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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. 

Still wincing, Fadi follows suit.

A moment later he 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
What, bud?

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. And 
sometimes they don’t want to 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 toward 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)
Working for Mr. Avarita is the one 
thing 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’re you playing?

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 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 is 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 cuts off.

MUSTANG

Ira looks out and up at Catherine.

IRA
Mom doesn’t look too happy.

FADI
She’s probably just mad we’re late.

Fadi gets out.

TOWNHOME

He runs up the sidewalk toward Catherine.

FADI (CONT’D)
Hey mom!
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Catherine stands, revealing a significant baby bump, as Fadi 
heads past her and inside.

Ira saunters up the sidewalk. He’s in no rush to start the 
confrontation about to unfold.

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

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

CATHERINE
It’s never your fault.

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

Catherine’s demeanor doesn’t budge.

CATHERINE
I just want you to act like you 
care, Ira.

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.
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CATHERINE
Walter gave me a job down at his 
law firm. Pays pretty good. So I 
don’t need your help.

Ira crosses his arms and leans against the railing. 

IRA
What is this?

CATHERINE
What’s what?

IRA
Us. This. You. Me. Fadi. The baby. 
Whatever it is we have here.

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

IRA (CONT’D)
It’s been 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 ever 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.
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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. 

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.

IRA
Merrick lives out there. Can’t he 
take care of this?

MR. AVARITA
Haven’t heard from him in weeks. 
He’s your friend, you know how big 
a pain in the ass it is to track 
him down. This needs to be done 
tonight.

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
Guy’s name is Victor Kobolar. I 
need you to remind him of his 
obligations. Standard shit. You 
know the routine. Pete will give 
you the address.

Ira nods and gets up from his chair. 
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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. Fingers for Ira to come over.

He sets the wad of cash down on the desk.

MR. AVARITA
This is two grand.

IRA
You know that I--

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 
Disneyland or some shit. 

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

IRA
I can’t make it to Fadi’s 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 owes it to his son to do 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 Spawn comic.
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Ira peeks into the doorway.

IRA
Hey kiddo.

Fadi turns to look.

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
No. The hot rod is fine.

Ira takes a deep breath and breaks the news.

IRA (CONT’D)
I can’t make it to the game 
tomorrow. 

FADI
But you promised.

IRA
I know.

Fadi pleads. His 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 some reason. 

IRA
I’m sorry.

FADI
I wish one time that reason was me.
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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.

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.
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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. The oval 
shaped pool is 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.

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 Ira’s silenced 9mm Glock. He falls to the ground 
grabbing his leg and screaming in pain.

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

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

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.
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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.

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

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. 
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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.

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 
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...

Mulls something over.

IRA (CONT’D)
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.
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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.

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 hits a hard bump and then grinds to a stop.
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INT. MERCEDES - NIGHT 

Ira’s white knuckles 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. No signal.

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.
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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.

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.
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INT. ROOM 23 - NIGHT 

The room is decorated in two colors, brown and faded brown. A 
black and white TV on the dresser flickers 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. A knock at the door. He quickly pulls 
on some pants and grabs his gun.

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.
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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 
looks out the side window. 

A lone street light up ahead. As the car passes Ira spots 
YOUNG BOY, no older than Fadi, standing underneath. The Boy 
simply watches as the car passes.

Ira looks at The Boy through the back window until he fades 
away into darkness. He turns and settles back into his seat.

Ira 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?

BIG GUY  #2
Somewhere safe.

IRA
And where is that?

BIG GUY  #1
Somewhere you can stay.

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.
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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.

WOMAN IN LINGERIE (CONT’D)
You get a free ride anytime. 
Remember that.

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

She passes by a door that says “PRIVATE.”

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

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.
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In the middle of the room is LUKE. He turns and Ira gets a 
good look at him. Middle aged yet youthful. Flawless skin. 
Shaved head. Lip ring. Ed Hardy t-shirt. Diesel jeans. 

LUKE
Ira Black. 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
Yeah, I like to thrown down. Show 
the kids how to have a proper 
party. You know how that shit goes.

Luke walks over and offers his hand to shake. 

LUKE (CONT’D)
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.

IRA
The goon squad back there mentioned 
something. 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 him get set up in L.A. 
Long story really. 

IRA
Save it. How’d you track me down? 
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LUKE
Avarita called. Said one of his 
boys is in the area and might be in 
trouble. I sent Sam and Abe out to 
take a look. They found your car 
and tracked you to the motel. Can I 
get you a drink?

IRA
I’m fine. Avarita called you?

