              

     A GUY NAMED JOE

Registered (WGA) as “Diamond in the Ruff”


     
 By:  W. J. Machin  



L. A. International Airport: Evening:

Traffic is heavy. A black limo pulls onto the departure level and heads toward the International Terminal. 

Int: Limo: 

In the rear seat, Charlie Raines. Tall, slender, pleasant looking, mid 40’s wearing island vacation garb and taking in the sights of the  airport with first-time traveler enthusiasm.

The driver is Hakim, 35, a middle eastern, Saudi decent. He’s working through traffic, hurrying to make the flight, checks his mirror and makes a quick move around a shuttle. 

Hakim 

What made you decide on Jamaica?.

Charlie pulls an airline ticket from his carry on bag. 

Charlie. 

My sister sent me a ticket... and the limousine...

Hakim glances at the ticket in the rear view mirror. 

The look in his eye, he knows something about this.

Hakim 

It seems you have a very special sister

Charlie. (proudly)

Yeah, Christina’s one in a million.

Ext: International Terminal: Same:







The limo pulls up, Hakim hops out, circles and gets the door. Charlie steps out, impressed with the terminal. Hakim goes to the rear and hauls out a piece of luggage, checks his watch. 

                        
Hakim                                                

We have to hurry………

Int: Terminal: 

The flight info screen lists the flight to Jamaica, departing in 40 minutes.

Off to one side a well dressed Hispanic Man, early 40’s, Hollywood agent type with an attractive Blonde Woman, mid 30’s, once a model, but a few years past the game. The man appears anxious as he watches Hakim and Charlie walk to the VIP counter. 

Hakim sets the luggage down and Charlie pulls a $20 bill from his pocket. 

Charlie

Thank you Hakim

Hakim waves off the tip.

Hakim. 

It's all taken care of.........Have a good trip 

He exits the terminal and in BG, we see him get back in the limo.

Charlie steps to the counter. 

Attendant. 

Name please.

Charlie pulls his passport and ticket from the travel bag:

Charlie.

Charlie Raines.. Charles... 

The attendant quickly processes the boarding pass and directs Charlie toward the departure gate. The couple watch as he steps onto the escalator.

Int: Same: Security Check Point:







Charlie takes his place in line and draws the attention of a seasoned traveler.

                        
Traveler

First time to the Caribbean..?

                        
Charlie

Yes.. First time off the continent actually. How about you?

                        
Traveler








I’ve been all over.... Jamaica's pretty but you have to be careful…You’ll be okay if you stick close to the big hotels.        

                       
 
Charlie

I wasn’t planning on any safaris.

                        
Traveler

And don't hire an independent taxi. People get in those things and are never seen again. You have to take off your watch and put anything metal in the bucket…..

Int: Same:

Beyond the security gate, two TSA employees are watching Charlie.

He’s their guy.

Charlie puts his watch and coins in a container, sets his bag on the conveyor. He passes through and the two TSA employees approach.

                        
1st TSA Employee

Excuse me sir. Would you please get your things and come with me.

                        
Charlie

What...? Is something wrong?

                        
1st TSA Employee

Just come with me.

Charlie collects his things and follows the TSA Employee, who keys open a side door. They walk through and it closes behind them.

The other TSA employee walks to the top of the escalator and looks down at the Hispanic Man, nods, then returns to his duties.

Ext: Terminal:







The Hispanic Man and the Blonde Woman EXIT the terminal and get in the limo. The man makes gestures in frustration. 

Hakim gestures about the heavy traffic. Now, the limo pulls away into traffic.

Int: Security Gate: Same:

The seasoned Traveler passes through the checkpoint and as he gathers his things:

                        
Traveler

What was that all about?

                        
2nd TSA Employee (above a whisper)

We found currency. He’s laundering money.

                        
Traveler (shaking his head)

Wow, that guy was smooth. He totally sold me on the rookie tourist thing……

Ext: Sepulveda Blvd: 

The limo exits the airport, merges into traffic and heads north. 

Off to one side a BILLBOARD featuring the silhouette of a slender model, wearing a men’s dress hat, tilted forward in spy fashion. A sparkling diamond ring on her ring finger is the highlight of the ad.

HOLD on the billboard:

The caption reads “There’s Magic in the Mystery”

“Cartier………It’s Forever”

SOUNDTRACK FADES UP: John Lee Hooker “Boogie Chillin”

CUT TO:

Ext: Hollywood Hills: Late Afternoon: 

A near-new Ford step-side pick up makes it’s way up through the narrow streets. Behind the wheel is Joe Delaney, late 30s, clean, unpretentious, wearing jeans, a loose long sleeve button up and lightweight hiking shoes.

In the bed of the truck is his dog Teddy, a Shepherd, Malamute mix, loaded with personality and a keen sense people. 

Ext: Joe's House: 

A modest 2-bedroom home on the hillside overlooking Hollywood and Century City. The house and yard reflect Joe’s personality. Orderly, not obsessive.

Joe pulls in the driveway, the automatic garage door opens. Inside a vintage Indian Motorcycle parked at the back wall, near the door that leads into the house.

Next-door, an elderly lady, wearing a wide brimmed straw hat is working in her flower garden. 

SOUNDTRACK Begins to FADE:

Joe gets out of the truck. Teddy jumps from the bed and goes to greet the neighbor.                                                

                        
Joe 

Hi Inga. I like the new hat. 

                        
Inga









Thank you Joe. It’s a gift from a nice gentleman 

in my ballroom dance class. 

She pets the dog:

Hello Teddy. 


Joe









 
Well, now I’m jealous. 

                        
Inga

Sorry but you had your chance. 

                        
Joe

Yep. Should have made my move. The garden looks great.

She gives Joe a “Thank you” wave, goes back to her flowers. 

                        
Inga

By the way, Rosa was here today.

                       

Joe (miffed)

Great. I wonder what she accidentaly threw away this time..

Joe heads inside and Teddy hurries to follow. 

Int: Joe's House: 

The door from the garage opens to the kitchen area with an eating counter. Beyond is the living room with glass doors that open to a deck and the view of the city.

Teddy trots past Joe and heads for his kibble, Joe surveys the clean surroundings.

There’s a handwritten note on the counter. Joe reads it and goes to the fridge.

                                
Joe

Teddy..! 

(the dog looks up) 

Your socks are in the dryer.......... 

He grabs a Tecate from the fridge, crosses to the living room, sets the beer on the coffee table, picks up a cordless handset. 

On a table next to the couch a small framed picture of Joe’s dad in full racing attire. The autograph reads, “To my best student. Love, Dad”.

Joe punches in a number. After a moment there's no answer. 

He sets the phone  down, takes a pull off the beer and slowly lays back on the couch, WINCING from back pain.  

Pause;

He remembers something:  

Joe

Shit........

He raises up just enough to reach the phone, trying not to aggravate his back, hits the auto dialer.

                                Joe (on the phone)

Jeff... I almost forgot. Sean’s coming in tomorrow. 

He’s not happy with the Aston Martin.

(beat)

 No, I thought I’d let you handle it.

(chuckles) 

You’re welcome

(beat)

It’s hurting a little. Thank God it didn’t spasm.

(beat)


No.. It's around here somewhere. I called it but it's set on 
vibrate.... 

I'll see you tomorrow.  

He hits the off button and closes his eyes. Teddy comes over

and lays nearby.




FADE TO:

Smokey, out of focus IMAGES and the SOUNDS of a sports car race. the engine whine, changing gears, cars whizzing past. NOW, tires squeal and a hard collision, (beat) emergency vehicles sirens.(echo)




BACK TO








Joe’s Living Room: Later: Early Evening:





 

Joe is asleep on the couch. Camera PANS up to the view from the patio deck. The lights of the city are glowing.

TELEPHOTO OUT, over Century City to the ocean and the lights of a boat, several miles off shore.

SOUNDTRACK: World Beat begins to thump in BG.

HOLD on the lights and CUT TO:

Pacific Ocean: Evening: 







A large private Yacht is at anchor, lit up from bow to stern. 

A few of the high-end gathering are enjoying cocktails on the rear deck. 

PAN around to the stern and HOLD. 

The Yacht is Saudi Arabian registry.

Aboard the Yacht:

In the crowded main level salon Douglass McVey, a marketing executive from Cartier is talking with a beautiful dark haired model, Christina Raines, 24, 5-8” angular and full figured. She’s extremely bright, good sense of humor and a hint of tomboy. Not a foo-foo girl. We’ll learn she’s the model in the Cartier billboard ad.

Douglass                                                         

I have to tell you Christina, Cartier is very pleased to have someone as fresh and talented as you representing our line.

                        
Christina

Thank you Douglass. It’s been a dream of mine. 

I feel very fortunate.

                        
Douglass








I'm sure. Hopefully this evening will turn out well for all of us. 

(beat)

I wonder what happened to Anthony?

                        
Christina

You mean my agent Mr. Perez? Or should I say “new” agent.


Douglass







He’s usually the life of the party at these fund raisers.

(aside) Good agent but a pain in the ass….

Christina laughs:

A young Arabic man, Amar, approaches and shakes Douglass’ hand. Amar is 21, fresh, naive and completely loyal to his Prince.

                        
Amar (graciously)

How do you do Mr. McVey. I am Amar Hamaan Al Rashid, nephew of Prince Badar Hussein Al Rashid. Welcome aboard.

Douglass

How do you do. I’d like you to meet Miss Christina Raines. 

Amar bows his head, extends both hands in a warm handshake with Christina.

                        
Amar

It's my pleasure Miss Raines. The prince is attending to a business matter and will be with you both shortly……May I suggest a cold  drink?

He escorts them to the refreshment area and gestures to the bartender. 

                      

Amar

Something for our friends please.



  

The bartender sets two glasses up.

