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INT. DINER - DAY

The place hasn’t seen fresh paint since it was built in the 
1950s. Black and white tile floor. Cracked red vinyl benches.

In a booth toward the back is IRA BLACK (30s), a few days 
stubble, D&G sunglasses dangle from his tight black v-neck. 

Across from him is FADI BLACK (9), sucking down a chocolate 
milkshake, beaming smile. The epitome of bliss.

IRA
You’ll get a brain freeze.

FADI
No I won’t.

IRA
Keep sucking. See what happens.

Fadi doubles down and sucks the straw harder. Within seconds 
his eyes wince and he grabs the side of his head.

IRA (CONT’D)
Told you.

FADI
It’s like my eyes are freezing to 
my skull.

Ira watches Fadi writhe in pain for a second.

IRA
Touch the back of your tongue to 
the top of your mouth like this.

Ira demonstrates. 

Fadi follows suit.

A moment later his face relaxes as the brain freeze passes.

FADI
How’d you know how to do that?

IRA
Believe it or not, I was a kid once 
too.

Fadi smiles and stirs his milkshake. 

FADI
Dad?



IRA
Yeah?

FADI
What’s your job?

IRA
I work for Mr. Avarita, you know 
that.

FADI
Yeah, but like, what do you do?

Ira shifts in his seat, careful to choose the right words.

IRA
Mr. Avarita lends people money. 
Sometimes they don’t pay him back. 
So he sends me to go talk to them.

FADI
Like a debt collector?

Fadi sucks down a bit more milkshake.

IRA
Sort of like that, sure.

FADI
Bobby McAllister’s dad is a debt 
collector for the IRS.

IRA
Bobby’s dad and I don’t quite do 
the same thing.

FADI
He says his dad hates his job.

A loud CRASH as a busy boy drops a bin of dishes. Ira watches 
as a rogue plate rolls towards his foot. 

FADI (CONT’D)
Do you like your job?

The plate hits his foot and falls flat on the floor.

Ira looks back at Fadi.

IRA
Not really, no.
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FADI
Then why do you do it?

IRA
Remember how I told you everyone 
has one thing they’re really good 
at? Better than anyone else?

Fadi nods.

IRA (CONT’D)
This is the one thing in my life 
that I’m good at.

FADI
I think you’re a good dad.

Ira takes a second to let that sink in.

IRA
I wish you were right. 

INT. BLACK MUSTANG - DAY

Ira brings a late model black Mustang to a stop at a red 
light. The six liter V-8 rumbling underneath the hood.

IRA
Big day tomorrow.

Fadi bursts with excitement at the chance to talk about it.

FADI
Yeah, I can’t wait! Ten o’clock 
opening pitch.

IRA
Who are you playing again?

FADI
The Devils.

Ira smiles, his eyes taking in the traffic free road on the 
other side of the light.

IRA
The Angels verses the Devils. Heck 
of a match for opening day. Think 
you’ll win?
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FADI
Come on dad. Angles always beat 
devils.

The light turns green.

IRA
Hold on.

FADI
Why?

The engine revs, Ira drops the clutch, and soon Fadi realizes 
why. 

He’s pressed back in his seat as the Mustang screams off down 
the street. A thick cloud of smoke left in it’s wake.

Fadi’s smile so big it’s nearly exploding off his face.

FADI (CONT’D)
Whooooooaaaah!

EXT. TOWNHOME - DAY

The setting sun paints the sky above the row of townhomes a 
plethora of oranges, reds, and violets. 

Sitting on a porch swing is CATHERINE (30s), arms crossed, 
and none too pleased. She’s the kind of “pretty without even 
trying” some women would kill for.

The Mustang comes to a stop at the curb, the engine cutting 
off. Fadi gets out and runs up the sidewalk toward the porch 
where Catherine sits.

FADI
Hey mom!

Catherine stands, revealing a significant baby bump, as Fadi 
heads past her and inside.

Ira saunters up the sidewalk, in no rush to start the 
confrontation about to unfold.

