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EXT. MANSION - NIGHT

Ira walks out of the mansion, music still thumping inside, 
and finds Sam and Abe standing in front of a Land Rover.

Abe gives the keys to Ira.

ABE
Do not stop until you get there.

SAM
It is not safe for you to be out 
here alone.

IRA
I’ll take that under advisement.

Ira gets in the Land Rover and drives off.

EXT. LONELY STRETCH OF ROAD - NIGHT

A SERIES OF SHOTS:

Ira drives past Motel Sheol. Parking lot still empty. 

He heads past where his car flew off the road. Sure enough, 
there’s a tow truck pulling it onto the flatbed.

The Land Rover passes a flaming car on the side of the road. 
He taps the breaks to take a good look, then moves on.

He follows the road around a curve. The night sky gives way 
to stars. The moon. Clouds. And the lights and glamour of Las 
Vegas come into view.

Ira can’t believe it.

IRA
Just around the corner.

EXT. APARTMENT COMPLEX - NIGHT

The kind of place that tries too hard to look hip and trendy. 
Ira gets through the front door with a security fob.

INT. HALLWAY - NIGHT

Ira makes his way slowly down a hallway. It’s quiet. The only 
noise the subtle heel toe of his steps.



He stops at apartment 37. Checks his gun. Slowly slides a key 
into the lock. Turns the knob and heads in.

INT. APARTMENT 37 - NIGHT

The air is still. A few lamps and recessed lights are on, but 
otherwise light in the apartment is sparse.

Ira moves in, gun at the ready. 

He clears rooms one by one. Living room. Kitchen. Bathroom. 

A short hallway leads to a bedroom in the back. A suitcase 
sitting open on the bed inside.

Ira takes a step, then pauses. Something isn’t right. The 
hair on the back of his neck stands up.

The unmistakable click of a gun’s hammer. Someone’s there. 
But how?

VOICE (V.O.)
Drop the gun.

Ira bends down and places the gun on the ground.

VOICE (CONT’D)
Turn around.

Ira turns and lays his eyes on MERRICK(40s), shaved head, 
earrings, gaunt and wiry, a 9mm Beretta in his hand.

Merrick is waiting for a reaction. After a moment, he 
realizes it’s not coming.

MERRICK
You don’t remember me, do you?

IRA
We’ve never met.

Merrick shakes his head.

MERRICK
He’s already started to change you. 
Can you feel it? Something missing. 
A piece of you left behind.

IRA
I don’t know what the fuck you’re 
talking about man.
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Merrick motions for Ira to step back and into the bedroom. 
Ira does as he’s instructed.

BEDROOM

Merrick motions down. Ira gets on his knees. Merrick sits on 
the side of the bed.

MERRICK
It starts slow. You won’t notice it 
as first. It’s subtle. A missing 
detail. Something not where it’s 
supposed to be.

Merrick pauses, letting a thought drift from mind to lips.

MERRICK (CONT’D)
A memory of friend faded away.

Merrick checks the clip of his gun.

MERRICK (CONT’D)
That’s why he’s so good. By the 
time you should have figured it 
out, you won’t be you anymore.

IRA
You talk this way to everyone 
before you kill them?

A half smile from Merrick. He sets the gun on top of a 
dresser between them.

MERRICK
You don’t know what you’re getting 
into. Luke is a bad man. Once you 
work for him, he owns you. 

Merrick leans forward and extends his hand.

MERRICK (CONT’D)
Come with me.

Ira doesn’t answer.

MERRICK (CONT’D)
Come with me and you might still 
see your son again.

This gets Ira’s attention. 
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MERRICK (CONT’D)
But it’s got to be your choice. I 
can’t force you.

Ira looks at Merrick’s hand. Then up to his face.

MERRICK (CONT’D)
We were best friends. Come with me 
and you’ll remember. 

Ira reaches up and grabs Merrick’s hand. He grips hard and 
firm. Then suddenly pulls Merrick toward him, and throws him 
to the ground.

Ira’s on his feet. He grabs the gun from the dresser, trains 
it on Merrick.

