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INT. RESTAURANT - EARLY MORNING

A laid back homey diner.  DAMIEN, early twenties, cocky, DJ stylish, sits at a booth.  The dawn of a new day shines through the windows.  

REBECCA and LENA sit across from him, an exhausted look in their eyes.  Lena is Latin, shy, and built for dance parties by the pool.  Rebecca has an eternally flirty look about her.  They’re both dressed for going out.  

DAMIEN

Isn’t it just an incredible feeling, though.  It’s just that feeling of being alive.

Damien smiles an extreme smile.  Lena and Rebecca perk up a little bit.  

DAMIEN

There’s that point in the night where you break through and. . . dude, it’s fantastic.  When I’m up there spinning and the crowd’s going crazy and dancing and. . . I feel like. . . I feel like a whale giving birth!  . . . it’s just like Bowww!.  Wohhh. . . Really: woh.  

REBECCA

After a while though. . . .  

LENA

It gets kind of fake.  

DAMIEN

C’mon, you liked that Cuban guy.  For a minute there you really did.  

LENA

Then he tried to kill us.

DAMIEN

Yeah, maybe it’s fake. . . but for me maybe it’s the only real thing.

A Waitress approaches, pulling out her pad.  

WAITRESS

What can I get you?

REBECCA

I just want a side of toast and coffee. 

Damien flips open his menu.

DAMIEN

(to Rebecca and Lena)

So, anyway: yeah, I had fun last night.

EXT. WAREHOUSE - PREVIOUS NIGHT

A deserted neighborhood.  Good place for a hideout.  

INT. WAREHOUSE

BIG TOUGH GUY, TOMMY, PAUNCHY MOB HENCHMAN, and PETEY BRICKS, a robust balding mob captain, stand around LEATHER PANTS, who is strapped and bound to a table.  

Leather Pants is an attractive, super-athletic woman in her late-twenties.  She’s bad-ass.  She’s got the Trinity from The Matrix look.  

Sitting at a nearby table is SLEEPY, the Columbian torture expert.  Sleepy’s box of tools is closed, on the table.  

PETEY BRICKS

Still not gonna talk?  

Leather Pants doesn’t answer.  She makes no expression.

Big Tough Guy slaps Leather Pants with a backhand. Lightning quick Leather Pants grabs hold of his hand with her teeth and doesn’t let go. 

Big Tough Guy howls in pain. He tries to get his hand loose.  

The table goes down with Leather Pants on it.  Big Tough Guy goes down too, but his hand is loose.  It bleeds.

BIG TOUGH GUY

Arrggh!

Petey Bricks pushes Big Tough Guy a step back.  He leans in close to Leather Pants.  

PETEY BRICKS

Oh, so you think you’re tough.  I’m gonna turn Sleepy loose on you, and you don’t want that.

Sleepy happily opens his box, exhibiting his fearsome steel torture tools set.   

PETEY BRICKS 

Now where. . . is the case?

No answer.  A cold, defiant smirk from Leather Pants.  

A bated pause.  

Petey Bricks turns back to Big Tough Guy and Paunchy.  He makes a signal.

Big Tough Guy, enjoying himself, cuts into Leather Pants’ pants with a knife and rips them.  

Sleepy smiles as he polishes another tool.

PETEY BRICKS

One last time: where’s the case, sweetheart?

Leather Pants shakes her head.

EXT - OFFICE PLAZA - DAY

There is a parking garage underneath the central building.  The buildings are secluded from the city streets.

INT - OFFICE

Fancy corner office of a law firm. Nice place.  There are a couple pictures on the desk.  

CHARLIE ARLEDGE, about twenty, cute with a cutting smile, is seated.

One of the pictures is of Charlie and CHARLIE’S DAD fishing.  They appear to be happy and enjoying each other. 

CHARLIE’S DAD stands a step in front of his desk, arms crossed, and with a major serious expression.  Charlie’s Dad’s appearance is distinguished but a little too slick.    

CHARLIE’S DAD

So how long you been back?

CHARLIE

Just a couple days. I’m staying with Hans, by the way.  Maine. . . got old.  Look—

CHARLIE’S DAD

You’re out of control.  You do know that?

A pause.

CHARLIE’S DAD

I mean it.  

CHARLIE

Alright.  

CHARLIE’S DAD

Dropping out of school is one thing.  Dropping out of school to party. . .

Charlie’s Dad sits and shakes his head.  

CHARLIE’S DAD

Your mother was too easy on you.  Always too easy.

CHARLIE

Yeah.  Okay.  

CHARLIE’S DAD

I suppose I was too easy on you too. 

Charlie’s face makes an aggressive twitch.  

CHARLIE

Read about you in the paper. . . my first day back in Miami.  

Charlie’s Dad doesn’t answer.

CHARLIE

Defending this Felix Barbarosa guy.  

CHARLIE’S DAD

What’s that got to do with anything?

CHARLIE

Paper said he was not only a big time coke smuggler. . . whatever—

CHARLIE’S DAD

The indictment facing Mr. Barbarosa is income tax evasion, Charlie.  

CHARLIE (Cont.)

But. . . killed people too.  Or ordered them killed, or something.  

CHARLIE’S DAD

You just don’t get it. You’re going on the attack here?  You’re gonna try and attack me? 

Charlie smiles, pleased with himself.  

CHARLIE’S DAD

You won’t be able to live off your grandfather’s money forever you know.

CHARLIE

Who said I was gonna try.  I’m gonna look for a job.  

CHARLIE’S DAD

I’ll believe it when I see it.  

CHARLIE

I may not be doing anything so great for the world right now.

CHARLIE’S DAD

You don’t seem to be doing anything at all.

CHARLIE (Cont.)

But at least I’m not helping out guys who make the world worse.  

EXT. A MIAMI BEACH MAIN STREET - DAY

Sun shining bright.  Palm Tree leaves flutter with the breeze.  

Heat.  Pretty girls.  Nice cars. Oh, Miami.

CONVERTIBLE - DRIVING

CHARLIE rides in the passenger seat, wind whipping through his hair.  HANS, tanned blond German pretty boy, drives.  Music pumps from the stereo.  

More palm trees float by. Hans grooves to the music.

CHARLIE 

You know what I think about sometimes?

Passing beach now.  Trendy section of town.  

CHARLIE 

My life’s actually okay. . . My life’s pretty good.  

Hans makes a smug grin.

The convertible stops at a red light.  

Across the intersection is a Jeep with the top down.  Two cute brown-skinned girls ride in the Jeep.  (The two girls are REBECCA and LENA, the girls from the diner scene.)

Charlie leans forward, looking over the windshield toward the Jeep.  

The light turns green.     

Hans’s convertible scoots forward.  The Jeep passes, coming the opposite direction.

HANS

So many babes.  Oh yes, I see you, babes. 

Charlie shakes his head gleefully.  

Hans whips the car around and makes a sudden u-turn, following the Jeep.   

CHARLIE

What’re you doing?

It’s pretty obvious what Hans is doing.  The convertible speeds up, closing in on the Jeep.

CHARILE

Why?

HANS

We’re going to talk to them, Charles. 

CHARLIE

Okay.

HANS

Life can be better than pretty good, my little man.  You just have to know what you want.  

Charlie gulps.  He tries to look confident.  He nods.  

EXT - STREET - LATER

The convertible is parked on a street of beach houses.  The houses are low-rent as far as beach houses go, but they’re still beach houses.   

The Jeep is parked behind the convertible.  

INT - BEDROOM

Damien stands at an upstairs window, the bed behind him.  A couple resides in this room. 

Damien finishes getting dressed and is on the phone.  Music comes from the floor below.  

DAMIEN

White or black.  As long as it’s a limousine. 

(listens. . .)

How about eight o’clock.  And I’ll want it late enough to get us home when I get off at four.

Damien pulls a shade aside and looks down on to the deck.  

THROUGH WINDOW

Hans, Charlie, Lena, and Rebecca have just arrived.  Lena and Rebecca both wear tanktops.

Hans has an arm around each of them and points toward the beach.  Charlie trails behind.  

Down on the beach ROBIN, sexy blond in a fly bikini, gets up out of her sun chair and walks up the steps toward the deck.  

Charlie sees Robin and takes a couple steps toward the railing.  

Damien lets the shade go and takes a step back from the window.  

DAMIEN

(into phone)

Oh, nothing that special.  An old friend of mine just got back in town.  

EXT. DECK

Robin wraps a towel around her waist as she comes up on to the back deck.  

ROBIN

Hi.  

Everyone nods hello or says hi.  Charlie approaches.  Robin and Charlie hug.  

ROBIN

(a little bored)

Charlie.  Good to see you.

CHARLIE

Hey Robin.  How’s ever—

Robin walks around Charlie and approaches Hans.

ROBIN

Hey there, Hans.

Hans and Robin hug.  

HANS

This is Rebecca and. . . oh, man. . . 

LENA

Lena. 

HANS

Lena.

ROBIN

Hi, you’re friends of Hans’?

REBECCA

We just met. . . Is he really a. . . 

ROBIN

(just kidding)

Race car driver?

REBECCA

A model? It’s still pretty funny if that’s just a line.  

ROBIN

He really is.  

Charlie, scoffing, opens a sliding glass door and steps inside.

INT. APARTMENT

A complicated DJ sound system, made up of a stack of machines, is set up in this room.  Charlie moves over to it and checks it out.

CHARLIE

(impressed)

Woh.  The new KORG ER-1. . . Dirty.  

EXT. DECK

Hans and Rebecca admire each other.  

REBECCA

And you’re from, like, Europe?  Or you just one of those people who pretends to be.     

HANS

Germany.  

Robin and Lena smile at each other.

ROBIN

That’s such a cute top.  

LENA

Thanks. . . You have a great place. 

ROBIN

Yeah, it’s Damien’s.  My boyfriend’s.  

REBECCA

(to Hans)

It’s more fun here right? 

Hans shrugs, vaguely nods.  

REBECCA

I mean what do people do in Germany?

HANS

Work.  Dance.  Eat. Like anyplace, really.  

REBECCA

Well, I know.

HANS

I like Germany much better.  It’s my hood, yeah. . . 

Rebecca looks at Hans a little bit cold.

HANS (Cont.)

(very laid back)

But they don’t have girls like you in Germany.

Rebecca looks at Hans a little bit hot.   

INT. APARTMENT

Charlie picks up a set of headphones and turns on the machine he was checking out a second before, flicking a series of switches.   

CHARLIE

(to DJ machine)

Let’s see if you sound as beautiful as you look.    

DAMIEN O.S.

Better.

Charlie turns around.  

Damien comes down the stairs.  Damien and Charlie embrace.

CHARLIE

Danger Dame.

DAMIEN

Whatsup, man. How was seeing your dad?

Charlie doesn’t answer.  He smiles a short smile.  

DAMIEN

I saw him on TV, you’re dad.  He’s defending this big time druglord guy, right: Felix Barbarosa. 

CHARLIE

Yeah, well. . . the guy has a lot of attorneys and my dad has a lot of clients.

Damien goes to the glass doors and looks out toward the deck.  

THROUGH GLASS DOORS

The group on the deck enjoying each other.  Hans and Rebecca already have something going.  

DAMIEN

Where does Hans meet these hot girls?

Charlie laughs, equal parts disbelief and admiration.

CHARLIE

Yeah.  Hard to believe.  

A pause.

CHARLIE

What do you care?  You got Robin.  Robin’s. . . 

DAMIEN

What?

CHARLIE

She’s. . .

DAMIEN

(amused)

Why do you like her so much?

CHARLIE

C’mon, man, she’s your girlfriend.  And she’s the fucking bomb, dude.  

DAMIEN

I know.  But why am I always checking out other girls?

CHARLIE

Hot ladies have all the power, you know.  

DAMIEN

You think?

CHARLIE

Don’t they?

EXT. DECK - A MINUTE LATER

Damien steps through the sliding door.  He nods at everyone confidently. Charlie follows him back out.

Robin comes close to Damien and they kiss.

ROBIN

So this is Rebecca and Lena.  They’re going to party with us tonight.

DAMIEN

Nice.  I’m Damien.  

REBECCA

We’re thinking about it.

LENA

We’ll probably have to go back to where we’re staying, go back for clothes.  

DAMIEN

All we really need is right here. 

Damien taps the front pocket of his shirt.

INT. CHURCH - EVENING

MIGUEL, Cuban gangster with a good heart, walks hurriedly down the main aisle in the stain-glass window light.  

CONFESSIONAL BOOTH

JORGE-LUIS, Cuban gangster with a guilty conscience, sits on the confessor side of the booth, speaking through the grate.  

JORGE-LUIS 

God has forsaken me.  Punishing me for my many sins.  

PRIEST SIDE OF CONFESSIONAL

FATHER LUNA sits, listening patiently.  

FATHER LUNA

What makes you say so, my son.

CONFESSOR SIDE OF BOOTH

Jorge-Luis is close to tears.

JORGE-LUIS

I have seen a sign of His anger.    

OUTSIDE BOOTHS

Miguel, embarrassed, closes the door to a different booth.

CONFESSOR O.S.

Can’t you see I’m busy in here.

MIGUEL

My fault.  Sorry.  

Miguel straightens out the collar of his fancy silk shirt.

JORGE-LUIS’ BOOTH

Jorge-Luis holds his hands together, pleading.

JORGE-LUIS

My wife. . . she’s. . .

FATHER LUNA O.S.

Go on.

The truth is too painful.

JORGE-LUIS

I must keep praying for forgiveness, but I also know God is just. 

FATHER LUNA O.S.

With one truly graceful act you may be redeemed.  

The door to the booth comes open, letting in light.  Miguel stands outside.  

MIGUEL

Jorge-Luis.  C’mon, man.  Let’s go, man.

Jorge-Luis stares angrily at Miguel.  

MIGUEL

The boss wants to see us.  Orale.  

JORGE-LUIS

I be out in a minute.  

Miguel, impatient but resigned, shuts the door.  

FATHER LUNA’S SIDE OF CONFESSIONAL

Father Luna is unruffled by the disturbance.

FATHER LUNA

Alright in there?

JORGE-LUIS O.S.

Yes, must what I do. . .

FATHER LUNA

I will make a suggestion if you like, but it is very important, first, that your transformation is sincere, and that is up to you and you alone.  

OUTSIDE CONFESSIONAL

Miguel glances at his watch.    

INT. WAREHOUSE

A pair of ripped leather pants lies on the floor near Sleepy’s feet.  Strange sounds.  

Petey Bricks watches, shaking his head.  

PETEY BRICKS

Well, we knew she was tough. 

Tommy and Paunchy both watch, both uncomfortable.  

PAUNCHY

I can’t even take much more of this.  

TOMMY

(quietly to Paunchy)

That makes two of us.   

PETEY BRICKS

Go ahead.  You ain’t gotta stay ‘round here.

INT. SURVEILLANCE VAN

A group of about five GOVERNMENT AGENTS crowd around a state of the art surveillance system.  An agent with a BIG FOREHEAD adjusts a volume knob.  

VOICE OF PETEY BRICKS (Cont.)

(through machine)

If you prisses can’t handle it, go take a walk or something.  

AGENT ROSEWATER, the leader of the group, calm, cool, and debonair G-Man, eats strawberry ice cream.  


INT. WAREHOUSE

Sleepy comes to the table and trades tools.  He looks determined.  

SLEEPY

This is only the beginning.  She will talk.

Tommy takes a deep breath.  

TOMMY

I’m just gonna go grab some air.  

Paunchy concurs.   

INT. SURVEILLANCE VAN

Sound of a door opening and shutting comes through the machine.  