CATHERINE
You said you’d have him back by 
seven. It’s seven fifteen.

4.



IRA
Fadi took a while to suck down his 
milkshake, it’s not the end of the 
world.

CATHERINE
It’s never your fault, is it?

IRA
Jesus Christ, really? You want to 
get into this now?

Catherine’s demeanor doesn’t budge.

CATHERINE
I want you to act like you care. 

IRA
I care.

CATHERINE
Then when you say you’ll have him 
home by seven, have him home by 
seven. 

IRA
Fine.

Ira looks down the street, a cloud of awkwardness floating in 
the air.

IRA (CONT’D)
You stopped cashing the checks.

CATHERINE
I don’t need your money anymore.

IRA
Unless you think faeries and 
unicorns are going to pay the rent, 
yeah, you do.

CATHERINE
I got a job working for Walter down 
at his law firm. Pays pretty good. 
So I don’t need your help anymore.

Ira crosses his arms and leans against the railing. 

IRA
What is this?
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CATHERINE
What’s what?

IRA
Us. This. You and me. Fadi. 
Whatever it is we have here.

Catherine looks down, playing with the wedding band on her 
ring finger.

IRA (CONT’D)
You’ve been here four months. Isn’t 
it time you came home?

CATHERINE
I don’t think I want to.

IRA
Are we through? I mean, do I need 
to get a lawyer. Make it official? 
Or are we seriously going to give 
it another shot?

Catherine searches for the words... she’s about to answer 
when Ira’s cell phone rings.

Catherine’s face flashes red. Ira closes his eyes, wishing 
this wasn’t happening. They both know who it is.

CATHERINE
Don’t answer it.

Ira takes the cell out of his pocket. The caller ID says “MR. 
AVARITA.”

IRA
I’ve got to go.

CATHERINE
Of course you do.

Ira walks down the steps and back toward his car.

Catherine goes inside, slamming the door behind her.

INT. MR. AVARITA'S OFFICE - NIGHT

The office is immaculate. Like something out of a catalog for 
the “modern office.”

MR. AVARITA (50s), slicked back hair, dripping with 
confidence, sits behind a large mahogany desk. 
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Ira sits in one of two black leather chairs in front.

MR. AVARITA
I need you to go to Las Vegas.

IRA
I hate Vegas.

MR. AVARITA
I don’t pay you to like things. The 
guys name is Victor Kobolar. 

Mr. Avarita takes a bottle of scotch out of a desk drawer and 
pours a glass. He tilts the bottle toward Ira. Ira isn’t 
interested.

MR. AVARITA (CONT’D)
Sure? Blue Label. The best.

IRA
I’m fine.

Mr. Avarita takes a sip.

MR. AVARITA
I need you to remind Mister Kobolar 
of his obligations. Standard shit. 
You know the routine. Pete will 
give you the address.

Ira nods and gets up from his chair. 

Mr. Avarita takes a second look at Ira’s grimace.

MR. AVARITA (CONT’D)
You don’t look so good.

IRA
It’s nothing. Just stress. Haven’t 
been sleeping well.

Mr. Avarita opens a desk drawer. He takes out a wrap of 
hundred dollar bills.

He fingers for Ira to come to the desk. Ira walks over.

Mr. Avarita sets the wad of cash down on the desk.

MR. AVARITA
This is two grand.

IRA
You know that I--
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But Mr. Avarita won’t hear it.

MR. AVARITA
Don’t drive your shit out there.

IRA
It’s not shit.

MR. AVARITA
It is shit. Take one of the cars in 
the garage. The Jag. S class. I 
don’t care. Whatever’s comfortable. 

IRA
Alright.

MR. AVARITA
And when you’re done, spend a few 
extra days out there. Blow off some 
steam and relax.

Ira takes the money and puts it in his pocket.

MR. AVARITA (CONT’D)
When you get back you’re taking 
some time off. Take the family to 
Disney Land or some shit. 

Mr. Avarita stands up and pats Ira on the cheek.

MR. AVARITA (CONT’D)
You’re a good kid. I don’t like 
seeing you like this. I take care 
of my people.

