A SHOT TO THE GUT



FADE | N:

I NT. H GH END APARTMENT - MORNI NG

The sun beans through white silk drapes and onto the
spaci ous canvas of a hard wood fl oor.

No furniture. An enpty room
| N THE KI TCHEN
...Sits a coffee pot and one |lone nmug. And nothing else.

A perfectly manicured hand brandi ng an expensive Cartier
wist watch reaches for the pot.

The hand bel ongs to STEPHEN FI TZWALTER, early thirties,
nodestly handsonme with a closely trimred beard and the
slicked back hair of a hot shot day trader.

On a marble island countertop rests a franed photo of him
and an attractive young worman posed on the grass.

Stephen stares at it with a sense of regret.

He places the picture in a cardboard box filled with
simlar photos.

EXT. APARTMENT BALCONY - MORNI NG

A hilltop view of Los Angeles. Stephen |leans on a rail and
stares out at the awesone sight.

St ephen rests his nmug on the rail and carefully renoves his
Cartier watch. Wth el bows down, he uses both hands to rub
and caress the surface.

He flips it over. To My Love Forever.

St ephen reaches the watch back - ready to throw it over the
ravi ne --

-- but refrains.

Irritated, he grabs his nug, chucks his coffee over the side
and ducks back in.

EXT. APARTMENT PARKI NG LOT - MORNI NG

Under a protective enclosure sits a vintage 1978 Sil ver
Anni versary Edition Corvette Stingray.

St ephen pops the trunk and | oads the very last of his
cardboard boxes.



He huffs with irritation and shuts the trunk.

He wal ks out fromunder the canopy and stares up at his
fancy building in all of its yuppie splendor.

A devlish grin forns as he firmy gives it the finger.

STEPHEN
Have a nice |life, scunbags!

EXT. ROUTE 66 - DUSK

The Corvette Stingray zoons along the narrow stretch with
not hi ng but green sagebrush and white desert sand dotting
both sides of the flat terrain.

It zips past a |lone road sign: TOLERANCE, NM 15 M LES

I NT. CORVETTE - DUSK

St ephen flips through nothing but Spanish speaki ng channel s
and gets nowhere fast.

STEPHEN
Ki ddi ng ne.

He finally stops on an eighties station blasting Billy
Idol's "Hot in the City" comng in as clear as day and
wi t hout the usual static.

STEPHEN
Hot - i n-t he-ci -taayyy!

RADIO DJ (V.Q)
And that's Billy Idol with Hot in
the CGty, comng in at nunber
twenty three this week on
Bil Il board' s Hot One Hundr ed.

STEPHEN
Ch, cone on! Play sone nusic!

St ephen scans sone nore channels. It stops on yet another
ei ghties cl assic punping through the speakers as cl ear as
the day it was recorded.

DARYL HALL (V.Q.)
| see you. You see ne. Watchin
you blowi n' the lines when you're
maki ng a scene...Ch, girl...

The radi o skips to the next channel.

MEN AT WORK (V. Q.)
VWho Could It Be Now?



Stephen grins. The radio skips to another channel.

STEVE M LLER (V. Q.)
| heat up. | can't cool down. You
got nme spinning. Round and round.

STEPHEN
|"ve died and gone to eighties
heaven.

STEVE M LLER (V. Q.)
Round and round and round it goes.
Where it stops... nobody knows.

A car passes and spotlights --

A pair of yellow stickers with the nunber 78 taped to the
out si de gl ass.

St ephen spots it. Startled and shocked, he cuts the wheel

hard, coasting over the asphalt and ending on a soft
shoul der.

Uterly flabbergasted, he stares at the yell ow nunbers while
trying to catch his breath

STEVE M LLER (V. Q)

Abr a. .. Abr a- cadabr a. | wanna reach
out and grab you..

EXT. CORVETTE - N GHT

St ephen steps out and stares at his windshield. The yellow
stickers taped to the glass: '78 As if the vehicle was
recently purchased froma used car |ot.

He reaches out his hand. About to touch the stickers.

STEVE M LLER (V. Q.)
Abr a. .. Abra-cadabra. .

And before he can reach them..

...the song abruptly ends. Followed by the engine and
headl i ghts cutting off w thout warning.

He spins in a frantic circle. Taking inventory of his
wher eabout s.

Wth his back turned, an unusually bright set of H GH BEAMS
spotlight the back of Stephen's frane.