Luke nods.

IRA (CONT’D)
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. 

IRA (CONT’D)
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. 

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 can fix your car. But it’ll take 
till morning. In the meantime, 
how’d you like to make some 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.
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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. So what’s 
the job?

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

Ira leans forward.

IRA
And you need this done tonight?

LUKE
As soon as possible. It’s a short 
drive back to Vegas. 

IRA
Back to Vegas? We’re in the middle 
of no where.

LUKE
Trust me. It’s just around the 
bend. 

IRA
And when I get back you’ll have the 
car fixed?

LUKE
Running like new.

Luke winks.

Ira mulls it over.

IRA
Alright.

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

LUKE
Ira, one more thing.
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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.

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 a 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.
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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 the 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), slick blonde 
hair, earrings, gaunt and wiry, a 9mm Beretta in his hand.

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

MERRICK
You don’t remember me, do you?
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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.

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.
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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. 

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. 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.
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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.

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

Luke smiles.

LUKE
I don’t think you understand. You 
should sit down and relax.

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.

INT. MERCEDES - NIGHT 

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

He cuts the wheel.

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. 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.
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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 sign. 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.

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.

30.



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
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... 

(sighs)
I’ll never be the father you 
deserve.

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.
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IRA
The fuck do you want?

ABE
We’re here to give you a lift.

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 watches as they pass The Boy underneath the street light 
again. Just as before, Ira look through the rear window and 
watches as the boy disappears into the darkness.

Ira shakes it off and looks up at 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.

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 LINGERIE
Long time...

Ira stops.
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WOMAN IN LINGERIE (CONT’D)
My offer still stands.

She raises a suggestive brow before sauntering off past the 
room labeled “Private.”

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?

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?
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LUKE
Before the lines went down.

Ira looks away, thinking.

LUKE (CONT’D)
Is something wrong?

IRA
No... I’ve been getting this really 
weird deja vu all night.

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

IRA (CONT’D)
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 I was forced to sever 
that relationship after they had a 
change of heart.

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 
a club out in Las Vegas tonight. 
The lead singer, Dominic Ross, owes 
me something.
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IRA
What’s that?

LUKE
Something I’d prefer not to 
disclose.

IRA
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 in the 
morning.

Ira stands up, Luke follows.

IRA
You’ll have my car 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.

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.
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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.

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 fanfare, 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.
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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
Pussy flopping around everywhere. 
And our front man 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 a door at the 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 a rosary in his hands.

DOMINIC
I knew.

Dominic looks up, glancing 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?
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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 snaps out of it. 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.

INT. BACK GALLERY - DAY

Ira snaps the guitar pic down 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.
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LUKE
Looks like it’ll be sometime 
tomorrow.

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? What’s the rush to 
get back?

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.

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 shut.
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INT. MERCEDES - NIGHT 

Ira’s eye snap open as the lights and blaring horn of a semi 
truck roar 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?

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.
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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)
I ever see 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. 

He sets 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.
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INT. MANSION - NIGHT

Same as before, a giant party raging on. 

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

WOMAN IN LINGERIE
Still waiting for you to put that 
ass to use.

Ira watches her walk away. She looks back over her shoulder. 
A wink. 

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 past the door labeled “Private.”

Ira heads toward the door. Reaches for the knob.

Abe tries to grabs Ira by the shoulder. Ira swipes his hand 
away.

IRA
Fuck off.

ABE
He’s waiting. Let’s go.

Ira takes a step back from the door, still eyeing the sign, 
then heads off with Same and Abe.

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.

Ira walks past him. He wanders through the gallery, taking in 
the artwork.

Luke looks disappointed.
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LUKE (CONT’D)
Okay then. 

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?

LUKE
Old business partners. Still work 
together on occasion. I get out to 
L.A. a few times a year. Maybe we 
met at one of his parties.
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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.

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
Club got a name?

LUKE
Invidia.

Ira gets up. Heads toward the door. 

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.
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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. Neon lights. Gothic themed structures. 
Chrome trim. It’s as if St. Peter’s Basilica and Daft Punk 
gave birth to a night club.

Ira scans the club.

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

Bingo.

INT. CLUB OFFICE - NIGHT

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

He’s middle aged, orange more so than tan, thinning black 
hair spiked in a faux hawk.

VOICE (O.C.)
You close?
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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. Not 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.

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, a subtle shake of 
his head.

IRA (CONT’D)
Tsk, tsk.

DIMITRIS
Relax. Just getting a smoke.

46.



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. 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 just 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.