IRA
All I need to remember is I have a 
job to do. And when I’m done with 
this shit, I’m going home.

Merrick scoots back against the wall. Not in a rush. Not in a 
hurry. Like a man who took a gamble, and has now accepted his 
fate.

MERRICK
You’re not going anywhere. He isn’t 
who he says he is Ira. He’s evil. 
Pure. Concentrated. Evil.

IRA
I work exclusively for the worst of 
he worst.

Ira sends three rounds into Merrick’s chest, then one into 
his forehead. Merrick slumps over dead.

Ira looks around the room. He spots the pewter statue of an 
angel sitting on the window sill. 

Ira grabs it and stuffs it into his pocket.

EXT. LONELY STRETCH OF ROAD - DAY

The Land Rover comes around a bend. The light of dawn creeps 
over the desert mountains, but the sun is eerily absent. As 
is anything else in the sky.

Ira spots Luke’s mansion up ahead.
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INT. MANSION - DAY

Ira walks through the mansion. Still as a museum. No people. 
No music. No remnants of what was here when he left.

A ping from somewhere up ahead.

Ira heads toward the back gallery’s doors. 

Another ping.

INT. BACK GALLERY - DAY

Ira opens the double doors and spots Luke on the balcony 
teeing up a golf ball. He takes a swing.

Ping.

Ira takes the pewter statue and sets it on a nearby desk.

IRA
It’s done.

Luke turns, holds the golf club in front of him.

IRA (CONT’D)
Give me the money and my car and 
I’ll head out.

LUKE
Why don’t you stay a while?

IRA
I’ve got to go.

Luke sets the golf club against a bannister and walks in from 
the balcony.

LUKE
Your car isn’t ready yet.

IRA
Then I’ll take one of yours. I’m 
sure Mister Avarita can work 
something out with you.

Luke smiles.

LUKE
I don’t think you understand. You 
should sit down and relax.
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Luke looks past Ira and toward the double doors to the 
gallery. He snaps his fingers.

Abe and Sam step into the room. They each grab a door.

IRA
I don’t want to relax. I want my 
money, and I want to--

Abe and Sam slams the doors shut.

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.

Flashes of fire. 

More horns.

Mr. Avarita laughing.

Horn getting louder.

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.
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INT. MERCEDES - NIGHT 

Ira’s knuckles are white as they grip the top of the steering 
wheel.

He sits. Knuckles gripping the steering wheel. His eyes 
darting around, head lost in thought.

He looks through the rear window and back to the road. No 
sign of the truck.

EXT. MERCEDES - NIGHT

Ira looks down into the engine bay. A moment later he slams 
the hood shut.

IRA
I can’t see shit.

He looks up into the sky.

IRA (CONT’D)
Where the hell are the stars?

He reaches into his pocket, searching for something. Comes up 
empty.

IRA (CONT’D)
I swear I grabbed my cell phone 
before I left.

He starts to walk toward the road.

EXT. MOTEL SHEOL - NIGHT

Ira standing underneath the neon sigh. The vacancy sign 
flickers.

He checks the parking lot. No cars. No sign of anything.

INT. MOTEL SHEOL - LOBBY - NIGHT

The front desk is empty. Ira taps the bell twice. Scans the 
lobby. The TV in the corner spits static.

VOICE (O.S.)
Yes?

Ira turns to find Sharon behind the counter.
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IRA
Can I use your phone? My car broke 
down and I need to--

SHARON
Lines are down. I can offer you a 
room.

Ira pauses. Shakes off whatever popped into his head.

IRA
I need to use the phone.

SHARON
There ain’t no phone to use. Just 
rooms. If you want to sleep 
outside, be my guest.

IRA
Alright, fine. I’ll take a room.

Sharon turns and takes the only key off the rack behind her.

SHARON
Just one room left. Number--

IRA
Twenty three.

SHARON
That’s the one.

IRA
And you don’t have any other rooms, 
even though there’s not a single 
car here.

SHARON
I said one, and I meant one. You 
don’t like it, sleep outside.

Ira takes the key.

INT. ROOM 23 - NIGHT

The room is just as before. Ira sitting on the side of the 
bed. Looks at the picture of Fadi in his palms.