He turns -- squints at the blinding light. Scared to death,
he slowy noves for his car, and with careful reluctance,
peers inside.

No one there. He dares to craw back in.



| NT. CORVETTE - N GHT

The nunber 78 now gone. Stephen gently caresses the inside
of the windshield. Not one trace or outline of a sticker.
He sucks in a deep breath foll owed by a | ong exhal e.

He cranks the engine. Nothing but Spanish gibberish
bl asting froma staticky radio station.

EXT. ROUTE 66 - N GHT
Wthin a matter of seconds, the Corvette is nothing but an

i ndi stingui shabl e FLI CKER OF WHI TE LI GHT on what seens an
endl ess stretch of road.

I NT. CORVETTE - N GHT

St ephen grows weary of the Spanish station and angrily
swi tches off the radio.

STEPHEN
Wake up! Wake up

St ephen passes a BLACK CHEVY NOVA on the side of the road
with the left rear wheel renoved and on a jack.

He checks the rearview mirror. The CAR | S GONE
He fails to notice..

A MAN st andi ng dead center of the road. He is in an
untucked fl eece and dirty jeans.

St ephen faces forward and is | ess than half a second from
runni ng the man down.

He CUTS A HARD RI GHT --

EXT. ROUTE 66 - N GHT

The Corvette careens out of control, spinning in and out of
t he soft shoul der.

I NT. CORVETTE - N GHT

St ephen's eyes wide and tense as he's about to destroy a
road sign: TOLERANCE, 10 M LES

He CUTS A HARD LEFT --



-- dodging the sign and drifting onto the highway.
As the dust clears, he checks his rearview mrror.
No one there. He stares ahead.

A BRI GHT SET OF HI GH BEAMS barrel toward Stephen's bunper at
an unsafe speed.

STEPHEN
Where the hell did you cone fronf!

The car HONKS. Over and over.
Stephen HI TS THE GAS.

He | ooks ahead and spots the tall and bright Iights of A
VERY LARGE GAS STATI ON

And here conme the H GH BEAMS on Stephen's tail.
The car once again HONKS |ike crazy.
And Steven once again H TS THE GAS.
But the car doesn't |let up and RAMS H S BUVPER

St ephen CUTS A HARD RIGHT into the busy |ot of the
mul ti-punp gas station.

EXT. RACETRACK GAS STATION - N GHT

St ephen conmes to a SCREECHI NG HALT seconds before running
over a gas punp and scares the absolute hell out of
everyone wat chi ng.

After a few nonments, he steps out and slowy drags his feet
toward the door. He checks across the |ot and spots --

A BLACK NOVA with snoke pouring fromthe exhaust.

St ephen stands in the center of the ot and throws his best
tough guy gaze at the phantomdriver.

HONK!

Stephen turns and faces a pair of headlights. He continues
toward the door as the car passes.

I NT. RACETRACK GAS STATION - NI GHT

St ephen steps to the front counter, carelessly tosses down
his keys next to the register.
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This catches the attention of A CLERK sitting on a roller

cart, packing away cartons of cigarettes.

The d erk stands.

CLERK
Yeah?
STEPHEN
s there a notel anywhere near
her e?
CLERK
Yeah. Well. No.

St ephen shuts his eyes to this. Mre bad news.

CLERK
W' re about eight mles outside of
Tol erance. VWhich technically don't
have a notel wth it being
renodel ed and all. But there is a
pl ace about forty mles West of
here. It's real nice. | know the
owner s.

STEPHEN
No. See. | don't wanna go \West.
| just came fromthere

CLERK
Well. GCee. | couldn't really tel
you then. You gotta van or a truck
or sonet hi n?

St ephen rubs his sore tenples.

STEPHEN
No, | don't have a truck or a van

The Clerk stares out the w ndow and spots his shiny and

restored Corvette at the punp.

CLERK
Whoa. That your Vette, man?
Badass.

STEPHEN

Yeabh. Listen. What's the next
town after Tol erance?

CLERK
You ain't checked Travelocity or
nothin Iike that?

STEPHEN
| can't get a signal. How am|]
gonna check Travel ocity?



7.
The Cerk gives hima dunb | ook and nods wi th understandi ng.
CLERK
Good point. Well, there's Truth or
Consequences. But you're | ooking
at another hundred fifty m|le.
St ephen huffs out | oud and heads for the back of the store.