EXT. TOWNHOME - NIGHT

Ira knocks on the front door.

A voice from inside.

CATHERINE (O.S.)
(muffled)

Who is it?

IRA
It’s me, open up.

Catherine cracks the door, leering out at Ira.

CATHERINE
What?
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IRA
I can’t take Fadi to his baseball 
game tomorrow. 

CATHERINE
I wish I could say I’m surprised.

IRA
Tell him I’m sorry.

Ira turns to leave. 

Catherine opens the door wide.

CATHERINE
Tell him yourself. He’s still up. I 
want you to see his face.

Ira knows she’s right. He needs to face this himself. He 
walks past her and inside.

INT. FADI’S ROOM - NIGHT

Comic book posters. A life size Manny Ramirez wall vinyl. 
Clothes on the floor. A boy’s room, plain and simple.

Fadi lays on his bed reading a Superman comic.

Ira peeks into the doorway.

IRA
Hey kiddo.

Fadi turns to look, surprised.

FADI
Dad? 

Ira walks in and sits on the side of the bed.

IRA
I’ve got some bad news.

FADI
Did someone hit the hot rod?

Ira laughs and shakes his head.

IRA
No. The hot rod is fine.

He takes a deep breath and breaks the news.
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IRA (CONT’D)
I can’t take you to the game 
tomorrow. 

FADI
But you promised.

IRA
I know.

Fadi pleads, face full of disappointment, enough to shatter 
any father’s confidence. His eyes tear up.

FADI
It’s opening day.

IRA
I’ve got to head out of town for 
work.

Fadi rolls over, full on crying. 

FADI
You always have a reason. 

IRA
I’m sorry.

FADI
I wish one time that reason would 
be me.

This stabs Ira right in the heart.

There’s nothing left to say. He simply stands up and leaves 
his crying son behind.

EXT. TOWNHOME - NIGHT

Ira leaves the townhome, Catherine right behind him. 

CATHERINE
Makes you feel like shit, doesn’t 
it?

Ira doesn’t say anything.

CATHERINE (CONT’D)
Ira?

Ira stops and turns.
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CATHERINE (CONT’D)
That thing about the lawyers... 

She takes off her wedding band and tosses it to him. He 
catches it.

CATHERINE (CONT’D)
You should get one.

Catherine goes inside, shuts the door, and turns off the 
porch light. Ira left standing alone in the darkness.

EXT. INTERSTATE 15 - NIGHT

A silver Mercedes S Class passes an interstate sign for I-15 
North that says: LAS VEGAS - 220 MILES.

INT. MERCEDES - NIGHT

Ira sets a picture of Fadi up on the dash, right next to the 
speedometer.

He checks his watch: 7:47 P.M.

EXT. LAS VEGAS STRIP - NIGHT

Ira drives down through the heart of Las Vegas. He peers out 
the windows at the bright signs vomiting neon everywhere.

EXT. LUXURY HOME - NIGHT

A Spanish style two story colonial on about a half acre of 
land. A string of similar homes dot the street.

The silver S class comes to a stop a short way down the 
street. Ira kills the engine.

EXT. LUXURY HOME - POOL AREA - NIGHT

The back of the house is floor to ceiling windows from one 
side to the other. It looks out over an oval shaped pool lit 
from below with green and red lights. 

Ira watches a MAN inside as he flips through some channels on 
a gigantic wall mounted flat screen TV.

The man lays down on the couch, disappearing from view.
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Ira leaves his cover, grabs a nearby deck chair, and throws 
it through the window.

SMASH!

The man leaps up off the couch and is immediately shot in the 
leg by a silenced 9mm handgun. He falls to the ground 
grabbing his leg and screaming in pain.

The man spots Ira and scurries back against the wall as best 
he can, Ira keeping the gun trained on him the whole time.

IRA
You’ve been a bad boy Victor.

Ira gets his first real glance at VICTOR KOBOLAR (50s), 
chubby, balding, blue flannel pajamas soaked in blood.