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.
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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.

The pain hits hard, sharp, and sudden. 

Ira grabs his head. 

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--

Ira points his gun at Dimitris.

DIMITRIS (CONT’D)
Wait--

BANG!

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

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.

IRA
Nice story. 

Ira cocks the hammer.

IRA (CONT’D)
One more chance.

Luke is losing his patience.
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LUKE
Seriously?

Luke 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.

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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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.
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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 gun 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 comes to a stop. 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 gun 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 LINGERIE
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 LINGERIE
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 LINGERIE
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 LINGERIE
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.

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. Each side lined with glass trophy cases.

He walks down the hallway, looking from one trophy case 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 an empty space with the name plate Cleopatra.

LUKE
What the fuck is this place?

Ira 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 gun.

LUKE
What? You gonna shoot me? 

IRA
That’s the idea.
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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--

The entirety of the office gives way to nothing but--

BLACKNESS
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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.

IRA
I’m done working for you.
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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
You leave them alone!

Luke snaps his fingers again.

Mr. Avarita nods. He points to one of the Goons. The Goon 
takes a gun out of his jacket and holds it to Catherine’s 
head.

CATHERINE
Ira, help me!

FADI
Help us dad!

Ira screams at Luke.

IRA
She’s pregnant you sick fuck!

LUKE
Two for the price of one. 

The goon shoot’s Catherine in the head.

IRA
You son of a bitch!

Her body falls limp in the chair.

Fadi screams.

FADI
Daddy!

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

He pats him on the cheek, then snaps his fingers, and 
suddenly they’re back in the--

INT. BACK GALLERY - NIGHT

It’s 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
Cleopatra.

Luke’s eyes thin.

LUKE
Yeah.

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.
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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 
an 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.

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--
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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.

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. 

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.
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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?

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

CLEOPATRA
No.

Ira grabs her by the shoulders. 

IRA
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.

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

Ira puts his gun away.

IRA
No. 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. 

It’s all legalese. Client details. 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.
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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. Mind adrift for a second.

He sets it down and leaves.

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. He spots The Boy he’s seen under the street 
light. The Boy just stares back at him.

Ira turns away and keeps walking.

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’s hand peaks out from above the back of his chair. 
Signals to Ira.

LUKE
Have a seat.

Ira walks over and takes a seat.

LUKE (CONT’D)
Where is it?
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IRA
She’s dead.

LUKE
I didn’t ask you if she’s dead. 

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

LUKE (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.

Luke growls deep, like a beast from the bowls of darkness.

LUKE
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.

66.



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 street signs and flood 
lights. 

Ira stands in front of the Land Rover. He looks at the giant 
Zhuanshi Shipping sign over the front entrance.

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, 
gun 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 Boy. Ira isn’t sure what to make of it.
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THE BOY
There is always a choice.

The Boy stands up. He walks toward Ira. 

Ira keeps his gun trained on the Boy.

THE 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.

THE BOY (CONT’D)
Come.

Everything fades to white.

THE 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?

THE 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.

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

THE 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.

THE BOY (CONT’D)
Afraid of the truth.

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)
Aw 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--

THE BOY
He cannot harm your son... or your 
wife.
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Ira’s perks up.

IRA
Catherine’s okay? And the baby--

THE BOY
He cannot touch the living.

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

IRA
What is he?

THE BOY
Something very old. 

IRA
And what are you?

THE 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.

THE 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
And that someone is me. Are there 
others? 

THE BOY
There have been. 

IRA
Merrick.

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

THE 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.

IRA
None of this is real.

THE BOY
A creation of your soul. A dream 
world where you find comfort. Of 
what you want.

Ira makes the connection.

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

THE 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--

THE BOY
She has moved on.

IRA
You helped her, didn’t you?

THE BOY
Yes. Some move forward. Others move 
back. Until the cycle breaks.

Ira leans back, looks at the table in front of him. A cup of 
coffee materializes.
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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 need to make a choice.

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.

EXT. DARK STRETCH OF HIGHWAY - NIGHT

The Land Rover races past. 

INT. LAND ROVER - NIGHT

Ira eyes fixed and focused. His attention pin pointed 
straight ahead. He’s on a mission, and nothing is going to 
distract him from his destination.

EXT. MANSION - NIGHT

A single window illuminated. The rest of the mansion dark and 
silent. 
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The Land Rover slows to a stop across the street.

INT. LAND ROVER - NIGHT

Ira’s hand firmly gripping the steering wheel.

He sits. Idle. Thinking. Taking a moment to gather himself.

