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INT. MERCEDES - NIGHT 

Ira’s eye snap open. Bright lights of the oncoming semi. He 
cuts the wheel. Just like every other time--

EXT. DARK STRETCH OF HIGHWAY - NIGHT

Except this time, the car manages to stay on the road. 

INT. MERCEDES - NIGHT

Ira fights with the wheel. One final tug. The car rights 
itself. Now under his full control.

EXT. DARK STRETCH OF HIGHWAY - NIGHT

The S Class comes to a stop in the middle of the road.

INT. MERCEDES - NIGHT

Ira’s eyes thin, angry. He revs the engine.

IRA
You want to play a game?

Ira revs the engine again.

IRA (CONT’D)
I’ll play your game.

Ira revs the engine again.

IRA (CONT’D)
And I will end it.

Irs shifts into drive.

EXT. DARK STRETCH OF HIGHWAY - NIGHT

A cloud of smoke engulfs the rear end of the S Class until it 
races off down the high way.

EXT. MOTEL SHEOL - NIGHT

The S Class comes to a stop under the flickering neon sign.



INT. MOTEL SHEOL - LOBBY - NIGHT

Ira taps on the bell repeatedly.

No signs of Sharon. 

He holds up his finger, remembering something. 

Ira turns his attention from the desk. He peers into the 
lobby. Turns back around. Sharon now behind the desk.

SHARON
Yes?

Ira takes out his Glock and shoots her in the forehead. She 
falls to the ground 

IRA
First move.

He hops the counter and grabs the key for room 23. 

INT. UTILITY SHED - NIGHT

Ira opens up the door to a utility shed. Shovels. Signs. A 
rubber hose. A few gas cans. 

EXT. MOTEL SHEOL - NIGHT

Ira dousing various areas of the motel in gas. 

When he’s done, he tosses one of the gas can through the 
window of the lobby.

LATER

Abe and Sam pull up in their Crown Victoria. 

The entire complex is on fire. Ira sits on the hood of his 
car in the middle of the parking lot. He’s literally 
surrounded by fire.

The Crown Victoria come to a stop in front of him. Abe and 
Sam exit. For the first time, they look a little shaken, some 
hesitations in their voices.

ABE
You Ira Black?
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IRA
Spot on.

Ira hops off the hood of the car.

SAM
You should come with us.

IRA
I think I’ll fly solo this time.

In a flash, Ira has his gun out. Plugs Abe with several shots 
to the chest. Sam’s face full of confusion.

SAM
But--

A bullet tears though his forehead. Sam’s body hits the 
ground with a thud.

Ira lowers his gun.

IRA
Second move.

EXT. MANSION - NIGHT

Ira gets out of the S Class. Cocks his gun. Heads inside.

INT. MANSION - NIGHT

The party in full swing, just like always. Ira walks into the 
middle of a group of people, hold his Glock over his head, 
and fires off two rounds.

People scream and scurry for cover. Some head out the front 
entrance. Others disappear behind doorways. The hallway falls 
silent.

Ira lowers his arm. A smirk...

The moment broken by the approaching sound of high heels 
striking the marble floors. Around the corner comes the Woman 
in Lingerie. 

She stops in the middle of the hallway, hand on her hip.

WOMAN IN LENGERIE
My, my, you get cranky when you 
don’t get laid. 
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Come with me to my room. I can help 
relieve some of that tension. 

IRA
I know what you are.

She laughs.

WOMAN IN LENGERIE
You think you do. But you don’t. 
Wanna tie me up, pretend to be my 
sugar daddy?

She twists her bra straps around her fingers.

IRA
This ain’t Pretty Woman. 

She scoffs, almost offended.

WOMAN IN LENGERIE
I’m no whore.

IRA
Exactly.

Ira shoots her in the stomach. She stumbles back. Grabs at 
her gut. Blood covering her hands.

WOMAN IN LENGERIE
How--

Ira plugs her again in the chest. She falls to the ground, 
wreathing in pain.

Ira stands over her, watching her die. Her face contorts. Her 
skin turns dark. Hands wrinkle. As her last breath rattles 
out she’s no more a woman...

IRA
Third move.

She’s a the carcass of a dead demon. A succubus.

He heads toward the familiar doors of the back gallery. Grabs 
the handles. Goes to push the doors open... but stops.

----------THIS NEEDS TO BE REFERENCED EACH TIME-------

Ira turns around. Looks at the door labeled “Private.” A 
quick glance back at the double doors, then he goes for it.
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INT. PRIVATE ROOM - NIGHT

The door opens and Ira’s eyes scan what’s inside. His face 
drops in awe and bewilderment.