Amar

If you’ll excuse me. I have a lot of hands to shake 

and a lot of names to remember before the Prince arrives. 

                       
 
Christina

It takes a special talent to do what you do.

                        
Amar

It’s my first time. However, so far so good… 

Miss Raines, Mr. Mcvey…

He bows his head, moves away to continue his greetings









Christina 

They certainly are gracious people.

                        
Douglass

True. But they can also be extremely difficult, especially when it   comes to negotiating. 

(beat) 

How about a Perrier and lime?

                        
Christina

Yes, thank you.

The bartender goes about pouring the drinks


                    FADE TO:

Int: Below Deck: Same: 

Opens in a long corridor. The appointments are lush red carpet, gleaming wood paneling and ornate light fixtures, etc.                         


As WE  MOVE along the corridor, music from the main deck fades.

Now,  the sound of an intimidating VOICE followed by a muffled, painful cry coming from inside a Suite

Int: Suite: Same:

CLOSE on the head of a hooded captive. He’s whimpering in pain. 

OFF SCREEN: A deep voice, Arabic accent:

                        
Voice (impatient)

       I don’t believe you……….Muhammad.! 

The captive is struck across the head with a rubber sap. He cries out in pain and a HAND muffles his mouth.

Int: Same: Close on Prince Badar Hussein Al Rashid

Badar is mid 40s, handsome, charismatic, penetrating eyes, dark hair slicked back, wearing a Cream colored 3 piece silk suit, black silk shirt with a gold and black silk tie. An angry glare as he directs the torture.

                        
Badar







   

You’re a fucking thief.. and not worthy of the air in this room

He gestures to Muhammad to remove the hood. Muhammad is huge and thick, dark hair, seedy eyes. An imposing figure. 

He snatches the hood from the captives head, we see the fear and pain in the tortured mans’ expression.

Badar moves close, bends in:

                             
Badar

One last time. Where’s my package!

Captive

Your highness. I have done nothing. I delivered it just as you instructed. As Allah is my witness.. Just as you instructed.

Badar straightens his jacket, adjusts his tie. He’s had enough of this.      

As he exits the suite:

                        
Badar (to Muhammad)

Rid me of this piece of shit

Captive (pleading)

No your highness. I beg................

Muhammad muffles his mouth.

CUT TO:

Int: Main Level: Same:

The mood is harmonious, laughter mixed with the chitchat.

Just OUTSIDE, Badar composes himself, transforming into the charming Prince. Amar spots him, moves quickly to the door as the Prince steps inside.

                        
Amar (above the crowd)

To all our guests. May I present His Highness, Prince Badar Hussein Al Rashid.

A round of light applause as Amar begins the introductions. Badar is Princely, gracious shaking hands and complimenting the beautiful models. 

Int: Douglass and Christina: 

They seem impressed with the manner and charisma of the prince. Watcing as he approaches:

                        
Amar

Mr. McVey, Miss Raines. May I introduce my Prince, His Highness, Badar Hussein Al Rashid. 

Badar 

It’s my great pleasure to meet you both.

                        
Douglass

Thank you your highness. Our pleasure as well.

                        
Badar

Please. I get my fill of the royal exercises. It’s rare that I can enjoy a casual occasion with such distinguished (looks at Christina) and beautiful company. 

                        
Christina

Thank you.

                        
Badar

Amar… Entertain Miss Raines while I discuss the diamond business with Mr. McVey.

                                Amar (bows)                                                        

Certainly your highness.

Badar leads Douglass away, toward a secluded lounge area behind the main salon. 

Christina turns to Amar

                        
Christina 

How did it go for your first time?

                        
Amar 









I think I have it going on.

He directs her attention to the guests and begins naming each of them. Christina is amused and impressed.

Int: Short Time Later: Same

Badar and Douglass return to the party. Christina makes eye contact with Douglass and his expression says they have a deal. 

Another Exec approaches Badar. One of the models would like a personal introduction. Badar nods. Douglass excuses himself and crosses to Christina and Amar. 

                        
Douglass (to Christina)

How would you feel about doing the layout in Morocco?

                        
Christina

Morocco? 

                        
Douglass

 He has a home there and he’ll fund the entire ad campaign.

                        
Amar (enthusiastic)

You’ll love Morocco. It’s amazing. And the Prince’s home is quite remarkable. It will be a once in a lifetime experience.        

        


Christina (resigned)

I guess were going to Morocco...... 

First thing tomorrow I’ll make some calls…. 

                        
Douglass

You'll have to call from the airport. We're leaving tonight.

                        
Christina 

Just like that…? 

                        
Douglass

Now you know why we asked you to pack a bag.

Int: On Badar:









He’s engaged in small talk with a tall busty, extremely hot looking model, glances at Christina and WE SEE his desire. 

He wants Christina for his own.

Back to Douglass and Christina:

                        
Douglass

One more thing. He’s asked that you ride to the airport with him. 

In his personal limo.

                        
Christina (stunned)

In a limo with a Prince? What do I do? What do I say?


                        
Douglass (assuring)


Just be yourself. And if he asks about business 


tell him your agent handles those things.

Christina contemplates the assignment:

                        
Christina (enthusiastic)

I can do that..

FADE TO:

Ext: Near LAX: Short Time Later: Badar's Limo

WE recognize the black limo as the one from the opening sequence at LAX.

A white limo with Douglass follows close behind.

Int: Badar's Limo:                                                         

Hakim, the driver from the opening at LAX is at the wheel. This time the privacy window is closed. In the rear, Badar makes charming small talk with Christina. Obviously she’s intimidated, struggling to do her best and cover it. 




Badar (glib)


The food was delicious but the waiter’s hands were 

shaking every time he brought something….



Christina

 I can’t imagine why…

Badar’s mood switches suddenly, he glances out the window, something unsettling in his gaze.  

                        
Badar

Probably wasn’t accustomed to royalty. …It’s interesting 

your agent isn’t here to escort you.

                        
Christina








Something very important must have come up.

Badar puts on the charming smile again:




Badar

I’m sure that’s it...

Ext: LAX: Same:

The limos pass the International Terminal and head through an access gate, across the Tarmac and stop near the Prince’s 757. A hydraulic boarding platform is in place. 

Hakim gets the doors and Christina and Badar step out.

Douglas exits the other limo and his driver retrieves luggage from 

the boot.   

On Christina: She expected to have time to make some calls.

                       
 
Christina 

Would you excuse me for a moment..?

                       
 
Badar

Of course..

Cristina walks a few steps away, opens her cell phone. 

(beat) we hear the number ringing:

 Douglass walks next to Christina and motions: The Prince is waiting. 

She closes the phone and WE SEE her disappointment.

The two rejoin Badar. Douglass excuses himself and heads toward the boarding platform.

                        
Badar

How did your call go?

                        
Christina (politely)

They weren’t home.







                        
Badar (assuring)

You can call from Morocco.. They should be back by then.

He offers his arm the they start toward the platform. 






Badar

Forty years ago my father built the estate where 

we'll be staying. It's extremely enchanting and 

I find it difficult to leave there. 

                        
Christina

I’m looking forward to seeing it.

                        
Badar

Who knows? Maybe you’ll feel the same about it.

Christina isn’t sure how to respond. She has a big responsibility here.

Badar knows he’s been hasty. 

                        
Badar

Forgive me. Of course, there’s a man in your life.

That’s who you were trying to call.

Christina smiles:

                        
Badar

And a very lucky man at that

                        
Christina

Thank you. But I think I'm the lucky one..

Badar is not deterred. 

                                Badar

I have some business to conclude here. But I'll join you soon. 

…..Tell me, what does this extremely lucky man do? 

          HOLD ON CHRISTINA and CUT TO:

Ext: J-2 Performance: Mid Morning: Establish:                                     

A pristine, fully outfitted high performance shop located on Robertson Blvd at the south end of Beverly Hills. 

Joe’s truck is parked to one side - Teddy sitting in the bed, taking in the sights and sounds of the busy boulevard.. 

Jeff Stands, mid 30’s, 6’5, is standing next to a new Aston Martin DBS with the car’s owner, a tennis pro, Sean Todd. 

Sean voices his displeasure with the car’s performance. 

                                Sean 

 I put out over a hundred grand for this fucking piece of shit and it’s not anything close to what you guys promised.

                        
Jeff (patiently)

Sean, you told us what you wanted and this is it. The car actually exceeds the performance levels you described.

Sean’s frustration builds.

                        
Sean 

Am I talking to myself? I get it in 3rd gear and it 

feels like a fucking Volkswagen!

                        
Jeff (trying to reason)

Sean, it’s a high performance automobile. 

You can’t just put it in a gear and...............

Suddenly Joe is there, gives Jeff a wink.




                        
Joe 

 
I don’t know Jeff…. Maybe Sean’s right. It might be on us.                 

Sean throws his arms up.

                       
 
Sean









Unbelievable... I finally got through to you guys.

 Joe walks to the drivers door.








                        
Joe

Come on Sean. Let’s see what’s going on with the car.

Sean gets in the passenger seat and pulls the safety belt over his shoulder. Joe starts the Aston Martin, the crisp sound of the high performance DBS engine rings out.

Jeff watches as Joe pulls the DBS onto the blvd and heads south, goes to Joe’s truck, sits on the tailgate and ruffles Teddy’s coat.

Ext: Robertson Blvd. A Few Minutes Later:

The DBS passes under the 10 FWY overpass, approaching the westbound 

on ramp. The right turn signal is flashing. 

Int: DBS: The car is impeccable in appointments and design. Joe handles the DBS like it’s second nature.

                        
Joe

It could be a computer fault with 3rd gear. It might not be synced up. 

                        
Sean (pleased)

That’s what the fuck I’m talking about.