With a burst he exits the vehicle and heads inside.

INT. MANSION - NIGHT

Faint sounds of a nonexistent party float through the air. 
Like memories being played from the shadows.

Gun at the ready, Ira stands in the dark atrium. He walks to 
the wall and tries a light switch. Nothing. 

He heads toward a staircase.

INT. HALLWAY - NIGHT

Paintings line the walls. A doorway at the end. A soft 
flicker of light from underneath.

Ira moves slowly. Carefully. Every painting he passes has a 
darker and more sinister tone.

Ira puts his gun away and pushes the door open.

INT. STUDY - NIGHT

Candles illuminate floor after floor of books. The cylinder 
shaped room seemingly goes on forever. An a old Victorian 
style elevator in the back.

Ira walks over to a desk with a single book open. He flips it 
closed and gets a look at the cover: La Divina Commedia.

LUKE (O.C.)
Ever read it?

Ira turns to fund Luke standing behind him.

IRA
No.

Luke walks behind the desk and flips through the book.
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LUKE
I’m not big on poetry, but this 
one’s special. Three books. Hell. 
Purgatory. Heaven. I never seem to 
get past the second book.

IRA
Why’s that?

LUKE
Someone always loses my place.

Ira keeps his gaze locked on Luke.

LUKE (CONT’D)
Is he dead?

IRA
Yeah.

Luke taps on the open page with his finger.

LUKE
What did he tell you?

IRA
Enough.

Luke looks up.

LUKE
You believe him?

IRA
Should I?

Luke smirks.

LUKE
Come here.

He walks over puts his arms around Ira. The pair walks over 
to the elevator.

LUKE (CONT’D)
Let me show you something.

Luke opens the gate and they get in. He moves the lever to 
the up position and off they go.

LUKE (CONT’D)
Who do you think I am?
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As the elevator rises they pass floor after floor of books.

IRA
The Devil.

Luke erupts into laughter.

LUKE
Did he tell you that?

IRA
That’s all me.

Luke pats Ira on the shoulder.

LUKE
I can assure you, I am not the 
Devil. 

A series of windows slide by. The view is downtown Las Vegas. 

Luke chuckles to himself.

LUKE (CONT’D)
The Devil. Seriously. You people...

The elevator rises up into a luxurious penthouse and stops. 
Luke opens the gate. The duo step out.

INT. PENTHOUSE - NIGHT

360 degrees of windows. A perfect view of Las Vegas on all 
sides. 

Luke slowly spins around, arms stretched, motioning to the 
view around him.

LUKE
This, dear boy, is my kingdom. The 
meadows of dreams. The capitol of 
second chances.

He walks to a window. Ira walks up next to him. They look 
down to the street below. Watching the people, cars.

LUKE (CONT’D)
Fifty people die every day in this 
city. Drugs. Murder. Cancer. 
Suicide. Old age. Freak accidents. 
Whatever. But some them aren’t 
ready to let go. Aren’t ready to 
move on.
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IRA
They don’t know they’re dead.

Luke taps his nose.

LUKE
And I give them a second chance. 
Love. Fame. Wealth. Anything and 
everything. All woven seamlessly 
into their lives. As far as they 
know, they never died. They just 
wake up the next day and carry on. 

IRA
You’re just doing them a favor.

LUKE
In a manner of speaking.

IRA
Why are you showing me this?

Luke looks at Ira.

LUKE
Every kingdom needs a knight, Ira. 
A champion. A sheriff. Someone to 
enforce the rules. And I want that 
to be you. 

IRA
Why?

LUKE
You said yourself this is the one 
thing in your life your good at. 
Imagine being able to do it 
forever.

IRA
I don’t like killing.

Luke walks away from the window, preaching as much as 
talking.

He takes a seat on a white leather couch. 

LUKE
Oh come on, you fucking love it! 
You love looking pieces of shit in 
the eyes and then ending it. You 
love the perverted sense of justice 
you think you’re serving up.
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Ira looks down. 

Luke knows he’s got him. 

LUKE (CONT’D)
See, see! You fucking know it. And 
I’m telling you now, these people 
who can’t let go need it the most. 
They need it in the worst way. They 
deserve it. I set everything up so 
it leads them to realizing the fact 
they’re gone. And when they hit 
that point, you’re there to take it 
all away.

Ira looks out over the city again. 

Luke taps his foot, searching for the words to seal the deal.

LUKE (CONT’D)
The car. The hotel. The party. The 
repetitions. I just presented 
things in a way you were used to. 
Everything I’ve done was to prepare 
you for this. To give you a taste 
of what lies ahead. 