It’s a hallway that goes on literally forever, disappearing 
into the horizon. Lined on each side of glass trophy cases.

He walks down the hallway, looking from one trophy cases to 
the next. Shelves full of stuff. Necklaces. Pictures. Rings. 
Stones. Baseball cards. A name plate in front of each.

One of the trophy cases is open. Ira stops to take a closer 
look. On the middle shelf he spots them. A pewter statue of 
an angel. A purple guitar pick. A diamond studded money clip.

In the middle of them an empty space. The name plate 
Cleopatra in front of it.

LUKE
What the fuck is this place?

Luke takes a step back. One more glance down the hallway. He 
heads toward the door.

INT. BACK GALLERY - NIGHT

The doors to the gallery swing open. Ira moves in. Gun 
trained on the target straight ahead of him.

Luke stands in the middle of the gallery. Brandy glass cusped 
in his hands.

LUKE
What are you doing?

IRA
Playing your game.

LUKE
This isn’t the routine.

IRA
Fuck the routine.

Ira pulls the hammer back on his Glock.

LUKE
What? You gonna shoot me? 
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IRA
That’s the idea.

LUKE
Then go ahead--

Luke raises his arms parallel to the floor. He drops the 
glass. It shatters. Brandy soaking into the rug.

LUKE (CONT’D)
Fire away.

IRA
My pleasure.

Ira fires.

Nothing. Luke isn’t even fazed.

Ira fires again. 

Still nothing. Luke lowers his arms.

LUKE
Come on. Don’t stop now.

Ira empties his clip, but nothing connects. The bullets 
simply slam into the wall behind Luke.

Luke looks back at the wall, then over to Ira.

LUKE (CONT’D)
Remind you of anything?

Ira’s speechless.

IRA
I... how...

LUKE
I need you to take care of someone 
for me. Will you do that?

IRA
The hell with you.

Luke’s face tightens. His lips pucker. Angry. 

LUKE
Alright. A reminder it is.

Luke snaps his fingers--
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The entirety of the office gives way to nothing but--

BLACKNESS

In every direction.

A sole light source overhead. A spotlight. It pours down on 
Ira and Luke from an infinite distance away.

LUKE (CONT’D)
You are mine. You will do as your 
told.

Luke holds his hand up, palm facing out. Ira is pushed back 
by an unseen force a good 20 feet.

LUKE (CONT’D)
Do you understand?

Ira gets to his feet.

IRA
No hablo inglés.

Luke holds up his hand again. Just as before Ira is thrown 
back.

But Ira doesn’t have a chance to land on the ground this 
time. Luke appears behind him, hand held up, and sends Ira 
flying in the other direction.

Again, Luke appears in front of Ira’s path. He punches Ira in 
the stomach. 

Ira falls to the ground, clutching his gut, and gasping for 
breath.

LUKE
You want to be smart? I’ll show you 
smart.

Luke points at Ira, then darts his finger around. Everywhere 
Luke points, Ira is thrown. When he’s done, Luke points up, 
then quickly at the ground. Ira is slammed into the floor.

LUKE (CONT’D)
I gave you a chance. Put my faith 
in you. And you blew it. So I’ll 
tell you one more time, you got a 
new job to do.

Battered, Ira sits up.
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IRA
I’m done working for you.

LUKE
Really?

Luke snaps his fingers.

Another light shines down from somewhere above. Underneath 
the light are Fadi and Catherine. Each tied to a chair and 
blindfolded. Mr. Avarita and two goons stand behind them.

Catherine weeps.

FADI
Dad?

Ira crawls toward Luke.

IRA
No.

LUKE
Oh, very much yes.

Luke snaps his fingers again.

Mr. Avarita nods. He points to one of the goons. They takes a 
gun out of their jacket and shoot Catherine in the head.

IRA
Catherine! You son of a bitch.

Her body falls limp in the chair. Seemingly gallons of blood 
oozing from her wound.

Fadi screams.

FADI
Daddy!

The man with the gun walks over to Fadi. Puts the gun to his 
temple. Pulls back the hammer.

IRA
Please. No. Stop. Don’t shoot my 
son. Please. I’ll do it. I swear. 
I’ll do whatever you want. 

Luke walks over, kneels down in front of Ira. 

LUKE
Of course you will.
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He pats him on the cheek, then snaps his fingers, and 
suddenly they’re back in the--

INT. BACK GALLERY - NIGHT

Ira and Luke in the middle of the room. As if nothing 
happened.

LUKE
We’ll try this again. I need you to 
take care of someone for me.

Ira, solemn, defeated, gives in.

IRA
Where?