BIG FOREHEAD

Sounds like he’s leaving the room.  

AGENT #2

(revolted)

Can’t blame him. . . –Gotta feel for the girl. Can’t help it.  

AGENT ROSEWATER

She’s no saint, remember.  

INT. WAREHOUSE

Big Tough Guy speaks quietly to Petey Bricks.

BIG TOUGH GUY

Petey, what’s the big whoop about this briefcase anyway.

PETEY BRICKS

We get our hands on that case, we ain’t gonna have to worry about Felix Barbarosa ever again.  Carmine thinks we can take the whole thing over, and won’t be anyone to stop us.  

INT. FRONT OF LIMOUSINE

LIMO DRIVER, in full uniform, handles the steering wheel casually.  

PASSENGER AREA OF LIMOUSINE

Snazzy, plush interior.  Everyone dressed to go out.  There’s a crate of full unopened plastic water bottles on the floor.  Robin and Damien make out. Robin sits on Damien’s lap.  

Hans and Rebecca cuddle.  Hans speaks softly to her.  He kisses her on the lips.  A pause.  She kisses him.

Charlie looks around, floating.  He holds a drink.  He finishes it.  He starts mixing himself a new one.

Lena looks around, maybe a little uncomfortable.  

Robin and Damien topple over into a lying position.  Something falls. . . falls out of Damien’s front shirt pocket.  

A bag of white pills scoots off of Damien’s chest and falls on to the floor.  

ROBIN

Oh, baby.  

Damien and Robin keep going at it.  Damien slides a hand up Robin’s tight spicy black dress.  

Charlie looks at them shaking his head.  He looks over at Lena and shakes his head.  He sips his drink.

LENA

I thought you’re not supposed to mix.

CHARLIE

Mix what?

LENA

Alcohol and, and. . . 

(giggles)

what you guys are all doing. 

CHARLIE

Oh right.  

Charlie shrugs.  Lena looks out a window and fixes her hair.  

EXT. FRONT ENTRANCE OF DANCE CLUB - LATER

A line of eager stylish clubbers waits to get in.  

BACK OF DANCE CLUB

The group, except Damien, stands together on the sidewalk.  No line back here.  

Rebecca talks to Charlie.  Charlie is spacing out big time.

REBECCA

It’s so weird that we were like, “let’s go down to South Beach this weekend,” and then we run into you guys and now we’re here at this place.

Charlie stares with unquenchable wonder at the palms of his hands.  

CHARLIE

Weird.  

REBECCA

I know.  So weird, weird, weird.

Lena looks at them both, rolling her eyes.  

LIMOUSINE

Damien speaks to Limo Driver.

DAMIEN

So we’re cool?  Just hang around somewhere nearby.  We’ll call you if—

LIMO DRIVER

(tapping his steering wheel)

All-right.

DAMIEN

All-right.

Damien gives the Limo Driver a bill.

GROUP

Charlie’s head floats from one shoulder over to the other shoulder.  His mouth opens and he stares at the pavement.

Lena leans close to Hans:

LENA

He’s okay, right.

HANS

He’s fucked up.  

REBECCA

Yeah. 

HANS

All I know is I’m fucked up.

REBECCA

Yeah.

HANS

Yeah.  

REBECCA

Yeah, really. Oh, it’s-so-weird-we’re-here- partying-with-you-guys!

LIMOUSINE

Damien unloads a few things.  Robin takes a box of equipment Damien hands to her. Next, he removes a latched  . . .

SILVER CASE

The case is more like a box.  It’s square with a handle on top.  

GROUP

HANS

(to Lena)

Get Charles on the dance floor and he’ll be great.  We’ll be great.  Things are great, I think.

Damien waves everyone to follow him in.  

DAMIEN

Let’s roll.  No cover for my peeps.

Robin is already at the door, carrying the first box.  BACK DOOR SECURITY GUARD puts his arm out in front of her, looking at Robin with a lurid gaze.  

SECURITY GUARD

How come you never say hi.  

ROBIN

To you?

The rest of the group arrives.  

SECURITY GUARD

(to Damien)

Mr. Danger Dame.  What time you going on?

DAMIEN

Twelve-to-four.  

SECURITY GUARD

(to Robin)

That leaves you four hours to kill, don’t it.

Robin just looks at him.  Security Guard stands aside and the group passes through.  

Charlie stops in the doorway.  Eyes fluttering, he sings to Security Guard

CHARLIE

(singing like Prince)

You don’t have to be rich to be my girl

You don’t have to be cool to—

Security Guard grabs Charlie by the arm and pushes him back violently.  

SECURITY GUARD

(menacing)

To be your girl, hunh?  

Scared, Charlie shuts up.  Hans yanks Charlie inside.  

Security Guard stares after Charlie with tough guy cool in his hard eyes.    

INT. CORRIDOR

Damien, laughing, comes back to Charlie and puts his arm around him.  

Charlie looking back at Security Guard, a safe distance away now, sings again, and loud:

CHARLIE

(singing like Prince)

You don’t have to watch Dynnnasty
Damien and Charlie walk toward the main part of the club together, Robin taking Damien’s other arm.  

The other arm is attached to the silver box, the box that looks like a case.  

EXT - STREET - NIGHT

Cars cruise along.  A shiny white Cadillac. 

INT. CADILLAC

Miguel drives.  Jorge-Luis in the passenger seat.  Dance music plays on the stereo.  Miguel nods along to it.  Jorge-Luis is frustrated with life.  

MIGUEL

You still worried about you wife, ‘migo.  

Jorge-Luis doesn’t answer.

FLASHBACK - JORGE-LUIS’S WIFE

INT. KITCHEN

Jorge-Luis sits at the kitchen table with his WIFE.  They eat a seafood stew.  Jorge-Luis’s wife is a handsome woman but she’s unusually. . . hairy.  

Jorge-Luis, very somber, looks closely at his wife as she has a sip of soup.  

Little rows of dark black hairs line her chin and upper lip.  

END FLASHBACK

INT. WHITE CADILLAC

Miguel tries not to laugh:

MIGUEL

It don’t mean. . . it don’t—. . . 

Jorge-Luis glares.

JORGE-LUIS

I kill you, you say another word.  

MIGUEL

Killing people’s how you got in trouble with God in the first place.

JORGE-LUIS

We only kill bad people.  Those peoples that have it coming.

MIGUEL

Right. . . So maybe su esposa, you know

. . . Maybe she just a hairy woman.  I like a hairy woman before.  It’s a little bit sexy, you know.  

Jorge-Luis reaches down to change the channel.  Miguel looks at him: why you doing that?

Flipping radio channels.  Jorge-Luis stops on a broadcast of religious hymns.  He looks satisfied.

Miguel sighs.  They drive in silence.  

INT. DJ BOOTH OF DANCE CLUB 

CATASTROPHE, the current DJ, turns out the party, headphones on, working the turntables.  

The silver case and Damien’s box of extra equipment have been set down nearby.  

Holding hands Robin and Damien walk along the packed, bursting strobe light dance floor. The blaring music is too loud to hear anything else.   

People recognize Damien and greet him.  Robin, really high, watches as people go by in a blur.  

GIRL WHO LIKES DAMIEN, swaying side to side as she busts out a move, grabs Damien’s faces and kisses him.  Damien doesn’t resist.  It takes Robin a moment to figure out what’s going on.  

People are all packed around.  Packed tight.  Sweat drips off faces.  Arms wave.

Damien and the Girl come apart. She disappears into the crowd.  Robin grabs Damien angrily.  She punches him in the shoulder and says something.

Damien inches real close to Robin’s ear and says something innocent and placating.  Robin doesn’t buy it.  

DANCEFLOOR

Music.  Lights.  Action.  Dancing.  Partying.

Charlie, Hans, Rebecca, and Lena have their own little spot.  They dance.

Charlie has a drink. He does something like dancing, but more like stumbling.  

Lena looks bored.  She makes the best of it.  

Hans and Rebecca dance together.

Charlie’s eyes roll back a little bit.  He’s really messed up. . . but suddenly he smiles.  He smiles like a wolf.

INT. FELIX BARBAROSA’S OFFICE

Felix Barbarosa sits at his desk.  He scratches his thin, oily hair.  

Miguel and Jorge-Luis sit across from him.  

FELIX BARBAROSA

No, no don’t want to hear it.  

MIGUEL

Just saying, Mr. Barborosa, that one wasn’t our fault.  

FELIX BARBAROSA

Either you do this job and you do it right. Or you’re fucking dead.  No more excuses.  

Miguel and Jorge-Luis do their best not be nervous.  

FELIX BARBAROSA

Yes? Questions?

Miguel and Jorge-Luis shake their heads.  No questions. 

FELIX BARBAROSA

You’re getting another chance only cause I trust you.  

JORGE-LUIS

Yeah, Felix you can trust us, patron.  

FELIX BARBAROSA

You may blow a job now and then, or lately: all the time, but you’re loyal.

MIGUEL

Always loyal, sir.

FELIX BARBAROSA

So, so I give you another chance.  

MIGUEL

So we gotta pick up the case from Freddie Vines?

FELIX BARBAROSA

Right. Freddie has the case.  

MIGUEL

So why didn’t the guys who dropped Freddie’s money off get it?

FELIX BARBAROSA

I told you already.  Fucking guy.  The girl, maricon.  I want you to kill the girl.  So I gotta know where she is, so the guys – they leave the case with Freddie.  

Jorge-Luis and Miguel don’t like the idea of killing “the girl.”  

MIGUEL

But, but she works for us.  For you.

Felix thinks about this briefly as he lights a cigar.

FELIX BARBAROSA

(puffing)

Used to work for me.  She says this is her last job.  You believe that?  Here I am on trial. . . The mob trying to muscle in on 

me, cops after me everywhere I go—ay, conio—and this is her last job? When I’m in a fucking corner. 

A pause.

FELIX BARBAROSA

No! . . . No!  I say when a last job is a last job, you know.  Besides, I believe she may have already betrayed me.  

Miguel nods vigorously.

Felix looks over at Jorge-Luis.  Jorge-Luis doesn’t seem to be paying attention, staring with a withdrawn expression at the floor.

FELIX BARBAROSA

What’s wrong with this fucking cabron? 

. . . Yeah, goat-fucking asshole, you.

MIGUEL

It’s his wife.  She. . . you know, she has a—. . . a bad thing.  A growth.

FELIX BARBAROSA

Cancer? Oh, I’m sorry.  I apologize then

. . . Maybe it’s benign?

A pause.  Jorge-Luis shakes his head.

JORGE-LUIS

Not cancer.  Worse.  

INT - DJ BOOTH of CLUB

Damien gets situated in the DJ spot while Catastrophe packs up his stuff.  Damien and Catastrophe clasp hands.

CATASTROPHE

Go to it baby.  Rip.

DAMIEN

Thanks, dude.  You were live tonight.

Damien gets plugged in.  He puts his headphones around his neck.  

ROBIN DOWN ON DANCE FLOOR

Robin looks up at the DJ area.  

Damien doing his thing.

Robin makes a resigned shrug.  She wobbles slightly as she starts to walk.  She removes a bottle of water from her little backpack.  

The bottle is almost empty.  Just a few drops.  She drinks.

Lena sits at the bar, sipping a club soda.  Now very bored, she looks around at the hedonistic scene.

A BARTENDER comes up.  

BARTENDER

You sure I can’t get you something a little stronger? . . . With alcohol maybe?

Lena shakes her head politely.  

DANCEFLOOR

Hans, Rebecca, and Charlie dance.  

Charlie is really in trouble now.  He stops dancing.  He squats down.  He rubs a hand along his face.  He pulls out his water bottle and takes a sip. 

Everything fades in and out.  Shapes.  Patterns.  Swirling light.  

Charlie goes down.  He lays down on the floor.  Light flashes across his semi-conscious face.  

Hans and Rebecca look on with concern.

Robin comes up to Hans.  Hans is busy aiding Charlie.  

REBECCA

(to Robin)

Something’s wrong with your friend.

ROBIN

Oh, he’s fine.  He’s just trying to get attention.

REBECCA

I think something might be wrong with him.

Hans tries to get Charlie to stand or sit up.  Charlie, smiling vaguely, looks off into space.  

DJ BOOTH

Damien is all ready to go now.  He reaches over to the silver box and flips open the latches.

CLOSE ON CLOCK

The clock strikes midnight.  

Damien opens the SILVER CASE.  A glowing light comes from within.  The box is full of records.  The light sparkles.  Inflames.  

THE WHITE LIGHT GROWS. . . SPREADS.  The light grows to an overpowering white nova.  

FADE TO WHITE

INT. WAREHOUSE

Leather Pants wakes up slowly.  Looks around. She is bruised and bloody.  Her pants are gone.  Her shirt is ripped. 

Tommy, Petey Bricks, and a very disappointed Sleepy are also in the room.

Leather Pants looks around in shell-shocked surprise.   She struggles against her bonds.  

PETEY BRICKS

Tough little cookie, aren’t ya? 

TOMMY

Still got some fight in her.  

Leather Pants continues to look around, wild-eyed.  Not at all the same cool and collected expression she has exhibited up until now.  

TOMMY

(to Petey Bricks)

Incredible.  After all that and it’s like she woke up from a bad dream.  

INT. SURVEILLANCE VAN

Same group of Government Agents.  They drink coffee and listen.

VOICE OF TOMMY (Cont.) O.S. 

(through machine)

Never seen anyone take even half that much pain.

VOICE OF PETEY BRICKS O.S.

(through machine)

Yeah, well. . . I gotta call Carmine.  

INT. WAREHOUSE

Petey Bricks strides to the other side of the room.

Leather Pants looks at herself now.  Amazement: her own arms, her own legs, looking down her own shirt as best she can.  A frightful reaction.

LEATHER PANTS

What the fuck. . . 

TOMMY

Hey you can talk.  Heyyy.

LEATHER PANTS

What do you mean?

TOMMY

You can talk.  Not a fucking word since we got here.

Leather Pants stares at Tommy completely perplexed.

INT. SURVEILLANCE VAN

Agents listen.  Agent Rosewater takes another bite of strawberry ice cream.  

VOICE OF LEATHER PANTS (Cont.)

(through surveillance machine)

Where. . . where is here?

VOICE OF TOMMY

(through surveillance machine)

So you’re playing dumb now? That it?

INT. WAREHOUSE

Petey Bricks clicks off his phone.  

PETEY BRICKS

(to Tommy)

Listen, we’re gonna grab a snack.  Keep an eye on her will you.  She’s tricky you know.  

TOMMY

She ain’t going nowhere.  

PETEY BRICKS

You want anything?

Tommy shakes his head.  

INT. BATHROOM OF DANCE CLUB

Charlie slowly awakens.  Hans rinses Charlie’s face with a damp paper towel.  Thumping house music in the background. 

HANS

Charlie? Charles: speak big man, speak, yeah.  

CHARLIE

Woh.  Who are you?

HANS

Me? It’s me.  

Charlie shakes his head.

HANS

This is Hans, bro.  Me: Hans. . . uh-oh.  

Charlie holds his head.  Rubs his brow.

HANS

Should we go, yeah? . . . How bad? You could lie down in the Limo.   I’m feeling so good, but maybe you’re—. . . we can go if you need, bro.  

Charlie catches a look at himself in the bathroom mirror.  He spins around and looks at Hans.  Then looks at himself again, mystified.  

INT. WAREHOUSE

Tommy has moved very close to Leather Pants.  His voice changes in tone.  (He’s not who he seems to be.)

TOMMY

(whispering)

Okay, lady.  Listen: I can get you out of here.  I can help you, if you’ll help me.  