The Cerk spots his keys next to the register. He snags
themup just as --

St ephen opens a nen's room door and di ps inside.

I NT. RACETRACK MEN S ROOM - NI GHT

Stephen wal ks in. Al alone. He heads for an open stal
and | ocks hinsel f inside.

IN THE STALL

St ephen unzi ps and takes a seat. He pulls out his smart
phone and hits the CHROVE APP.

He is immedi ately taken to a webpage where an ol d newspaper
headline fills the screen: TOLERANCE MAN CARJACKED, SHOT
AND LEFT FOR DEAD

STEPHEN
A signal. It's a mracle.
Under the headline are various still shots of a BLACK CHEVY

NOVA on the side of the highway.

Al'l taken by the police and news nedi a.

St ephen clicks on an image as it blows up FULL SCREEN

He swi pes left and spots the bl oody body of JAVES JEBB "JJ"

BERRY | ayi ng dead and sprawl ed out on the front seats of
t he Bl ack Chevy Nova.

EXT. ROUTE 66 - N GHT ( FLASHBACK)

JJ stands in the mddle of the road. In a fleece shirt and
dirty jeans.

I NT. RACETRACK MEN S ROOM - NI GHT

St ephen sees the sane fleece shirt and jeans on the man in
the picture. Only this tinme his clothes and arns are
caked with coagul at ed bl ood.
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He hears the clacking of thick heels hitting the tile floor
and turns his attention to a pair of feet stopping in front
of the stall door.

STEPHEN
Hel | 0?

No answer. The feet don't nove.

And before he knows what's happening, his smart phone has
di sappeared from hi s hand.

St ephen checks around the bowl. Nothing on the imediate
fl oor or anywhere near him

The feet enter the stall next to him

Totally freaked out, Stephen throws on his trousers, zips up
and hurries out.

INT. JJ'S AUTO WRECKACE - DAY

St ephen steps out of the bathroom and back onto the main
floors of the convenience store. The place is nothing
i ke he remenbered.

And the sunlight of a hot summer's day pour through the
wi ndows |ike | aser beans.

Over the speakers, another eighties classic grabs Stephen's
attention.

TONI BASIL (V.0Q)
Hey, M ckey, you're so fine!
You're so fine, you blow ny m nd!
Hey, M ckey!

St ephen spots what | ooks |like a nobile ice creamcart on the
fl oor near the restroons.

He opens a sliding glass door as thick white fog fromthe
cooler hits his face.

He reaches inside and pulls out a sixteen ounce |ong neck
Coca-Cola froma foregone era.

FRED (O S.)
You fall in, JJ?

St ephen peeks around an endcap and checks the front end
counter and register.

A real country boy clerk named FRED peruses Mad magazi ne and
pops sone gumfromthe confort of his stool

FRED
You was in there forever.



STEPHEN
Excuse ne?

FRED
Excuse ne is right. Wanna keep
t hat door cl osed back there?

St ephen turns, faces the restroomdoor. |It's a single door
uni sex restroomw th one bow .

He shuts it. As he turns back, he spots what |ooks |ike
novi e posters hanging in the corner of the store.
Gremins. Ghostbusters. A Nightmare on Elm Street.

A coupl e of shelves full of old VHS novies with an orange
star banner overhead: ALL RENTALS $1.50

FRED
By the way, we're already three
hundred sonmething in the hole on
t hose damm video tapes. Told you
it was a bad idea renting tapes to
transi ents.

Fred's attention drawmn to the parking |ot.

FRED
We got conpany, JJ. Get back on
t he cl ock.

St ephen steps closer to the front wi ndows and spots his
CORVETTE STI NGRAY near the front and with the engine
runni ng and both doors swung open.

The NUMBER 78 on the w ndshi el d.

He fails to notice --

THREE PUNK ROCKERS W TH MOHAWKS rushing the front door with
sawed off shotguns and pistols.

MOHAVK #1
Heads up! Cash on the counter

He sl aps the countertop -- WHAP

Fred nervously funbles with the regsiter and snags up the
| oose cash. He checks with Stephen.

FRED
(to Stephen)
Thanks for your help, old partner.
The three nohawks turn and face --

St ephen standi ng next to a sungl ass rack.
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MOHAVK #2
Oh he can't help you. He's already
dead.