IRA
If I could do it all over again... 
I’ll never be the father you 
deserve.
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He puts the picture back in his wallet. Turns off the light. 
And lays down.

INT. ROOM 23 - LATER

Ira’s eyes dart open at a knock at the door.

He grabs his gun and peeks out the curtains.

Abe and Sam standing on the other side of the door.

Ira moves to the door, cracks it open. He cocks the hammer 
right in front of Sam and Abe’s eyes. They both put their 
hands up.

IRA
The fuck do you want?

ABE
We’re here to give you a lift.

SAM
Somewhere you can stay.

Ira looks at both of them. Something in the back of his head 
he just can’t put together right now.

INT. CROWN VICTORIA - NIGHT

Sam and Abe up front. Ira looking out the window in the back. 
He stares up into the sky.

IRA
Is there some unique geographical 
shit in this area that blocks out 
the stars?

Neither of them reply.

IRA (CONT’D)
Like, the aurora or something?

Ira trains his attention from outside to the duo up front.

IRA (CONT’D)
Guys?

The car pulls into the front drive of a two wing mansion. The 
same mansion as before.
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INT. MANSION - NIGHT

The party is in full swing. People everywhere. Drugs. Booze. 
Two people having sex on a pool table. 

Abe and Same lead, Ira one step behind them. 

The woman in lingerie from before walks in front of Ira, a 
sultry grin on her lips.

WOMAN IN LENGERIE
Long time...

Ira stops.

WOMAN IN LENGERIE (CONT’D)
My offer still stands.

She raises a suggestive brow before sauntering off.

Abe grabs Ira’s shoulder and pulls him along. 

INT. BACK GALLERY - NIGHT

The double doors open. Abe and Sam enter, Ira right behind.

The room looks just as it did before. Luke standing in the 
middle, this time already facing the door.

LUKE
Ira Black. The man himself.

IRA
We know each other?

LUKE
In a manner of speaking.

Luke walks over and extends his hand. 

LUKE (CONT’D)
Luke Saligia.

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

IRA
Not interested in a handshake. How 
do you know who I am?

10.



LUKE
Avarita and I are old friends. He 
said he hasn’t been able to get in 
touch with you. Thought you might 
still be in my area. 

Luke walks toward the couch. Ira follows. They both take a 
seat.

LUKE (CONT’D)
I heard about a broken down car a 
few miles from here. Put two and 
two together...

IRA
He called you?

LUKE
Before the lines went down.

Ira looks away, thinking.

LUKE (CONT’D)
Is something wrong?

IRA
No... it’s just, I’m getting this 
really weird deja vu.

Luke looks over to Sam and Abe, not really with any sense of 
urgency, then back to Ira.

IRA (CONT’D)
Look, don’t worry about it. So 
what’s the deal? You’re not just 
offering me a place to stay.

LUKE
How would you like to make some 
extra money while I fix your car?

Ira pauses, giving Luke a solid stare, eyes thin.

IRA
I’d figure a guy like you already 
had someone for this type of thing. 

Luke leans back on the couch.

LUKE
I did, but was forced to sever that 
relationship after they had a 
change of heart. You interested?
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IRA
I got one rule--

LUKE
No kids.

Ira gives Luke a hard stare again.

IRA
Yeah. So what’s the job?

LUKE
A band named Superbia is playing at 
the at club out in Las Vegas 
tonight. The lead singer, Dominic 
Ross, owes me something.

IRA
What’s that?

LUKE
Something I’d prefer not to 
disclose.

IRA
Then forget that I asked. Security?

LUKE
Light. A guard here and there. I 
don’t see you having a problem 
getting to him.

IRA
And you need this done tonight?

LUKE
The band leaves for Phoenix 
tomorrow.

Ira stands up, Luke follows.

IRA
And you’ll have my cr fixed by the 
time I get back.

LUKE
Running like new.

IRA
Alright.

Ira extends his hand and they shake. Ira heads to the door.
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LUKE
One more thing.

Ira stops.

LUKE (CONT’D)
Dominic has a purple guitar pick in 
his wallet. It’s important that you 
bring this back for me.

