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The following appears on screen:
‘When all fails..... Violence prevails.
FADE IN: 
Darkness. The resounding sound of a telephone ringing reverberates in the background.
Then a click sound follows, and we hear a male voice speak.
Voice (VO)

They built it and men came.

Voice (VO)

Password accepted. Name please?

INT. KITCHEN TABLE- NIGHT

Jeffery Wright, an apprehensive man in his early thirties - seats adjacently to a kitchen table with a cordless phone to his ears. 

Jeffery

(On the phone)

            Jeffrey Hoover.
(Beat)

H-o-o-v-e-r....
Voice

(Over the phone)

Welcome to Insurance grabbers. The group dedicated to assisting people with their everyday capital needs.  With over fifteen employees, insurance grabbers are proud to offer a variety of services ranging from clothing apparel, residential retreats, vehicles.....
Jeffery 

(On the phone)

(Interrupts)

Vehicles.... Yes. 
(CONTINUED)
Voice

(Over the phone)

Alright, if you could please state your exact request.

Jeffery

(Slightly unsure)

             I was wondering if one could meet

(Beat)

directly..... with one of your colleagues. You know, like a close a-appointment.

Voice

             We don’t normally do this, but

 (Beat)

at the end of the day, we ‘aim to please’.

INT. DINER- DAY

Our view moves past a healthy number of people- munching away on their greasy meals. 
Jeffery seats anxiously at a table- his hands twitching sporadically. 

The front door opens and two men stroll in. Their eyes survey the premises. 
Jeffery glares at them and waves his hand- the two men approach him. 

The two men both contrast each other in both physical stature and mental strength. Man 1 is medium height and stout looking- with a scar on his right cheek. 
The other is pretty large and partially bald with coarse features. 

They both don black leather jackets and like Lennie Small’s and George Milton from ‘Of Mice and Men’ the smaller man is the brains of the two. 

INT. TABLE- CONTINOUS
Jeffery and the unnamed men sit around a table.

A waiter arrives with a notepad in her hand. 

(CONTINUED)
Waiter

You fellas ordering or what...?

Man 1

(To Jeff)

Do you mind?
Jeffery

No, please....

Man 1

I’ll have a cappuccino.

Waiter 

(Scribing down his order)

            One cappuccino coming right up

 (To man 2)

How about you darling?

Man 2 

I’ll get a cup of coffee, with no milk.

Waitress

Sorry, we’re out of milk. How about no cream? 

Man 1

(To the waitress)

Just get him the fucking coffee.

Waitress

(Slightly annoyed)

Anything else?

Man 2

Green salad...

Waitress

What other kinda fucking color does it come in....?
INT. TABLE- CONTINOUS
Man 1 takes a sip from a coffee mug while his accomplice gluttonously chomps down on some ‘green’ salad. 

(CONTINUED)
Man 1

So, a Toyota supra....

Jeffery

Yep, it was a wild night in Vegas. Driving back pretty dazed and you know.... fucked it up.

Man 1 point’s at a dumpy looking Toyota supra through the window. 

Man 1

Is that it?

Jeffery

Yep, there she is. She got hit pretty bad....

Man 1

(Interrupts)

You know I would really appreciate it if you could stop saying ‘she’, the whole tradition of feminizing machines even the mean ones- ticks me off.

Jeffery

Ok, well as I was saying, she’s.... for fuck sake. It’s a sitting duck. Everything from the gear box to the fucking glove compartment is completely wrecked. 
Man 1

What’s your insurance like on the car?
Jeffery 

Well, it’s primarily five thousand dollars, but after..... the thing, we’ll probably be looking at eight grand give or take.
(CONTINUED)

Man 1

Eight g’s, sounds good. So, what’s your plan?

Jeffery

Um.... I was thinking maybe you guy’s ruff me up a little bit, then I dunno know.... shoot your way through.... then storm off with the car.

Man 2 chuckles. 
Man 1

That’s not gonna work, subtlety is the key here. Remember, this ain’t butch Cassidy and the Sundance kid. So here’s how we’re gonna do it. You leave you’re car as you normally would do.... locked. Preferably in a big parking lot, we obviously need witnesses. 

Jeffery

Yeah, there’s a big parking lot down at my office. 

Man 1

Good, we’ll come up, lock and loaded. Not with guns, just crow bars- then crank, crank- door opens up and we zoom off. Also, time. We’ll be there at about noon, for reasons that can’t be revealed. You got any particular rendezvous point in mind?
Jeffery

Lance Avenue on 43rd street, apartment Forty five. 
Man 1

(To man 2)

You got that?
(CONTINUED)
Man 2 seems totally oblivious to the meeting- he just carries on crunching on some soggy pieces of lettuce.

Man 1

You fucking pig, listen up.

Man 2

What....

Man 1 

I said listen up you filthy pig. Lance Avenue on 43rd street, apartment forty five. Write it down. 