LEATHER PANTS

You can get me out of here?  Ohhh, man, do I need to get out of here.  Dude, I’m dreaming.  I’ve gotta be dreaming.   

Tommy is again surprised at the sound and tone of Leather Pants’ voice.  

TOMMY

Pretty bad dream.  

INT - SURVEILLANCE VAN

Agent Rosewater opens a small freezer and returns the carton of strawberry ice cream.  He shuts the freezer.  

TOMMY O.S.

(through machine)

Look, here’s the deal. . . Well, nevermind for a second.  Can you walk?  Can you. . . 

Agent Rosewater removes a pistol from his jacket and checks the ammo clip.

LEATHER PANTS O.S.

(through machine)

Walk? 

TOMMY O.S.

(through machine)

Move at all?

AGENT ROSEWATER

Alright, everyone get ready.

INT. WAREHOUSE

Tommy begins to free Leather Pants.

LEATHER PANTS 

I think so.

TOMMY

We’ll have to take the chance.  

(thinks for a second)

Yep, let’s do it.  

INT. BATHROOM

Hans and Charlie.  

HANS

Yes, Charlie, that’s your name.

CHARLIE

Charlie?

HANS

Are we all better, yeah?  I’ve got to get back to the babes.  

Hans checks himself in the mirror.  He smoothes his flaxen hair.  

CHARLIE

(to himself)

This is going to be okay.  I know what happened. . . –I don’t know what happened

. . . the case? . . . 

HANS

What?

CHARLIE

We’ve got to go get the case.

HANS

Oh, yes.  The case.  Right.

CHARLIE

Hans, I’m serious.  You’re Charlie’s friend? . . . My friend, I mean. 

HANS

Good friend, yeah?  

CHARLIE

Then I need your help.  

INT. WAREHOUSE

Leather Pants, free, stands up.  She gingerly takes several barefoot steps.  She nods.

Tommy can’t believe it.  He lifts the lapel of his coat close to his lips.

TOMMY

(into coat lapel)

I don’t believe this is happening? She’s not even hurt.

INT. LIMOSUINE

Robin takes a gulping drink of a newly opened bottle of water. She’s aggravated, teary-eyed, sad.   

The Limo Driver looks back through the small open window at Robin.  Robin sees the Limo Driver.  She smiles nicely.

LIMO DRIVER

All-right.

INT - BATHROOM

Charlie takes a firm hold of Hans’s shoulders.  

CHARLIE

I know who has the case.

Hans is speechless.  

CHARLIE

The only thing is I’m messed up.

HANS

No? You mean right now?  Nooo.  You seem fine to me.  

CHARLIE

C’mon.  You have to help me walk.

Charlie puts his arm around Hans.  They depart from the bathroom.  

INT. WAREHOUSE

Leather Pants walks normal now.  

LEATHER PANTS

No, I don’t need your help.  Why?

INT. VAN - MOVING

Government Agents gear up, two fewer than before.

VOICE OF LEATHER PANTS (Cont.)

(through machine)

I can walk fine.  

EXT. STREET

The surveillance van is on the move.  

TAN SEDAN - MOVING

A second car follows the van.   

INT. TAN SEDAN - MOVING

TOMPKINS and JENNINGS, stoic Government Agents, maintain steel-eyed expressions.  Tompkins drives.

INT. CLUB

Hans and Charlie move across the crowded dance floor.

DJ BOOTH

Up in the DJ booth Damien changes a record.  Beats are PUMPING.  He looks out on to the dance floor with much satisfaction.  

DANCEFLOOR

The place is rocking.

AT THE BAR

Hans practically yells into Rebecca’s ear.  Lena looks at Charlie.

Charlie, leaning on Hans, looks around, taking the place in.  His expression is more serious and confident than ever before.  Lena eyes him.  They make eye contact.

LENA

You feeling okay now?

CHARLIE

What?

INT. WAREHOUSE

Petey Bricks eats a sandwich.  

Big Tough Guy rushes into the room.  

BIG TOUGH GUY

She’s gone!

PETEY BRICKS

Who is?

BIG TOUGH GUY

The brod in the leather pants.  And Tommy’s gone too. . . 

Petey Bricks pulls out his gun and follows Big Tough Guy.  They run.  

WAREHOUSE LOADING AREA

Tommy presses a button.  The huge automated metal garage-like door begins to lift.  

Leather Pants watches.  She holds her waist and shivers now.  

The door slowly rises.

PAUNCHY HENCHMEN O.S.

Hold it right there.  Just don’t fucking move.  

Leather Pants and Tommy look back.

Paunchy points his gun, slowly coming nearer.

Tommy reaches for his gun.  Stops quickly.

Paunchy FIRES over his head.

PAUNCHY

Don’t make me—. . .  Tommy, don’t even try it.  Shut that door.

Tommy holds up his hands innocently.  He presses the button.  The door reverses, closing now.  

Leather Pants is petrified.  She looks back and forth, too afraid to move.  

PAUNCHY

(to Tommy)

So you ain’t one of us?  That it?

Tommy doesn’t answer.  He doesn’t move.  

INT. SURVEILLANCE VAN

The van brakes.  Agents brace themselves.  

EXT. OUTSIDE WAREHOUSE

Government Agents spring out of the van.  

Tompkins and Jennings hop out of the tan sedan.  Tompkins bangs on the outside of the same vertical heavy metal door.  The door has just finished closing.

INT. INSIDE DOOR

Leather Pants walks slowly toward Paunchy, holding up her hands, trembling.

LEATHER PANTS

Look, I was just following him.  

PAUNCHY

(to Leather Pants)

Don’t come closer.

Now Paunchy trembles as he points his gun.  

LEATHER PANTS

I’m not, I’m not.  

Leather Pants keeps coming closer.  

PAUNCHY

I mean it—. . . goddamnit.

EXT. OUTSIDE DOOR

Agent Rosewater hops back into the van along with several other agents.  

AGENT ROSEWATER

Tompkins, Jennings. . . stay here.  We’re hitting the front.

EVERYONE HOPPING IN VAN

AGENT ROSEWATER (Cont.)

Go! Let’s move!

Agent Rosewater slams closed the door.  

STREET

The van spins around.  

Tompkins and Jennings stand ready, guns drawn.  

INT. WAREHOUSE

Leather Pants, hands raised, stops where she is.  

LEATHER PANTS

Just think about this for a second. I’m not who you think I am. I promise.  

A bead of sweat drips down Paunchy's forehead.

TOMMY

Oh, he knows who you are alright, lady.  

(to Paunchy)

Remember what she did to Daryl and Big Coco? Remember how we found Big Coco’s body?

Paunchy, looking at Leather Pants fearfully, is overcome.  He tosses down his gun.  

PAUNCHY

Okay, okay.  Just don’t hurt me, lady.  Don’t kill me.  I got kids.  

LEATHER PANTS

Don’t kill you?

Paunchy falls to his knees.

Tommy immediately hits the button again and the door starts to rise again.  He pulls out his gun and points it at Leather Pants.

TOMMY

You’re coming with me.

Big Tough Guy and Petey Bricks come through the far door.  They raise their guns.  They SHOOT.

Tommy SHOOTS back.  

Tompkins and Jennings come under the door.  Tompkins FIRES his gun.  

BULLETS FLY.  Wild West.  Leather Pants screams.

Tommy grabs Leather Pants by the arm.  He pulls her after him.   

Big Tough Guy and Petey Bricks, having found cover, shoot some more.  

Paunchy goes for his gun.  

Tompkins shoots him.  

More bullets fly.

STREET

Out onto to the street: Tommy, Leather Pants, and then Tompkins.

TOMMY

(into coat lapel)

We’re out, we’re out.  

Jennings hops behind the wheel of the tan sedan.  Tommy throws open the back door.  Leather Pants is hysterical.    

TOMMY

(to Leather Pants)

The hell is wrong with you?

BACK INSIDE WAREHOUSE

Still FIRING, Big Tough Guy and Petey Bricks run out of the warehouse into the street.

STREET

The tan sedan carrying Leather Pants races off.  

Big Tough Guy and Petey Bricks stop.  Glance at each other.  Damn, lost ‘em.  

EXT. BACK OF DANCE CLUB

Robin moves toward the entrance.  Suddenly Security Guard sticks out his arm, blocking her path.

SECURITY GUARD

I see your stamp, ma’am?

ROBIN

Very funny.

She starts forward again, but Security Guard doesn’t lower his arm.  He stares at her with hard eyes.

Robin looks around, a little alarmed.  The alley behind the club is vacated.

SECURITY GUARD

I’m afraid I’m going to have to search your backpack.  

Robin tries to push Security Guard off of her.  He keeps coming.  He embraces her.

SECURITY GUARD

I just think you’re real pretty.  That’s all.  

ROBIN

Get away from me.

SECURITY GUARD

Just—, just a second.  

Hans and Charlie come out into the street.

HANS

Let her go.

ROBIN

Hans. Thank God.

SECURITY GUARD 

(to Hans)

Oh yeah?

Charlie looks around, trying to figure things out.  

Security Guard and Hans stare each other down.  Hans nods, looking buff and tough.

Security Guard comes up to him, smiling smugly.  He punches Hans in the stomach.  Hard.  Hans gasps for breath.

ROBIN

(to Security Guard)

You fucking asshole.

EXT. STREET

The tan sedan races through traffic.

INT. TAN SEDAN - MOVING

Tears stream down Leather Pants’ face.  Jennings reaches back and hands her a tissue.  

JENNINGS

Tissue, ma’am.

Leather Pants nods and is about to take it.

Tommy is also in the car.  (We now know he’s “UNDERCOVER AGENT”.)  Undercover Agent reaches out an arm, and swats Jennings’ hand away.

TOMPKINS

She’s a trained killer.  She don’t need a fucking tissue, Jennings.

EXT. BACK OF DANCE CLUB

Hans, doubled-over, falls to one knee, clutching his stomach.  Charlie stares down Security Guard.

CHARLIE

C’mon.  Bring it.

Security Guard smiles, nearly laughs.  He cracks his knuckles.

FIGHT

Security Guard swings. . . Charlie dodges.  Security Guard swings again. . . Charlie dodges again.

Charlie taunts and feints.  Security Guard tries to grab him.  Misses.  Almost falls.  

SECURITY GUARD

Hold still.  Fuck!

Hans and Robin watch, surprised.

Security Guard goes after Charlie and misses him again.  

Security Guard cracks his hand against the side of the building as Charlie evades a punch.  Security Guard falls down, yelling out.  

Security Guard gets up and runs wildly at Charlie, who dodges  out of the way.  Security Guard slams into a parked car and pitches over the hood. . . Doesn’t get up.

Charlie approaches Robin and Hans.  They stare at him in awe.  

ROBIN

How did you. . . 

CHARLIE

Actually, I’m in too much pain to talk to you right now.

ROBIN

(misunderstanding)

Still?  You know Charlie if you couldn’t handle seeing me, you shouldn’t have come back to Miami.

Charlie stares for a moment.  He looks over at Hans.

Hans, still grimacing and doubled over, nods.

ROBIN

I know how you feel about me. . . but you’ve never even done anything about it—

Glancing back at the Security Guard, who is out cold.

ROBIN (Cont.)

At least until. . .   

A pause.  Robin looks at Charlie questioningly. 

CHARLIE

Look, uhhh, we’ll talk later, okay.  When I, ummm, get back. 

Charlie starts into the alley.  Hans is about to follow.

HANS

(to Robin)

I think he took two of what we had. 

ROBIN

I didn’t see him take anything at all.  

EXT. DENNY’S

The tan sedan is parked in the lot outside.  The surveillance van is parked a short distance away.  

INT. BATHROOM

Leather Pants washes her face.  She stares at herself in the mirror.  She shakes her head in disbelief.  

OUTSIDE BATHROOM DOOR

Undercover Agent stands sentry outside the door.  A short ELDERLY LATIN LADY approaches.  Undercover Agent stands in her way.  

UNDERCOVER AGENT

I’m afraid, ma’am, this restroom has been commandeered by the United States government.  

Undercover Agent flashes a badge.

UNDERCOVER AGENT

If you don’t mind using the men’s. . .

Elderly Latin Lady smiles.  

BATHROOM

Leather Pants starts to pull on a pair of new pants, Jennings’ pants.  She continues to look at herself in the mirror.

She finishes buckling up her new pants.  She changes shirts now.  She stares at her reflection.  

LEATHER PANTS

I’m a total hottie.  

EXT. PARKING LOT

Agent Rosewater moves from the surveillance van toward the tan sedan.

INT. SEDAN

Jennings has stripped to only his boxer shorts.  Tompkins bends down to the floor in front of Jennings’ seat, looking for something. . . for Jennings’ gun.

TOMPKINS

It’s your damn gun, Jennings.

JENNINGS

I put it right here on the dash when I gave her my pants.  

The shirtless Jennings leans forward, tapping the dash, obscuring Tompkins’ head. 

TOMPKINS

Well it must have fallen down here somewhere.  

A knock at the half-rolled down window.  Agent Rosewater stands outside.

AGENT ROSEWATER

What the hell is going on here?!

Tompkins pops up instantly.  

TOMPKINS

Nothing, nothing.  Just looking for Jennings’ piece, sir.  

EXT - SUPPER CLUB

The type of night spot favored by Miami’s retired folks.  

EXT - SIDE LOT

Near the back of the building, the white Cadillac parks.

GETTING OUT

Jorge-Luis shuts his door.  

Miguel, still inside, pulls out a second key and slips it in the ignition.  

JORGE-LUIS

That’s good.  Just in case we’re. . .  

Miguel gets out of the car.  Closes his door.  

MIGUEL

In, like, a rush? We won’t be.  Gonna be easy.  We shoot her, grab the case, you know. . . we walk out, we get in the car and we go.

JORGE-LUIS

You mind doing it.  

Miguel frowns. . . contemplates. . . agrees.

MIGUEL

You gonna have to find a new line of work real soon, ‘migo.  

INT - SUPPER CLUB 

An elderly crowd sips watered down cocktails, chows on deserts, and laughs uproariously.  

STAGE

DENNY MURRAY, a stage performer, wears a cheap tuxedo and tells cheap jokes.  He hits a punch line.  

DENNY MURRAY

And if you thought that was funny, let-me-tellya’, come see my one man show: Sinatra was really a Jew!
Blistering LAUGHTER from the audience.  Knee slapping.  Old men cling to old women to keep from falling out of their seats.

OLD LADY EATING chocolate mousse doesn’t laugh.  She inches a bite of chocolate mousse towards her lips.  

Jorge-Luis and Miguel, looking out of place, stare at the stage with stone-faced boredom.  

OFFICE ABOVE

FREDDIE VINES sits in her office.  Freddie is a willowy thin British lady, or she dresses like a lady at least.  Her longish head is capped by a bounty of orange hair, most likely a wig.  

Freddie Vines talks on the phone:

FREDDIE VINES

(into phone)

I guess this will be goodbye then.  You do know how I fancy you.

A SILVER CASE, exactly like the box Damien keeps his DJ records in, sits next to one of the legs of Freddie’s desk.  

FREDDIE VINES (Cont.)

(into phone)

. . . My last chance, I daresay, of getting in those hot leather knickers of yours.  

EXT. DENNY’S PARKING LOT

Leather Pants, Undercover Agent, Tompkins, and the nearly naked Jennings sit in the tan sedan.  

INT. TAN SEDAN

Leather Pants is on a cell phone.  Undercover Agent monitors the conversation closely.  

LEATHER PANTS

(to Undercover Agent)

She wants to get into my knickers.

UNDERCOVER AGENT

Can’t blame her for that. . . 

