours, 

is tied to the doorknob on the other side 

of the room. Following me so far?

Reggie's rage-filled eyes answer for him. Carver is pleased.






CARVER

Good. Now, here's the kicker - you'll 

probably notice there's something pulling 

the rope down, too. Something I'm 

particularly proud of - your beautiful, 

sleek, silver Beretta. The trigger of which 

is ever so gently being caressed by the 

fibers of that rope. Ah, the symmetry of 

it all.

Reggie continues to say nothing. He now looks sick, with rage and just plain nausea. Carver is beyond amused now. 






CARVER

That's right, I see those gears turning. 

So that means you already guessed that if 

someone were to yank that door open hard 

enough, the rope would pull rather tight 

and... Well. I think you get the idea. 

Simple, but effective, if I do say so myself. 

For your sake, let's hope no one comes 

traipsing in here any time soon like, say, 

the cops? Ya know, gunfire in this 

neighborhood is common, but sometimes it 

is reported...

Reggie has had enough - he lunges forward as best he can. The chair doesn't budge, and the rage in Reggie's eyes is diluted by confusion; the legs of the chair are nailed down tight by the spikes.






CARVER

Aw, what's wrong, Reggie? You seem 

irritable. Would you like a juice?






REGGIE

You're gonna regret this, Carver. Mark my 

words. Sal will follow you into Hell if 

that's what it takes. You understand me?






CARVER

Great, you can greet us there. What matters 

right now is that you're not going anywhere, 

fuckstick... We’re in the middle of nowhere, 

and since the backup you undoubtedly called 

is, at the very least, half an hour away, 

we're gonna have ourselves a little chat. 

Clear the air.

REGGIE

What makes you think for a second that 

I'll tell you anything? I'm dead anyway.






CARVER

True. But I can make damn sure that death 

isn't the worst of it... I'll let you decide.

Reggie thinks for a moment, takes a deep breath, then starts to calm, accepting his futile position.






REGGIE

Okay, if that's the way you wanna do it, 

then I'll play along. Sure. But if I'm 

gonna be a good hostage, I want a guarantee 

that you'll at least give me a chance. 

Maybe... take a screw or two out of the 

legs, or whatever you've got pinning this 

chair down. What do you say?






CARVER

You're in no position to negotiate, Reg. 

But, seeing as how I'm trying to turn over 

a new leaf and embrace non-violence, I'll 

think about it.

Reggie stares at him in disbelief, then motions with his eyes toward the floor - downstairs.






REGGIE




You call that a "new leaf"?

Carver shrugs.






CARVER

I said I was trying. It's a long road ahead. 

Besides, you and Salazar brought this all on 

yourselves. Not that I'm denying my part, 

but it is what it is.






REGGIE

You ripped him off, Carver. What, did you 

think he was just gonna let you walk away?






CARVER

First of all, it was money owed to me. He 

was ripping me off. For years. You too, 

probably, but you're so far up his ass 

you'll eat his shit and call it a Snickers.

Second of all, I'm curious as to why you 

never got your charming errand boys to haul 

me in instead of killing me outright. After 

all, I'm the only one who knows where the 

money is, right?






REGGIE




And your partner. And Beth.






CARVER

I don’t have any partners. I work alone, 

you know that... And what makes you think 

I gave her the money?

REGGIE

Don't insult my intelligence, Carver. You'd 

rip your own heart out and give it to her, 

if it made her happy. You worship the woman.

Carver smiles.






CARVER




That makes two of us, doesn't it?

Reggie sneers and looks away, but doesn't reply.






CARVER

You've always wanted me out of the way, 

haven't you? You've just been too dickless 

to do it.






REGGIE




Wow. I guess you've got it all figured out 




now, huh?






CARVER





(smiling to himself)




Getting there.






REGGIE

Ya know, I have a few unanswered questions 

of my own that I'm curious about...






CARVER




Oh, do tell.