IRA
You’re wrong.

LUKE
Excuse me?

Ira turns from the window.

IRA
They don’t deserve this.

LUKE
Are you fucking kidding me! Did you 
even look at those pieces of shit I 
sent you to? Despair. Envy. Pride. 
These are not good people, Ira. 
They’re garbage. 

Luke waves his hands, as it to wipe the conversation clean.

LUKE (CONT’D)
Alright, look, maybe I’m not making 
myself clear. This is my job. This 
is what I am here to do. This is my 
whole purpose for existing, okay?
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Ira crosses his arms and leans back against the window.

LUKE (CONT’D)
My job is to help them come to 
terms with their mortality. And 
when they hit that point, I need 
someone to go and end it for them 
so they can move on. It’s not 
pretty. But its what has to be 
done.  

IRA
Then do it yourself.

LUKE
See, that’s not how it works. I 
can’t. I can only give. I can’t 
take away. That’s you’re for. 

Luke points at Ira. 

LUKE (CONT’D)
You’re my angel of death.

IRA 
Fuck that.

Ira takes out his gun and points it at Luke.

LUKE
Haven’t we done this before?

IRA
I’m not working for you.

Luke stands up.

Ira cocks the hammer of his gun.

LUKE
What are you not getting about 
this? I mean, it’s win win for both 
of us. I set them up, you take them 
out, and then they move on. 

IRA
Except they don’t. Do they?

Luke’s eyes thin.

IRA (CONT’D)
I saw your little trophy room.
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LUKE
You don’t know shit.

IRA
I don’t? You’re not helping anyone. 
You’re breaking down their souls 
until they’re weak enough you can 
take them. 

Ira turns the gun on himself and points it at the side of his 
head.

IRA (CONT’D)
And I’m not playing your fucking 
game anymore. I quit.

Ira pulls the trigger. 

But nothing happens.

He pulls again.

Nothing.

Luke starts laughing.

LUKE
You think I’d let you use that on 
yourself? You’re in my world baby. 
And in my world, that gun can’t 
shoot shit. 

Luke walks toward Ira. 

Ira walks back, keeping his distance.

LUKE (CONT’D)
You know what I do in my world to 
souls who don’t want to play nice?

Luke keeps moving forward.

Ira keeps stepping back.

LUKE (CONT’D)
Bad, bad, things. The pain I will 
inflict on you is unfathomable. 

Ira runs out of room, his back pressed up against the 
windows.

Luke gets right in his face.
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LUKE (CONT’D)
And I’ve got the rest of eternity 
to wear you down.

Luke grabs Ira’s arm and it starts to smoke.

Ira screams.

Luke’s voice booms.

LUKE (CONT’D)
You will break! You will serve! And 
you will kneel!

Ira tries to break free, but Luke’s grip is too strong.

His nails dig into the flesh of on Ira’s arm.

Ira slams the gun into Luke’s face, but it doesn’t faze him.

LUKE (CONT’D)
Kneel God damn you!

Ira falls to one knee, still struggling.

A perverted sense of glee on Luke’s face.

LUKE (CONT’D)
That’s it.

Ira shoots Luke from point blank, but the bullets just pass 
through him. 

Ira fires again. 

The bullet ricochets off something and shatters the window 
behind them.

The wind whips into the penthouse. 

LUKE (CONT’D)
Tell me you will serve.

IRA
No.

Luke grips even harder, the burn starting to spread across 
Ira’s arm.

LUKE
Say it!
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IRA
I said I quit.

Ira drops the gun and grabs Luke.

He pulls him back and jumps, taking them both out the window.

They fall, Luke struggling to get free, but it’s too late.

They smash into the roof of a bus.

INT. DINER - DAY

A loud crash of dishes.

Ira’s eyes dart open.

He’s back in the diner. Fadi sitting across from him. 

FADI
Dad?

Ira looks at Fadi, confused, unsure.

FADI (CONT’D)
Dad, are you alright?

A rogue plate hits his foot and falls flat on the floor.

Ira looks down at the plate, then back up at Fadi.

IRA
Yeah. I’m fine.

Fadi sips his milkshake.

FADI
Did you hear what I said?

Ira is still kind of out of it.

IRA
Uh, no. Sorry. 

FADI
I asked if you like your job?

Fadi sips his milkshake again.

Ira pauses, lost in thought.
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IRA
No. I don’t.

FADI
Then why do you do it?

IRA
I don’t know.