VICTOR
Whatever they offered you, I’ll 
double it! I swear!

Ira takes a seat on the couch, shaking his head.

IRA
You don’t even know why I’m here, 
do you?

VICTOR
What?

IRA
Me. The gun. The bullet that just 
fucked up your leg. Any clue?

Victor winces in pain, not able to concentrate.

VICTOR
I don’t--just--please. I swear. I 
can make this worth your while.

IRA
No. You can’t.

Ira taps his head.

IRA (CONT’D)
Try to clear that little brain of 
yours and tell me why you stopped 
making payments.

VICTOR
Wait, what? I didn’t stop anything.
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IRA
Yes you did Vic. Or else I wouldn’t 
be here. So you gonna play ball, or 
do we need to move to phase two?

VICTOR
I swear, I don’t know what you’re 
talking about.

Ira stands up, pointing the gun once more at Victor.

IRA
I’ll ask one more time. I’ll even 
do it slowly, because I know with 
your leg and shit it’s probably 
hard to concentrate right now. Are 
you...going to...start 
paying...Mister Avarita...again?

VICTOR
I--I don’t--I never stopped 
anything.

IRA
Phase two it is.

Ira shoots Victor in the other leg. He screams in pain. 

IRA (CONT’D)
One last time Vic, you going to pay 
or what?

IRA (CONT’D)
I swear! I never stopped anything!

Ira sighs. 

IRA (CONT’D)
You know Vic, it’s been a really 
shitty day. I didn’t want to kill 
anyone tonight.

Realizing his fate, Victor gets off one final insult.

VICTOR
You can go to hell!

IRA
Then I guess the devil can consider 
this my down payment.

He lights up Victor’s chest with a flurry of bullets. Victor 
falls over dead.
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Ira picks up his shell casings and leaves.

INT. HIGH RISE HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

Ira looks out through the sliding glass door at the bright 
lights of Las Vegas down below.

He walks over and sits on the bed. The picture of Fadi he 
tucked into the car’s dash resting on the night stand. 

Ira picks it up, staring at it for a good while.

He checks his watch: 2:34 A.M.

IRA
Five hours to get back. I’ll be 
tired...

He gets up and grabs his jacket.

IRA (CONT’D)
But opening day is opening day.

EXT. DARK STRETCH OF HIGHWAY - NIGHT

The S Class drives along a road that seemingly goes on 
forever through a barren desert mountain landscape.

INT. MERCEDES - NIGHT 

Ira’s eyes are heavy. He’s fighting back sleep. 

Turns the radio up. Opens the windows.

But his eyes are still heavy.

EXT. BASEBALL PARK - DAY

The crack of a bat. 

Ira and Catherine stand up with a STAND FULL OF FANS and 
cheer on as Fadi sends a line drive into left field.

A horn blares. 

Ira still clapping.

A horn again.
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Flashes of fire. 

More horns.

Screaming.

Horn getting louder.

Smouldering wreckage in the middle of the desert fades into a 
piercing white light.

INT. MERCEDES - NIGHT 

Ira’s eye snap open as the lights and blaring horn of a semi 
truck are roaring toward him.

Ira cuts the wheel.

EXT. DARK STRETCH OF HIGHWAY - NIGHT 

The S Class swerves from the road, careening into a dirt 
field. 

It his a hard bump and then grinds to a stop.

INT. MERCEDES - NIGHT 

Ira’s knuckles are white as they grip the top of the steering 
wheel. He’s breathing heavy and now wide awake.

He sits here for a good long while. Just breathing. The 
reality of what just happened sinking in.

Ira tries to start the car. Nothing. 

He tries again. Nothing.

EXT. MERCEDES - NIGHT 

Hood popped, Ira staring down into the engine bay.

IRA
Engineered to move the human spirit 
my ass.

Ira looks around. No stars. No clouds. No moon. Just 
darkness.

He takes out his cell phone. It’s no use. No signal.
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IRA (CONT’D)
Damn it.

He shuts the hood and walks toward the road.

EXT. DARK STRETCH OF HIGHWAY - NIGHT 

Ira walking along the road. Checks his cell phone again. 
Nothing.