IRA
You’re a strange dude Luke.

LUKE
You have no idea.

Ira leaves and Sam and Abe shut the doors.

EXT. LONELY STRETCH OF ROAD - NIGHT

Ira, driving the Land Rover, passes the same things as the 
last time he left the mansion.

Past Motel Sheol. Parking lot still empty. 

Past the tow truck pulling his broken car onto the flatbed.

Past the flaming car on the side of the road.

And just as before, as he follows the road around a curve the 
night sky gives way to the moon, stars, clouds, and Vegas.

IRA
...Just around the corner.

INT. AGING CONCERT HALL - NIGHT

Every inch of the dance floor is crammed full of sweaty, 
coked out HIPSTERS. They sway in unison, singing along, as 
SUPERBIA rocks out up on the stage.

Ira at the bar in the back watching--

DOMINIC ROSS (20s), pale, shirt hangs off his nearly 
emaciated body, eyes closed, pour his heart out into the mic.

DOMINIC
My choice, my life, my death, my 
fight. It all comes apart in the 
end.
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The song ends and the fans go crazy.

Dominic’s eyes open and find Ira staring right back at him.

The rest of Superbia comes up front, grabbing Dominic, and 
bowing for the crowd. With some waves and fan fair, they make 
their way off stage.

INT. REAR STAGE HALLWAY - NIGHT

A few ROADIES mill about tending to their equipment. Too busy 
to notice Ira.

He makes his way through the labyrinth of boxes, wires, and 
crates.

Ira passes the three other MEMBERS OF SUPERBIA, booze in 
hand. Only thing missing are the groupies, no doubt on their 
way.

DRUMMER
We are missing out on so much ass 
because of Dominic.

LEAD GUITARIST
Worst thing we ever did was that 
church gig man.

DRUMMER
Fucking pussy flopping around 
everywhere. And our front is in his 
dressing room reading the bible.

BASSIST
We need a new singer bro.

The trio rounds the corner and disappears.

Ira makes his way to the door end of the hallway. The name 
plate just says Dominic. 

Ira opens the door.

INT. DRESSING ROOM - NIGHT

The room no bigger than a walk in closet. Mirror. Chair. 
Dominic sits looking down at the rosary in his hands.

DOMINIC
I knew.
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Dominic looks up, looking back at Ira through the mirror.

DOMINIC (CONT’D)
As soon as I opened my eyes I knew.

He shakes his head slowly, coming to grips with what’s about 
to happen.

DOMINIC (CONT’D)
I thought maybe I’d done enough. 
Faith. Redemption. Salvation. 

IRA
You ready?

Dominic looks down again, the beads passing between his 
fingers one by one.

DOMINIC
Is anyone?

IRA
No.

Dominic turns, looks Ira in the face. Studies him.

DOMINIC
That’s not the face of a killer. 
That’s the face of an accountant. A 
husband. A father. Not a killer.

Ira raises his silenced gun.

IRA
Sure it is.

He fires a round into Dominic’s forehead. His body falls back 
and then slumps to the ground. 

Ira stares at Dominic’s dead body for a good long while. 
Something churning behind Ira’s eyes. Thoughts. Deep ones.

He naps out of it and picks up the shell casing.

Ira takes a purple guitar pic out of Dominic’s wallet. 

INT. MANSION - DAY

Ira walks through the mansion. Empty and silent, save for the 
occasional ping from the back gallery.
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INT. BACK GALLERY - DAY

Ira snaps the guitar pic on the desk.

IRA
It’s done.

Luke takes a swing and sends a golf ball flying.

IRA (CONT’D)
The car ready?

Luke sets the golf club against a bannister and walks in from 
the balcony.

LUKE
I’m afraid not.

IRA
I’ve got to get the fuck out of 
this town. I’ll take the Land 
Rover. 

Ira heads for the door.

IRA (CONT’D)
Avarita will cover getting it back. 
We can deal with the money later.

Luke smiles.

LUKE
Why not stay? Is there something 
you need to get back for?

IRA
If I leave now I might still make 
it to--

Ira stops. 