Joe gets on the throttle, turns right, quickly shifts to 2nd gear and is doing 90 by the time they reach the top of the on ramp.

CLOSE On Joe and His POV:                                                        

He takes a quick glance at the traffic. There’s an opening to the fast lane. He pops the DBS into 3rd, accelerates across 4 lanes and hits 120 mph.       

The whole thing took about 8 seconds. He backs off the throttle.

                       
 
Joe  

Nope, that’s not it.

On Sean: He’s speechless. His eyes are wide. 

Ext: Same: Moments Later:








Joe gears down for the red light at the bottom of the off ramp and comes to a stop. 

Joe’s POV: Same: A Highway Patrol cruiser, lights and siren going, crosses in front of the DBS and speeds up the Westbound ramp. 

Int: DBS:                                                                                

                        
Joe 

I guess we'll have to get into it. You’ll have to leave the car.

                        
Sean (resigned)

No, there’s nothing wrong with the car. 

The light changes and Joe heads north.

Ext: J-2 Performance: A Few Minutes Later

Jeff is out front as the DBS pulls in. He knows what happened. 

Both men get out of the Aston Martin and Joe hands the keys to Sean.

                       
 
Joe

Be careful. 

As Sean gets in:                                                                        

                        
Sean

Thanks Joe. Thanks Jeff.... 

Jeff nods.

On Joe and Jeff:










The DBS pulls away and both listen as Sean winds it up in 1st gear, catches second and speeds away.

                        
Jeff  (dry)

Now look what you’ve done. .

                        
Joe








At least he’ll have some fun.. Then well get him a new engine.

As they head inside:                                                                                     

Jeff

By the way. Trish called. She’s making enchiladas tonight. Sam's coming.... It might be our last chance to sample her cooking before the baby comes.

                        
Joe 

Dinner in the jungle. Sure...I have to make a couple of stops but I’ll be there............. I thought Trish had to work tonight.

                                
Jeff                                                                

That’s the talent business. You never know from one minute to the next....... 

Why don’t you bring Christina?

An awkward pause:

                       

 Jeff

I’m sorry Joe........




Joe

 
It’s okay.

                        
Jeff                                                                 

It’s just that you two seemed like...................

                        
Joe

Yeah. I thought so too. But you never know what’s going on in another persons head.. At least she didn’t keep the ring.

Int: Office: Same:










They enter the office, Jeff still feeling bad about bringing up Christina.

                       Joe (upbeat)

Hey, I’m good. Lets get back to what we do..

Joe sits at the computer. Jeff pulls his cell phone, calls.

                       

 Jeff 

Mr. Bell.. Jeff Stands,  J-2 Performance. 

Fine, thank you. I understand you have some issues with your Porsche. 

We’d like to schedule you for a road test.

He glances at Joe. Both grin.

                                CUT TO:

Ext: Wilshire Blvd. 

Lunch hour traffic as usual. PAN TO a high rise office building.

Int: Lobby: High Rise: Same:

A Fed Ex Currier enters carrying a large envelope and goes to the reception counter.

Behind the counter, Eddie. mid 70’s and wearing his uniform suit and bright white tie. He’s a been fixture at the front desk for years. 

                        
Currier

Hi Eddie. Got something for Bright Star.

                       
 
Eddie

I’ll let 'em know your coming up.

He reaches for the phone and the Currier heads to the elevators. In BG, WE HEAR Eddie announcing him.

Int: Bright Star Agency Penthouse Suite: Same

The Main Lobby is lined with framed graphics of their ads along with plaques from numerous clients. Cartier, Armani, Adidas, Porsche, Ferrari. Among the graphics WE SEE the billboard ad from the opening at LAX. The silhouette of the model with the sparking diamond on her finger. 

The elevator opens and the Currier crosses to the reception counter. 

The attractive Blonde from the opening inside the LAX terminal is seated behind the reception counter.

                        
Currier








Hi Rebecca...Something for Trish. 

                        
Rebecca 

Just leave it.. Thank you.

He sets the envelope on the counter and heads back to the elevator. 

Int: Trish’s Office: Same                                                        

Trish is the executive assistant to Bright Star's hottest agent, Anthony Perez. 

Trish is 32, a mid-west type - attractive woman and a valuable asset to the agency.

She’s standing at a large counter, sifting through photos and making notes.

It’s apparent she’s in the last tri-mester of her pregnancy.

Over the intercom:

                        
(Rebecca)

Trish. Fed Ex for you.

                        
Trish 

Thanks. I’ll be right there.

She straightens, gives the small of her back a push with both hands and EXITS.

Int: Moments Later: Same:






     

Trish is seated at her desk, looking over the contents of the Fed Ex delivery. 

Anthony Perez’s VOICE comes over her intercom.

                        
Anthony (impatient)                                        

Trish. Where’s the contract for Cartier?

                        
Trish

 
It arrived 15 minutes ago. I’m going over it now Anthony.

Anthony 

Just get the damned thing ready for me to sign.

Trish is obviously surprised by his rudeness.






She returns to the contract

Int: Anthony Perez' Office:                         

We recognize Anthony as the Hispanic from the opening at the LAX terminal. 

He’s pacing, nervous, goes to the window and looks out. Now, his cell phone rings. He checks the caller ID

It’s Badar. Anthony composes himself.

                        
Anthony 

Your Highness…

 (beat)

No. I checked the safe deposits at all of our banks. 

(beat)

World Bank? A waste of time. We closed that account a month ago.

(beat)

This afternoon is out of the question. I’ve got the Cartier contract on my desk and your insistence on doing it in Morocco has fucked up everything on my end.

(beat)

Okay, okay...…!  But I won’t be able to get out of here for at least  another hour….

He closes the phone and quickly goes to his desk, opens the bottom drawer and unlocks a safe box. 

CLOSE: Contents of the Safe Box:

A small package, wrapped in brown paper and bound with clear tape. There are stamps on it from Saudi Arabia Customs and U.S. Customs.

BACK TO SCENE:







   

Anthony puts the package in his briefcase, slams it closed and exits to Trish’s office.

Trish’s Office: Same:

Anthony hurries in carrying the briefcase. He extends one hand. 

                        
Anthony (sharply)






I’ll look it over myself.

Trish returns the contract to the envelope and hands it to him. He starts to leave, stops.

Anthony

I’m sorry. I’m getting a lot of pressure on this one. 

                        
Trish

I understand. If it helps, the contract looks 

pretty straight forward so far.

                        
Anthony (rude)

 
It’s more complicated than you think. 

He exits and heads to the elevator. As he passes Rebecca: 

                 

Anthony (above a whisper)

Keep your mouth shut. You didn’t see me leave

On Rebecca: Were not sure if she’s intimidated or angry.

Int: Trish's Office: Same:

Trish is obviously upset and confused.

                       
 

CUT TO:

World Bank: Beverly Hills: Short Time Later:

A new silver Jaguar convertible pulls into the parking garage. Anthony steps out with the briefcase, hands his keys to the valet and heads inside.           

Int: World Bank: Same:

Anthony walks to the VIP counter and a Banker escorts him to the safety deposit vault.

PAN slowly across the main lobby to a remote area and HOLD on Muhammad, Badar's torture master. 

Int: Moments Later: 

Anthony exits the vault and hurries to the parking garage. 

Muhammad pulls his cell phone and heads out the main doors. 

                        

CUT TO:








Ext: Early Evening:  

Nick’s Steak House on La Cienega Blvd. The owner, Nick Casarilla, a big Sicilliano who loves expensive suits and socializing with his customers, making everyone feel special. A common trait among guys who are connected.

Int: Nick's Kitchen: Same:                                                        

The kitchen is bustling with dinner orders and in BG we glimpse the crowded restaurant. 

Nick is talking with a new employee Smitty, whose spacey demeanor, lean physique and ponytail suggests he’s off the street and spent more than a few nights in jail. 

Smitty is tying a kitchen apron on as Nick shows him around. 

Nick

 We have to have a clean kitchen. That’s everything in this business. 

(To a Waitress)

Rosie, that’s table five. Extra horseradish.

To Smitty:

I don’t have time to show you the routine tonight. Just watch what’s going on and see what you can do to help.

                                Smitty

I understand

Nick reaches in a drawer and hands him a hair net.                           

                        
Nick

I got no problem with long hair. But you gotta wear one of these 

in the kitchen. 

(To the Chef)


Ramon...! What, you tryin’ to save money on Parsley.? 

Laughs:                        

Smitty tucks his hair under the net, Nick points to a doggie bag on a shelf nearby. It’s folded closed and there’s a large rubber band around it. 

                        
Nick









A friend of mine is coming by in a little while. That’s for him. 

He’ll come to the back door so do me a favor and hang around back here till he shows up.

                        
Smitty

I’ll do that. And thank you for the job, and the 

sandwich.

                        
Nick

You’re welcome. I’ll see you tomorrow morning about 10.

Nick exits the kitchen and Smitty looks around, spots a bucket and mop. 

In BG, Nick shares a quick laugh with one of the regulars, then heads out.

                        
FADE TO:

Ext: Nicks: Short Time Later:                                                 

Joe pulls his truck into the service driveway, swings around to the back and parks. An older Harley Davidson is parked next to the building. 

As he gets out, the kitchen door opens and Smitty exits, carrying a mop bucket. Joe walks up.

                        
Joe









Hi. Nick around?

                        
Smitty

Not right now. He had to leave.

                        
Joe

I see. 

Smitty

But he left something for you. 

Smitty sets the bucket down and reaches inside for the doggie bag. As he hands it to Joe:

Smitty 








        I didn’t look. It’s none of my business.

On Joe: Obviously Nick didn’t tell Smitty what’s in the bag. Time to have some fun. 

Joe (dead-pan)

You’re new here........