He looks around. No cars. No signs of anything.

Tosses a few rocks off into the field.

When he turns his attention back to the road ahead he spots a 
feint light on the horizon. Civilization?

EXT. MOTEL SHEOL - NIGHT 

Ira comes up on an isolated motel. Empty parking lot. Dried 
out pool. Seedy is an understatement.

A flickering neon sign says MOTEL SHEOL.

INT. MOTEL SHEOL - LOBBY - NIGHT 

Ira enters the lobby and walks over to the front desk. 
There’s a small bell. He taps it twice.

He scans the lobby. An old couch. A black and white TV in the 
corner flickers static. 

VOICE (O.S.)
Yes?

Ira turns to find a FEMALE CLERK, more wrinkles than so much 
a face, standing on the other side of the desk. Her name tag 
says SHARON.

IRA
I need to use your phone.

SHARON
Lines are down. Best I can do is 
offer you a room.

IRA
I don’t need a room. I need to use 
the phone.
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SHARON
There ain’t no phone to use. If you 
don’t want a room you can sleep 
outside. But I don’t recommend 
that... coyotes.

IRA
Fine. I’ll take a room.

Sharon turns and grabs the sole key off the rack behind her.

SHARON
Just one left. Room twenty three.

IRA
How can there only be one room? The 
parking lot’s empty.

SHARON
I said there’s just one room left. 
Take it or leave it.

Ira grabs the key.

INT. ROOM 23 - NIGHT 

The room is decorated in two colors, brown and faded brown. A 
black and white TV on the dresser fades between static and a 
late night preacher.

Ira walks out of the bathroom, towel wrapped around his 
waist. Tries to tune in anything else on the TV. No luck.

IRA
This place is literally in the 
middle of no where.

He shuts off the TV and sits down on the bed. Grabs his 
wallet on the night stand. Takes out the picture of Fadi.

Gives it a good long look.

IRA (CONT’D)
You’re probably better off with 
your mom anyway.

INT. ROOM 23 - LATER

Ira’s eyes dart open when there’s a knock at the door. He 
quickly pulls on some pants and grabs his gun.
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He checks through the curtains. Two figures outside the door.

IRA
What do you want?

A muffled voiced answers back from outside.

VOICE
You Ira Black?

IRA
Who wants to know?

VOICE
An associate of Mr. Avarita.

Ira moves to the door, cracks it open, gun pointed out the 
gap, hammer at the ready.

Two BIG BURLY MEN put their hands up, though neither look 
scared or surprised. More like they’re just going through the 
motions.

These two are literally huge. Not body builder big. We’re 
talking ogre big. Tall. Hulking. Simply massive.

IRA
The fuck do you want?

BIG GUY #1
It’s dangerous here.

BIG GUY #2
We’re here to give you a lift.

BIG GUY #1
Somewhere you can stay.

BIG GUY #2
Somewhere safe.

INT. CROWN VICTORIA - NIGHT 

The two big guys in the front seats. Ira in the back. 

He notices an unusually thick spinal column on the neck of 
both the men. Like the bones are ready to punch through the 
skin.

IRA
Where exactly are we going again?
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BIG GUY  #2
Somewhere safe.

IRA
Yeah. You said that. But where?

BIG GUY  #1
Somewhere you can stay.

IRA
And where is that?

BIG GUY  #2
Somewhere safe.

Ira gives up. He’s not going to get anywhere with these two.

Ira looks out the back window. Still no moon, stars, clouds, 
or anything in sight.

The car pulls into a front drive of a two wing mansion that 
seems to pop out of the darkness.

The car comes to a stop in the courtyard.

EXT. MANSION - COURTYARD - NIGHT 

Ira exits the car. Music. Laughing. It sounds like a big 
party inside. Though there doesn’t appear to be any cars 
around.

The two big men signal to follow them.

INT. MANSION - NIGHT 

The place is jammed packed with people. Booze flowing 
everywhere. People having the time of their lives. A literal 
plethora of sin and opulence.