Leather Pants gulps.

LEATHER PANTS

What does that mean?

UNDERCOVER AGENT

Relax.  God.  Who knew you were such a sweet sensitive thing.    

Undercover Agent looks at Leather Pants in a flirty way.  After a moment he gets serious again.  

UNDERCOVER AGENT

Tell Freddie we’re coming to get the case.  

INT. MOB GUYS HIDEOUT

Petey Bricks paces.  Big Tough Guy smokes a cigarette.

PETEY BRICKS

I don’t fucking know.  He was supposed to be Carmine’s guy.  

BIG TOUGH GUY

I never trusted that prick.

PETEY BRICKS

Carmine or Tommy?

BIG TOUGH GUY

Either one, but I meant Tommy.

PETEY BRICKS

Carmine’s your uncle.

BIG TOUGH GUY

Don’t mean he’s trustworthy.

PETEY BRICKS

Hey!  Carmine and I. . . Carmine’s a good fucking guy.  He don’t know how this happened. 

Paunchy has a bloody bullet wound in his arm.  

Sleepy, box of malicious steel tools open, prepares to remove the bullet.  He sterilizes a peculiarly shaped instrument.  Sleepy licks his lips.   

PETEY BRICKS

(to Sleepy)

Get some bandages or something.  This fucking guy’s bleeding everywhere.

BIG TOUGH GUY

So whadda we do now?

PETEY BRICKS

We don’t got the girl, we don’t got the case, and we don’t know who has got the case.  I’m open to suggestions.

No answer from Big Tough Guy.  

Petey Bricks’s cell phone rings.  He pulls the device out of his coat pocket and raises the antennae.  

PETEY BRICKS

(into phone)

Yeah.

(listens)

Carmine.  We were just, you know—. . . Nevermind, there’s bad news.  The girl.  She. . .

(listens)

What do you mean, you figured she got away?

Petey Bricks moves toward the window, still adjusting the antennae of his phone.  

Sleepy brings a tool close to Paunchy.

SLEEPY

It’s okay to scream if you like.

Paunchy shrinks in close to himself. 

PETEY BRICKS

(into phone)

Well, there’s another thing, it looks like we had a fucking informer or something in our midst.  

(listens)

Oh, you figured that too.  Well that’s great Carmine.  

(calling to Big Tough Guy)

He figured that too.  Says he’s got a plan, got it all worked out.  

EXT. SUPPER CLUB

The tan sedan comes to a stop in front of the supper club.  Leather Pants and Undercover Agent hop out.

The surveillance van follows, parking nearby.  

Undercover Agent speaks into the lapel of his coat.

UNDERCOVER AGENT

How’s everyone? Hear me alright.

Big Forehead Agent extends a thumbs-up gesture out of the passenger window of the van.  

Undercover Agent nods, satisfied.  He starts toward the entrance to the supper club.

LEATHER PANTS

So I can really kill people?  With my bare hands?

UNDERCOVER AGENT

Says so in your file.  

INT. SUPPER CLUB

Denny Murray sings now:

DENNY MURRAY

(singing)

Fly me to the Moooonnn

Let me swing among those stars. . .
Miguel nudges Jorge-Luis.  Motions with his head toward the entrance.  

ENTRANCE

Leather Pants and Undercover Agent come through the front entrance.  They meet FREDDIE’S MAN #1 who greets them both. 

MIGUEL AND JORGE-LUIS

They whisper.  Denny Murray continues his song.

MIGUEL

Who’s he?

Jorge-Luis shrugs.

MIGUEL

She never have no partner before

JORGE-LUIS

(optimistically)

Maybe we kill him instead of the girl?

Jorge-Luis makes a repentant sign of the cross in front of his chest as he speaks.

DENNY MURRAY O.S.

(singing)

In other words. . . hold my hand

In other words. . . kissss me!
JORGE-LUIS (Cont.)

I mean her and us: we did a lot of jobs together.

MIGUEL

Boss says it’s her or us, you know. 

JORGE-LUIS

You really think she double-cross Felix?

A pause.  Miguel doesn’t know.  

MIGUEL

Maybe you should go outside and cover the door.  In case one of them gets by me.

Jorge-Luis nods and stands.  

STAIRS

Freddie’s Man #1 leads Leather Pants and Undercover Agent upstairs.  

FREDDIE VINES’ MAN #1

Freddie’s expecting you.  

EXT. CITY STREET

The limousine cruises along a Miami street.  

INT. FRONT OF LIMOUSINE

Limo Driver hums to himself.  

INT. LIMOUSINE PASSENGER AREA

Charlie and Hans sit across from each other.  They’re in mid-conversation:  

CHARLIE

That’s right: I took Charlie’s body and I think he took mine.  

HANS

And who are you again, yeah?

CHARLIE

I’d tell you, but I’d have to kill you.

HANS

Oh.  This is not something I want to know then.  

CHARLIE

I think it’s because right before they were about to torture me I used this technique where your spirit actually leaves your body.

HANS

Torture?

CHARLIE

Oh, don’t worry.  It takes a little out of me, but it’s fine.  In fact they never would have had the chance, except I let them catch me—  

HANS

I love it, I love it.  

Hans starts to laugh.  He tries to say something, but he’s laughing too hard.

CHARLIE

So if you’re so sure I’m fucking with you, why’d you leave with me?

Hans shrugs, laughing some more.   

Charlie looks at Hans in a bit of new light.    

CHARLIE

You have a cute laugh.  A really cute laugh, actually.  You’re a really attractive guy you know.

Hans stops laughing.

HANS

Okay, that’s not funny.  

EXT. SUPPER CLUB

Jorge Luis steps out of the supper club. He walks several steps away.  Real casual.  He lights a cigarette. 

INT. SUPPER CLUB

Miguel reaches into his pants.  He grabs on to something

. . . He slowly lifts the handle of an uzi upward, but only halfway.

EXT. SUPPER CLUB

Jorge-Luis looks around, checking things out.

INT. TAN SEDAN

Tompkins and Jennings wait.  Jennings’ gaze has locked on to Jorge-Luis.  Jennings is suspicious.  

JORGE-LUIS

Spots the tan sedan: a man in a suit and another man without any clothes on. 

Jorge-Luis arches his eyebrows and looks somewhere else.

INT. SURVEILLANCE VAN

Government Agents crowd around the panel of machinery, listening.

VOICE OF FREDDIE VINES O.S.

(through machine)

Who the hell is this, sweets.  You didn’t tell me you were bringing a date.

Big Forehead looks at an open file.  The file has a picture of a man that looks a great deal like FREDDIE VINES, but with balding light brown hair and no make-up.

BIG FOREHEAD

This guy talks kinda like girl..  

INT. FREDDIE VINES’ OFFICE

Freddie Vines (and he looks a lot like a girl too)sits on one side of her/his desk.  Leather Pants and Undercover Agent stand on the other side.  Freddie’s Man #1 and FREDDIE’S MAN #2 stand in the corners of the room.

LEATHER PANTS

The case.  Just want the case.  

FREDDIE VINES

And what is going on with that outfit?  Bit dodgy, wouldn’t you say?  One of the fellas these days are we?

Freddie laughs deliciously.  A pause.

FREDDIE VINES

You sure you’re feeling alright tonight?

Leather Pants looks over at Undercover Agent nervously.  Undercover Agent doesn’t react.  

FREDDIE VINES

Well, why should I give a toss.  I’ve got my bloody money from Felix at last.  Enough capitol for my operation and then some.    

A pause.  Freddie smiles.  

FREDDIE VINES

My surgeon tells me I’m going to have the best new pussy money can buy!

INT. SURVEILLACE VAN

Reactions of horror.  Agent #3 spits out his last sip of coffee.   

Big Forehead drops the file he’s been holding.  

BIG FOREHEAD

Oh, man. . . oh, God.

VOICE OF FREDDIE VINES O.S. (Cont.)

(through machine)

I’m going to have a golden new pussy, I am. 

INT. FREDDIE VINES’ OFFICE

FREDDIE VINES (Cont.)

A beautiful pink cunt, sweet as a watermelon.  

Undercover Agent struggles with his composure.  Freddie’s Man #1 and #2 look slightly revolted.

Leather Pants looks sick for a moment. . . then looks down at herself. . .

LEATHER PANTS

It feels pretty different doesn’t it

. . . having a. . . having a pussy?

Undercover Agent, naturally, stares at Leather Pants, who is quite interested in the answer.

FREDDIE VINES

(to Leather Pants)

I should say so.  I’ll show it to you when it’s all done. . . 

LEATHER PANTS

I’ve only had time for a quick glance at mine.

FREDDIE VINES

Would you like to see the one I have now? Like I told my surgeon this one’s not quite right, it’s a bit funny.  That’s why I need it replaced. 

Leather Pants and Undercover Agent are silent.

Freddie reaches down and picks up the case.  She/he hands it across the desk to Leather Pants.

FREDDIE VINES

Well, anyway, here you are.  Don’t tell mum and dad where you got it now.  

Undercover Agent’s eyes light up.

INT. SURVEILLANCE VAN

Relief.

AGENT ROSEWATER

Okay.  Now we’re getting somewhere.

VOICE OF FREDDIE VINES 

(through machine)

Go ahead. . . check and see.

INT. FREDDIE VINES’ OFFICE

Freddie nods at Leather Pants.  Undercover Agent does the same.  Leather Pants shakes her head.

LEATHER PANTS

(to Freddie Vines)

I trust you.

FRONT OF LIMOUSINE

Limo Driver looks back through the window.

LIMO DRIVER

This is the place right?

Charlie looks out.  

The block ahead includes Freddie’s Place.  

CHARLIE

Yep.  

HANS

We’re going. . . here?  This—, this is not a good place.  Not a good place to meet babes.

CHARLIE

(to Limo Driver)

Maybe drop me on the corner.  I’ll be right back. 

LIMO DRIVER

All-right.

EXT. SUPPER CLUB LOT

Jorge-Luis waits.  He sees the limo pulling up across the street.

INT. TAN SEDAN

Jennings and Tompkins wait.  Jennings has an alert eye on Jorge-Luis.  

INT. SUPPER CLUB STAIRS

Freddie’s Man #1 leads Leather Pants and Undercover Agent down the stairs.  Leather Pants carries the case.

Undercover Agent looses his gun and points it into Leather Pants’ abdomen.  

She feels it.  Looks at him.  He gives her a meaningful look.  Don’t even think about trying anything.  

STAGE

The band SWINGS.  Denny Murray dances a little bit, not singing now.  He makes the cut it gesture as the band FINISHES triumphantly.  Applause.

DENNY MURRAY

Thank you, thank you.  

Old Woman Eating doesn’t applaud.  She takes another tiny bite of her chocolate mousse.  

EXT. OUTSIDE CLUB

Charlie gets out of the Limo.  Hans leans out the doorway and just looks out.  

HANS

All the places to party in Miami. . .

INT. SUPPER CLUB

Leather Pants and Undercover Agent show up at the bottom of the stairs.

Miguel sees them.  Hand in pants, he gets up from his seat and walks away from the stage.  

STAGE

DENNY MURRAY spots Miguel.

DENNY MURRAY

Five-to-one says you don’t make it in time.  

Stage Performer makes a sideways look and gives a little gesture.  

A spotlight is thrown on to Miguel, who turns around slowly, hand in still pants.  

STAGE PERFORMER (Cont.)

Hey, brother, how do ya’ say in Spanish when you gotta go, you gotta go.   

LAUGHTER from the audience.  Miguel looks at the audience with a sheepish expression, slowly lifting his hand out of his pants.  

All eyes are on him.  Miguel freezes.  

ENTRANCE

Freddie’s Man #1 open the door.  Leather Pants and Undercover Agent exit.  

SURVEILLANCE VAN

Everyone looking toward the entrance of the supper club.

AGENT ROSEWATER

They’ve got the case.

OUTSIDE

Jorge-Luis sees Leather Pants and Undercover Agent exiting.  He’s puzzled.

Charlie and Hans see Leather Pants and gets all the way out of the Limo now too.

HANS

Who is that? Woooh.    

CHARLIE

Yeah? . . . Maybe I’ll set you up sometime.

HANS

You know that girl?  What a babe, what a—

Charlie takes several steps forward, away from the limo.  He stops about thirty feet away.

Charlie and Leather Pants see each other.

SLOW MOTION

Leather Pants and Charlie take each other in.  Charlie nods, knowingly.  Leather Pants stares.  She stops for a second. 

Charlie gestures and mouths silently:

CHARLIE

The case.  

Suddenly Charlie reacts to something.  He sees Jorge-Luis.

CHARLIE

What’s he doing here—. . . 

(then yelling, pointing)

Gun!

INT. SUPPER CLUB

The spotlight is still on Miguel.  

DENNY MURRAY

(to Miguel)

You’re lucky, bud.  Half the folks here  haven’t taken a piss on their own in years, isn’t that right folks?

Miguel whips out his uzi casually.  He fires at the spotlight.  

Pandemonium in the audience.  SCREAMS.  People ducking under tables.

BULLETS SMASH into the spotlight, blowing out bulbs.  The SPOTLIGHT OPERATOR high tails it.  

OUTISIDE

Jorge-Luis reaches for his gun.  

INT. SEDAN

Jennings, already in motion, moves lightning quick out the door.  His boxer shorts catch on a door clamp and rip.

Jorge Luis has his gun out.  He is about to fire.

The sight of a stark naked man running straight at him distracts Jorge-Luis.  He turns toward Jennings.

Jennings tackles Jorge-Luis.

EVERYTHING BREAKS LOOSE

Leather Pants cracks a distracted Undercover Agent with the case and starts toward Charlie.  Undercover Agent doubles over.  

Jennings and Jorge-Luis fight.  They exchange punches. Jennings gets a good lick in.

Miguel pops into the doorway of the club, uzi at the ready.

CHARLIE

Get down!

Leather Pants hits the dirt.  BULLETS WHIZZ over her.  

Hans throws himself to the ground.  He crawls around the limo, looking for cover.

Agents stream out of the surveillance van, pistols drawn.  They start firing. GUNFIRE like a storm of locusts.  

Miguel ducks back into the doorway.  He pivots out and lets loose another VOLLEY, his expression ripe with surprise:  Who the hell are these guys!

MIGUEL

Arrrhhhh!

Leather Pants crawls toward Charlie, extending the case.  Charlie sees the case up close. He reaches for it.

Undercover Agent, hands covering his head, crawls toward Charlie and Leather Pants.  

Jorge-Luis casts Jennings off of him and runs.  He runs toward the group around the case.  He fires.  

Agents get low to the ground, Jorge-Luis’s SHOTS sailing over their heads.  

INT. SUPPER CLUB

Glass windows SHATTER.  Old people SCREAM in fright. 

OUTSIDE

Miguel comes out form the doorway, firing in the direction of the surveillance van.  

Tompkins drives the tan sedan into the middle of everything.  Jorge-Luis shoots at the tan sedan.  A bullet impacts against the windshield and WHISTLES through.  Tompkins ducks.

Jorge-Luis has to leap out of the way.  The sedan passes him.  

The sedan is headed right at Charlie, Leather Pants, and Undercover Agent.  Charlie dives one way.  Undercover Agent dives the other way.  

The tan sedan drives right over Leather Pants, who lies flat as a board, and comes to a halt.  

The Agents from the surveillance van FIRE toward the entrance of the supper club.  

Miguel squirrels away from the doorway on all fours.  

Charlie gets low to the ground, looking under the tan sedan for Leather Pants.  

Tompkins’ door comes open, cracking Charlie in the midsection.

Undercover Agent pulls Leather Pants to her feet and throws her in the car.  