                       
 
Smitty (nervous)

Yeah. Started about an hour ago.

Joe looks him up and down.

                        
Joe 

I hope did the right thing.                                                                                

Smitty watches, apprehensive as Joe opens the bag slowly, methodically, looks at the contents. 

                        
Joe (sharply)

Teddy........!

 Teddy leaps from the back of the truck and hurries to Joe’s side. 

Smitty steps back, eyeing the dog. 

Joe reaches in the bag and pulls out a beef rib bone, hands it to Teddy.  

                                
Joe 

Back in the truck buddy………….

Teddy heads back, leaps in the bed with his bone.

Smitty, a sigh of relief. He smiles. 




Smitty 

You got me. (extends his hand) I’m Smitty.

                        
Joe

Joe Delaney. 

(He checks his shirt). 



Joe









Good. No barbecue sauce. 

What’s Nick got you doing?

                        
Smitty

So far just whatever.

Joe

He’s a good guy. Just don’t look in the bag. 

Might not be rib bones.

                       
 
Smitty (chuckles)

I’ll try to remember that..

                        
Joe (about the Harley)

Is that your ride?

                        
Smitty

Yeah. 


 Joe                                                                

My dad rode an Indian. I still have it. 

                        
Smitty

Good motorcycle.....Indian. 

                        
Joe

It might be smart to throw a lock on yours. 

                        
Smitty






     

Anybody who can get that piece of shit started can have it.. But thanks..

Joe heads to the truck, Smitty picks up the mop bucket. He HOLDS for a moment and nods as Joe drives past him. 

Close on Smitty:

Watching Joe pull away. His demeanor changes from distant to calculated.

There’s something deliberate and serious in his gaze. 

                        
CUT TO:

Ext: Marina Del Rey Landing: Same:







WE SEE Anthony’s Jaguar, parked. 

A sleek Powerboat belonging to Badar is pulling away from the landing. Hakim is at the wheel and Anthony is seated across from him.

Ext: Offshore: Moments Later: Badar's Yacht:

The powerboat pulls to the stern. Hakim cuts the engine. Anthony steps onto an elevator that takes him to the main deck. 

Int: Yacht: Same:

Anthony makes his way to Badar’s Suite and knocks.

Muhammad opens the door and steps aside. 

OFF SCREEN we HEAR Badar:

                        
Badar

Anthony. Come in my friend.........

Int: Same:

On Badar. The smile of death on his face:

                        
Badar (coy)

Have a seat. We have a banking matter to discuss.

Badar motions to a chair in the middle of the room. Anthony takes a seat   and Muhamad closes the door. Badar crosses to a wall decorated with ancient Arabic battle gear.   

                        
Badar

My ancestors built a dynasty with these. The implements of power. My royalty was born of their many sacrifices.

He reaches for a large sword and lifts it from the wall, captivated with the gleaming razor sharp steel blade.

                        
Badar

Four hundred years ago my ancestors took the heads of their enemies with a blade just like this. 

                        
Anthony








Fine…What does this have to do with.......... 

                       
 
Badar (sharply)

Say nothing..! There’s nothing more to be said.

His eyes rage and he raises the sword.

Ext: Main Deck: Moments Later: 

Badar and Muhammad walk toward the stern elevator.

                        
Badar

Take care of that........ I’m going home.

Badar steps on the elevator and it lowers to the powerboat. Hakim starts the engine.

                        
CUT TO:

Oakhurst Ave: Beverly Hills: Short Time Later:

Joe pulls up and parks in front of the Building where Jeff and Trish live. He grabs a bottle of wine from the seat and checks the back of the truck. Teddy has devoured the rib bone. He tosses him another one and heads inside. As he does:






                       
 
Joe

See you in a while....Jaws..

Teddy goes at the new bone.

Int: Jeff and Trish's Apartment: Same:

Their apartment is spacious, neat with potted and hanging PLANTS everywhere. Hence, Joe’s nickname “The Jungle”. A large dining table is set for 4. Jeff and Trish are in the kitchen as Joe walks in.  

                        
Joe

Where are you guys..? ...... I brought you a plant.

Jeff enters from the kitchen. Something’s bothering him. Joe hands him the wine.

                                
Joe









What’s going on?

                       
 
Jeff

Trish had a problem at work…………. 

The guy she works for was being a dick.

                        
Joe

Is she okay?

                        
Jeff

She’s fine but I’m fucking pissed. I don’t want anyone treating her 

like that. I don’t care how much pressure he’s under.

                        
Joe

I get that....Why don’t you do the wine and I’ll say hi.

Jeff heads to the wet bar.

                        
Jeff

Sam should be here anytime.

Joe exits to the kitchen.

Int: Kitchen: Same:







               

Trish is pouring sauce over two platters of enchiladas. Joe enters and kisses her on the cheek.

                        
Joe

Hi gorgeous. How’s my Godson doing?

                        
Trish 

He’s been kicking like crazy since I got home.

Joe glances in Jeff’s direction:

                       
 
Joe

Wonder where he learned that behavior...........?. 

Trish smiles:                                                                

                        
Trish









If you could help me get the big one calmed down, we’ll have a nice dinner.

Now: OFF SCREEN the front door opens and a robust voice.

                        
Voice (OS)

There’s a dog out front eatin' a pick up truck

                        
Trish

Hope I made enough enchiladas.

Int: Living Room: Same;

Sam Rutherford is 52, Texas born and raised. He’s 6’-3”, 290 lbs, a cherub face, wearing $400.00 cowboy boots, worn blue jeans, a long sleeve t-shirt, a Ferrari racing cap and a big smile.

Jeff hands him a glass of wine.

                        
Jeff









Jesus Sam......Did you gain weight again?

                        
Sam

Yep. And I’m putting on some more tonight.

Laughter:

Now, Trish and Joe enter, each carrying a platter of enchiladas. As they cross to the dining table:

                        
Sam

Trish, I'd love to give you a hug but I'm afraid 

I’d squeeze that baby right out of you

                        
Trish

That would be a relief.... You guys sit down and help yourself. 

I’ll get the salad.


Sam     






                                                   

Hold on a minute..

He goes to her, gives her a kiss on the cheek.

                        
Sam

Love ya girl. You’re going to be a fabulous mother. 

Okay, now let’s have some of this gal’s home cooking.

The men sit, Trish exits to the kitchen and returns with the salad. 

They begin to pass the food.

Int: Some Moments Later: 

The Dinner Conversation is in progress.                   

                       
 
Sam

By the way. I have a check for that 78 Dino. 

The guy’s real happy with the car.

                        
Jeff

What about roll-out Ferrari's? Anything happening?

                        
Sam









I haven’t had a call for a new one in a month. And I’m the guy that can get ‘em.

Sam lifts a platter and takes another huge helping of enchiladas

As he does:

                        
Sam

How about you guys.? How’s the shop doing?

                        
Joe (watching Sam)

Fortunately, it’s putting plenty of food on the table. 

Laughter:

                       
 
FADE TO:

Same: After Dinner:

Jeff and Sam are talking shop and looking through auto accessory magazines.

Kitchen: Same:










Joe and Trish are going about the after dinner chores. He knows there’s something on her mind. 

                       
 
Joe

Okay, what is it? I felt it all evening.

                                Trish

Have you heard from Christina?

                        
Joe 

No..... I really don’t expect to.... How’s she doing?

                        
Trish

I’m worried Joe. It’s been almost 2 weeks and I haven’t been able to reach her. I talked to the rep from Cartier and she’s doing the shoot in Morocco. Apparently it’s going well, but it’s not like her, not to call. 

                       

 Joe

I didn't tell you, I got the engagement ring in the mail.. 

No note, just the ring. The postmark was North Hollywood.

PAUSE: 




Joe

Maybe she decided to concentrate on her career. 

Got her own place.

                        
Trish

And not a word to either one of us..............  

I don’t have a good feeling about it…..

HOLD ON TRISH and CUT TO:                                                                

Morocco: Late Afternoon: Cartier Location:

The photo shoot is winding down for the day. Douglass is standing with Andre Anastasias, a 75 year old, flamboyant layout director. Christina strikes numerous poses in rapid succession to highlight a diamond-studded necklace. 




Andre (exuberant)







Lovely... That’s  it.. Oh, beautiful Christina..

A few more photos and they wrap for the day. 

Christina removes the bracelet and gives it to a Cartier Rep.

Douglas approaches Christina, hands her a bottle of water. 

Douglass

Long day. It went well, don’t you think? 

Christina

         Yes. I’m looking forward to a cool shower.

                                
Douglass

 
I had the car brought around. Whenever you're ready

An assistant hands Christina her things, Douglass waves to Andre:    




Douglass

Andre...! Eight thirty tomorrow…

The director waves. Douglass and Christina head toward the studio exit:

                        
FADE TO:        

Ext: Morocco: Badar's Mansion:

A Huge palatial estate, set on a hill overlooking the ocean. Surrounded by palm trees. The architecture brimming with Arabic culture.

Douglass walks Christina to the large entry door, kisses her on the cheek.


Douglass

Good work today Christina. See you in the morning. 




Christina (warm smile)


Thank you for everything Douglass

Int: Badar's Mansion: 








Domed ceilings, Araic styled furnishings, lush area rugs, ornate lighting, huge potted plants. Large view windows, balconies..

Christina enters and crosses to a balcony, looking out over the city.. 

She becomes is reflective and lonely, looks at her ring finger and her eyes begin to well as she recalls her last moments in the USA.

                       

FADE TO: 

LAX: Previous: Christina is making the call before the flight to Morocco. 




INSERT:

Int: Joe’s House: The muffled SOUND of a cell phone vibrating is HEARD coming from the clothes hamper in a closet.