LUKE
To what?

IRA
To... to...

Ira can’t remember.

LUKE
Why don’t you sit down. Relax. You 
sound tired.
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Luke snaps his fingers.

Abe and Sam step into the room. They each grab a door.

IRA
Fuck relaxing. I’m getting the hell 
out of--

Abe and Sam pulls the doors and they slam shut--

INT. MERCEDES - NIGHT 

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

EXT. DARK STRETCH OF HIGHWAY - NIGHT 

The S Class swerves from the road, careening into a dirt 
field. It hits a hard bump and then grinds to a stop.

INT. MERCEDES - NIGHT 

Ira’s sits. Not startled. Not spooked. Just still. His 
breaths slow. Deliberate

EXT. MERCEDES - NIGHT

Ira drops the hood closed. He looks up into the sky. Just 
darkness.

EXT. MOTEL SHEOL - NIGHT

Ira walks toward the lonely motel.

INT. MOTEL SHEOL - LOBBY - NIGHT

Ira staring face to face with Sharon.

IRA
Phone lines down?

SHARON
Yup.

IRA
Room twenty three available?
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SHARON
Yup.

Sharon takes the key off the board behind her, sets it on the 
counter.

Ira looks her over, long and hard. Studying her face. The 
wrinkles. The hair line. Her lips. Yellowed teeth. The long 
nose hairs flipping about with each breath.

IRA
You work here long?

SHARON
Long enough. 

IRA
Define long enough.

Sharon isn’t into a Q&A tonight.

SHARON
You want the room or not?

Ira stares right at her. His eyes tense. Lips slightly 
puckered. Anger building.

IRA
I could kill you right now. Shoot 
you right in the fucking forehead. 

SHARON
Your point?

IRA
I know you. The yellow teeth. Face 
like a prune. Shit attitude. 

Ira takes the key.

IRA (CONT’D)
If I meet you again.

Ira points his hand at her like a gun. Pulls the pretend 
trigger.

INT. ROOM 23 - NIGHT

Ira sitting on the side of the bed. Gun in his hands. He 
drops the clip, and slides it back in. Repeating ad nauseam. 
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He set his gun down and takes out his wallet. Searching. 
Whatever he expects to be there isn’t.

IRA
This isn’t right.

A knock at the door.

Ira gets up and cracks it open.

Standing on the other side are Abe and Sam.

INT. MANSION - NIGHT

Same as before, a giant party raging on. 

Ira follows Abe and Sam toward the back. The woman in 
lengerie saunters past him. She grabs his ass.

WOMAN IN LENGERIE
Still waiting for you to puts that 
ass to use.

She winks and sways away.

Abe tries to grab Ira on the shoulder, but Ira swipes Abe’s 
hand away.

IRA
Fuck off.

Ira watches her walk away. She looks back over her shoulder. 
Then it happens--

A quick flash. Her skin black. Eyes red. A negative of what 
should be in front of his eyes.

It’s over in a blink.

Ira rubs his eyes. He looks back at the woman. She offers 
back a sly grin, lets it linger for a moment, then slips away 
around the corner.

INT. BACK GALLERY - NIGHT

Luke smiles as he looks at Ira standing in the doorway. As if 
he’s about to greet an old friend. 

LUKE
My black knight.
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Ira walks past him. He wanders through the gallery, taking in 
the artwork.

Luke looks disappointed.

LUKE (CONT’D)
Guess I’ll pass on the 
pleasantries. 

Luke sits on the couch, studying Ira, not pressing the issue 
at hand.

IRA
You got a name?

LUKE
Luke Saligia.

Ira points along the wall.

IRA
You put all this together yourself?

LUKE
I get a lot of enjoyment out of 
collecting things that interest me.

Ira stops to look at a painting of a dark gate covered in 
vines. An eerie castle off on the horizon.

Luke takes note.

LUKE (CONT’D)
One of my favorite pieces. It’s 
called “The Gates of Heaven.”

Ira doesn’t look impressed. He continues on through the 
gallery.

IRA
We know each other...

LUKE
Are you asking if we’ve met before?

IRA
I’m not asking. I know.