INT. BLACK MUSTANG - DAY

Ira and Fadi waiting at a red light. 

The light turns green, but Ira doesn’t notice. He’s too busy 
looking out the window, mind wandering.

FADI
Dad?

Ira snaps back to the moment.

IRA
What?

A car behind them honks.

FADI
The light’s green dad.

IRA
Oh, yeah, right.

Ira drives off.

They drive along for a bit.

FADI
You’re coming to the game tomorrow, 
right?

IRA
What game?

FADI
Come on dad, it’s opening day. 
We’re playing The Devils. 

Ira tries to cover.
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IRA
Baseball. Right. Sorry, bud, I’m 
just sort of out of it right now. 
Of course I’m coming.

FADI
You’d better. 

Ira cocks a brow, a subtle grin.

IRA
Is that a threat?

Fadi plays along.

FADI
Yeah. 

IRA
Really? You think you’re some kind 
of tough guy? You think you can 
boss your old man around?

FADI
Yeah old man. You’d better be at my 
game or I’m taking your car.

IRA
No one bosses me around buddy. 
People who boss me around get the 
finger.

Ira takes his finger and presses it into Fadi’s sternum. It 
both tickles and causes a little bit of pain at the same 
time.

Fadi squirms in his seat, cringing and laughing at the same 
time.

EXT. BASEBALL DIAMOND - DAY

The Mustang drives past a baseball diamond.

Two VOLUNTEERS hang up a banner on the fence: OPENING DAY 
STARTS AT 10:00!

EXT. TOWNHOME - DAY

Catherine, arms crossed, watches the Mustang pull up out 
front.
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Fadi leaps out and runs to the porch. 

FADI
Hey mom!

He opens the door and heads inside.

Ira gets out and walks up to the porch. 

Catherine eases herself up, her big belly keeping her off 
balance.

CATHERINE
It’s seven fifteen.

IRA
So we’re fifteen minutes late. It’s 
not the end of the world.

CATHERINE
I told you to have him home by 
seven.

IRA
I know what you said. I lost track 
of time. Okay? I’m sorry. 

CATHERINE
It’s just... I want you to act like 
you care.

IRA
I do. And if it happens again I’ll 
call. Alright?

Catherine’s face says she wants to be angry, but her body 
language gives away it’s really just an act.

IRA (CONT’D)
You want to tell me why you’re not 
cashing my checks?

CATHERINE
I got a job working for Walter at 
the law firm.

Catherine waits for Ira to press the issue. Ready for the 
conversation to heat up.

But Ira keeps his cool.
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IRA
If that’s what you want to do, 
fine. Just hang on to them. And if 
you need the extra money, cash ‘em. 
If not, don’t. No big deal.

The moment sits in the air, waiting to develop, for either of 
them to add something else.

Ira goes to say something...

But it passes. A missed opportunity.

IRA (CONT’D)
I’m gonna head out.

He turns and starts walk to the car.

About half way down he stops, and turns around.

IRA (CONT’D)
What are we?

CATHERINE
Excuse me?

IRA
This. Us. You. Me. Fadi. The baby. 
This thing. 

Catherine looks down at her hand, her fingers massaging her 
wedding band.

IRA (CONT’D)
Is this it? Should we just call it 
quits? Do we need to get lawyers?

CATHERINE
I don’t know.

IRA
I don’t either. 

Ira looks down the street, searching for the right words.

IRA (CONT’D)
But we need to figure it out. 
Because this, its not good. Its not 
good for us, and it’s not good for 
Fadi.

Catherine looks down at her ring again. 

85.



CATHERINE
I just need more time.

IRA
More time... Everyday I wake up, 
and I don’t see you next to me in 
our bed, is the worst day of my 
life. I don’t what broke us, and I 
don’t care. I’m ready to fix this.

Catherine looks up.

CATHERINE
I still l--

Ira’s cell phone rings.

Catherine’s face flashes red.

Ira looks at his cell. The caller ID says “MR. AVARITA.”

CATHERINE (CONT’D)
Don’t answer it.

Ira’s thumb traces over the “Answer” button.

The phone continues to ring.

CATHERINE (CONT’D)
If anything you just said to me a 
is true, you won’t answer that 
phone.

His thumb still on the button.

Phone keeps ringing.

CATHERINE (CONT’D)
Ira...

Ira slides his thumb over and pressed “Cancel” instead. He 
tosses the phone on the ground. 

He looks up at Catherine.

IRA
I’m ready to get my wife back.