REGGIE

What purpose did killing Elias serve you 

and your plans to ride off into the sunset 

with the lovely Elizabeth? Did he double 

cross you, or was it the other way around?






CARVER





(stunned)




What?






REGGIE

I mean, I never liked the bastard, 

personally, and he deserved what he got, 

but he was Sal's only child. You didn't 

just light a fire under the big man, bucko, 

you doused it in jet fuel.

For the first time in the conversation, Carver's expression grows increasingly perplexed with every word coming from Reggie's mouth.






CARVER




What the hell are you talking about?






REGGIE

You're probably wondering where Sal is 

today. Well, wonder no more - he's 

attending his boy's wake. Closed casket 

too, after what you did to him.

Carver shakes his head in denial, but doesn't respond, way too confused.






REGGIE

Yeah, that's right. He was found last night, 

washed up on the riverbank just outside of 

town. Bet you didn't see that coming in your 

plans, did ya?






CARVER

You're telling me that me and Elias Salazar 

conspired together on this... and I killed 

him and dumped his body in the fucking 

river? Is that what you’re telling me? Just 

so I can get this straight in my head.






REGGIE




Give the amnesiac a gold star, ladies and 




gents.






CARVER




When did this happen?

REGGIE

You've got me where you want me. Why the 

pretense?

CARVER





(annoyed)




Just humor me, asshole.






REGGIE

Two nights ago? A certain hijacking of a 

certain shipment of three million 

greenbacks?...

Carver thinks for another confused moment, then bursts out with a sudden peal of laughter.






CARVER




You got the wrong guy, you numb cunt.






REGGIE




What?






CARVER

I never so much as laid a finger on anyone 

since my last job, not including you sorry 

pieces of shit. And that was well over a 

month ago. Nathan Hennigan, remember? You 

gave me the contract yourself.






REGGIE

That's impossible. Elias was killed point 

blank with a 12-gauge round to the head. Who 

else could it have been?






CARVER

I don’t know. But him and someone else, 

someone very slick, obviously ripped you 

off but good using my MO. Maybe they didn’t 

see eye to eye, but I had nothing to do 

with this. As for me? The money I have is 

something I've been denied for years now. 

Technically stolen, sure, but it belonged 

to me in the first place. The money you're 

talking about...





(laughs)

Definitely stolen, and probably long gone 

by now. Good riddance... Did you have any 

more questions?

Reggie is at a loss for words, once again looking like he's going to vomit.






CARVER




Good. Neither do I.

Without missing a step, he stands, grabs the roll of duct tape still on the edge of the desk, and walks around to where Reggie sits.






REGGIE




What are you doing? Hey-

Carver rips open the tape, slaps it over Reggie's still talking mouth, and winds it around and around and around his head. 

Reggie muffles protest, but Carver ignores him and snaps the tape from the roll. He pockets it, then heads back around the desk and plops into his seat.

Carver grabs the phone on the desk. He puts the receiver to his ear, dials a number, then sits back, relaxed, and waits for the pick-up.

INT. FUNERAL PARLOR - DAY

Dim and elegant, replete with depressing atmosphere. Mourners mingle at what is obviously a wake, the casket on one side of the room, closed.

An older gentleman of about 60, ANTONIO SALAZAR, stands near the casket observing the room solemnly-

RING! He's momentarily startled. RING! He realizes it's coming from him, and he reaches into his jacket. Pulls out a cell phone. Checks the name, nods and sighs. He puts it to his ear and cuts it off mid-ring.






SALAZAR




Reggie.

INT. SAL'S OFFICE - DAY

Carver has his feet up on the desk now, as Reggie stares holes into him from his special seat.






CARVER

I'm afraid he can't come to the phone right 

now. He's all tied up at the moment.

INTERCUT:

Salazar's features tighten.






SALAZAR




Carver?

CARVER

Long time no speak. Ya know, I was beginning 

to think you forgot about me.