Agents move toward the entrance of the supper club. 

Big Forehead pauses at the doorway, proceeding cautiously.

INT. CLUB

Miguel takes off, darting through the club.  

Agents reach the door.  

OUTSIDE

Charlie starts to get to his feet.  Undercover Agent has the case.  He throws open the back door.  Tompkins points his gun at Charlie, rolling down a window. 

Agents are running toward Jorge-Luis.  Agent Rosewater FIRES.

Jorge-Luis jumps into the limo, hurdling over Hans.  A bullet hits Hans in the lower leg.  Hans rolls over in pain.  

PASSENGER AREA OF LIMOUSINE

Jorge-Luis comes flying in, landing with a crash.  Jorge-Luis is now the sole passenger in the Limo.  

INT. SUPPER CLUB

Miguel runs.  He passes through the confusion of the audience, old people all taking cover and praying for their lives.

Old Lady Eating finishes the last bite of her chocolate mousse.  She looks satisfied.  

Miguel runs into the kitchen.  Agents are on his tail.

INT. LIMO

Jorge-Luis leans through the window, peering in at Limo Driver, pointing his gun.

JORGE-LUIS

Go!

LIMO DRIVER

All-right.

The Limousine charges forward.  Tompkins takes a shot at it.   

Jennings, naked, struggles to his feet.  He makes a run at the limousine.  

Jorge Luis, looking through the windshield, sees Jennings coming.

JORGE-LUIS

Loco maricon!


Jennings throws himself against the windshield in a blur of pink flesh and brown body hair.  Jennings rolls over the hood and on to the other side.  

INT. SEDAN

Undercover Agent jams his gun up against Leather Pants’ forehead.  

UNDERCOVER AGENT

Don’t do that again.  Understand?

OUTSIDE SEDAN

Tompkins, outside the car, continues to keep an eye on Charlie.  Agent Rosewater approaches.   

LIMOUSINE - MOVING

The limo curls around the back of the club.  Miguel comes running out.  

JORGE-LUIS

Stop!

Jorge Luis throws a door open as the limo slams to a halt.  Miguel jumps into the limo.  

MIGUEL

Fuck the car.  Let’s go! Orale.

Agent Rosewater comes close to Charlie.  

AGENT ROSEWATER

Get outta here, kid.  This is no place for you.

Charlie smiles slyly. . . but suddenly something catches his attention:

Hans is down, holding his foot, moaning with pain.  Charlie runs toward him.  

CHARLIE

Oh no. God. . . Are you alright, sweetie?  

INT. DANCE CLUB

Robin takes her drink and places her money on the bar.  Rebecca and Lena are behind her.

REBECCA

 

And they didn’t say when they were coming back? Not at all?

Robin shrugs.  She doesn’t answer.  She sees someone else.

The Girl who kissed Damien earlier is four or five bodies down the bar.  

REBECCA

(to Lena)

Well, what do you think? I’m having fun.  

Lena’s reply is inaudible over the MUSIC and CROWD NOISE.  

Robin stares at the Girl who kissed Damien.  She then glances behind and up.

DJ BOOTH

Damien is scarcely visible up in his booth.  He spins.  He rocks his head.

BAR

Robin turns back to the bar, and then toward her rival.  She takes a big swig from her drink.  

She walks away from Lena and Rebecca.  She approaches the Girl who kissed Damien.  

Robin and the Girl who kissed Damien are immediately into the midst of a heated exchange.  

ROBIN

Listen, honey, if you ever try to touch my man again. . . 

GIRL

Whatever. 

ROBIN

I’m serious.  I will mess you up.

GIRL

What?  Who are you?  Coming over here all tired and skinny.  

ROBIN

I am so serious.  

Robin and the Girl start pushing and shoving.  The Girl throws a punch.  

REBECCA

Oh my God.  

A wild reaction from the crowd around.  The sparkling strobe lights continue to flash as Robin and the Girl tussle.  

Eventually Robin and the Girl are separated by the members of the crowd.  They continue to SHOUT at each other.  

Rebecca and Lena try to calm Robin.

INT. LIMOUSINE

Miguel leans through the window, speaking to the Limo Driver.

MIGUEL

Just keeping driving.  Drive.  Don’t matter where.

LIMO DRIVER

All-right.  

Jorge Luis’s eye has begun to swell up where Jennings punched him.  He holds a sleeve to a bleeding lip.

Miguel leans back, letting out a deep breath.  

MIGUEL

Oh, we are dead, ‘migo. . . Dead. . . Who were all those guys?

JORGE-LUIS

I don’t know, but that naked gabacho got a mean fucking right hand. 

MIGUEL

Felix is gonna kill us.  Maybe we just leave Miami.  I could use a new start.

JORGE-LUIS

Where?  No way I’m moving to New Jersey.  

MIGUEL

I was thinking some place a little more tropical.  

Jorge-Luis grimaces as looks at the blood on his sleeve.  

MIGUEL

You alright?

Jorge-Luis shrugs.

Miguel spots something on the floor of the limo. . . the bag of little white pills.  Miguel picks it up.  

JORGE-LUIS

What’s that?

MIGUEL

Looks like Tylenols, maybe. 

Miguel tosses the baggy over to Jorge-Luis.  Jorge-Luis looks at it.  He shrugs and grab a bottle of water.  Opens the water.  

MIGUEL

Helps with pain right.  

Jorge-Luis swallows down a couple pills.  Miguel motions for him to toss the baggy over.

MIGUEL

I got a headache coming on too.  

Miguel swallows down a couple pills.

EXT - STREET

The tan sedan rolls along through traffic.  Heading out of downtown.  

INT.  TAN SEDAN – MOVING

Tompkins drives.  Undercover Agent and Leather Pants are in the back with the silver case on the floor.  

LEATHER PANTS

I just want to go home.  I want to go back to Maine.  

UNDERCOVER AGENT

Where?

LEATHER PANTS

Can’t you just let me go home?

UNDERCOVER AGENT

Look, sweetheart, you should of thought of that a lonnng time ago.  You can’t go home now.  

EXT. BEHIND SUPPER CLUB 

Hans sits on the hood of a car, a white Cadillac.  His face is twisted in discomfort.  

Charlie pulls Hans’s shoe back on to his foot.  He looks up at him and nods like you’re going to be fine.

CHARLIE

It didn’t go in. . . . the bullet.   

Hans nods.

CHARLIE

I think we should get you. . . get you home, though. . . home?

HANS

And how are we getting home?

Charlie’s already taking a long look at the car Hans is sitting on.  Charlie peers at the car from a different angle.  

CHARLIE

I’ve been in this car before. . . 

INT. SEDAN - MOVING

Tompkins continues to drive.  

Undercover Agent tries to maintain his stern tone.  

UNDERCOVER AGENT

So listen you give him the case, we get it on tape, and we get out of there.  But make sure you mention what’s in the case.  

LEATHER PANTS

Who’s him?
UNDERCOVER AGENT

Drop the act already.  

Undercover Agent grabs Leather Pants by the shirt.  

UNDERCOVER AGENT(Cont.)

Look, if you know what’s good for you, you’ll cooperate.  

Leather Pants nods slowly.  

Undercover Agent’s gaze lingers.  He loosens his grip.  He smoothes out the area around the collar of her shirt.

UNDERCOVER AGENT

Sorry. . . sorry I. . . waved my gun in your face too.  Actually, I sort of like you. . . You’re not what. . . what I expected.  

INT. SURVEILLANCE VAN - MOVING

Jennings sits with Agent Rosewater and Big Forehead in the back of the surveillance van.  Jennings covers himself with a coat and cradles his shoulder.

JENNINGS

I just think it’s suspicious that’s she’s going along with this.  She’s been practically docile.

AGENT ROSEWATER

Hmmm.

JENNINGS

And we’ve all read her file.  

BIG FOREHEAD

I agree.  The plan was to keep the case as—

AGENT ROSEWATER

Look, we have an opportunity to nail Felix Barbarosa once and for all here.  

JENNINGS

I thought we were after the mob.

AGENT ROSEWATER

Well then this came up.  We can nail ‘em both now.  And if we bring a dummy case in their we might miss our only chance to get Felix. 

JENNINGS

I don’t know, sir.

AGENT ROSEWATER

Jennings, when we get there, I want Tompkins to take you to go get some threads, alright.  That’s what I want from you.  

EXT. FRONT OF DANCE CLUB

Still a long line at the entrance.  Security Guards wearing headset communicators preside over the line.  Cars coming and going.

Robin, too weary to be upset anymore, stands at the curb.  She signals for a taxi.  The taxi drives on by.  

Robin groans.  She pulls out her cell phone and dials a couple digits.  

ROBIN

(into phone)

Yes, I’d like the number for a cab company.  Any cab company.

Lena approaches Robin from behind and taps her shoulder.

LENA

You okay?

ROBIN

I’m going home.  You don’t have to, and if  you need a place to crash—

LENA

Something’s not cool with your boyfriend?

ROBIN

Look, you and I don’t even know each other.

LENA

We were dancing in there together. . . I don’t know. . . I feel like I know you.

ROBIN

That’s sweet.  It’s nice to know there are a few cool chicks out there. . . but I want to go home now. Really. 

LENA

How ‘bout I’ll just wait with you.     

Lena smiles.  Robin nods.  

EXT. FASTFOOD DRIVE-IN

The limousine leaves a line of cars that trail backward from a drive thru window.  The limo turns out into traffic.  

INT. FRONT OF LIMO

Limo Driver reaches into his bag, pulls out a fry, and eats it.

INT. PASSENGER AREA OF LIMO

Both Jorge-Luis and Miguel have drinks and bags of food.  

Jorge-Luis twitches.  He’s also smiling and looking around.  Something’s real funny with him.  

JORGE-LUIS

Hey, Miguel. . . Man, you feel anything weird.  

Miguel smiles slightly.

MIGUEL

(obviously lying)

No I don’t feel nothing.  You feel something?

Miguel leans back, looking around.  His eyes get real wide for a moment.  

JORGE-LUIS

Yeah, I’m feeling real. . . real good.   

Miguel holds a hand to his forehead.  

MIGUEL

Woh! Hey Jorge-Luis?

A pause as Jorge-Luis twitches some more.  

MIGUEL

Estoy me sentado extrano, eh. . . tu sabes.  Woh, shit, ‘migo.  

EXT - FRONT OF DANCE CLUB

Robin and Lena sit on the curb outside the club.  The line behind them is rollicking.  Music and steady drumbeats come from within.  

LENA

I know because I’m like that too.  

ROBIN

You are?

LENA

Yeah.  At least I used to be.  It’s hard.  Sometimes it feels good to be treated like shit.  

ROBIN

I know, but I hate it.  

LENA

There’s always the guy who’s a real good husband kind of a guy.

ROBIN 

Sort of like Charlie.

LENA

And then the one who’s— 

ROBIN

Hot.

LENA

And knows it.

ROBIN

I know.  

LENA

Like your boyfriend.  

Robin nods.  A pause.  

ROBIN

It’s not that Charlie isn’t cute. He’s just so nice.  Damien’s always this total challenge.  

LENA

But the day is going to come, right, where you want to have a relationship where the most important thing is trust. 

ROBIN

Sometimes I think that’s what Damien and I really have.  

Robin pauses.  Lena smiles, encouraging.  .  

ROBIN

But I guess. . .  

LENA

I know that feeling.  

ROBIN

I wonder where Charlie went anyway?

EXT. OFFICE PLAZA

The same office plaza as seen in the scene where we first met Charlie.  Quiet.  The buildings appear deserted at this hour.

Leather Pants and Undercover Agent walk toward the entrance of one of the buildings.  Leather Pants carries the case.    

LEATHER PANTS

This is really where we’re going? This building?

Undercover Agent is occupied with another problem.

UNDERCOVER AGENT

So how do we get in?

LEATHER PANTS

Am I supposed to have a key or something?   

Undercover Agent tries the door.  It’s open.  They walk in.  

INT. OFFICE BUILDING PLAZA

They move toward an elevator.  

UNDERCOVER AGENT

Now if he asks who I am. . . what are you gonna tell him?

LEATHER PANTS

You have some information that’s going to help Felix.  

UNDERCOVER AGENT

Good girl.

A pause.  Undercover Agent punches the elevator signal button.  

INT. SURVEILLANCE VAN

The group of Agents in their now familiar positions around the surveillance machine.  

VOICE OF UNDERCOVER AGENT 

(through machine)

Like I said: You’re not such a tough nut to crack after all.  

The Agents all seem pleased with this comment. . . all except Big Forehead.  His expression is skeptical.  

WATCHING VAN THROUGH BINOCULARS

Petey Bricks and MOB CAR DRIVER watch from a vehicle some distance away.  Petey Bricks lowers the binoculars.  

PETEY BRICKS

Let’s just hope they don’t get the bright idea of covering the garage. 

Petey Bricks turns the binoculars back toward the office building.  

THROUGH BINOCULARS

Through the transparent glass walls.  Undercover Agent and Leather Pants get into the elevator.  

INT. ELEVATOR

The elevator doors close.  Undercover Agent points to the panel of buttons.  

UNDERCOVER AGENT

What floor?

Leather Pants hesitates.  

UNDERCOVER AGENT

We can try every single one if you like.

LEATHER PANTS

Eighth floor. . . Eighth floor, I guess.

INT. OFFICE BUILDING

Elevator doors open.  Leather Pants, carrying THE CASE, and Undercover Agent walk out. They walk down the hall. 

AROUND CORNER

Big Tough Guy and Mob Guy #5 follow, both with guns, and watch as Leather Pants and Undercover Agent arrive at a door.  

The door is unlocked.  Leather Pants and Undercover Agent go inside.  The door begins to close.  

Big Tough Guy and Mob Guy #5 move to the door stealthily.  They take out ski masks and pull them over their faces.  

EXT. STREET 

White Cadillac on the move, zooming in and out of the passing lane.  

INT. CADILLAC - MOVING

Charlie drives.  Hans reads a little brochure.  The brochure is promotional material for Jorge-Luis’s church.

HANS IN HIS OWN HEAD V.O.

Are you living in sin?

Hmmm. . . Ich glaubt nicht, aber. . .

Hans looks over at Charlie, then goes back to reading.

HANS IN HIS OWN HEAD V.O.

Are you searching for life’s greater meaning?

Hans thinks that one over for a second.  He seems to nod “yes.” 

CHARLIE

(interrupting)

What’s that?

Hans tucks the brochure away into the inside door pocket.

HANS

Don’t know.  

Charlie sighs for a moment, fixing himself on getting something off his chest.

CHARLIE

I don’t know what happened back there. I’m really sorry, man.  

Hans stays silent.  

CHARLIE

Most of the time I’m. . . I’m a good guy right? A nice kid.  

Hans shrugs.  He sort of nods yes. A pause.  Hans is earnest.

HANS

You’re a very loyal friend.  

CHARLIE

Yeah? Woh.  I wonder if anyone would say that about me.

HANS

I just did.

CHARLIE

Right. I know.  Ummm, yeah. . . anyone else.

HANS

Everyone would.  

CHARLIE

No kidding.  That’s a real compliment.  

HANS

There are so many friends who can be more fun, but the one I can always trust is Charlie Arledge.

Charlie smiles  The name strikes him, though.

CHARLIE

(repeating)

Arledge? . . .

INT. CHARLIE’S DAD’S OFFICE

Charlie’s Dad embraces Leather Pants.  He gives her a peck kiss on the lips.  

CHARLIE’S DAD

My, you are always beautiful.  


(laughing, referring to clothes she wears)

Even in this odd get-up.  