Ira turns and walks away.
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INT. IRA’S HOUSE - DAY

Modern decor. Yet not overly sterile. For a guy living alone, 
he keeps things nice and tidy.

A shirtless Ira walks out of his bedroom sporting only some 
jeans.

Sitting in the living room is Mr. Avarita. The two BRUISERS 
standing next to him.

MR. AVARITA
Morning Ira.

Ira stands in the archway unsure.

MR. AVARITA (CONT’D)
Sit.

Ira scans the two Bruisers, spots the stock of a gun peaking 
out above their belts.

He takes a seat on the couch, his eyes dart up at the clock: 
9:38 A.M.

IRA
Coffee?

MR. AVARITA
Cute. 

Mr. Avarita crosses his legs.

MR. AVARITA (CONT’D)
You’re not answering your phone.

IRA
I don’t want to talk.

MR. AVARITA
But I got some work for you.

IRA
I don’t want it.

Mr. Avarita smiles.

MR. AVARITA
Of course you do.
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IRA
No, I don’t. I can’t do this 
anymore. 

MR. AVARITA
You okay? You look... different.

IRA
I’m fine.

Mr. Avarita takes a deep breath, his gaze still locked on 
Ira. He taps his finger tips over and over on the chair’s 
arms.

Ira looks up at the clock again.

MR. AVARITA
If you need some time to cool off, 
de-stress, whatever, that’s fine 
kid. 

IRA
No. This is for good.

MR. AVARITA
I hate to lose you like this.

Ira nods, then looks up at the clock again.

Mr. Avarita takes note, looks up at the clock himself, then 
back to Ira.

IRA
I gotta somewhere be by ten.

MR. AVARITA
You’ll be there. But we ain’t done 
talking yet.

IRA
I think we are.

Ira goes to stand.

The Bruisers both take out their guns.

MR. AVARITA
You sit until I’m done with you. 

Ira sits back down. The Bruisers relax.

Mr. Avarita leans forward.
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MR. AVARITA (CONT’D)
Now, why don’t you tell me what’s 
really going on.

EXT. BASEBALL DIAMOND - DAY

The grounds are full of energy and activity. Kids. Families. 
Balloons. Clowns. The type of things that just scream 
Americana.

A nervous Fadi, sporting his Angels baseball uniform, near 
the dugout. Catherine trying her best to keep him calm.

FADI
He said he’d be here.

CATHERINE
I know. 

FADI
I bat leadoff. He’s gonna miss it.

CATHERINE
I know honey, you’ll do fine. 

The UMPIRE signals for the start of the game. 

UMPIRE
Play ball!

Fadi’s COACH waves for him form the dugout.

COACH
Come on Fadi, you’re up first.

Fadi looks up at Catherine. She kneels down and looks him eye 
to eye.

CATHERINE
He’ll be here. Okay? 

She kisses his forehead. Some of his TEAMMATES snicker. 

UMPIRE
Batter up!

Catherine rubs his head.

CATHERINE
Now go get ‘em.
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But Fadi’s heart isn’t in it. He slumps away and over to the 
diamond.

STANDS

Catherine takes a seat. Some of the other PARENTS clap and 
cheer Fadi on.

PARENT
Come on Fadi. Big hitter.

BATTERS BOX

Fadi taps home plate and takes his stance. 

The pitcher winds up, and the pitch...

Swing and a miss.

UMPIRE
Strike one.

Fadi looks over at Catherine in the stands.

CATHERINE
It’s okay. You can do it.

Fadi gets in his stance.

The pitcher winds up again, and the pitch...

Swing and a miss.

UMPIRE
Strike two.

STANDS

Catherine sinks, put keeping on a show of confidence for her 
son.

CATHERINE
Stay focused, Fadi. Come on.

BATTERS BOX

Fadi steps out of the batters box. He adjusts the Velcro on 
his batters glove.

IRA (O.C.)
Eye on the ball Fadi. 
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Fadi looks up. Standing next to the stands is Ira. He claps 
his hands cheering the boy on.

IRA (CONT’D)
Just keep your eye on the ball. You 
got this one.

His confidence back, Fadi takes a step into the batters box.

STANDS

Ira takes a seat next to Ira.

CATHERINE
You’re late.

IRA
I had to take care of something.

BATTERS BOX

Fadi’s eye thin, his gaze set and focused. 

The pitcher winds up, and the pitch...

DINK!

A line drive straight through the hole and into center left 
field.

The stands erupt.

Fadi races toward first. The FIRST BASE COACH waves him on to 
second. 

Fadi tags first and heads toward second base.