Salazar moves smoothly away from the crowd of mourners, distancing himself and then hushing his voice before continuing.






SALAZAR

You got a lotta balls calling me like this, 

ya know that? You were like a son to me, 

Glen... and then you go and do this? After 

all I've done for you?






CARVER




Sal, listen to me-






SALAZAR

No. Shut your mouth. You listen to me, you 

little son of a whore. You know what I'm 

doing tomorrow? What's on my agenda? 

Burying my son. Something a father was never 

intended to do. Something I never dreamed 

I'd have to do, not in a million fucking 

years, even if he ripped me off. But I'm 

gonna do it, and then I'm gonna move on, 

because that's the nature of the universe 

and there's no sense crying over something 

you can't control. In time, I'll get over 

it, and then... I'm gonna bury you.






CARVER

Before you go and do any of that, you 

should know that it wasn't me who killed 

your son.

Anger makes way for the tiniest shred of uncertainty on Salazar's face.






SALAZAR




Oh? Then who did? Mr. Rogers?






CARVER




I know how you're feeling right now-






SALAZAR





(menacing)

You don't know shit, Carver, so don't fuck 

with me. Get on with it.






CARVER

Fair enough. Me and Reggie had a nice little 

chat a couple minutes ago. Found out quite 

a few interesting factoids, as it were...






SALAZAR




And?






CARVER

Well, most important is that this "heist" 

that's been giving you grief was apparently 

put on my head to take the rap, by your son 

and someone else.






SALAZAR




What are you talking about?






CARVER

I don't know how they did it, or who they 

are, but like you said - no use crying over 

something you can't control. I'm dealing 

with it, but right now I want to finish our 

dealings. Once and for all.

Salazar thinks for a moment, his murderous look waning slightly.






SALAZAR




I'm listening.






CARVER




First off, I want you to know I know about 




the money.






SALAZAR




What money?






CARVER

The funds you sapped from me over the years. 

Three million to be exact. Not that I have 

to remind you. Right?

Salazar is taken aback momentarily, then a thin smile breaks through on his sour old mug.






SALAZAR

"Sapped" implies stealing, of which I didn't. 

You were paid what the jobs were worth, son. 

Nothing more, nothing less.

CARVER

Whatever. It's in the past. What I'm 

concerned about is the present, and I'm 

willing to forgive if you give me what I 

want.






SALAZAR




Which is?






CARVER

The seventy five thou you still owe me for 

Hennigan. You can consider my ass retired, 

but not before I get what's owed to me. I 

want it, and I want it today. Then you'll 

never see me again.

Salazar pauses, in deep thought. Doesn't respond.






CARVER




Well?






SALAZAR





(nodding slowly)




Yes, I don't see why not... You've earned it.






CARVER




That's right.






SALAZAR

I suppose I could transfer those funds 

straight into your account as soon as I 

finish up here. How does that sound?






CARVER

No deal. I want cash. We meet at your place 

in two hours. Come alone. If you don't, I 

suggest digging another grave because I'll 

make sure you fall in it. Those are the 

terms, so if I were you, I'd make haste.

CLICK! He hangs up the phone without waiting for a reply.

INT. FUNERAL PARLOR - DAY

Salazar is shell-shocked. He stares at the phone in disbelief for a moment, then pockets it.

He walks over to an older woman of about 55, MRS. SALAZAR, and confides to her quietly.






SALAZAR




I gotta go.






MRS. SALAZAR




Go? What do you mean "Go"? We have to get-






SALAZAR





(urgent)

Something just came up. I have to take care 

of it, right now. Just...  stay here. I'll 

be back as soon as I can, I promise.






MRS. SALAZAR




But- Wha-?

She fumbles with more words as he takes off in a hurry.

INT. SAL'S OFFICE - DAY

In good humor, Carver gets out of the chair and walks around the desk. He stops in front of Reggie and pats the man mockingly on the head.

CARVER




It's been fun, Reggie. You have a good one.