MOHAVK #3

Aint that right, JJ?
St ephen slowy backs up. He turns to a small mrror on a
sungl ass rack and catches a glinpse of a different man's
face staring back at him

He turns side to side, rubs his face as the refl ection
mmcs his every nove.

The three nohawks | augh.

St ephen | ooks down. His lower shirt is dripping blood al
over the tile.

He faces a FULL LENGTH M RROR hangi ng on a back wall and the
i mage of JAMES JJ BERRY gl ances back with a fresh gunshot
wound to the belly.

JJ desperately reaches out to Stephen frominside the
mrror. He noves closer and cl oser.

JJ
Hel p. .. neee. ..

St ephen steps closer..
JJ's armreaches through the glass like liquid netal.

St ephen grabs his hand.

EXT. ROUTE 66 - DAY ( FLASHBACK)

Al'l three nmohawks stand before a very confused Stephen not
sure of his whereabouts. He spots his Corvette parked
behi nd the three punks.

He | ooks behind him A Black Chevy Nova with the left rear
wheel gone and sitting on a jack.

As he turns back --

MOHAVK #1 shoots himin the stomach with his thirty eight
speci al .

St ephen tunbl es back. .

INT. JJ'S AUTO WRECKACE - DAY

St ephen tunbl es and knocks over a postcard rack on his way
to the floor.
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I NT. RACETRACK GAS STATION - NI GHT (PRESENT)

St ephen | ooks up. He's back to where he started as the busy
Racetrack is full of custoners with a long |ine waiting
at the front end.

A WOMAN hovers over him

WOVAN
Are you okay?

St ephen stands, brushes hinself off.

STEPHEN
I"mfine, thank you

EXT. JJ'S AUTO WRECKAGE - NI GHT

As Stephen steps outside, he finds the |lot conpletely void
of cars and peopl e.

He turns, faces the store. The building is |ong abandoned
with dirt and nud covering shattered wi ndows. An old sign
above a drive-in garage reads: JJ'S AUTO WRECKAGE AND

DAl RY MARKET.

INT. JJ'S AUTO WRECKAGE - NI GHT

St ephen steps back inside and finds the front counter area
abandoned wth rows of enpty shelves hangi ng on the back
wal | .

A FLI CKERI NG WHI TE LI GHT draws his attention toward the
center of the room

A WOVAN and her TWD KIDS sit on a beat up couch and watch an
ol der nodel television. Al three are sad.

The refrigeration units that used to line these walls with
col d beers and sodas now sit enpty.

St ephen spots a couple of framed pictures hanging on a
nostly desolate wall.

He gets a closer | ook but the roomis nmuch too dark. So he
snags both i mages and wal ks theminto the BEAM NG LI GHT of
the tel evision set.

On one of the pictures stands JJ with his wife and kids.
On the other picture is JJ standing next to his other pride

and joy: A 1978 Anniversary Edition Corvette Stingray.
The nunber '78 still taped to the w ndshield.
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EXT. JJ'S AUTO WRECKAGE - NI GHT

St ephen steps outside just as JJ conmes racing to the front
in his Corvette Stingray.

JJ crawls out. All eyes on the front of this dil api dated
and abandoned garage. A true hopel essness about him

STEPHEN
| don't know how this works. |If
you' re supposed to hear ne or not.
But | know you're hurting. You're
having trouble letting go of sone
things. | get it.

JJ ignores him He sinply walks the ot in front of the old
garage and rem ni sces.

STEPHEN
None of what happened to you nakes
sense. That's what nekes this al
the nore harder. But l|ike the man
says. Life goes on. Even if that
life doesn't include us anynore.
But it's okay to let go now
Because they have.

JJ cracks a hopeful smle, walks to his Corvette, darts out

of the ot and vanishes into the night. Stephen watches
and grins wth acconplishnent.

EXT. RACETRACK GAS STATION - N GHT (PRESENT)

St ephen standi ng dead center of the |ot and bl ocking a line
of traffic attenpting to | eave.

He hurries under the store's awning just as the woman from
i nside steps through the electric doors with a bag full of
goodi es.

Stephen pulls out his wallet. He stares at a professional
portrait of himand his ex.

The woman spots him smles and approaches.

WOVAN
You sure you're okay?

STEPHEN
No. But I will be.

He pulls out the photo and dunps it in a trash bin.
FADE QOUT.
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