LUKE
Caelum Tower. Last name’s Blue. 
First name--

Ira walks toward the door. 

LUKE (CONT’D)
And Ira?

Ira stops. 

LUKE (CONT’D)
I need her red lipstick.

Ira goes to say something, but bites his tongue and leaves.

EXT. CAELUM TOWER APARTMENTS - NIGHT

Ira looks up at a thirty story apartment building from the 
parking lot.

INT. CAELUM TOWER APARTMENTS - LOBBY - NIGHT

Ira looks at the names listed on the lobby register. He finds 
and entry for: BLUE, CLEOPATRA - 2300.

INT. ELEVATOR - NIGHT

Ira rides the elevator up. Suddenly he’s struck by massive 
head pain. He grabs the sides of his head. Falls to his 
knees.
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A SERIES OF FLASHES

Fadi looking at Ira from across the table in the diner.

FADI
I think you’re a good dad.

Fadi rolling over in his bed.

FADI (CONT’D)
I wish one time that reason was me.

Catherine standing in the doorway.

CATHERINE
That thing about the lawyers... 

She throws her wedding ring at Ira.

CATHERINE (CONT’D)
You should get one.

DING!

BACK TO SCENE

Ira’s eyes jolt open as he’s snapped back to reality. The 
pain in his head evaporates. 

The elevator doors slide open. Ira stands up. Rubs his eyes. 
Steadies himself. He takes a deep breath and exits the 
elevator into--

INT. FLOOR 23 HALLWAY - NIGHT

He’s slow. Paced. Checking each room number. Listening for 
any sound. The notion anyone else is around.

All he finds is silence.

Ira stops at apartment 2300. Checks the door. It’s unlocked. 
Goes inside.

INT. APARTMENT 2323 - NIGHT

The inside is completely white. Floor. Walls. Furniture. 
Spotless. Sterile. Ira in stark contrast against everything.

He moves into the living room. A WOMAN in a blue dress on the 
couch. She’s bent over the coffee table. Cuts up a line of 
cocaine. Snorts it back. 
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She tilts her head back, eyes closed. Ira gets his first good 
look at her. CLEOPATRA BLUE (20s), dark hair, thin, pearl 
white skin.

Cleopatra opens her bloodshot eyes. Her gaze locks with Ira. 
She spots his gun trained on her. She smirks.

CLEOPATRA
Blow?

She points to two other lines on the table.

IRA
No.

She stands up, her tall slender frame barely hidden behind 
the elegant blue evening gown.

CLEOPATRA
I guess it’s time.

IRA
For what?

CLEOPATRA
For me to die.

Cleopatra walks over to the balcony. Pulls open the sliding 
glass door. Walks out. Ira follows.

BALCONY

She leans against the railing, taking in the amazing view of 
downtown Las Vegas. 

Ira leans against the railing next to her.

CLEOPATRA (CONT’D)
All I ever wanted was to walk the 
runway in Paris. 

She looks down, her mind aflutter with memories.

CLEOPATRA (CONT’D)
I young. Naive. I never realized he 
was serious.

Ira perks up.

IRA
Who?
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Cleopatra looks at Ira. Her gaze enough to let him realize he 
already knows the answer.

IRA (CONT’D)
Luke Saligia...

CLEOPATRA
He was handsome. Smart. 
Sophisticated. He knew everyone. 
And everyone knew him.

IRA
What did he offer you?

CLEOPATRA
The same thing he promised all the 
girls. He’d make me rich. Famous. A 
world class model.

Her eyes drift off and over the city again.

CLEOPATRA (CONT’D)
He only asked for two things in 
return. A cut of my earnings...

She stops.

IRA
What else?

A subtle shake of her head.

IRA (CONT’D)
What else did he ask for?

CLEOPATRA
No.

Ira grabs her by the shoulders. 

IRA
You have to tell me. What else did 
he ask for?

Cleopatra looks down. A faint mumble of an answer.

IRA (CONT’D)
What? Tell me!

Cleopatra starts crying.

CLEOPATRA
My soul. He wanted my soul.
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Ira’s lets go of her. He takes a step back.

CLEOPATRA (CONT’D)
How could I know what he was? That 
he was serious? I couldn’t even 
read it.

She wipes a tear from her eye.

CLEOPATRA (CONT’D)
By the time I realized, it was 
already too late. I’d signed the 
contract.

Ira’s growls. His face starts to boil with anger.

CLEOPATRA (CONT’D)
He said that when he’s ready to 
collect, he’d send someone. I 
wouldn’t know them. I wouldn’t hear 
them. But when I saw them I’d know 
it was time to die.

She swallows.