Ext: International Airport: Morocco: Same:

The Royal Limousine is parked at main terminal entrance. A motorcycle escort is standing by. Badar exits the terminal and gets in the Limo.

FOLLOW as the Limo procession leaves the airport.


CUT TO:








Ext: J-2 Performance: Next Day: Mid Morning

Joe’s truck is parked to the side, Teddy laying in the shade of the truck.

Int: Office: Same

Joe and Jeff are looking over a schedule.

                       
 
Jeff

I think we should do the Newport Auto Expo next weekend….

                       
 
Joe

There’ll be a lot of Factory Fast cars.. We could pick up some people..

                        
Jeff

Drink a few cold beers, hand out business cards.. 

…Oh, that reminds me……

He pulls a cell phone from his pocket, hands it to Joe.                                 




Jeff


'Til you find yours..

Suddenly, Teddy hurries in, wagging his tail. He circles and heads back out.

                        
Jeff

What’s that all about.?

                        
Joe

It's anybody's guess..

Teddy returns and right behind him ENTERS a (player) from the Lakers. 

The Player is 7’ 2” and has to duck to get in the door.

Player

You have to do something about these doors Jeff.. 

I can’t have my boys coming in here like this.

Jeff (enthusiastic)







(Player)  What have you been doing? 

Player

Taking care of the body. Getting ready to go back to work. 

He looks at Teddy:










Is this your dog?

                       
 
Jeff

He belongs to my partner.. Joe, say hi to (Player) 

Joe extends his hand.

                        
Joe

Hello...........

The Player shakes his hand and Joe looks at the handshake.

The Player’s hand completely engulfs Joe’s hand.







Joe withdraws his hand, looks up. The Player smiles

Player

Cool dog..... Must be a Lakers fan..

                        
Joe

Nope. Timberwolves..

Laughter:

Player

I watched you race at Lime Rock last year. You’re good. 

You still racing?

                       
 
Joe 

No. Hurt my back and I can’t sit in the car that long. 

Player

Yeah, back injury will take a man down.

                        
Jeff









What can we do for you (Player)?

Player

I need to do something with my Escalade.. 

                        
Jeff









We can do whatever.. What do you have in mind?

Player

I’m not sure.. Do you have time to take a look at it?

                        
Jeff

Yes we do.

The Player ducks through the door and heads outside. Teddy is right with him. Joe and Jeff follow.

Ext: Same:

The Player’s Escalade, dark blue, shiny chrome wheels and immaculate. 


Jeff
          









Nice Ride.. 

Player

Yeah, but it looks like every other one rollin’. I want one of a kind.. 

I don’t know, give me some Camo, Tiger stripes....Something..

With that, Joe and Jeff split, each one circling the Escalade and considering possibilities. They meet in the rear.

                        
Jeff

Tone it down…

                        
Joe

And get it down…

They walk back to Player







                        
Joe 

We have a couple of ideas..

Player









I’m ready for ideas..

                        
Jeff

First of all, we gotta lose the chrome wheels. Go to a black 

aluminum alloy with a small Lakers emblem on the center hub.. 

Player

That could work…. What else?

                       

Joe

It’s too high up in the air………. 

Player takes a couple steps back, studies the ride height.

Player

How much too high?









Joe

Three, maybe four inches.

Player walks next to the Escalade. Pause:

Player

When can I bring it in? 

                        
Jeff

We’ll order the suspension parts.. 

How about first thing in the morning..?

Player

Alright...Thank you gentlemen..

As Player gets in the Escalade Teddy runs up, nudges him.

Player









I like this dog.... Do you know where I can get one like him? 

                        
Joe

Nope…. He’s one of a kind..







Player

That’s what I’m talking about...

Keep it real…

Player backs the Escalade out. Joe and Jeff head back inside.

Teddy watches for a moment, returns to a shady spot under Joe’s truck

Int: Office: Same:

                        
Jeff

(Player’s) a good one….

                       
 
Joe

Yeah, the world needs more people like that.. Clean.. 

….Not all messed up behind some bullshit.

CUT TO:








Ext: Badar’s Mansion: Morocco: Early Morning:

The onshore wind is raging and huge waves are crashing against the sea wall at the edge of the city below. 

The Palm trees surrounding Badar’s mansion are bending in the wind.

Int: Badar's Mansion:

The balcony doors are open and the wind is blowing in. 

Badar is sitting at a large dining table with an unlit cigar in his mouth. He’s brooding, frustrated. 

He starts to light the cigar and a gust blows out the flame from his lighter. He crosses to the balcony doors, grabs one and as he reaches for the other:

OFF SCREEN:

                       
 Christina

Douglass is here. I’m going to work.

Badar turns:

His POV: Christina exits the front door. The wind slams it closed.



Badar tosses the cigar away and storms after her. He swings the front door fully open and the wind slams it against the wall, pinning it open. 

HIS POV:

Christina gets in a car with Douglass and leaves for the location. 

On Badar:

He turns, looking at the empty room. His back to the open door, pulls his cell phone:




Badar (hot)

Get my plane ready.....Now…….!

He makes a second call. 


Amar..........!

                        
CUT TO;







Joe's House: Next Day: Early Morning:

Int: Joe’s Bedroom.

Sam is sitting at the foot of the bed, Teddy next to him. Joe stirs from his sleep.

Sam 

Good morning. 

Joe blinks to clear his eyes. 

Sam 









You know, a couple of old boys figured out you can 

tell a lot about a man from his dog.

Joe props up. 

Joe









Sounds like there wasn’t much happening that day..........              

What time is it?

Sam stands: 

                        
Sam

 
Little after six. I brought coffee.

He exits and Teddy follows.

Joe throws the covers off, sits on the edge of the bed. His back is okay. 

He reaches for an envelope on the nightstand, flips it over and dumps the contents into his hand. It’s the engagement ring. He closes his hand around it, works through the emotion, sets the ring on the nightstand and goes to the closet. 

Teddy trots back in, puts his cold nose on the back of Joe’s leg.

Joe. (jumps) 

Alright. I’m coming..........

Int: Living Room: Same:









Sam is seated on the couch. There’s a cup of Starbucks on the coffee table. Joe enters and eyes the cup. 





Sam

Brought that for you. I already had mine...

                       
 

Joe

Thanks but I don’t drink coffee...... How about some juice?

Both men walk to the kitchen counter. 

Joe goes about pouring the juice:

                       
 

Joe







 

I know you didn’t come all the way up here to visit the dog

                                

Sam

Great dog, but no. I got woke up in the middle of my sleep.

                       
 

Joe  







                                                             

Seems to be a lot of that going around....... Here.

He hands Sam a glass.



Sam

I got a call from someone who wants a new 5-9-9. 

                        

Joe

You’re in business to get calls like that.

                  


Sam

But not at 2 in the morning from a guy who claimed to be the nephew of a Saudi prince. 

He said the prince is coming to town and wants it tomorrow.. and he wants you to teach him the car.... The sky’s the limit on money.

                        

Joe

So what’s the problem?

                        

Sam









I don’t know.....It was just weird..

Joe sips his juice:

                       
 

Joe 

They’re a different culture, for sure. But they’re still people…………. 

Who knows? Maybe he wants to be the first one on his block to have one. 

Joe moves out from behind the counter and crosses to the glass doors, looks out over the city. Sam follows part of the way, bends down to pet Teddy. Joe does a few torso twists to loosen up his back.







Joe

I don’t see a problem... 

                        

Sam

I guess....... I could sure use the sale...

                       
 

Joe                                                        

Call his highness and we'll make it happen....

On Sam:

Just what he wanted to hear.

                       


CUT TO:

Ext: Nick’s Steak House: Evening: 

Nick’s is closed for the evening. Out front, the last of the crowd say goodbyes and head for their cars. 

Ext: Rear: Same:

Smitty exits the rear door heads to his Harley, pulls his cell phone and hits the auto dialer.

                       

Smitty 

It's me... 

(beat)

Yeah, last night. 









 (beat)

Seems straight up to me. He’s got an okay dog.. Whatever that means. …...Anything from your guy?

(beat)

If we don't turn something soon we're going end up with  


our dick in our hands. And I didn’t come all this way for that..

(beat)

We gotta make a move.. 

He pockets the cell phone and mounts the Harley, kicks it over. It starts on the first kick. He heads out.

                        
CUT TO:








Ext: J-2 Performance: Next Morning:

A sparkling new Red Ferrari 599 is parked in front. Joe, Jeff and Sam are looking the car over, The engine is idling, crisp and smooth.

In BG, WE SEE The Player’s Escalade on the lift inside the shop. Rick, a suspension specialist is making final adjustments to the SUV suspension.

Sam circles the Ferrari, describing it’s features.


Sam

Talk about Factory Fast... 2-2-5 plus..Fully computerized suspension. 

700 horsepower..He’ll love this car..

                        
Joe

Love it? For 400 grand he should be obsessed with it...

Sam checks his watch:

                       
 
Sam

Where’s his royal highness.?

                       
 
Jeff

Yeah, I’m looking forward to this. 

You guys want a cold drink..?

He starts toward the office. Joe spots something:


Joe        






                                                

Jeff…. Take a look at this.

Ext: The Blvd: Same:







 

A gleaming white Limousine with dark tinted windows, lead by a motorcycle escort approaches and pulls into the driveway next to the Ferrari. The escort parks on the street. 

All goes quiet for a moment: Only the faint hum of the Ferrari engine.

                       
 
Jeff

Mysterious............... 

Now, the drivers door of the Limo opens and Amar steps out.                 

                        
Amar

Good morning.

                       
 
Sam

Good morning to you. I’m Sam. 

I believe you’re the one who called me.

                               
Amar

Yes. Thank you for your professionalism and your...........

The rear door of the limo opens and Badar steps out. Dark sunglasses, a white silk shirt, huge gold Rolex watch and casual slacks. 