Luke stretches out on the couch, feet up on the table, arms 
along the top of the sofa in a Christ pose.

IRA (CONT’D)
How do you know Avarita?
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LUKE
Old business partners. Still do 
business on occasion. I get out to 
L.A. a few times a year. Maybe we 
met at one of his parties.

IRA
Maybe...

Ira’s finger traces long the body curves of a female figure 
carved out of marble. 

IRA (CONT’D)
But we both know that’s not it.

Luke watches him carefully. 

A uneasy tension in the air. It hovers for a moment. Leaving 
either of the pair unsure where this is going to go.

Ira decides he’s had enough.

IRA (CONT’D)
Let’s cut the shit. 

He walks over to the couch and takes a seat.

IRA (CONT’D)
What’s the job?

LUKE
Club owner on the strip. Way behind 
in payments. I’m tired of listening 
to his excuses. And frankly my 
patience has run out.

Luke crosses his legs.

LUKE (CONT’D)
Go have a chat with him for me. By 
the time you get back I’ll have 
your car fixed. And a nice present 
for you in the glove box.

IRA
This club got a name?

LUKE
Invidia.

Ira gets up and starts to walk toward the door. 
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LUKE (CONT’D)
So is that a yes?

IRA
Make sure my car’s fixed by the 
time I get back.

Luke smiles, then raises a brow.

LUKE
Ira, one more thing...

Ira stops, but doesn’t turn around.

LUKE (CONT’D)
The owner, Dimitris, he’s got a 
diamond studded money clip. Bring 
it back for me.

IRA
You collect some weird shit Luke. 

LUKE
If not me, who?

Ira leaves and Abe and Sam shut the door.

EXT. PARKING LOT - NIGHT

The Land Rover sits idle in the corner of the lot. Ira walks 
away. The thumping bass from club Invidia across the street.

INT. INVIDIA - NIGHT

A thin and nearly nude FEMALE MODEL poses inside a glass 
cage. Ira passes by, and into the hull of the club.

High arched ceilings. Gothic themed structures. It’s as if 
St. Peter’s Basicalla and Daft Punk gave birth to a night 
club.

Ira scans the club.

He spots a MAN IN A WHITE SUIT lead two CLUB SKANKS, skin 
tight skirts barely covering their ass cheeks, up a flight up 
stairs and out of sight. 

Bingo.
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INT. CLUB OFFICE - NIGHT

Eyes closed, sitting in a chair, the man in the white suit 
has a giant, relaxed, ear to ear grin. 

The man is middle aged, maybe in his forties, orange more so 
than tan, thinning black hair spiked in a faux hawk.

VOICE (O.C.)
You close?

The man’s eyes dart open. Across the room, standing in front 
of the door is Ira.

MAN IN WHITE SUIT
The fuck?

IRA
Because you’re not going to get 
another chance.

Two girls come out from underneath the desk in front of the 
man. It’s the skanks from the stairwell.

SKANK
Dimitris?

Dimitris scoots back from the desk, pulls his pants up and 
zips his fly.

DIMITRIS
Get out of here.

SKANK
Hey, fuck you Dimitris! Come on 
Tiffani!

The skank grabs the arm of her friend and they rush out of 
the room. No so much as looking at Ira as they pass.

Ira watches as they slam the door, then turns his attention 
back to Dimitris.

IRA
Know why I’m here?

DIMITRIS
I got an idea.
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IRA
Good. We gonna do this quick, or 
did you want to try your hand at 
begging and pleading first?

Dimitris goes to stand. Ira raises his gun up, a subtle shake 
of his head.

IRA (CONT’D)
Tsk, tsk.

DIMITRIS
Relax. Just getting a smoke.

Dimitris stands up and pulls out the desk drawer. Two packs 
of Marlboro reds. A lighter. A black Colt Detective Special.

He removes a cigarette and lights it up. He tilts the box 
toward Ira.

IRA
I’m good.

Dimitris tosses the box down into the drawer and takes a long 
drag, sure to blow the smoke out toward Ira.

DIMITRIS
This is all bullshit, you know.

IRA
It always is.