With that, he strides to the door and opens it carefully, the rope tightening ever so slightly.

Reggie's eyes are looking to the side as far as they can go, his face red and sweating, filled with fear.

Carver grins, then slips out into the hallway, shutting the door behind him.

Reggie breathes a sigh of relief through his nose.

EXT. OPEN ROAD - DAY

Carver's Mercedes moves down this relatively empty highway like a panther on wheels.

INT. CARVER'S MERCEDES - DAY

Carver sits behind the wheel, relaxed, driving with intent focus.

EXT. SALAZAR'S ESTATE - DAY

A nice, luxurious house, almost a mansion, in the middle of the country. Scenic and utterly desolate, a nice spot to live in peace.

Carver's car pulls into the driveway and starts up the long lane.

INT. CARVER'S MERCEDES - DAY

Carver eyes the estate cautiously, analyzing the property, which is empty save for a lone SUV parked in front.

He pulls up behind the SUV, parks and kills the engine.

EXT. CARVER'S MERCEDES - DAY

Carver grabs his shotgun from the passenger's seat, opens the door, and gets out of the car warily.

He looks around on high alert, searching. Nothing indicates an ambush.

CH-CHOK! He cocks the shotgun and heads for the front door, letting his aim wander.

INT. SALAZAR'S ESTATE - FRONT HALL - DAY

The front door's knob turns ever so slowly, and the door is pushed open.

Carver slips fitfully into the house, his eyes roaming, then shuts the door softly.

He raises the shotgun and starts down the dim front hall, approaching a doorway on the left. He licks his lips in anticipation as he nears it, then-

He strafes into the opening and aims his gun into the empty SITTING ROOM beyond.

He takes a deep breath, regains his focus, and moves into the room, toward another open doorway-






SALAZAR (OS)

I'm in here.

Somewhere nearby, and Carver continues to the doorway.

INT. SALAZAR'S ESTATE - STUDY - DAY

Carver appears in the open doorway on one side of this ornate, spacious room. He aims his shotgun inside, his eyes finding-

SALAZAR, who sits in a plush, expensive chair beside a large oak desk, his right foot across his left knee, a glass of Scotch in his hand. Relaxing.






SALAZAR





(gesturing to the shotgun)

No need for that. We're just here to do 

business, am I right?

Carver walks further into the room, slowly, never lowering the gun. Salazar stares at the barrel, slightly uneasy.






CARVER

Depends on if you've decided to uphold your 

end of the bargain.






SALAZAR

It's all there.

He gestures to the desk with his glass of Scotch, where a black, unzipped nylon sack is laying.






SALAZAR

You can count it if you want to.

CARVER




Bank on it.

He takes another couple of steps toward the desk-

BAM! A bullet tears into the meat of his shin and drops him to his knees.






CARVER




Agh!

He clasps a hand over his gushing leg, wincing in agony-

And DETECTIVE MILLER steps fully into the room from the doorway in which Carver had entered. His 9mm is aimed unerringly at Carver, who manages to lift his shotgun about an inch.






MILLER




Don't even think about it, Slick.

Carver hesitates for only a moment, then lets his shotgun drop beside him. He sighs in pained defeat.

Salazar is beaming. He gulps down the rest of his Scotch, gets up and sets the empty glass on the desk.






SALAZAR





(shaking his head)

You stupid son of a bitch. You demand money 

from me, kill a handful of my employees in 

cold blood-






CARVER




Well, to be fair, Reggie might not be 




dead yet.

Miller observes the situation with a neutral eye as Salazar loses the smile.






SALAZAR

Pretty audacious for a guy who's just taken 

a bullet.

Carver shrugs but doesn't respond. As Salazar continues, he pulls open a drawer in the desk, reaches in and takes out a snub-nosed .38 revolver.






SALAZAR

Tell me... did you honestly think you were 

gonna get away with any of this? That I was 

just gonna let you walk away?