                       
 
Amar

May I present His Highness, Prince Badar Hussein 

Al Rashid.

                       
 
Sam

It’s a pleasure. I’m Sam Rutherford and these are my associates, 

Jeff Sands..

Jeff nods. 




Sam

And Joe Delaney………

Badar lifts his sunglasses:

      
Badar  






 

Delaney.? I know of your father. Unfortunate he was killed.

                        
Joe

Yes, it was.

                       

Badar

My father was killed

                        
Joe









I’m sorry. Was he racing?

                       
 
Badar

No....... It was political. 

He walks close to the Ferrari:

                        
Badar 

Shall we?

                        
Joe

Certainly..

Badar gets in the passenger seat. Joe circles the car, gets in behind the wheel. Sam, Jeff and Amar watch as Joe pulls the Ferrari onto the blvd, this time heading north. 

                        
Amar

Please excuse me, I must wait in the car.

He gets in the limo. As the door closes:

                        
Jeff

Do you believe this.?

                       
 
Sam

Whatever they want, so long as we see the money. 

Let's have that cold drink.......

They head inside. 










Hold on the Limo with the motorcycle escort parked in BG.

                        
FADE TO:

Ext: Robertson Blvd: Same:

The Ferrari approaches Sunset Blvd and turns left, heading west.

Int: Ferrari: Same:

Joe works the car through the gears, maneuvering through traffic, applying power when he spots an opening. Badar is not concerned with Joe’s driving or how well the car performs. 




Badar


Have you ever seen Morocco?




Joe


Only on Discovery channel..




Badar


I have a home.. Built by my father...




Joe


That must be nice..




Badar


I have some very beautiful things there.


One item in particular I’m very fascinated with….


Joe gears down for a sharp corner, sets the car and takes the perfect line, accelerating out of the turn.

                         
Badar

You’ve done some racing, like your father.

                        
Joe

That’s right.

Joe shifts up and the Ferrari surges ahead.

                        
Badar









You’re more fortunate than he was. 

Horrible thing to die in a fire…………..

Joe would rather not think about that. He down shifts, sets up and accelerates into a long sweeping turn. 




Joe









This 5-9-9 is an amazing piece of machinery. 

It’s beyond fast on the straight line...Maseratti, Lamborghini, 

forget it.. and you can challenge the suspension and it won’t come loose.  



Badar

Your accident was unfortunate. But a lot of drivers have accidents.

I'm surprised you don't race anymore.Why is that?

Joe is annoyed with Badar’s lack of attention to the car. But he’s doing this for Sam.

Joe (patiently)

I guess you could say I lost my competitive edge.

                        
Badar (pushy)

I've never had that happen.... My competitive edge is everything.

If a man loses that…..he’s not worth anything to anyone.

Joe’s had it with the mind game. 

                        
Joe (snaps)

I really didn’t lose it.......More like I had it knocked out of my head.......... 

Ever have that happen..........? 

On Badar; The duel is going well.                                

Now, Joe wheels a quick u-turn, slams the throttle and speeds the Ferrari back, toward the shop. 

                        
CUT TO:

Ext: J-2 Performance: Later:







The Ferrari pulls in and comes to a quick stop. Joe and Badar exit the car and it’s obvious the two don’t like each other.

Jeff and Sam come out of the office. Sam approaches and Joe motions for him to hold up. Badar walks to the limo, the driver’s door opens and Amar hands him an envelope. Badar hands it to Sam:

                       
 
Badar

I think you’ll find this sufficient. 




   

(beat)

Mr. Delaney, maybe well see each other again.

                        
Joe

If  I’m ever in Morocco, I’ll be sure to call.



Sam

I’ll overnight the title and you’ll have it tomorrow

Badar gets in the rear of the limo.

Now, the opposite rear door opens and Hakim gets out, circles to the Ferrari and gets in. The Limo backs out, followed by the motorcycle escort and then the Ferrari. All head south.

Joe and Jeff listen as Hakim accelerates the Ferrari through 1st gear, shifting to 2nd at the precise shift point.

                                
Jeff

Did you catch that?

                       
 
Joe 

I sure did.. 

                        
Jeff

So what was this all about?

                        
Joe

I don’t know. But I don’t trust that motherfucker.

They head inside where Sam is sitting, beaming a big smile.  

              

He holds up a check.

                        
Sam

Get the calculator. We're splitting a hundred grand.

                        
Joe 

Give it back.

                       

 Sam

What.? Bullshit….

                        
Joe









I know you need it Sam but something’s not right. 

Give the check back and get the Ferrari. We’ll find another buyer...

                        
Jeff 

There’s some kind of bullshit going on Sam.

On Sam: As much as it pains him:

                       
 
Sam 

Yeah. You know what they say, “When something’s too good to be true................

                        
Joe

Was that the same old boys that came up 

with the one about the dog?

Sam chuckles. Jeff didn’t get it.

                        
Joe (to Jeff)

You had to have been there.... 

                        
Sam

Let’s get some lunch.. 

Sam pockets the check and the three head for Joe's truck..

 


CUT TO:                        
                                                       

Int: Nicks Restaurant: Moments Later:






The three are seated at a booth. Tall glasses of iced drinks are on the table. Nick comes over.

                        
Nick (to Joe and Jeff)

I’m crushed…. I thought you guys liked me.. 

                       
 
Jeff

We love you Nick. You know that..

                        
Nick (a hand on Sam’s shoulder)

Yeah, but now I gotta re-stock the kitchen..





                        
Jeff

Sorry but it’s the price we all have to pay.

Laughter:


Joe

Speaking of kitchens, how’s the new guy working out?

                        
Nick

 
He didn’t show up today

                       

Joe

Really.... I thought he might stay with it

                       
 
Nick

It happens all the time. They get a free sandwich and.. Boom..Gone................

A waitress brings their order.

                        
CUT TO:

Ext: Ralph’s Market: North Hollywood: Same Time:

Smitty is sitting on his Harley, eating a sandwich in the parking lot. 

He stops, eyes the front of the store.

Smitty's POV: Same:  







                                                      

A Middle Eastern man exits, carrying two grocery bags.

FOLLOW as he gets in a new Mercedes and heads for the parking lot exit.

On Smitty:

He tosses the sandwich in a nearby trashcan and starts the Harley.

                                CUT TO:

Int: Nick’s: Same Time:

The three have finished lunch. Joe and Jeff are seated in the booth and Sam  ENTERS through the front door with his cell phone in hand and crosses to the booth. 












Sam

No deal....... He’s keeping the car…..

Joe expected this.

                       

Joe

Exactly what did he say?

                       
 
Sam

If we don’t want the money, tear up the check.

                       

 Joe

I figured that.


Jeff                                                                

What do you mean?

                       
 
Joe

He wants something but its not a Ferrari.

 (beat)

I think he wants me..

                       
 Sam









You.? What for...........?

                       
 Joe

I don’t know...... But I’ll lay odds we find out.

He gets up:


 Joe

Let’s get back.................

Sam puts some money on the table and they head out.

                        
CUT TO:

Ext: J-2 Performance: Short Time Later







The Lakers Player’s Escalade is parked in front . Black alloy wheels, Lakers emblem on the hubs and it’s 4 inches lower. . 

The Player is standing nearby as Joe’s truck pulls in, 

Joe, Jeff and Sam get out and cross to them.




Jeff


There’s not another one like this out there… 

Player


You guys are genius..

Joe


That’s what we do...... Can I ask you a favor..?


Player


Sure Joe. What’s up...?




Joe

If you happen to see a red 599 would you let us know?

Player


You mean like where...and which way was it going?




Joe










Something like that......

Player


You got it...

(beat) 

How ‘bout we take care of this..




Jeff


I’ll get the paperwork....

Jeff heads inside.

The Player backs up a few steps, admiring his Escalade. He’s pleased.




FADE TO:





     


Int: J-2 Performance: Later: 

The mood is somber. Joe’s troubled, anxious about Badar’s intentions. 




Jeff


Maybe he just wants to get you on the track? 

And it’s his mind game..




Joe


I thought about that. But he knows he can't play me..


It’s about something else....

Now, Sam ENTERS holding a shopping bag. 







Sam


You two look like sun-bake’d shit..


He pulls a bottle of Jack Daniels and some paper cups from the bag.




Sam (upbeat)

We made a sale today.. Not your ordinary sale. We actually tried to give the prick his money back and he wouldn’t take it. I say we have a drink on that... How about it...?




Joe









I’d say your genius just reared it’s ugly head..




Jeff


Yeah, enough of this Prince bullshit. Crack that bottle Sam.

Sam sets the paper cups on the desk and twists the cap off the JD.




FADE TO:

Int: Office: Several Drinks Later: 

A half empty bottle of JD sits on the desk. The conversation is in high gear.




Joe





….Then on about lap 25, this guy’s pit boss comes up to Sam..


...........What did he say…….?




Sam (mocking)


“You know, your boy thinks he’s Steve Mc Queen..”




Jeff


What the fuck is that all about..?




Sam

That's exactly what I said.....

Laughter:




Sam


Two laps later Joe put his boy in the gravel.. Game over


Now, Joe hoists his glass.




Joe (reflective)


Here.. Let’s do this.....

Sam and Jeff raise their glass.




Joe


To Mc Queen............




Jeff and Sam








To Mc Queen................!

They drink and throw their paper cups toward the wall heater....

Pause: Laughter:




Jeff


I’ll get the coffee mugs.. Oh, almost forgot. 

Joe doesn’t drink coffee




Sam

I never asked you before Joe. I figured the time 

would come and now that I got you loostened up, 

tell me about the crash...

Jeff hands each of them a mug and pours the drinks.




Joe

Not a lot to tell. The car was working perfect... 