The throngs part like the seas as the two Big Guys move 
through. Ira a few steps behind, taking it all in.

A WOMAN IN LINGERIE with near cartoonish proportions walks by 
Ira. Her hand traces across his shoulders.

WOMAN IN LINGERIE
So you’re the new tough guy?

Ira stops.
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WOMAN IN LINGERIE (CONT’D)
You get a free ride anytime.

She presses a finger to his lips and then walks off, being 
sure to sway her ass from side to side.

A hand grabs Ira by the shoulder and pulls him away. It’s Big 
Guy #2, and he wants Ira to get moving again.

INT. BACK GALLERY - NIGHT 

Two gold trim double doors open and the Big Guys enter. They 
each step aside to reveal Ira. 

Walnut trim. Paintings strafe the walls. Statues. Tapestries. 
This place oozes quality, class, and money.

In the middle of the room, back to the door, is LUKE. He 
turns and Ira gets a good look at him. Middle aged yet 
youthful. Flawless skin. Slick blonde hair. Designer suit.

LUKE
Nice to finally lay my eyes on you. 
It was only a matter of time before 
we met.

Luke smiles as he sips a glass of brandy.

IRA
Hell of a place you got here. 

Luke walks over and offers his hand to shake. 

LUKE
Luke Saligia.

Ira looks at the hand, then back up to Luke.

IRA
Start talking. We’ll save the 
pleasantries for later.

LUKE
He said you were all business.

IRA
And who’s that?

LUKE
Avarita.
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IRA
The goon squad back there mentioned 
something about him. You two old 
friends?

Luke walks toward a trendy leather couch, motions for Ira to 
take a seat on the accompanying love seat.

LUKE
We’ve worked together in the past. 
I helped get him established out in 
Los Angles. A long story really. 

IRA
Save it for another time. How’d you 
track me down? 

LUKE
Avarita called and told me one of 
his is in my area, and might be in 
troiuble. I made some calls and 
tracked you down. Told him I’d take 
care of you. Can I get you a drink?

IRA
I’m fine. Wait, you said he called 
you?

Luke nods.

IRA (CONT’D)
And you called him back?

LUKE
Of course.

IRA
That doesn’t make any sense. The 
woman at the hotel said the lines 
were down. And my cell has been--

Ira reaches into his pocket for his cell phone, but only 
comes up with lint. 

LUKE
Perhaps you were mistaken?

IRA
Look, what’s the deal here? One 
minute I’m in the middle of no 
where. The next the brute squad is 
banging on my hotel door. 
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LUKE
Sam and Abe aren’t the most 
personable of assistants.

IRA
No shit.

LUKE
But they’re loyal, which is more 
than I can say about some.

Luke sips his brandy.

LUKE (CONT’D)
Which leads me to why you’re here. 
I understand you’re having car 
problems.

IRA
You could say that.

LUKE
I can take care of that for you. 
Likely have it fixed by morning. In 
the meantime, would you like to 
make some extra money?

IRA
I got one rule, no kids.

Luke leans back into the couch, a grin from ear to ear.

LUKE
You know where I’m going with this.

IRA
I knew before you opened your 
mouth.

LUKE
Are you always this curt?

IRA
Only to people who track me down in 
the middle of nowhere. Who is it?

LUKE
Name’s Merrick. A former business 
partner. Unfortunately, his loyalty 
has shifted to someone else.

Ira leans forward.
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IRA
And you need this done tonight?

LUKE
As soon as possible. It’s a short 
drive back to Las Vegas. You’ll 
likely be back here by sunrise.

IRA
And you’ll have the car fixed?

LUKE
Running like new.

Ira mulls it over.

IRA
Alright.

The pair stand up and shake. Ira heads to the door.

LUKE
Ira, one more thing.

Ira stops.

LUKE (CONT’D)
Merrick has a small pewter statue 
of an angel on his desk. Bring it 
back for me.

IRA
You’re a strange cat Luke.

LUKE
You don’t even know.

Ira leaves and the Big Guys shut the doors.
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