Leather Pants looks at Charlie’s dad, petrified.  

Charlie’s Dad takes her hand, which she quickly yanks away.  

CHARLIE’S DAD

What’s wrong, honey. . .

He looks over at Undercover Agent.

CHARLIE’S DAD

And who’s this, anyway?

Undercover Agent looks expectantly at Leather Pants.  She doesn’t say anything.

Charlie’s Dad looks back and forth between the two. He suspects something.  

LEATHER PANTS

Oh, he’s. . . –do you always work this late?

CHARLIE’S DAD

What?  

INT. SURVEILLANCE VAN

Silence.  Agents listen.  The mood is nervous.  Undercover Agent’s voice:

VOICE OF UNDERCOVER AGENT

(through machine)

I have some information. . . for Mr. Barbarosa.  

INT. OFFICE

Leather Pants nods hesitatingly.

UNDERCOVER AGENT (Cont.)

Information about Carmine the Fish and his organization.  

CHARLIE’S DAD

Ah.  Well, I don’t see why you’d want to talk to me about that. . . but sit down.

Charlie’s Dad makes a one second motion to Undercover Agent.  He pulls Leather Pants a few steps away and speaks quietly:

CHARLIE’S DAD

What’s this all about?

Leather Pants starts to say something.  Charlie’s Dad interrupts, changing topics and smiling:

CHARLIE’S DAD

I got our tickets for the Caymans today.  

LEATHER PANTS

The Caymans?  

Charlie’s Dad affectionately tucks a lock of Leather Pants’s hair behind her ear.  

CHARLIE’S DAD

From there we can go anywhere we want. The case is our way out.  God, I don’t know how I ever got tangled up with Felix, but. . . I just hope it’ll die down enough after I turn him in, that we don’t have to spend the rest of our lives looking over our shoulders.  But: feels good to do the right thing.     

Charlie’s Dad makes an expression: aren’t you excited.  She makes an effort at smiling.  

CHARLIE’S DAD

Something’s wrong?

LEATHER PANTS

Yeah. . . honey. . . Very wrong.

CHARLIE’S DAD

Oh? 

Leather Pants shrugs.

CHARLIE’S DAD

(returning to normal volume)

Well, first things first. 

Charlie’s Dad looks at the case.  

CHARLIE’S DAD

This is what you’ve brought me?

INT. SURVEILLANCE VAN

Again nervous expressions.  

BIG FOREHEAD

The whole thing rings of entrapm—

AGENT ROSEWATER

Shuddup!

VOICE OF UNDERCOVER AGENT

(through machine)

Yeah, that’s the case.

INT. OFFICE

Charlie’s Dad takes the case.  He again notices Leather Pants’s nervous chagrin.  

CHARLIE’S DAD

I see that. 

He doesn’t open it.  He holds it.  Turns it over.  Looks up and smiles a fake smile.   He sits down.

CHARLIE’S DAD

I guess I should open it?

A pause.  

LEATHER PANTS

Don’t.  

Charlie’s Dad halts.  Undercover Agent stares icily at Leather Pants.

UNDERCOVER AGENT

Go ahead.   

LEATHER PANTS

Don’t open it.  Get out of here.  

CHARLIE’S DAD

What?

LEATHER PANTS

Walk!  It’s, like, a set-up.  I don’t know, if you open it—. . . Get out of here.  Now!

Charlie’s Dad seems to have already had an inkling, but he doesn’t move.  He stares at Leather Pants.  

INT. SURVEILLANCE VAN

Agent Rosewater #1 bangs his head as he shoots up from his seat.

AGENT ROSEWATER

Goddamnit. . . –Owwww!

Exclamations from Leather Pants, Undercover Agent, and Charlie’s Dad continue through the machine  

AGENT ROSEWATER

Maybe we should just go in there and get the case back.

INT. OFFICE

Confusion reigns.  Charlie’s Dad sets down the case.  

UNDERCOVER AGENT 

(angrily, to Leather Pants)

You know, we might have gone easy on you when this is all over.

Big Tough Guy and Mob Guy #5, ski masks on, guns drawn, come into the room.   

Undercover Agent’s eyes open wide.  

CHARLIE’S DAD

What the hell.  You can’t—

UNDERCOVER AGENT

Shit!

CHARLIE’S DAD

You can’t be here.  

Before Undercover Agent can do anything, Big Tough Guy cracks him across the face with his gun.  

CHARLIE’S DAD

What the hell?

Big Tough Guy puts a silence finger to his lips.  

He searches for the microphone on Undercover Agent.

CHARLIE’S DAD


(to Leather Pants)

What’s going on?

INT. SURVEILLANCE VAN

Concern.  

AGENT ROSEWATER

What’s happening in there?

BIG FOREHEAD

Should we move?

Suddenly the transmission line goes dead.  Nothing coming from the surveillance machine.  

AGENT ROSEWATER

Alright, you two go up there.

Agents #2 and Big Forehead hop out of the back of the van.   

INT. OFFICE 

Big Tough Guy finishes tying Undercover Agent’s hands.  He glances at his watch.  

Mob Guy #5 goes to the window, looking down into surrounding lot.  

EXT. OUTSIDE BUILDING

A shape darts forward, out of the shadows, moving briefly into the light, and then disappearing again.  

INT. OFFICE

MOB GUY #5

Coming.  

Charlie’s Dad leans close to Leather Pants.  They speak quietly.  

CHARLIE’S DAD

Do something.  Do your thing.  

LEATHER PANTS

(scared)

I can’t.  

Leather Pants looks at him helplessly.  

Big Tough Guy has finished tying Undercover’s hands.  He stands Undercover up and takes another peek at his watch.  

UNDERCOVER AGENT

You’re Carmine the Fish’s guys.  I know who you are. 

BIG TOUGH GUY

That’s why you have to come with us.  

Big Tough Guy gags Undercover’s mouth with some fabric.  Undercover Agent struggles, but to no avail without his hands.  

Big Tough Guy motions with his gun at Leather Pants and Charlie’s Dad.

BIG TOUGH GUY

Move.

The whole group starts out of the office and into the hall.  

BIG TOUGH GUY

If you try to run, you’re dead.  

INT. PASSENGER AREA OF LIMOSUINE - MOVING

Jorge-Luis and Miguel are blasting off now.  DISCO plays on the stereo. . . Flyyy, Robin Flyyy

Jorge-Luis bobs his head, dopey and euphoric.  Miguel flaps his arms like bird wings.  Disco song: Uppp, Uppp to the Sky.  The chorus plays again and again Miguel flaps his arms Uppp, Uppp, to the Sky.  

JORGE-LUIS

I feel like. . . dancing.  

MIGUEL

Yeah, you know. . . Quiero baillllando tambien.  

JORGE-LUIS

We don’t recover that case, we may be dead tomorrow. 

MIGUEL

Yeah. . . Yeah, might as well have some fun before we go.   

Miguel slides open the window, looking in on the driver.

MIGUEL

Hey, ‘migo.  You know someplace where we could go dancing.  Me and my friend, you know.  This is Miami, right.  

Limo Driver nods.  

LIMO DRIVER

All-right.  

INT. OFFICE BUILDING   

Agent #2 stands outside on one side of the building.

Big Forehead stands outside on the other side of the building. 

INT. SURVEILLANCE VAN - MOVING

The van patrols the lot now, Agent Rosewater looking out the windows.

The moving van roves behind Big Forehead.  

Agent #2 is nearest to the front entrance.  He watches the entrance.  He hears something.  SOUND OF PARKING GARAGE GATE OPENING.  

Agent #2 takes a couple steps closer.  He begins to signal wildly.  

AGENT #2

Hey!  Hey!

A SUV comes roaring out of the parking garage into the lot.  

The surveillance van turns around.  

INT. SURVEILLANCE VAN

AGENT #3 drives.  He whips the steering wheel around.

SUV

races across the lot.  

INT. SUV

Bumped up and down with the motion of the vehicle, Leather Pants and Charlie’ Dad are in the backseat.

Big Tough Guy drives.  Mob Guy #5 has his gun pointed at Leather Pants and Charlie’s Dad.  No sign of Undercover Agent.    

INT. MOB CAR #1

Petey Bricks loads a clip into a rifle.  

Mob Car Driver, driving, steps on the accelerator.  

CHASE

The SUV in the lead.  The surveillance van giving chase.  Mob Car #1 third.  

The SUV rips over the island on to the other side of the street.

INT. SUV

Everyone goes rolling to one side of the vehicle.  

CHASE

The surveillance van follows, trekking over the island.  

Mob Car #1 follows.  

MOB CAR #1

Petey Bricks rises up out of the sunroof.  He aims.

The Surveillance Van thunders forward in front of him.

INT. SURVEILLANCE VAN

Agent #4 suddenly spots the Mob Car in the rearview.  He begins to wiggle the wheel.  

AGENT #4

Company behind!

Agent Rosewater moves to the back window.  He looks out.

INT. SUV

Leather Pants and Charlie’s Dad both turn and look behind.  Mob Guy #5 continues to mark them with his gun.

CHASE

SUV in the lead, cruising a straight away. . . Surveillance Van wiggling and waggling. . . Mob Car #1 trailing, Petey Bricks holding his rifle steady.

MOB CAR #1

Petey Bricks FIRES.  The shot misses.

INT. SURVEILLANCE VAN

Agent Rosewater ducks down under the window.  He throws the back door open and SHOOTS.  

MOB CAR #1

Petey Bricks takes careful aim.  

SURVEILLANCE VAN TIRES

Tires spin and spin.

PETEY BRICKS

Fires.  

TIRE HIT

Rubber pierced.  SPARKS FLY.  

The surveillance van begins to slow and skid.  More sparks flying.  

INT. MOB CAR #1

Mob Car Driver throws the wheel hard to his left.

CHASE

Mob Car weaves around the limping surveillance van. Passing the surveillance van.  

INT. SURVEILLANCE VAN

Agent #4 struggles to maintain control of the vehicle.

CHASE

The SUV and Mob Car leave the surveillance van behind.

EXT. FRONT OF DANCE CLUB 

Robin’s taxi has arrived.  Lena and Robin hug.  

ROBIN

See you back at our place?

LENA

Hopefully.  

ROBIN

Okay.

INT. TAXI

Robin gets in.  She shuts the door.  TAXI DRIVER glances back at her.

ROBIN

Pretty busy tonight?

EXT. OUTSIDE CLUB

As the taxi pulls out into the medium heavy traffic, the limousine arrives to take it’s place.  

INT. PASSENGER AREA OF LIMO

Miguel deposits his uzi in the little cocktail refrigerator.  

Jorge-Luis is already hopping out.  Miguel follows.

EXT. OUTSIDE CLUB

Jorge-Luis and Miguel check out the scene in front of the club.  There’s a long line.  Miguel adjusts the collar of his silk shirt.  

Lena, about to head back in, spots Miguel.  

Miguel and Lena make eye contact.  Miguel smiles at her, a cryptic lady’s man smile. 

SECURITY GUARDS

Security Guard #2 nudges Security Guard #3.  They’re both working the front door and wear headsets and heavy coats.

SECURITY GUARD #2

Those two cats over there. . .

Security Guard #3 tries to discern where #2 is looking.

SECURITY GUARD #2 (Cont.)

They work for Felix Barbarosa.

SECURITY GUARD #3

Who works for who?

SECURITY GUARD #2

They showed up in a limo – I’m gonna let ‘em in.   

Security Guard #3 shrugs.

Jorge-Luis and Miguel are still getting their bearings.  Security Guard #2 comes up to them and leads them toward the entrance.

Lena watches, impressed.  

Security Guard #2 lifts the rope barrier at the front of the line.  Jorge-Luis and Miguel step under the rope.  

They go inside.  

EXT. DAMIEN AND ROBIN’S STREET

The white Cadillac is parked behind Hans’s convertible and Rebecca and Lena’s Jeep.  

INT. DAMIEN AND ROBIN’S HOUSE

Charlie works on Hans’s foot.  The foot is bruised and caked with blood, but there’s no real puncture.    

Charlie cleans the wound using a peroxide like product and cotton swabs.  Also a bowl of water.  

HANS

Ow, ow.  

CHARLIE

Hurts?

Hans frowns, but doesn’t answer.

CHARLIE

How about I rub it for you.  

Charlie rubs Hans’s foot.  

He rubs a little more, looking at Hans with a mischievous half-smile.  

CHARLIE

Feel any better?

Hans answers with a so-so sound. 

Sound of DOOR OPENING.  Charlie turns around.  He cranes his neck. 

FRONT DOOR.

Robin removes her keys and shut the door.  She comes in with a sigh.  

She halts suddenly, seeing Charlie and Hans.  Charlie and Hans look back, Charlie still holding Hans’s foot.  

Robin smiles.  For the first time since arriving at the club she looks excited.  

ROBIN

And what are you guys up to?

EXT. HARBOR LOT

Water in the not too distant background.  Boats.

Mob Guy #5, gun pointed, watches Leather Pants and Charlie’s Dad.

Big Tough Guy sets down the silver case and opens the back trunk area.  

Undercover Agent, arms tied, mouth gagged, struggles about like an earthworm.  

Petey Bricks stands outside the Mob Car.  He’s on his cell phone.

PETEY BRICKS

Yeah, Carmine, we’re here.  You want me to bring them all aboard.   

INT - DANCE CLUB

GLOW STICKS KID hands Jorge-Luis a couple glow stick toys.  The sticks leave streams of neon color behind with every motion.

Jorge-Luis looks at the glow stick toys with unfathomable curiosity.    

DAMIEN’S DJ BOOTH

Damien spins.  

Wild scene down below still in full effect.  

The clock in the booth reads 3:51.  

The door opens and Rebecca comes in.  She comes up behind Damien and puts a hand on his shoulder.  He looks back slightly.  He reaches up and touches the hand.  

DAMIEN

Ten minutes.  

DANCE FLOOR

Miguel and Lena dance together.  MUSIC PUMPS.

People wave their arm. People let go.

Lena saunters, grinning, as she moves in close to Miguel.  

Miguel hardly seems to know what he’s doing, but he keeps moving; he’s got rhythm

Jorge-Luis springs up behind them, waving his glow sticks all around the place. 

EXT. HARBOR 

A small cruise ship anchored alongside a long dock.

The several Mob Guys walk behind the group of prisoners.  

BIG TOUGH GUY

(to Undercover Agent)

You bring your swimming trunks, Tommy?

 . . . but I guess that ain’t even your real name.  

Charlie’s Dad looks around, very uptight.  Getting more worried by the moment.  

EXT. ABOVE DECK OF SHIP

A little bar.  A few chairs around the bar.  Paunchy and CARMINE THE FISH, pony-tailed, ominous gangster, sit in two of the chairs.  

Paunchy holds an open briefcase in his lap.  The briefcase is full of money.  Paunchy shuts the case and sets it down next to Carmine’s chair.  

PAUNCHY

It’s all there.

Carmine the Fish nods.  

EXT. ABOVE DECK OF SHIP - A MINUTE LATER

Carmine the Fish stands now.  He embraces Petey Bricks, as they pat each other on the back.  

BIG TOUGH GUY

So what do we do with the girl and the lawyer?

The girl and the lawyer perk their ears with interest.  

Carmine the Fish walks over to Leather Pants.  Looks at her: 

LEATHER PANTS

(tough)

So far—. . . so far your goons haven’t done anything to make me angry.  I can. . . I can. . . kill a man with, with, with my bare hands, you know.  

That comment doesn’t go over so well. . . except with Carmine the Fish. 

After a pause, Carmine laughs. He takes Leather Pants’s shoulder and shakes it sturdily.  