Man 2 gets out a PDA device and installs the address. 

Man 2

(To Jeff)

Hey, you know you look like someone I know.

Jeffery
(Uneasy)

Really....?
Man 1

He doesn’t know you; he barely even remembers what his penis looks like. 
Man 2

Screw you....
Man 1

(To Jeff)
We normally settle for a three percent cut. But for you, we’ll settle for five percent. 

INT. CAR PARKING LOT- DAY
Man 1 and 2 walk past a channel of vehicles. Seconds later, they both take out a head mask and swiftly put it on. 

(CONTINUED)

We see a surveillance camera lens tilt towards them. 
Jeffery steps out from an elevator, and is startled by the images of the masked men aggressively breaking into his car with crow bars. 
He hurriedly approaches them.

Jeffery

(Screaming)

Hey..... stop.
An anonymous man steps out of his vehicle and glares at the two men as they just manage to start up the engine of the car. 

Jeffery sprints after his vehicle- as it accelerates down a ramp. 

Jeffery

For fuck sake.

The male onlooker approaches him, a mobile phone in his hand.

Man

Should I call the cops?

Jeffery
No, I’ll handle it.

INT. TOYOTA SUPRA- LATER
The two men chirpily drive down a lone road. 

Man 2 restlessly rummages through the glove compartment.
Man 2

(Scanning a 

business card)

Dude, what does that guy do again?
Man 1

Real estate, why?

(CONTINUED)
Man 2

Well he got a junior partner card for Reliance and sons limited. Isn’t that the big law firm....?
Man 1

Give it here.

Man 1 snatches the card from his hands and his eyes scan through it contents.  
Man 1 
Shit..... 

Man 2

Why the fuck did he want us....? surely a junior partner can afford a new car.
The off-screen sound of a siren grabs their attention and they peer at a police vehicle through the rear window.  
EXT. ROAD- DAY

A stern cop dressed in full police attire steps out of his vehicle. He adjusts his uniform- now it fits. 

He approaches the pulled over vehicle, and motions for Man 1 to roll down his window.

Man 1

Is there a problem officer?

Cop

No, there’s trouble. License and registration please?
Man 1
Officer, we’re ju....

(CONTINUED)
Cop

(Interrupts)

I thought so. Do you realize that the registration number of this vehicle is registered to a couple all the way down in Mississippi.....?
Man 1

Officer, this car isn’t stolen.

Cop

Whoever said it was? You two step out of the vehicle please.

INT. POLICE VEHICLE- DAY


Over a blank screen, we hear the clicking sounds of hand cuffs snapping close. 

Then we return to normal exposure as the officer slams the back door of his vehicle shut.

Man 1 and two fume at him from the back seat as he approaches their car.

INT. OTHER VEHICLE- CONTINOUS

A hand plunges forward and pops the trunk- our view pulls back to reveal the officer as he stares at a briefcase resting in the trunk. 

He opens it to reveal neatly assembled rows of cash- a meticulous exposure of hard currency.
Man 1 and two exchange an indulgent look as they both glare with an almost disturbing gaze at the officer- fiddling with something in the trunk.

The officer, with the briefcase in his hand- starts back towards his vehicle. 

The sound of a phone ringing relentlessly emerges as we enter a flash back scene. 

INT. KITCHEN TABLE- FLASH BACK

Jeffery seats at a kitchen table- his in the middle of a phone conversation.

Jeffery
(On the phone)

Fifty thousand dollars, yeah I want them dead. Well, they were both thuggish looking.

EXT. ROAD- FLASHBACK

A kid obliviously sprints towards a toy bear laying on the open road- just as he reaches it, a car collides with him. 

The off-screen cries of ‘Help.... someone call an ambulance’ grab the attention of Jeffery as he realizes what has happened.

He races to his son- now a dead corpse, and raises him to his chest. 

Overwhelmed with anguish, he cries muted-

Jeffery glances at the emotionless expression plastered on the faces of the men that caused this death.

We instantly recognize them as the two men cuffed in the police vehicle.

They race off without remorse. 

INT. KITCHEN TABLE- FLASHBACK

Jeffery seats with his face sunk in his hand. 

Seconds later, he returns to the phone. 

Jeffery 

(On the phone)
I’ll pay in cash, directly too. Don’t worry about an address. I’ll deliver the target and the money to the same location- just make sure it’s done. 

INT. POLICE VEHICLE- LATER

The door slams shut. And the officer places the briefcase on the front passenger seat. 

Man 1

Officer, do you mind telling us what you got in that briefcase?

The cop doesn’t respond- he just draws out a gun and with killer aim- puts a bullet through both men’s forehead.

INT. TOYOTA – LATER

The officer, now donning an un-remarkable grey suit- starts up the car.

As he accelerates down the road- We hear a car explode. 

FADE OUT

THE END
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