You dream of a set up like that...Where you can do 

whatever you want. I had it that day. 

I know I was 2 laps up... I passed everybody twice 

and nobody was getting by me. 

He takes a sip from the mug:




Joe


Lap 52.. I took the outside line through six… 

went by the 28 Porsche and headed uphill to 

the hairpin at seven, set it up just like I’d been 

doing all day... Grabbed 2nd gear and started into the corner. 







(beat) 

They said the Porsche lost his brakes and got under me.. I remember seeing the track.. six inches from my face....(snaps his finger).... Lights out... 

He looks into his mug, holds, takes a swig..




CUT TO:

Int: (Player’s) Escalade: Same Time:

The Player and one of his teammates are rolling near the Marina. The CD is boomin’ with some fresh rap. The two players are dissin’ each other:




Player









I pulled down that board and kicked out to you…. Mistake…




2nd Player


You call that a “kick out..? Pussy pass…….




Player










I can’t believe you missed that open look…!




2nd Player


Whatever man.. Hey, you got the new “Fitty-cent..?


This bullshit is tired…




Player


Try the CD case. You can’t miss that, can you..?

2nd Player opens the CD case. Now, Player spots something.

PLAYER’S POV: The red 559 is parked near the yacht club.

BACK TO SCENE:




2nd Player


Man, it’s not here… What the fuck?




Player


Shut up…..

Player flips his cell phone open…




Player


Yo… Jeff…





CUT TO:

Int: J-2 Performance: Same Time:




Jeff (on the phone)


(Player)… What’s going on my man?

(beat)


Got it. Hey listen, we appreciate this…





(beat)


Good luck to you too. Have a great year....

He closes the phone:







  




Jeff


The car’s at the Marina... By the yacht club..

On Joe: Nothing out of the ordinary about that. He was hoping for more.




CUT TO:

Ext: Marina Del Rey: Yacht Club Landing: Same Time:

Hakim is pacing, his cell phone to his ear. The Ferrari parked nearby. 

In BG the Prince’s powerboat is docked at the landing.


 

Hakim (on the phone)





I’ve been trying get you since yesterday.

(beat)


He killed the agent.. There wasn’t anything I could do. 

(beat) 

What’s going on with the brother?

CUT TO:

Int: Apartment: North Hollywood: Same Time:                        

Smitty is on the phone to Hakim. He’s holding a pair of handcuffs, a 9mm is tucked in his pants  Behind him a middle-eastern man is dead on the living room floor, three shots to the chest. Charlie Raines is sitting on the sofa, a BLINDFOLD hanging around his neck and red marks from handcuffs on his wrists. In BG the middle-eastern man SEEN leaving the market is dead on the kitchen floor, one shot to the head, groceries spilled around him. 

. As WE SEE THIS, the conversation continues:

                        
Smitty (about the brother)

He’s fine. But his roommates took some pills..... And they’re out of it. 

(beat)

Perez got greedy. We couldn't risk breaking our cover for him.   

…....Hold on..

He lowers the phone, takes another look at Charlie.



          

                        
Smitty 

How’ya doing partner?

Charlie manages a smile.

                       
 
Charlie

A lot better........Thanks

Smitty gets back on the phone.

                        
Smitty 

We have to get to Delaney before he does..

(beat)

Try his partner’s place… It’s on……shit.. 



Charlie

Oakhurst Avenue…….




CUT TO:

Ext: Marina: Same:

Hakim starts the Ferrari and heads for the parking lot exit. As he approaches the street, WE SEE Anthony’s silver Jaguar parked:

                        
CUT TO:

Ext: Joe's Truck: Hollywood Hills: Short Time Later:

Joe turns off Sunset and heads up the hill toward home, Teddy’s in the back.

Ext: Joe’s House: Same:

A Black Mercedes is parked across the street, out of the light. 

Move closer and WE SEE Muhammad behind the wheel.

                       
 CUT TO:

Int: Jeff and Trish's Apartment: 





                        
Jeff

I don’t see what Joe or Christina have to do with this.

                       
 
Trish

I don’t know honey. He got the ring back and 

I stopped hearing from her. All around the same 

time. Now Anthony’s disappeared. I'm scared Jeff.........

She breaks into tears. He comforts her.

                       

Jeff

It’s going to be okay honey. It has to....

A knock at the door.                                        

Jeff goes to answer. It’s Hakim. Jeff grabs him by the shirt and starts to muscle him backwards.

                        
Jeff

You little son of a bitch…….

Hakim manages to pull away.

                        
Hakim

Hold on man.. I’m with Interpol…….

                        
Jeff

Bull shit.. 

Hakim pulls his ID. Jeff eyes it, backs off.




Jeff


Alright.. What’s going on..?




Hakim

Your friend Joe might be in danger.

                        
Trish








Does this have anything to do with Christina Raines?

                       
 
Hakim

It didn’t at first….But that changed the night 

the Prince met her. He was obsessed but she 

wouldn't give in so he kidnapped her brother.


 

Jeff

Charlie..?

                        
Hakim

Another one of our agents got him out today.. 

Badar tried to make it look like somebody was 

trying to get to Christina through Charlie and

he worked it so she was afraid to come back

.

                        
Trish

Where is she? Is she all right?

                        
Hakim                                                        

She’s still in Morocco. We’ve got people there. 

But right now we have to find your friend....

                        
Jeff

You said “at first”. What’s this all about?

                        
Hakim

Illegal diamond trade.. 

                       Jeff 

So the Prince is a diamond smuggler........... 

Okay, but why is Joe in danger?

                        
Hakim

Jealousy....... Of the deadly kind I'm afraid.

Just then, Rebecca walks up 

                        
Trish  (stunned) 




             

Rebecca.........?

                      
 
Hakim

This is agent Sylvia Tyne. She’s going to stay here.  

Jeff turns to Trish

                       
 
Jeff (assuring)

It’ll be okay. 

He plants a firm look on Sylvia:

                        
Jeff (firm)

She will be okay….

                        
Sylvia

She’ll be fine. You’d better get going. 

(beat)

Hi Trish. Surprise, surprise. 

HOLD ON TRISH AND CUT TO:

Ext: Same:

Jeff and Hakim in Jeff’s truck. They exit the driveway from the parking garage and head north.

HOLD on the Red Ferrari, parked in front of the Apartment Building:                                

Int: Jeff's Truck:

As they head toward Joe’s house, Jeff pulls his cell phone, 




Jeff


Good thing I gave him that phone

On the SOUND TRACK WE HEAR the ringing:

It continues:

FADE TO:

Ext: Joe’s House: Minutes Later:

OPEN on the cell phone, on the front lawn. It’s lit up.

A hand comes INTO FRAME and picks it up.                 

 





Full Shot: Same:

Jeff is holding the phone. In BG WE SEE Joe’s truck parked in the driveway.  Jeff turns to Hakim:

                        
Jeff

Now what…….?

From inside Joe's house, WE HEAR Teddy start to bark. This CONTINUES in BG:




















  

                      

Hakim

Let me see the phone. 

Hakim takes the phone, hits the “message” button.

                       
 
Hakim 

There's a text message...

He reads the message:




Hakim (uncertain)


“Teddy”.. …Who’s Teddy?

Jeff looks around, trying make sense of the message.                

                        
Jeff (sharply)

Start my truck!

Jeff hurries to the front door, As he does:


Jeff

Teddy..!

Teddy barks faster. Jeff opens the door. The dog races out, starts to head down the street.

                        
Jeff (loud)

Teddy…! Teddy.!

Teddy stops, looks back. Jeff motions to him.





                       
 
Jeff







Get in the truck buddy..... Come on!

Teddy races back, hops in the front seat next to Hakim. Jeff gets in..

                        
Jeff 

Go... Go...!

Ext: Same

The truck heads down the hill, Teddy standing between the two men. Moments later the truck comes to a stop at Sunset Blvd.

Int: Jeff’s Truck:

                        
Hakim

Now what....?

Teddy sniffs the air, steps over Jeff, sticks his head out the passenger window and BARKS.

                        
Jeff                                                                

This way....!

Int: Same: Minutes Later: Sunset Blvd:

Teddy is focussed, sniffing. He looks across the road at the upcoming intersection and BARKS.

                       Jeff

Go left..!

Hakim times the oncoming traffic and hangs a quick left..

                                Hakim

This is some dog..

Jeff puts his hand on Teddy’s back.

Int: Ext: Same: Later:

The truck makes it’s way through traffic along Sepuleda Blvd,         

heading south…As it approaches Washington Blvd. Teddy BARKS.

                      

Hakim

I know where’s he’s taking us..

                        
Jeff

Where?

                        
Hakim

The Marina..... They’ve got him.

Hakim hits the gas, hangs a right. Teddy sits down. 

On Jeff:

He begins to well with emotion, then collects himself. Flips his cell phone open. 




Jeff (calm)


Hi honey... How are you doing...?

(beat)


We’re on the way to pick him up...

Hakim glances at Jeff. He’s right not to worry the wife.




Jeff


I told you it would be alright..

(beat)


Love you too. I’ll see you in a while.

On Hakim: He's sorry he had to involve these people in a deadly game.

CUT TO:

Int: Badar’s Yacht: Same Time:                                                

Joe is tied to a chair in the middle of the room. His face is bruised and bloody. 

Badar is wearing a black leather glove on his right hand.                          

Joe’s eyes are glued to Badar as the prince circles him.

Badar

When we took our ride, I realized there was still some of that competitive edge that hadn’t been knocked out of you.

He punches Joe in the face. Joe struggles to keep his eyes open.

Badar takes a step back:. He’s enjoying the adrenaline rush:

                        
Badar

How do you feel now? At peace with it, I trust.

                        
Joe

Fuck you...........

                        
Badar

You’re even arrogant in the face of your own death.

