EXT. STREET – NIGHT

We open on a long shot of a city street, wet from a recent rain, bordered by dozens of neon signs. Ominous, suspenseful music begins as we slowly zoom in to a man in a long trench coat. He leans against the stone wall outside a seedy eatery, smoking a cigarette. He pulls a pack of cigarettes out of his pocket, as he throws the lit cigarette on the ground and grinds it out. A quick shot of his feet reveal the ground around him littered with smoked butts. He pulls a new cigarette out, glancing off camera briefly, and lights it with a lighter he produces from his pocket. He sighs heavily as he takes a drag.

THE MAN (V/O)


He was late. He was never late. Not last time. Not the time before that, or before that, or before that. But he’s late. Where could he be? I’ll tell you one thing, this guy didn’t have a very active social life. Kept his personal matters to himself, you know? Kept his business matters to himself too, for that matter. I shivered as I tried to sink deeper in to my coat, hiding from the chilly night air. Where could he be? All I knew was that I wanted to be anywhere but on this godforsaken street. 

He pauses, and takes another drag on the cigarette. Two shady looking customers exit the restaurant, talking in low tones obscured by the jingling of a bell on the door. 

THE MAN (V/O)

What kind of people eat here? Unsavory characters, conducting unsavory business. Nobody knew what the other did, and they didn’t want to know. Most likely, a majority of them were in the same game as me. It’s a dirty job, but somebody’s gotta do it. 



He pauses again.

THE MAN (V/O)

It’s a cliché, but somebody’s gotta say it. It’s true. The world needs people like me. Hell, half the people I know would go straight batshit trying to do for one hour what I do twenty four hours a day, seven days a week. 

He shivers and clutches his arms.

THE MAN (V/O) 

Where the fuck is he?

The camera cuts back to the original long shot of the street. Almost on cue, a long black limousine turns the corner on to the street. The impeccable, shining car seems very out of place in this seedy area. 

THE MAN (V/O)

This should be him. That or the president decided to come and give me a fucking medal. The sacrifices I make for these people. 

The limousine stops in front of the man, and a caped man opens the door, and exits the car. We only see his back as he slowly walks over to The Man, briefcase in hand.

THE MAN

About time.

LIMO MAN

Bite your tongue, son. I’m here, aren’t I?

THE MAN (V/O)

He had me on that one.

THE MAN

(gesturing to the briefcase)

Is that it?

LIMO MAN

Yes. As per our terms, you have mine?

The Man reaches in to his pocket and pulls out a large manila envelope with a large lump inside. He tosses it at the Limo Man, who catches it awkwardly with one hand, against his chest. He makes a move to open it.

THE MAN

It’s all there. We trust each other, don’t we?

LIMO MAN

(smiling)

Of course. 

His smile fades instantly as he produces a knife and opens the envelope. He holds it open, peeks in, and smiles. 

LIMO MAN

(smiling)

Of course.

THE MAN (V/O)

So that’s how he wants to play it. Checking it right there in the middle of the street. Fucking stupid.

THE MAN

Let me see it, then.

Limo Man picks up the briefcase resting at his side. He dials open the locks. The camera switches to behind the Limo Man. He opens the briefcase, and a shining golden light washes over The Man and the wall behind him. 

THE MAN

Is that. . .?

LIMO MAN

Yes. It’s all there. I think our business is concluded here. Stay out of trouble, son.

Limo Man reenters the car, and the camera follows it as it slowly pulls away and turns the corner. The Man is still standing there, briefcase open in front of him, looking down. The camera pivots around to show the contents of the briefcase. It is possibly 20 copies of Quentin Tarantino’s “Pulp Fiction”, stacked in perfect rows, one beside the other. The Man closes the briefcase, stands up, and begins to walk away, as the camera cuts to the original long shot of the street.

THE MAN (V/O)

It’s a dirty job. . . But somebody’s gotta do it.

THE END