CARVER

Yeah, yeah, Reggie already regurgitated 

your mantra. I don't need to hear it again, 

and quite frankly, I don't want to hear it 

again. So get on with it, and stop wasting 

my fucking time. If you're gonna kill me, 

kill me. If not... go fuck yourself.

Salazar is astounded, and takes a moment to regain his cool head before replying.






SALAZAR

No... I'm not gonna kill you. And neither 

is Miller here. What is gonna happen, is 

you're gonna be locked up for killing my 

men. And my son. And everyone else whose 

lives you've stolen over the years. Miller 

here will get promoted to Captain, find 

the son of a bitch responsible for taking 

my money and killing my boy, retire with an 

impeccable legacy, and I'll live out the 

rest of my life in peace knowing that you, 

my dear boy, are never gonna see the light 

of day for the rest of your lonely, pathetic 

little life.






CARVER

What makes you think I'm gonna go along 

with this?






SALAZAR

Well, I'd like to think you wouldn't 

endanger the lives of your loved ones... 

would you? I know I wouldn't.

Carver's eyes regain their cold, steely edge.






CARVER




Oh yeah? Tell that to Elias.

Salazar looks like someone just rocked his jaw with a pair of brass knucks.






CARVER




You touch Beth, and I swear to fucking 




Christ I'll-

Salazar suddenly rushes forward and snaps a kick into Carver's face, toppling him onto his back.






SALAZAR

No, I make the threats, you little piece of 

shit! You understand me?

Without waiting for a response, he thrusts another kick into Carver's ribs, knocking the wind right out of the man. Miller looks on, still silent, now a little uncomfortable.

Carver coughs, sits up, and looks up at Miller for the first time.






CARVER

What are you, a silent partner? You're 

gonna let him get away with this?






SALAZAR

He has no choice, Carver. Just like you... 

His future depends on it.

Miller clears his throat.






MILLER




Does it?

Salazar sharply looks up at him in disbelief.






SALAZAR

What, are you having doubts? You can't back 

out of this now. It'll destroy you. You 

remember who I am? Any future you have is 

because I allow it.






MILLER

You never said anything about threatening 

the woman or the child. That's where I draw 

the line.

Carver is watching this back and forth intently from the floor.






SALAZAR

So after all I've done for you, this is what 

it's come to? You were like a son to me.






CARVER





(chuckling)




I've heard that before.






SALAZAR




Shut up.

Miller shakes his head slowly, unsure.






MILLER

I became a cop because I wanted to see 

justice prevail, and somewhere along the 

way I let you corrupt my ideals. I'm not 

saying he shouldn't atone for what he's 

done, but that's not for me to decide. Or 

you. If this means the end of my career... 

so be it. In the end, all of us are gonna 

get what's coming to us, and it's about 

fuckin' time if you ask me.

Salazar stares at him in utter disbelief for a moment, then sighs humbly.

SALAZAR




Well, then... I guess that's it.

He snaps up the .38 without warning, levels it at Miller, and Miller reflexively raises his own-

BAM! BAM! Both men get off shots at each other - Salazar is thrown back against his desk. Miller's right shoulder jerks, his gun sent flying, and he's pitched backward to the floor.

A look of utter shock is etched on Salazar's face as he slinks against the desk, a ragged, bloody hole just over his heart. He spasms twice, then sits still. Blood oozes from the corner of his mouth.

Miller writhes on his back on the floor, his left hand pressed to his bloodied right pectoral.

An amazed Carver looks from the dead Salazar to the injured Miller, and slowly lifts himself to his feet, scooping up his shotgun as he does so.

When he gets to his feet, he limps over to Miller and aims down at him with the gun. Miller just looks up at him wearily. No fear.

MILLER




So what now?

They stare at each other for a moment with vague animosity.






CARVER




Nothing. I'm leaving.

He lowers the shotgun.






MILLER




Don't feel like killing anyone else today?