                        
Joe 

How did your father really die? Stomped by a Camel?

                        
Badar (explodes)

I’m going to fuck your girlfriend and she’ll beg for more.. 

                        
Joe

They cut off his head, didn’t they?

Badar straightens. It’s an unbearable image. He sheds the emotion quickly and persists with his game.

                       
 
Badar

How would you feel about that Joe Delaney?

                       
 
Joe

I want to ask you something.


Badar

I know you’re not going to ask me to spare your life.



 So I'm curious. What else would a dead man ask

Joe   





                                                             

Try this......Ever sit on a park bench and watch a father play catch 

with his kids?

.....Eat a juicy cheeseburger and wash it down with an ice-cold Pepsi.... Ever done that motherfucker?

                        
Badar

Americans.. You're so quaint.. Simple….

                        
Joe

That’s right. And you can cut me up but you'll still be a piece of shit because there are some things money can't buy. This isn't about how somebody's father died.......

It's about what you can't ever have.

On Badar: He's burning, but he wants more satisfaction.

Ext: Badar's Yacht: Same: 

A small powerboat is tied alongside Badar's powerboat.

Ext: Main Deck: Same

Hakim making his way quietly along the port side walkway. 

Ahead, one of Badar’s henchmen rounds a corner. Hakim ducks into an alcove, too late. The henchman spots him and Hakim lunges. The henchman gets Hakim from behind, his forearm around Hakim’s neck.

Int: Suite: Same:

Badar glances up, toward the Main Deck and starts toward the door.

                        
Badar

In a few minutes we’ll see who’s best at 

keeping their head in an argument. 

He EXITS the suite. Hold on Joe.

                       
CUT TO:


Ext: Marina Landing: Same Time :     




                                                 

Jeff is sitting in his truck, anxious as he waits word from Hakim. Teddy is nearby, sniffing in the direction of the Yacht. 

Suddenly, Teddy turns and starts to GROWL.

Jeff steps out of the truck, looking to see what the dog is growling at.

Now, from the darkness, Muhammad emerges, starts toward Jeff.

In a flash, Teddy races past Jeff and jumps the big Arab, tearing at him.

Jeff charges Muhammad and the fight is on.

Muhammad tosses the dog away and grabs Jeff. Teddy leaps back into the fight. It’s life and death and ultimately, Jeff and Teddy win.

Muhammad's lifeless body is floating, face down near the dock.  

Jeff sits, exhausted. Teddy comes close. Both are breathing hard and pumped with adrenaline.

Jeff puts his hand on Teddy’s back.

                        
Jeff

Good job Teddy…….

Teddy nudges Jeff’s face.

                        
CUT TO:

Int: The Yacht: 

Joe in the chair, eying the door, anticipating Badar’s return.

Pause:

Badar throws the door fully open, enters: 

                        
Joe

I’m glad you’re back...... I was getting bored.




Badar 







You’d like me to believe  you're courageous. I don't..

                       

Joe     






                                                           

 
It’s got nothing to do with courage. 

I just don’t fucking like you.












Badar crosses to the wall of arms and eyes the gleaming battle sword. With his back to the open door, he starts his speech of death.

                        
Badar








My ancestors created a kingdom with implements like these. 

The blood of our enemies was spilled in many vicious battles.

                        
Joe

Sounds like your enemies didn’t like pigs....

Badar rages, grabs the sword off the wall and raises it over his head.

Suddenly, the point of a sword pushes through his gut. He looks down at the gleaming blade with his blood on it. 

He looks at Joe: How did this happen?  He falls forward, dead.

Hakim is in the doorway. One of his shirtsleeves is torn away. He steps in, and pulls the sword from Badar’s body.

                        
Hakim (about the sword)

Quite a collection.. There’s one in every room

He crosses to Joe and begins to cut his bindings with the sword. 




Joe


Who the hell are you...?




Hakim


A friend of Jeff..................

Joe wipes some blood from his face and stands over Badar’s lifeless body.

                       

Hakim 








How bout we get out of here?        

                       
 
Joe

Good idea..

They EXIT the Suite and head to the main deck.

Ext: Main Deck: 

As they make their way to the powerboat, Hakim steps over the body of the henchman. Joe stops and eyes the body.

Hakim’s shirtsleeve is tight around the henchman’s neck.

Joe steps back, turns to catch up with Hakim.

Ext: Ocean: Minutes Later:

Joe and Hakim in the small powerboat as it speeds away from the yatch.

Hakim at the wheel, Joe opposite him.




Joe


You said you’re a friend of Jeff. 

How come I never heard of you?




Hakim


We just met tonight......... I'm Hakim...




Joe 


Okay….. Who’s boat is this..? 




Hakim


I don’t know.. Didn’t have time to ask.. Sure runs nice....                      

On Joe: He likes this guy.

                      

CUT TO:

Ext: Landing: Moments Later:

Jeff and Teddy are sitting together as Joe and Hakim hop on the landing. Teddy hurries to Joe. 

                        
Joe

You two been having fun without us..?

                        
Jeff                                                                


We ran out of things to do a long time ago.

Joe reaches down and helps Jeff to his feet.

                        
Joe







Yeah… It’s been a slow night 

Both men stand, admiring each others blood and bruises, break into laughter. 

They start toward Jeff's truck.




Jeff


By the way. how did you send that text? 

What did you do?




Joe


I did my laundry...

He pulls his cell phone from a pocket.

INSERT:

Joe in the rear seat of the black Mercedes with Muhammad at the wheel.

His eyes are watering from a punch and he has his phone at his side, texting.

Back to SCENE:

Joe hands Jeff the phone.




Joe


Look who called....

On Jeff: He scrolls through the call list...stops. Hint of a smile.

                        
CUT TO:

Ext: Marina Freeway: Later

The headlights of the Ferrari quickly come into view.

Int: Ferrari:

Joe is at the wheel, Teddy in the passenger seat.

                        
Joe (to teddy)

I like your conversation a lot better than the last guy..                 

Joe’s POV: Freeway Sign: 405 South

Ext: 









The Ferrari accelerates through the transition road onto the southbound 405.

Ext: 

Sepulveda Blvd: Near LAX: Moments Later:

In BG the BILLBOARD ad and the caption “There’s Magic in the Mystery” 

Follow the Ferrari pulling into LAX, heading up to the Arrivals level.

                        
CUT TO:

Int: International Terminal: Moments Later:

Joe enters and walks to the crowded ticket counter, leans in.

                        
Joe

Excuse me.. When does flight 2130 arrive?

                        
Attendant

In about nine hours..

                       
 
Joe

Thank you. 

He crosses the terminal, heads to the gift shop and goes to the Sunglass display. 

CLOSE on Joe as he looks it over:

Int: Terminal: Short Time Later:

Joe enters wearing dark sunglasses. Teddy walks ahead of him, the leash fashioned to look like a guide dog collar.

They cross the terminal toward the seating area where flight 2130 will de-board and draw some sympathetic looks along the way.                          

Joe takes a seat in the empty waiting area and puts his head back. Teddy lays at his feet.

                        
FADE TO:

Int: Waiting Area: Next Morning:





Close on Joe: Asleep, his head tilted to one side. Now, his shoulder jerks.

                       

 Joe                                                 

Lay still Teddy.. 

He tilts his head the other way for a few more winks.

OFF SCREEN: A Female Voice.

                        
Voice

Excuse me sir. Would you like some coffee?

Joe stirs.

                        
Joe

No thank you. I don’t.............

He stops, raises his glasses. It’s Christina.

He gets up and they stand face to face. 

                        
Joe

Where have you been..?

                        
Christina

Working. Where do you think I’ve been..?

                        
Joe

Shopping in the Valley? I don’t know. 

There was no return address on the envelope.

Christina’s eyes begin to well with tears.

                        
Joe









Welcome home Christina.

Now, some tears from Christina.

Joe wipes the tears away, produces the engagement ring, and slips it on her finger. She throws her arms around him. 

                        
Christina







It’s good to be home Joe

Another embrace. After a moment

                       
          Christina                                                

 
The glasses are really dark. Can you see at all with them?

                       
 Joe

No....... Good thing I have the dog..

They laugh, embrace and this time a kiss. 

Pause:

Christina bends down and gives Teddy a hug.

                       
 Christina

I missed you Teddy. Did you miss me?

Teddy laps her face. She laughs with delight.

On Joe:

Smiling. She’s back.....

Ext: LAX Parking Lot: Moments Later:

They approach the Ferrari and Joe pulls the keys from his pocket.

                        
Christina (about the car)

It’s beautiful. Who’s is it? 

(beat)

                        
Joe (about her)







I guess it’s mine………

Christina opens the passenger door, Teddy hops in:

                      

Christina 

I know you do pretty well Joe.. But there’s no way you bought this.

                        
Joe (wry)








You’re right. I didn't..The guy didn’t appreciate what he had 

…...and I got lucky.

                        
Christina

          You’re serious.. 




Joe

Poor guy. He didn't know what he was missing.

Ext: LAX: Moments Later: 

The Ferrari swings onto Sepulveda and heads north toward the Hollywood hills. 

SOUND OVER:

“The Federal Bureau of Investigation, working in conjunction with Interpol succeeded in closing down an international smuggling cartel last night. An FBI spokesman said numerous arrests were made in several countries. 

“Locally, the bodies of two foreign nationals were found aboard a large private yacht this morning, and another was found floating at sea. A spokesman from the Los Angeles Police Department said it appeared the three men engaged in a deadly struggle and killed each other. Police do not plan to investigate any further.

“And finally, a Marina del Rey resident told channel 9 news his small powerboat was stolen last night. However, the thief returned the craft an hour later in perfect condition and gave the owner a hundred dollars for fuel. The man said he didn’t plan to file a complaint.
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