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FADE IN:



EXT. MODERN DAY CITY STREET - AFTERNOON



Sunny mid-June day. SLICK 30’s. Italian, dark hair and eyes, 
of average height is walking down the street, then crosses 
it. He stops by the side of a building. He is wearing a dark 
suit, baby blue dress shirt and a matching tie. His hair is 
done in a nice pompadour.

He glances to the left and right with his head slightly 
bowed, looking over his sunglasses. Slick is better than 
average looking, ruggedly handsome, even.

Slick puts on a thin pair of surgical gloves. He turns to 
face the building and pulls out a .45 caliber hand gun. He 
puts the clip in, screws on the silencer, and cocks it back 
one time. He hides it in the front waistband of his pants and 
buttons up his jacket, concealing the weapon.



He starts off to his left. He then enters a twenty story 
glass office building. 

INT. OFFICE BUILDING 

He passes through the lobby checking out all the business 
types. He heads to the back right of the lobby to the 
elevators. He presses the up button. 



The door opens and he enters alone. 



INT. ELEVATOR



He pushes the button for the fifth floor. The elevator stops. 
Slick exits and turns left towards the office doors. 

INT. HALLWAY



Slick passes a young Hispanic janitor, pushing a work cart. 
The janitor enters the elevator. There is no foot traffic on 
this floor. Slick reaches the mens rest room on his left and 
enters. 



INT. MEN’S ROOM

The rest room is typical of office buildings. Four urinals 
along the left wall with two stalls towards the rear. On the 
right wall, three hand sinks with one mirror that spans the 
length of all three sinks. Slick takes the first urinal. 
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A middle aged BUSINESS MAN walks in with a laptop carrying 
case and takes the last urinal next to the stalls. He sets 
the case down to his right next to the stall. The man starts 
to urinate and lets out a sigh of relief.

Slick stares at him.



The business man glances over at Slick.



SLICK 
(Brooklyn accent)

So. How’s business?



BUSINESS MAN



(Boston accent)
Beg your pardon?

SLICK
(louder)

I said, how’s business? Didja hear 
that one?

BUSINESS MAN



Um. Well, good I guess. That 
Supreme Court ruling helped me out 
big time. I got 2,000 subscriptions 
this month alone.

Slick zips up, flushes and walks to the sink to wash his 
gloved hands. 

The business man finishes his business and goes to wash his 
hands also.



SLICK
So. 2,000 more sick fucking 
perverts are shelling out twenty 
fucking dollars a month to look at 
that sick shit.

The business man starts to wash his hands.

BUSINESS MAN



I wouldn’t exactly call them 
perverts. They know what they like, 
and I know how to give it to them.

He turns off the faucet and gets some hand towels to dry his 
hands. 



BUSINESS MAN



Besides. No one gets hurt this way. 
Everyone’s happy.
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He glances at Slick who is also drying his hands and now 
notices the gloves.

BUSINESS MAN



What’s with the gloves? Gotta a 
skin condition or something?



Slick ignores the question.



SLICK
So. If you’re making forty grand a 
fucking month, when the fuck are 
you gonna pay Big Al back?

The business man turns ghostly white and gets visibly scared.

Slick unbuttons his jacket and pulls out his gun.



BUSINESS MAN



(stuttering)



I...uh...um...next...



Slick shoots him in the forehead. The business man flies 
backwards into the wall. His body slides down the wall 
leaving a blood/brain trail. Slick walks over and puts two 
more bullets into the dead mans heart.



Slick puts the gun back in his waistband and buttons up his 
jacket.



He walks over to the urinal and gets the laptop case and 
starts to walk out.

INT. HALLWAY



Slick pulls out his cellular phone as he is exiting the rest 
room. He speed dials a number.



He is heading to the elevators. He presses the down button. 
The doors open. He talks into the phone.



SLICK
I’m sorry sir. I must have the 
wrong number.



He disconnects the call and enters the elevator.



CUT TO:
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INT. WAITING ROOM - DAY

Typical waiting room for models sans the cigarette smoke. 
There are five big chested, skinny blond MODELS sitting down 
reading different magazines sitting next to one average 
chested, fiery redhead. GINGER BREAD.



The door to the audition room opens and the RECEPTIONIST 
calls out.

RECEPTIONIST



Ginger. Bread?

She looks at her clipboard to make sure she got the name 
right as Ginger reaches the door.

GINGER
(southern accent)

Howdy. I’m Ginger.



She extends her hand. The receptionist shakes it weakly.



RECEPTIONIST



You’re parents hippies or 
something?

GINGER
Something like that.



They enter the audition room where a middle aged TALENT 
MANAGER is sitting behind a desk looking at her portfolio. He 
glances over at her and motions for her to sit down. Ginger 
complies.

TALENT MANAGER
These my dear are absolutely 
fabulous. YOU are absolutely the 
type of woman we are looking for.

Ginger beams.



TALENT MANAGER
Unfortunately. This client is 
looking for someone...how do I say 
this without getting sued?...with 
bigger...um...

GINGER
Tits?

TALENT MANAGER
Yes.
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Ginger lets out a disappointed sigh.