DIMITRIS
He wants me pushing smack on these 
girls. String them out. Then 
setting them up in his little whore 
house, fuck up, fetish club, 
whatever the fuck he wants to 
fucking call them. Bullshit.

Dimitris starts to unravel. His eyes darting around. Voice 
starting to crack. Ira watches as Dimitris comes to grip with 
the end of his life.

DIMITRIS (CONT’D)
And when I tell him the heat is on 
my ass, does he fucking care? Fuck 
no he doesn’t! It’s fucking 
bullshit, God damn it, bullshit!

Dimitris takes another drag of his cigarette.
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DIMITRIS (CONT’D)
I can still get him the girls. Can 
you tell him that? I can still get 
them, fucked up six was till 
Sunday. I just need some time for 
this to blow over. You know, cool 
down?

Dimitris looks at Ira, waiting for some kind of indication 
he’s got a shot at talking his way out of this.

DIMITRIS (CONT’D)
I mean, you look like a business 
man. You understand these kinds of 
things, right?

IRA
Sure, look, I don’t really care 
about all this. Girls. Smack. 
Fetish clubs. Whatever. Finish that 
smoke so we can get this over with.

Dimitris smirks, shaking his head.

DIMITRIS
You got no idea who you’re working 
for, do you?

IRA
I work exclusively for the worst of 
the worst.

It hits hard.

Ira grabs his head in sudden, piercing pain. 

Flashes of him saying the same thing to Merrick. Flashes of 
Dominic. The hotel. Fadi. Catherine. Everything.

Spotting his opening, Dimitris grabs the Colt and opens fire.

All six rounds slam into the wall behind Ira. None hitting 
their mark.

Dimitris can’t believe it.

Ira opens his eyes, the pain subsiding. He looks behind him 
at the fresh holes in the wall. Then looks back at Dimitris.

Dimitris looks down at his gun, still smoking.

DIMITRIS
I don’t--
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Ira points his Glock at Dimitris.

DIMITRIS (CONT’D)
Wait--

BANG!

Dimitris falls back into is chair, the gun sliding from his 
hands and onto the floor.

INT. BACK GALLERY - DAY

A diamond studded money clip is gently set down on the desk.

BALCONY

Luke tee’s off and smacks a ball far off into the canyon. 

IRA (O.C.)
It’s done.

Luke relaxes from his follow through.

BACK GALLERY

When Luke turns to head back inside he’s greeted by the 
barrel of Ira’s Glock.

IRA (CONT’D)
We've already had this 
conversation. I've been here. I've 
worked for you. Now start talking.

Luke sighs, looking neither intimidated or worried.

LUKE
You gonna lower that?

IRA
Start. Talking.

Luke plays along, as if all of this is nothing but a 
formality.

LUKE
Sam and Abe found you unconscious 
in your car. Brought you back here. 
We found the number for Avarita in 
your wallet. Just so happened I’ve 
worked with him. He told me to look 
after you, so I am.
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IRA
Nice story. 

Ira cocks the hammer.

IRA (CONT’D)
One more chance.

Luke is losing his patience.

LUKE
Seriously?

He points over to the couch.

LUKE (CONT’D)
Ira, sit down. You’re stressed. 
Tired. Haven’t slept. Head full of 
crazies right now. You want me to 
wake up one of the sluts? How about 
that one with the huge tits? Let 
her fuck your brains out?

Luke thrusts his hips forward, like he’s hitting it doggy 
style, nodding enthusiastically.

BANG!

Ira sends one bullet screaming past Luke’s head.

IRA
Next one removes your face.

Luke still isn’t scared.

IRA (CONT’D)
Bring my car around.

LUKE
It isn’t ready.

IRA
Then I’ll take yours.

Luke watches as Sam and Abe walk into the gallery.

LUKE
I’m afraid that’s not possible.

Off Luke’s glance Ira looks over to see the goons walk 
through the doorway. Somehow, Luke is already standing behind 
them and in the hallway.
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Ira can’t believe it.

LUKE (CONT’D)
You really should stay a while.

And with that, Sam and Abe shut the door.

SLAM!
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