CLEOPATRA (CONT’D)
And that’s the first thing I 
thought when I looked up at you.

Ira tenses his jaw. His eyes dart around. Searching. 
Thinking. 

CLEOPATRA (CONT’D)
Are you going to kill me?

IRA
No.

Ira puts his gun away.

IRA (CONT’D)
But I need to see that contract.

CLEOPATRA
It’s on the table.

Ira heads inside, leaving Cleopatra on the balcony alone.

DINING AREA

Ira walks over to the table. The contract stares back at him. 
He flips through the pages. Eyes scanning the lines. 
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It’s all legalese. Client detals. Revenue formulas. Terms and 
conditions. He flips to the final page. 

The last section, right above the signature lines, is text 
he’s never seen before. Symbols. Pictographs. Lettering that 
appears like a combination of Greek, Cyrillic, and Sanskrit. 

IRA
Son of a bitch.

He stuffs the contract into his pocket.

Ira turns to go back to the balcony. He spots Cleopatra 
standing on the railing. Her balance questionable at best. 

IRA (CONT’D)
Get off the rail.

She holds her arms out parallel to the railing.

CLEOPATRA
If I kill myself, he can’t have me.

IRA
You don’t know that.

Ira takes a step toward her.

CLEOPATRA
Thank you.

She tilts back and is gone.

Ira rushes to the balcony.

IRA
No!

He looks over the railing right as her body smashes into a 
car parked below.

IRA (CONT’D)
God damn it!

Ira pounds on the railing. He heads for the front door. Grabs 
the handle, but stops.

A single, silver stick of red lipstick rests the foyer table. 
Ira picks it up. Studies it. Mid adrift for a second.

He sets it down and leaves.
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EXT. CAELUM TOWER APARTMENTS - NIGHT

A small crowd has already gathered around the car. An 
approaching siren in the background.

Ira exits the apartment complex. He walks over to the crowd 
of people. He gets one last glance at Cleopatra’s face. It 
looks calm, peaceful. 

IRA 
I hope you’re right.

Ira walks away.

INT. BACK GALLERY - NIGHT

Two chairs in front of a lit fireplace. Luke in one, eyes 
focuses on the dancing flames. The other chair sits empty.

Ira walks into the room, cautious.

LUKE
Have a seat.

Luke’s hand peaks out from above the back of his chair.

Ira walks over and takes a seat.

LUC
Where is it?

IRA
She’s dead.

LUC
I didn’t ask you if she’s dead. 

Luc leans over, eyes thin, piercing white teeth peaking out 
from behind his scowl.

LUC (CONT’D)
Your job was to bring me back her 
stick of red lipstick.

IRA
She jumped out of a fucking window. 
Sorry it slipped my mind.

Luc growls deep and beast like. 
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LUC
That little prick has her. Or did. 
Probably recycled her by now. That 
little fucker has been a real pain 
in my ass. You need to go take care 
of this. Now.

IRA
I could really use a few hours to--

The room cuts to blackness again. An orange glow from flames 
somewhere off on the horizon.

LUKE
Let me make something clear, you do 
what I say, when I say it. I run 
you. I own you. There is no debate. 
You work until I say stop. You kill 
until I say stop.

Luke bridges his hands and leans forward in his chair.

IRA
And if you don’t, your son dies. 
Just like your cunt wife.

Ira isn’t putting up any resistance.

IRA (CONT’D)
Yeah... yeah, no... I understand. 

The room returns to normal. Ira and Luke once again looking 
at the fireplace in front of them.

LUKE
East side of town. Zhuanshi 
Shipping. Big ass warehouse. But 
you’re only gonna find one person 
there. And I want you to kill him. 

EXT. ZHUANSHI SHIPPING - NIGHT

A large warehouse complex sits isolated. Other commerce and 
industry nearby relegated to some screen signs and flood 
lights. 

Ira stands in front of the Land Rover peering at the giant 
Zhuanshi Shipping sign over the front entrance.
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INT. ZHUANSHI SHIPPING - LOBBY - NIGHT

Dark and quiet. A simple couch. File cabinet. A table lamp 
flickers in the corner. Ira slowly moves toward the doorway, 
Glock at the ready.

He opens the door a crack. Peeks at what’s inside. After a 
moment, he opens the door wide and walks in.

INT. EMPTY WAREHOUSE - NIGHT

Place is big enough for a 747. And barren. The only thing 
inside is a large oriental rug in the middle. 

A FIGURE, wrapped in a crimson and gold robe, kneels in the 
middle of the rug. Their back to the door.

Ira takes aim.

IRA
Hands where I can see them.

The figure holds their arms straight out.

Ira moves closer, starts to circle around.