The OUTFIELDER grabs the ball and throws it to the SECOND 
BASEMAN.

Fadi leaps and slides toward second base. A puff of dirt 
floats up and around just as the catch is made.

UMPIRE
Safe!

STANDS

Catherine and Ira leap into the air cheering.

IRA
Yeah! Way to go buddy!
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SECOND BASE

Fadi stands up, dusts himself off. He looks over to Ira in 
the stands, the dirt on his face unable to hide the white 
teeth of his ear to ear grin.

STANDS

Ira and Catherine sit back down as the next batter comes up 
to plate.

She reaches into her purse and hands him his cell phone.

CATHERINE
It was ringing all night.

Ira takes the phone. 

CATHERINE (CONT’D)
Is he going to--

IRA
I took care of it. Okay?

CATHERINE
Alright.

They turn their attention back to the game.

Ira’s hand slides over on top of Catherine’s and they hold 
hands.

Ira looks over his shoulder to a parked silver Mercedes S-
class nearby.

Sitting in the back seat is Mr. Avarita. He signals to the 
driver and the car pulls away.

A text beeps on Ira’s phone, he takes a look: TOLD YOU I’D 
HAVE YOU THERE BY 10. IF YOU CHANGE YOUR MIND, YOU KNOW HOW 
TO REACH ME.

Catherine looks over.

CATHERINE (CONT’D)
Who’s that?

IRA
Nobody important. 

Ira turns the phone off.
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EXT. BASEBALL DIAMOND - LATER

The game over, Ira, Fadi, and Catherine walk toward the 
parking lot.

FADI
...And then when they tried to 
bunt, how awesome was Bobby 
McAllister’s throw to first base?

IRA
It was pretty awesome.

FADI
Yeah... Bobby’s the best catcher. 

CATHERINE
Hey, you know you were pretty good 
out there too.

FADI
I guess.

IRA
First hit of the game always sets 
the tone.

Fadi smiles, but tries to act nonchalant.

FADI
I do what I can.

Ira and Catherine laugh.

IRA
Listen to you. Mister team player 
all the sudden.

Ira stops.

IRA (CONT’D)
Hey, why don’t I grab some hot dogs 
and fries from the concession stand 
and we eat at the picnic area.

Fadi looks up at Catherine.

FADI
Can we?

CATHERINE
I don’t know...
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IRA
Oh come on, it’ll be fun.

CATHERINE
All right, I’ll go grab a bench.

FADI
Yeah!

EXT. CONCESSION STAND - DAY

Ira hands a twenty to a PIMPLY FACE KID inside. The kid 
slides back his change and food.

Ira takes the food and walks over to the condiment table.

He sets the food down and grabs some napkins.

When he looks up The Boy, looking like any other kid out 
there today, is standing on the other side of the table. 

Ira freezes, flashes of everything he went through pour 
through his head in rapid fire.

When it’s done, he swallows, unsure of what’s coming next.

IRA
Are you here too...

BOY
No.

Ira isn’t sure what to say.

IRA
I jumped... I wasn’t going to let 
him win. I was ready to move on.

BOY
Some move forward. Others back. 
Until the cycle breaks.

It takes a moment before things sink in.

IRA
How many times did I take?

BOY
As many as you needed to make the 
right choice.
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IRA
So this isn’t real? It’s all just--

BOY
Live your life Ira. Live it the way 
you want it to be.

The Boy smiles.

Ira picks up his food and walks away. A quick check over his 
shoulder. 

The Boy is gone.

PICNIC AREA

Ira sets the food down on the table.

Fadi grabs a hotdog and tears into it with a mighty chomp.

CATHERINE
Calm down, before you bite 
someone’s finger off.

Catherine looks over at Ira, sensing he’s a little shaken.

CATHERINE (CONT’D)
What’s wrong?

Ira looks back at the concession stand again.

IRA
Bumped into an old friend.

He leans over and kisses her on the cheek.

CATHERINE
Hey, I didn’t say you could do 
that.

IRA
What? I can’t kiss my wife on the 
cheek.

Catherine laughs.

CATHERINE
One baseball game and some hot dogs 
doesn’t square everything away. 
You’re still on thin ice.

IRA
Yeah? Well consider it cracked.
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He kisses her again, this time on the lips.

Fadi watches, his face contorted and grossed out.

FADI
Ew, gross.

IRA
Don’t make me give you the finger 
again.

Ira hold up his finger and points it at Fadi’s chest.

Fadi laughs and tosses a french fry at his dad.

FADE OUT
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