CARMINE THE FISH

The girl gets her money.  And we let her go.  

PETEY BRICKS

What?

CHARLIE’S DAD

What?

UNDERCOVER AGENT

(gagged)

Whhhmm?  

LEATHER PANTS

My money?

Carmine the Fish grabs the briefcase full of money and sets it in front of Leather Pants.  

CARMINE THE FISH

So where you headed?

LEATHER PANTS

I. . . I hadn’t thought about it.  

CARMINE THE FISH

A long way away I hope.  Felix’s gonna be looking for you, if he isn’t already.

CHARLIE’S DAD

Don’t believe this. . . 

CARMINE THE FISH

The whole thing worked just as we planned.  

PETEY BRICKS

Carmine, what’re you talking about?

CARMINE THE FISH

We’re taking over Felix’s thing – needed to figure out who works for us and who works for the Feds.  

Carmine looks over at Undercover Agent, then back at Petey Bricks.  

CARMINE THE FISH

Sorry, I couldn’t tell you, Pete.  But it could have been anybody, so this was between me and her.  

Undercover Agent swears and stamps his feet.  

CARMINE THE FISH

(to Undercover Agent)

I guess she had you fooled.  

CHARLIE’S DAD

(sadly)

Me too.

CARMINE THE FISH

So. . .

(hands Leather Pants the case)

Bon voyage. 

A pause.  Leather Pants breathes deep.  

LEATHER PANTS

I’ll trade you the money, for him.

She indicates Charlie’s Dad.  Charlie’s Dad keeps an even, unexpressive look on his face, but he’s far more angry than scared now.  

LEATHER PANTS

We’re leaving for the Caymans tomorrow.  

PETEY BRICKS

(to Charlie’s Dad)

That true?

Charlie’s Dad nods.  He’s still steamed.  

Carmine the Fish thinks the offer over.  

BIG TOUGH GUY 

(quietly to Carmine)

Yeah, they got sort of a thing going. . . But personally, I think we should do them both.  

Carmine makes an expression of disagreement.  Eventually he speaks:

CARMINE THE FISH

The money for the lawyer, hunh?  You not gonna go away thinking we owe you one, cause it’s us doing you a favor.  

LEATHER PANTS

Yes, you’d be doing me a favor.

CARMINE THE FISH

Okay. . . okay. . . Running away together?  . . . the Caymans, hunh?

LEATHER PANTS

From there we can go anywhere.

CHARLIE’S DAD

(pointing to Undercover Agent)

What about this guy?

LEATHER PANTS

Shut-up, dad.  

A pause.  Carmine stares.  Petey Bricks stares.  

CARMINE THE FISH

That’s disgusting.

CHARLIE’S DAD

She’s not—, she’s not my daughter!

CARMINE THE FISH

There are rules about that kind of thing.  

PETEY BRICKS

It’s some kinky nickname right? . . . 

(laughs)

It’s just the two of you. . . there’s an age difference.  

CHARLIE’S DAD

I don’t even have a daughter. . . Just a son, who I very much hope to see again and tell him. . . tell him. . .

LEATHER PANTS

Tell him what?

Charlie’s Dad doesn’t answer.  He looks emotional for a moment.  Leather Pants nods and smiles.  She takes Charlie’s Dad’s hand.  

CARMINE THE FISH

(to Big Tough Guy)

They go on their merry way and we take care of this guy.  

Undercover Agent does his best to make a fuss.  He can hardly move.  

PETEY BRICKS

Alright, c’mon.  

Petey Bricks motions for Leather Pants and Charlie’s Dad to follow him.  

CARMINE

Wait.

A pause.  

CARMINE

Let me just check the case.  

BIG TOUGH GUY

It’s the case they brung into the office with ‘em.  

CARMINE

(to Leather Pants)

That alright with you?

Leather Pants nods.  

CARMINE

Okay.  Open the case.  

Petey Bricks undoes the clasps.  He opens the SILVER CASE.  

A bright shining white light.

THE WHITE LIGHT GROWS. . . SPREADS.  A white light SUPERNOVA. . .

INT. DAMIEN’S DJ BOOTH 

Damien closes his silver case, sucking in white light as he shuts the lid.  Damien doesn’t notice any white light or anything.  

DJ PIE, a girl DJ with dragon-lady fingernails, has taken over the system.  She mixes.  Damien touches her on the shoulder as he leaves.

DAMIEN

I’m out.  

EXT. BACK OF DANCE CLUB 

MUSIC still pours from inside, as Damien steps out into the alley behind the club, carrying his silver case.    

Damien walks past Backdoor Security Guard, who has a band-aid above his eyebrow and a wrap around his hand.

INT. LIMOUSINE

Lena and Miguel argue playfully, holding hands.

LENA

This is our limo.

MIGUEL

It’s our limo. 

LENA

Drove us here tonight.  

MIGUEL

No.  Drove us here.  I can prove it.  

LENA

Yeah?

MIGUEL

I left my uzi in the little refrigerator.  

Pause.  Miguel smiles and makes like he was joking.  

MIGUEL

Yeah, take a look.  Jorge-Luis left a bazooka under the seat too.  

LENA

You’re so funny.  

Rebecca talks to Limo Driver.

REBECCA

(playfully)

Oh, c’mon.  It’s still early.  

LIMO DRIVER

I’m off at 4:30. That’s the deal.

REBECCA

Lena. . . Lena! . . .

Rebecca turns to Damien, unable to wrest Lena’s attention away from Miguel.  

REBECCA

He says the only place he’ll take us now is home.  Your house, I mean.

DAMIEN

Yeah, and where do you want to go?

REBECCA

I know your girlfriend went home already.  

DAMIEN

Yeah, I guess she did.  

Jorge-Luis, staring at Damien for a little while now, comes up to Miguel and touches Miguel’s arm.

JORGE-LUIS

Hey Miguel.

MIGUEL

Hey, hey.  You meet my new friend here.

Miguel means Lena, but Jorge-Luis is serious now.   

JORGE-LUIS

(motioning)

This our lucky day?  

Jorge-Luis stares at Damien’s silver case.  Miguel sees Damien’s silver case.  Stares.  

Jorge-Luis and Miguel look at each other.  

LENA

What?  That’s Damien.  

DAMIEN

We out of here or what?

MIGUEL

Hey, ‘migo. . . you want to let me. . . uhh. . . what’s in your box there?, you know.  

DAMIEN

Nothing.  Why?

Jorge-Luis pulls out his gun.  

JORGE-LUIS

You better let us take a look.  

EXT. SHIPDECK   

The case is open  Petey Bricks and Carmine the Fish look into it, the open silver lid obscuring the contents.

CARMINE THE FISH

What’s this?  I don’t get it.  

Petey Bricks is speechless.   

Leather Pants is disoriented.  She blinks a couple times and looks all around.  She looks at Charlie’s Dad.

He stares back at her, trying to figure out what’s going on.  

Carmine the Fish slowly fixes his gaze on Leather Pants.  Petey Bricks does the same.  

Leather Pants takes a deep breath.  She moves her fingers.  She gets loose a little.  

No one has any idea what she’s doing.  Petey Bricks takes a step forward.  He’s angry.

PETEY BRICKS

Alright, where’s the real case?!

No answer.  Now Leather Pants is inspecting her own attire.  A man’s suit?  I’m wearing a man’s suit?  

PETEY BRICKS

(turning back to Carmine)

Carmine, this is the case.  I checked myself.

BIG TOUGH GUY

Yeah, that’s the case.  

PETEY BRICKS

She must have. . . switched them.

BIG TOUGH GUY

How?

Carmine the Fish stays silent.  He’s up to some serious evil, though, in his little head.  

PETEY BRICKS

C’mon, lady.  Where’s the case?

LEATHER PANTS

I’ll tell you. . . 

A new look in Leather Pants’ eyes, or a newly returned look.  A Rambo look in her eye.

LEATHER PANTS (Cont.)

If you tell me what happened to my pants.

A pause.  

PETEY BRICKS

Well, isn’t that cute.  Looks like we’re back where we started. . . Sleepy, you still got your tools.

Sleepy nods.    

INT. BEDROOM OF DAMIEN AND ROBIN’S APARTMENT 

Charlie wakes with a start.  Charlie lies on the bed.  Hans is on one side of him and Robin lies on the other.   

ROBIN

Charlie. . . 

CHARLIE

Robin?

Robin strokes his head sweetly.

ROBIN

Shhhh, it’s okay. 

Charlie starts to say something. . . but there’s nothing to say.  

HANS

You spaced out again.  

CHARLIE

I what?

ROBIN

You were saying something about you knew it was a set-up—

CHARLIE

It is!

HANS

And you said your Dad’s in trouble. . . 

CHARLIE

They were about to kill us.

Robin giggles.  Charlie looks at her.  Her giggle reverts to merely a smile, a concerned smile.  

HANS

But you had changed your mind.  You were going to do something.

Charlie looks back and forth at the two of them.

ROBIN

And you—

HANS

We thought you needed to lay down.  

ROBIN

I was right about to ask you. . . What are you gonna do?
Charlie looks over at Hans, whose eyes are glinting. He looks over at Robin, whose eyes are glinting.  

CHARLIE

Woh. . . I can’t—. . . Damien is my tight, tight friend. . . I—

ROBIN

I know you can’t.  

Robin kisses Charlie.  Charlie ceases to resist.  Hans moves to join in.   

EXT. BACK OF CLUB

Damien, Rebecca, and Lena stand with their hands up, or still partly up, dumbstruck with surprise.  

The limo drives off.  

DAMIEN

Did you know that guy?  Miguel is his name?

LENA

A minute ago I thought I did. . . but except for his friend, I felt like he would have shot us. 

DAMIEN

Dude.

REBECCA

Do we call the police?

DAMIEN

A few hundred dollars of records is all they got. 

LENA

I’m so sorry.  What was I thinking? Here I almost—. . . 

Lena off on her own introspective trip, though she’s been sober throughout.  

DAMIEN

I needed to get some new stuff.

REBECCA

So what do we do?

Damien glances back at the club. Damien takes a look at his watch.

DAMIEN

It’s only 4 AM.

THREE SCENES INTERCUT

The threesome on the dance floor. . . Threesome in the bedroom. . . Leather Pants kicking ass.  Somehow it’s all connected.  ELECTRONIC DANCE MUSIC THUNDERS.

INT. DANCE CLUB

Damien, Rebecca, and Lena dance.  They’re all over each other, arms and torsos intertwined.  Damien and Rebecca brush lips.  

EXT. SHIPDECK

Leather Pants takes out Mob Guy #5 on her right, moving at cheetah speed.  She LASHES him with a couple QUICK BLOWS. Mob Guy #5 goes down.  

Next, Leather Pants takes out Paunchy.  Her legs WHIP through the air as she kicks.  

Confusion.  Mob Guys reach for guns.  

Big Tough Guy bounds backward, stepping in front of Carmine the Fish, guarding him.  

Undercover Agent lays down low.  He rolls to the side and then looks up, looking for an opening to get into the fight.  

Charlie’s Dad crouches to the ground like bombs are dropping from above.  

Leather Pants goes for Petey Bricks.  She kicks him,  She kicks him again.  She grabs him.  Uses him as a shield.  

INT. DAMIEN AND ROBIN’S BEDROOM

Charlie, Robin, and Hans get it on.  Charlie kisses Robin.  Hans kisses Charlie.  Hans kisses Robin.  That kind of thing.  Charlie is in the middle.  Clothes start coming off.  

Robin delicately works her way into the middle of the group, switching places with Charlie.  

EXT. SHIP DECK

Everyone moves and scatters.  Mob Car Driver FIRES twice.  

The bullets sink into Petey Bricks.  Leather Pants has a hold of Petey Bricks’s gun.  She gets it away from him.  

Big Tough Guy is about to fire, but Undercover Agent rams into him with a shoulder.  

Leather Pants aims over Petey Bricks’s shoulder.  She stumbles backward as, even wounded, Petey Bricks struggles against her.  She fires.

Mob Car Driver takes a bullet.  Two.  He goes down spurting blood.  

Charlie’s Dad looks for cover.     

Big Tough Guy and Carmine have escaped the immediate scene.  

Undercover Agent grabs a tool from off the nearby bar.  He begins to work on his bindings.  

INT. SHIP CABIN

Carmine the Fish pulls out a machine gun.  A determined, crushing look steals across his face.

Big Tough Guy stands with his gun out, watching the doorway.  

EXT. DECK  

Leather Pants and Undercover Agent share a glance.  

Undercover Agent continues to clumsily work on the rope binding his wrists.  

INT. DAMIEN AND ROBIN’S BEDROOM

Robin on her knees, facing Charlie and Hans, who lie down.  With Charlie and Hans each taking a sleeve, Robin’s shirt comes off.  

Hans pulls his shirt off.  

One strap, then the second strap of Robin’s black dress.  Her dress slides down to her hips.

Hans reaches over and caresses Charlie.  They forget Robin for a second. . . They kiss.  

Robin reaches back to unbuckle her bra.  Hans and Charlie both reach up to touch her.  

INT. DANCE CLUB

MUSIC goes.  Lights go.  Damien, Rebecca, and Lena go.  They go some more.  The crowd goes.  MUSIC PULSES.

EXT. SHIP DECK

Charlie’s Dad huddles behind the bar.  

Undercover Agent gets his hands loose.  He looks for a gun.  Mob Guy #5's gun.  

Leather Pants moves cautiously around a corner.  

Carmine the Fish and Big Tough Guy pop back out on the deck.  They both shoot.  Carmine the Fish’s face lights up in the crackling sparks coming from his machine gun.  

Leather Pants gets down.  She moves. 

More FIRE.  

Carmine the Fish comes forward a couple steps and shoots.  

Big Tough Guy climbs up a short ladder, climbing up to the roof of the central cabin.  He looks around.

He can’t find anyone, scanning all along the deck.  Just a few dead or injured bodies.

Carmine the Fish moves out on to the deck.  Not a hint of fear on his face.  He’s ready to blow people away.  Too bad he can’t find anyone.  

INT. DANCE CLUB

Damien, Lena, and Rebecca dancing.  MUSIC BUILDS.  

The whole crowd dances.  

INT. DAMIEN AND ROBIN’S BEDROOM

Hans, Charlie and Robin and part of a sheet all wrapped up together, all wrapped around Robin.  Hans touches her hair, the back of her head.  Charlie touches her face.  Charlie and Hans kiss each other over Robin’s shoulder.   

EXT. SHIP DECK

Carmine moves along the deck with his machine gun.

Charlie’ Dad huddled down into a ball behind the bar.  He peeks out to see a glimpse of Carmine strolling past.

Carmine looks left and right. . .

Undercover Agent is on the other side of the central cabin.  He stares up through the floor boards.  

THROUGH FLOORBOARDS.

A shape, Big Tough Guy, moves.

INT. DANCE CLUB

The whole crowd is turning it out.  MUSIC BUILDS.

Damien is already sweating.  Lena sweats.  They look at each other.  Rebecca is too all over Damien for him to make a move on Lena.  MUSIC BUILDS

EXT. SHIP DECK

Charlie’s Dad holding one hundred percent still.  

Carmine the Fish walks past. . . wait. . . He pauses.  He hears something or sees something.  He looks toward the bar.

Big Tough Guy looks down through the floorboards.  Can’t see anything.  Big Tough Guy holds still for a moment.

Undercover Agent holds still underneath.

Carmine the Fish comes right up to the bar.  He looks over the bar.  

Charlie’s Dad, squirms. . . then doesn’t move.  Keeps incredibly still.  He looks up.

Carmine the Fish raises his machine gun.