IRA (CONT’D)
Don’t take this personally. I don’t 
have a choice.

He moves to the front of the figure, getting a glimpse of 
their face for the first time.

It’s the young Asian Boy from the side of the road. Ira isn’t 
sure what to make of it.

BOY
There is always a choice.

The Boy stands up. He walks toward Ira. 

Ira keeps his gun trained on the Boy.

BOY (CONT’D)
Choices determine who we are.

Ira pulls the hammer back. 

With one hand, the Boy helps Ira lower the gun. He reaches 
over and takes Ira’s other hand.
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BOY (CONT’D)
Come.

Everything fades to white.

BOY (V.O.) (CONT’D)
 There is much to talk about.

INT. WHITE ROOM - DAY

Infinite white in every direction. Ira looks around. Just 
empty space. He turns. Nothing. Once more--

And he sees a table. The Boy sits one side and stares back at 
him. A milkshake in front of him. 

Ira walks over and sits down.

IRA
Where are we?

BOY
Somewhere safe.

Ira’s eyes thin.

IRA
Merrick was coming see you, wasn’t 
he? You were going to help him.

The Boy nods.

BOY
Yes.

IRA
He wanted me to come. But I 
wouldn’t go.

BOY
Because you are afraid.

A scene around the table starts to fade in. It’s some sort of 
diner. People. Noises. Windows. 

The Boy leans forward, clasps his hands in front of him.

BOY (CONT’D)
Afraid of the truth.
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Ira takes a moment, looks out one of the newly materialized 
windows. The scene outside eerily familiar. His eyes start to 
tear up. 

IRA
I never missed that semi, did I?

The Boy softly shakes his head.

Ira wipes away some tears.

IRA (CONT’D)
I’m dead.

Ira rubs his red, weary, eyes. He starts to lose it.

IRA (CONT’D)
Jesus, I’m dead. Fuck me. This 
can’t... I’ll never see Fadi again.

The scene has fully faded in. Ira and the Boy are sitting in 
the same-- 

INT. DINER - DAY

That he and Fadi were at the other day. 

The Boy takes Ira’s hands. It seems to calm Ira down.

IRA
Luke said he’d kill my son if I 
didn’t--

BOY
His power does not stretch that 
far. He cannot harm your son... or 
your wife.

Ira’s perks up.

IRA
Catherine’s okay?

BOY
Yes.

Ira takes a second, letting the significance of the moment 
sink in. He regains his composure.

IRA
What is he?
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BOY
Something very old. Evil. 

IRA
And what are you?

BOY
Balance. As there is something like 
him, there is something like me.

Ira takes out the contract from his pocket.

IRA
I found this. 

The Boy looks at it briefly, without picking it up.

BOY
A representation of a choice. When 
souls are not ready to let go, he 
finds them. Just as he found yours. 
For some it is riches. For others 
fame. But none of it is real. And 
when he tires of the charade, he 
sends someone to collect.

IRA
Yeah, and that someone is me. Are 
there others? 

BOY
There have been. 

IRA
Merrick.

The Boy nods.

Ira smirks.

IRA (CONT’D)
Son of a bitch had me take out his 
dirty laundry before I even got 
started.

BOY
That is the cycle. There can be 
only one collector at a time.

Ira looks around, taking in the surreal nature of their 
setting.
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IRA
None of this is real.

BOY
A creation of your soul. A dream 
world what could have been. Of what 
you want.

Ira makes the connection.

IRA
Each time he sent me to Vegas, I 
was actually going into their 
worlds. Their dreams.

BOY
Yes.

IRA
They were all dead too. 

Something clicks in Ira’s head.

IRA (CONT’D)
What about the girl? She jumped 
before I could--

BOY
She has moved on.

IRA
You helped her, didn’t you?

BOY
Yes.

Ira leans back, looks at the table in front of him. A cup of 
coffee materializes.

IRA
If this is my creation, I get to 
call the shots.

He picks up the coffee cup, examines it, then takes a sip.

IRA (CONT’D)
So what now?

BOY
You are at the end of your cycle. 
He will replace you soon. You need 
to make a choice.
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A loud CRASH as a busy boy drops a bin of dishes. Ira watches 
as a rogue plate rolls towards his foot. 

He looks up and instead of The Boy, it’s Fadi sitting across 
from him. 

FADI
Do you like your job?

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

EXT. ZHUANSHI SHIPPING - NIGHT

Ira opens his eyes. He’s standing outside of the warehouse. 
The Land Rover idles next to him.

IRA
No, Fadi... I don’t. And I think 
it’s time I quit.

Ira gets into the Land Rover and takes off.
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