CARVER

I was good at it, but that doesn't mean I 

got my jollies off of it... I'm through. 

For good.






MILLER





(surprised)




So it's over?






CARVER




Yeah.

Miller nods in tired satisfaction.






MILLER

Nothing much I could do about it if it 

wasn't, right?






CARVER




You're welcome to try.






MILLER

Nah, I think I'll sit this one out. As for 

you... Don't want to keep that lovely young 

lass waiting any longer, do you?

Carver gives him an exhausted smile.






CARVER




You're a good man, Miller.






MILLER





(lighthearted)

So they say. But if I were really good, I 

wouldn't seriously be considering letting 

a renowned contract killer go. So if I were 

you, I'd get the hell outta here before I 

changed my mind.

Carver's grins wider in spite of himself.






CARVER




Yes, sir.

They appraise each other a moment longer, then Carver moves to the desk. Grabs the sack of cash. 

He goes back to Miller and drops the bag in front of him.






MILLER




What's this?






CARVER




For your retirement fund.

He starts limping toward the doorway without another word as Miller peers into the sack. A look of surprise and gratitude spreads on his face.

As Carver reaches the exit, he slows and turns back. Miller glances at him questioningly... 

Carver tosses the shotgun to the floor. He stares at his weapon for a moment, looks back at Miller, tips a nod, then finally turns and leaves.

DISSOLVE TO:

BEGIN MONTAGE:

EXT. GEORGE'S CONDO - DAY

Jeff walks along the sidewalk toward the intersection ahead, as a black sedan pulls out of the road and into George's driveway.

Jeff continues walking with a tired look on his face and turns the corner, oblivious to George's new visitor.

The sedan's door opens and out comes Reggie, who shuts his door and starts up the front walk.

EXT. COTTAGE - DUSK

A lone cottage set to the background of a serene coastal landscape, the horizon a beautiful shade of orange-red.

Carver's Mercedes moves up the long gravel road toward the small house, arrives and pulls to a gentle stop out in front.

EXT. CITY STREET - DAY

Jeff walks along the sidewalk and looks around constantly as if expecting to see something.

EXT. COTTAGE - DUSK

Carver opens the driver's side door and gets out. He wobbles for a moment on an unsteady leg, then shuts his door and starts his unhurried limp to the cottage's front porch.

EXT. CITY STREET - DAY

Jeff glances across the road and his eyes stop on a familiar car - HIS car. A smile spreads on his face, he jumps the curb, and jaywalks to the other side.

EXT. COTTAGE - DUSK

Carver reaches the steps and starts climbing them to the porch. One step. Two. Three.

EXT. CITY STREET - DAY

TINTED POV:

Follows Jeff as he roams around the front of his car to the passenger door. Ducks and looks into the vehicle, then grins at us...whomever us may be.

EXT. COTTAGE - DUSK

Carver makes it from the top step to the porch and limps to the front door.

He arrives in front of the door, raises his right hand, and knocks.

EXT. JEFF'S CAR - DAY

Jeff opens the passenger door and climbs into the car.

EXT. COTTAGE - DUSK

The front door opens before Carver's tired eyes-

And BETH stands in front of him. Her face instantly fills with relief and shock, and she dazedly walks into his arms and hugs him tightly.

He holds her close, both with their eyes closed, then he pulls away slightly and ushers her back inside.

As they move into the cottage, her supporting him, he reaches back and swings the door shut.

INT. JEFF'S CAR - DAY

TINTED POV:

In the passenger seat, Jeff reaches into his jacket and pulls out an expensive-looking FLASK. He unscrews the cap, takes a drink, then offers it to us, to-

IN THE CAR:

NIKKI, wearing sunglasses, looking firm, fit and healthy.

They exchange mischievous, knowing smiles. She snatches the flask and takes a swig.

EXT. JEFF'S CAR - DAY

The car pulls out of its parking spot and drives off.

THE END.