INT. DANCE CLUB

MUSIC TAKES OFF.  Lights explode.  Crowd frenzies.  Damien moves for Lena.  Still holding tight to Rebecca too.

EXT. SHIP DECK

Big tough Guy hops down to the deck level, SHOOTING.  

Undercover Agent stays low.  BULLETS SMASH into the wall behind him.  He shoots.  

He hits.  Big Tough Guy is struck. . . first in the arm    . . . then the chest.

Undercover Agent fires a couple more times.

BAR

Leather Pants hangs Spider Man style from beneath the ceiling of the above deck, which overhangs the bar.

Carmine the Fish is about to blast Charlie’s Dad.

Leather Pants drops.  She falls on Carmine the Fish.

Leather Pants and Carmine the Fish battle.  He slams her against the bar.  She tries to throw him off of her.  He’s tough. He’s heavy. 

Charlie’ Dad strokes Carmine the Fish a nasty blow with a hard alcohol bottle.  The bottle breaks.

Leather Pants gets loose. 

Carmine the Fish pushes Charlie’s Dad back.  He stares at Leather Pants.

Leather Pants goes at him.  She’s too much for Carmine the fish.  She punches him.  She kicks him.

Carmine the Fish plunks to the floor.

INT. DAMIEN AND ROBIN’S BEDROOM

Wow. 

INT. DANCE FLOOR   

Damien kisses Lena.  

INT. DAMIEN AND ROBIN’S BEDROOM

A three-headed creature in ecstasy.  

EXT. SHIP 

Charlie’s Dad and Leather Pants look at each other.  Charlie’s Dad has been through the ringer.  

Leather Pants throws her arms around him and holds him.  

They come apart just enough to look at each other.

They look each in the eyes.  They’re making up.

Undercover Agent checks out the case.  He doesn’t open it.  He just stares at it.  

Leather Pants and Charlie’s Dad bring their foreheads together, exhaling from the ordeal.  Leather Pants separates from him and takes his hands in hers.  SOUND OF GUN SHOT.  

She makes a sudden violent movement.  A second sudden violent movement.  Her faces is transfixed with surprise and pain.  

Charlie’s Dad YELLS.  

Undercover Agent, holding the case, readies his gun again.  He moves.  

Leather Pants has been shot.  She grabs her back and falters.  

Charlie’s Dad tries to hold her, but she falls away from him.  Charlie’s dad stares forward, not moving.  

Sleepy, the Columbian torture expert, stands with a pistol outstretched.  

Sleepy is SHOT.

Undercover Agent, the shooter, stands not far away. 

Leather Pants lays down.  She collapses.  

Charlie’s Dad moves to her. 

INT. DANCE FLOOR

Lena pulls away from Damien.  First her face, then her whole body.  

Damien and Rebecca stop dancing.  

Lena shakes her head and slips into the crowd, getting away.  

Damien is about to follow her.  Rebecca places a restraining hand on Damien’s forearm.  Damien nods.

EXT. DECK OF SHIP

Charlie’s Dad and Undercover Agent stand over her.

Life drains from Leather Pants’ eyes.  

She’s dead.  

INT. ROBIN AND DAMIEN’S BEDROOM

No one moves.  Three exhausted, satisfied bodies under a sheet.  Hans reaches up and turns off the lamp.

END OF MUSIC SEQUENCE

EXT. ROBIN AND DAMIEN’S HOUSE

Light are all off.  The house is quiet.  In the background WAVES ROLL ASHORE softly.  

PAN TO LIMO

Jorge-Luis stands at the driver’s window, talking to Limo Driver.

JORGE-LUIS

No, no, that’s alright.  You a real good guy.

LIMO DRIVER

All-right.

JORGE-LUIS

Go home, my friend, and get some sleep.  

Jorge-Luis steps back from the limo.  The limo takes off.  

Miguel stands a short distance away.  He’s livid.  He tries to figure out what’s wrong with his uzi.  Miguel has the clip out and is drying the inside of the gun with the hem of his silk shirt.  

Jorge-Luis comes up behind him.  Jorge-Luis has Damien’s silver case.  

MIGUEL

Don’t even talk to me.  

JORGE-LUIS

Listen—

MIGUEL

We could’ve just shot that guy. . . You gone crazy. . . I’da done it myself but—

Miguel bangs his uzi against the pavement a couple times.  

JORGE-LUIS

Not shooting anyone ever again.  Neither are you.  

MIGUEL

We didn’t have to shoot him.  Just take the car from him.  Do something. . . Now how we supposed to take the case to Felix?  We gotta get this case to Felix, ‘migo, or. . . 

JORGE-LUIS

Not taking the case to Felix.

MIGUEL

Not taking the case to—

Miguel stares at Jorge-Luis, obviously thinking Jorge-Luis has lost it.  Out of his head.  

JORGE-LUIS

Don’t you see?

Miguel slowly shakes his head.

JORGE-LUIS

This was it.  

(points to the case)

This is it, Miguel!

Miguel throws up his arms in frustration.  What’s he talking about?

JORGE-LUIS

We didn’t just find this case.  It came to  us.  It’s a sign.  It’s the real thing.  

MIGUEL

A co-in-cidence!  A really fucking lucky

We ain’t gotta get killed as long as—. . . You gone crazy.  You crazy, that’s all. . . Gimme your gun.

JORGE-LUIS

Why?

MIGUEL

I’m gonna shoot you.  

JORGE-LUIS

You think it’s just a coincidence?

MIGUEL

One out of a billion.  Maybe someone’s watching out for us, but it ain’t gonna help, you know, if we don’t bring this case back to—

JORGE-LUIS

Let me ask you something then?

MIGUEL

It better not be about your hairy wife.  

JORGE-LUIS

No, no.  Let me ask you something.  

MIGUEL

Yeah?

JORGE-LUIS

Who’s car is that?  The one there parked behind the Jeep.

Miguel looks in the direction Jorge-Luis is pointing.

JORGE-LUIS

Sure looks like your car to me.  

Miguel starts walking toward the white Cadillac.  It’s his white Cadillac.   

MIGUEL

Ay, Diablos!  Dios mio! . . . That’s my fucking car, ‘migo. 

JORGE-LUIS

That’s right.

A pause.  Miguel stares at his car.  He looks over at the case. . . at Jorge-Luis. . . back at the car. . . back at Jorge-Luis.  Miguel lifts his hair all the way off his scalp.  

MIGUEL

In that little bag, you know?  I don’t think those were Tylenols.   

EXT. DANCE CLUB - DAWN

The place is, at last, silent. Unoccupied.  Closed down.  No line out front, no security guards.  

Some trash in the street.  Light traffic.  

EXT. CHURCH - DAWN

Jorge-Luis strides toward the church.

Miguel waits in the white Cadillac, parked across the street.  He pulls out his cell phone.  

INT. CHURCH

A handful of people sit in the pews.  Jorge-Luis sits in the front pew, looking up at the nativity scene display.

Father Luna appears, stepping out on to the stage.  He sees Jorge-Luis.  

INT. CAR - MOVING

Robin drives.  Charlie sits in the passenger seat.  Hans is in back.  His feet appear to be fine.      

EXT. STREET

Robin’s sports car whips through the nearly deserted streets  

INT. CAR - MOVING

Robin reaches over and touches Charlie’s hand.  

Hans sees this and a tiny grin steals across his face.

Robin looks over at Charlie.  He looks away for a moment, not sure what it means.

CHARLIE

Should we talk about. . .

Robin shakes her head.  

Charlie looks back at Hans.  He doesn’t answer.  He makes a little why bother shake of his head.  

CHARLIE

God, I was messed up last night.  

INT. WHITE CADILLAC

Miguel talking on his cell phone.

MIGUEL

(into phone)

Yeah, Olivia, I know it’s—. . . jo sabo es muy temperano en la manan—. . .  si, si, pero hago problemas anoche, sabes.  

INT. CHURCH

Father Luna sits down next to Jorge-Luis.  Father Luna is far more imposing of a figure this morning than he was last night.  

FATHER LUNA

You have brought me something.

Jorge-Luis pats the case, which sits right next to him along the pew.

INT. WHITE CADILLAC

Miguel conversing with Jorge-Luis’s wife:

MIGUEL

(into phone)

Yeah, yeah, rapidamente.  Bring what you can but. . . –Oh, oh and Olivia. . . Jorge-Luis say make sure you pack his razor, you know.  He need that real bad.  

INT. CHURCH

A pair of very EARLY ARRIVING CHILDREN, their MOTHER busy saying prayers, look over at Jorge-Luis and Father Luna.  

Jorge-Luis hands the case over to Father Luna.

JORGE-LUIS

I don’t have time to tell all the story, Father Luna, but. . . this came to us, and it was like a miracle, and. . .

Jorge-Luis nods, nervous.  

Father Luna runs a hands over the top surface of the case.

FATHER LUNA

And you know what’s in this box?

JORGE-LUIS

I thought it was a case.

FATHER LUNA

Very well.  What’s in the case.

JORGE-LUIS

I don’t know, but something real, real powerful.  It’s like the solution to everyone’s problems.  

Father Luna is eerie, powerful, and sure of himself.  

FATHER LUNA

And, perhaps, the cause as well?

A lengthy pause.

JORGE-LUIS

(getting up)

Yeah, so. . . I gotta go.  

FATHER LUNA

The morning’s first sermon won’t be long from now.  

Jorge-Luis waves off, pretending to be reluctant.  

FATHER LUNA

Very well, my son.  I will let you know when I have another job for you.  

Jorge-Luis escapes down the hallway between the pews.    

INT. AGENT ROSEWATER’S OFFICE - EARLY MORNING

Agent Rosewater sits at his desk, flipping through some paperwork.  The silver case sits on his desk.  The case is closed.  

Big Forehead opens the door to Agent Rosewater’s office.

Tompkins and Jennings—Jennings dressed in the outfit he loaned Leather Pants, the outfit she died in—both happen to walk by in the hallway, chuckling about something.    

BIG FOREHEAD

Morning, sir.

AGENT ROSEWATER

Ah, yeah. . . grab a seat.

BIG FOREHEAD

Davis is unable to come in today, sir.  After last night he doesn’t want to do anything that might expose his cover.  

Agent Rosewater nods.  That’s fine with him. 

AGENT ROSEWATER

I wanted to show you something.  Take a look in the case.  We recovered it during the raid on the boat last night.

Big Forehead flips open the lid of the case.  

INSIDE THE CASE

Damien’s DJ records.  Big Forehead removes one, and then removes a jacket from its vest.  

AGENT ROSEWATER

What do you make of it?  

They both look at the record.  

INT. RESTAURANT - EARLY MORNING 

A laid back homey diner.  Damien, Rebecca, and Lena all sit at the table. (This is the redux version of the end of the very first scene.)  Damien is in mid-speech. 

DAMIEN

Yeah, maybe it’s fake. . . but for me maybe it’s the only real thing.

A Waitress approaches, pulling out her pad.  

WAITRESS

What can I get you?

REBECCA

I just want a side of toast and coffee. 

Damien flips open his menu.

DAMIEN

So anyway: yeah I had fun last night.

Rebecca and Lena smile.  Damien closes the menu, not bothering to look.

DAMIEN

Can I just get a stack of pancakes and sausages.  

WAITRESS

(repeating)

Pancakes and sausages. . . 

DAMIEN

Yeah, and a large orange juice.  Two.  Two orange juices for me.  

Waitress scrawls.  

LENA

Could I have, like. . . a small salad.  

ENTRANCE

Robin and Hans come inside.  They look around.  Robin sees Damien’s table.  

Damien gets up.  He looks deeply at Robin.

Damien and Robin come toward each other.  

Lena and Rebecca look at Robin and Damien for a moment, the cute couple reunited, and then glance at each other.  

REBECCA

So when do you want to head back? Soon, right?

Lena nods.  She yawns.  

LENA

Mmm, tired.  

DAMIEN AND ROBIN

Damien and Robin share a long loving embrace. Robin touches him sweetly on his lips.  

ROBIN

Hi, baby.  

Hans checks things out in the restaurant.

HANS

(softly to himself)

No babes here.  

Robin and Damien hug again.  

DAMIEN

Look, I promise we’re never gonna go out together and get separated again.  

ROBIN

Okay.  Never again.

DAMIEN

I’m serious. 

Robin nuzzles her head against his shoulder.  

DAMIEN

So what happened to Charlie?

ROBIN

Oh, we dropped him at his dad’s.  

EXT. WEALTHY SUBURBAN NEIGHBORHOOD

A house with a gated, lush front yard. 

FRONT YARD

Charlie’s Dad closes the gate behind him and comes up the walkway.  He carries a bag.

Charlie, sitting on the porch, stands up.  

CHARLIE

Dad!

CHARLIE’S DAD

Charlie?

CHARLIE

Thank God.  Oh. . . man.  

Charlie takes a deep breath as he comes forward and hugs his dad.  

CHARLIE

You’re alright?

Charlie’s dad doesn’t quite react.  

CHARLIE’S DAD

Yes, son, I’m alright.  I just went out for bagels.  

CHARLIE

Oh. . . 

CHARLIE’S DAD

You haven’t been out partying all night?

Rather than be angry, Charlie’s dad is amused.

CHARLIE

No. . . no. . . well. . . yes.  

CHARLIE’S DAD

Just the same I want to apologize for yesterday.  I forget sometimes you’re still a kid.  You have to make your own mistakes.   

CHARLIE

No, you were right.  I mean I was right too.  More than I imagined, actually, but, but—

CHARLIE’S DAD

Charlie, I don’t. . . uh. . . 

CHARLIE

Around here: it’s just not for me.  I like. . . I like Maine. And I’m realizing I better kind of grow up.

A pause.

CHARLIE

It’s important that I finish—. . .

Charlie gulps.  

CHARLIE

Look, I’m real sorry.  I—. . . I’m going back to school.  I’m thinking about it.  

CHARLIE’S DAD

You like. . . Maine?

CHARLIE

I guess you can’t turn your life around in one night, but. . . do you? . . .

CHARLIE’S DAD

Yes. I know what you mean.

CHARLIE

So if you’re okay, then, then. . .what about. . . Damn, I don’t even know her name.  

CHARLIE’S DAD

Who?

CHARLIE

Dad, you know who I mean.  Is everything going to work out? You guys going to—

Charlie’s Dad looks extremely puzzled.  

CHARLIE’S DAD

Work out with who?

CHARLIE

The girl, Dad, the girl who works for Felix.

CHARLIE’S DAD

Felix? The only people I know who work for him are accountants, Charlie.  

CHARLIE

She. . . she fucked you over.  Made a deal with Carmine the Fish.  

Charlie’s Dad stares at Charlie long and hard.  

CHARLIE’S DAD

Listen, Charlie I know maybe I haven’t been there for you as much as I should have been.  I’m willing to try and change that.  God, I ought to be.  And I am.  Do the best we can from here. . .

CHARLIE

Okay. But aren’t you going off to? . . .

CHARLIE’S DAD

To where? No. . . Listen, I want to ask you something, and I want you to tell me the truth.

Charlie nods.  

CHARLIE’S DAD

Son, are you on drugs?

EXT. CHURCH - MORNING

Sun newly risen.  More people coming to church.

A CHURCH ATTENDENT props open one of the large wooden doors at the front entrance with a floor bolt.

INT. CHURCH

Father Luna still sits in the same spot.  He smiles.  A few more parishioners are taking seats.  

Father Luna looks over at the case, his fingers still settled on to the top handle.  He opens the case.  A WHITE LIGHT.  The white light spreads like a fire.  White light everywhere.  

FADE TO WHITE