TALENT MANAGER 
Listen Ginger. If it was up to me, 
you would be signing a contract 
right now. But the sad reality is 
that this ad is geared to 12-17 
year old males, with raging 
hormones. They want big tits and 
well...yours are not going to sell. 



GINGER
You know more than a handfuls a 
waste.

TALENT MANAGER
I’m 100 percent with you on that. 
I’m a B-cup guy myself. And your 
tits are nice. Fucking beautiful 
and perky. BUT this client wants a 
rack on the box that the boys will 
stroke it to day and night. Bigger 
is better is how they think.

Ginger gets up and retrieves her portfolio.

GINGER
Well. Thanks all the same. You know 
how to let a girl down easy.



TALENT MANAGER
At least let me have one head shot. 
You know. Just in case.

GINGER
Actually. Take five. Just in case.

She winks at him.



She hands him a stack of photos. As he reaches her hand, he 
strokes it lightly. She drops the stack on the table.

TALENT MANAGER
If you are available sometime, I’d 
like to take you out to dinner. 
Introduce you to some movers and 
shakers. Strictly business, of 
course.



Ginger retracts her hand.
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(MORE)

GINGER
Sure. Let me just clear it with my 
boyfriend. He’s in the mafia. He 
can get a little jealous.

She let’s out a laugh to let him know she’s kidding.

GINGER
I’m joking. He’s Albanian. I still 
have to ask him though.

TALENT MANAGER
(nervously)



Yes. You do that and give me a call 
whenever you want. You have my 
card.

GINGER
Yes I do.

She turns to leave.

CUT TO:



INT. OFFICE BUILDING BATHROOM - DAY

CRIME SCENE INVESTIGATORS are working on the crime scene. One 
man is taking pictures of the victim. Two are dusting for 
fingerprints. Two others with jackets that say “CORONER” walk 
past DETECTIVE ERIC LONGAN, early 50’s. 



They move towards the corpse and start to bag him. Detective 
Longan, a thirty year veteran of the police force. Hardened, 
a seen-it-all type of man, does not beat around the bush. 



He has the voice to match the face, gruff.  

He turns to his partner, DETECTIVE VITO MORELLI, early 40’s.

DETECTIVE LONGAN
Who’s the stiff?

DETECTIVE MORELLI
(opening his note pad)



George Jones. Started some bull 
shit dot com company. Did virtual 
reality child porn. Sick shit. 
Works in the building. 
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DETECTIVE MORELLI(cont'd)
Been dead a couple of hours before 
someone smelled him when his bowels 
let loose.

DETECTIVE LONGAN
Any witnesses?

DETECTIVE MORELLI 



One janitor. Hispanic. Passed some 
guy a couple of hours ago. Says he 
never saw him in the building 
before.



DETECTIVE LONGAN
Description?



DETECTIVE MORELLI
Same guy we’ve been looking for for 
three years. WE got him with a 
sketch artist doing a composite 
right now. Might as well Xerox the 
other twenty we have on file and 
save the department some money.

DETECTIVE LONGAN
You’re probably right. Same MO. One 
in the melon, two in the ticker. 
Probably the same forensics, too. 

A forensics man hands him an evidence bag.

DETECTIVE LONGAN (cont’d)
Yup. Three .45 Shell casings and 
jack fucking shit.



(frustrated sigh)
Should I even ask for prints?



DETECTIVE MORELLI
Take a wild fucking guess. Just 
Captain Sickaroo’s over there. The 
spic wiped the place clean two 
minutes before the hit went down. 
We put his prints through. You’ll 
love this guy.

(takes out a rap sheet)



Ahem. Convicted two years ago of 
sexual assault of a minor, ten year 
old girl, plus tons of kiddie porn. 
Served a year in Sing Sing. Got 
paroled. Now hopefully he’s getting 
shafted in the ass by the devil 
himself. Looks like the killer did 
us a favor.
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DETECTIVE LONGAN
No shit. Lets put this on the back 
burner. Let cold case fucks figure 
it out twenty years from now.



DETECTIVE MORELLI
No shit. This guy’s doing us a 
favor and saving the taxpayers 
money. What do three bullets cost 
compared to a six month trial? I 
say fuck it. Let’s go to the 
ponies.



The CSI crew stop what they are doing as they listen to 
Morelli go off. Morelli signals for them to “wrap it up”. CSI 
guys start to finish putting the body bag on a gurney and 
start to wheel the corpse away.



DETECTIVE LONGAN
Well. Let’s round up the girl’s 
family and check out their alibi’s.

(more to himself)
Makes me not want to catch the guy 
who did it. I almost want to buy 
him dinner instead.



He turns to Morelli.



DETECTIVE LONGAN (cont’d)
Anybody hear anything?



DETECTIVE MORELLI
Nothing. Probably used a silencer.

DETECTIVE LONGAN
What about the cameras?

DETECTIVE MORELLI
Rico Suave says that they’re just 
for show. So people feel safer 
after 9-11. 



He puts the rolled up rap sheet in his back pocket.

DETECTIVE MORELLI (cont’d)
Well Eric. Forensics will have all 
the stuff for us tomorrow.

Longan runs his fingers through his hair and lets out another 
frustrated sigh. 
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DETECTIVE LONGAN
How the fuck are we gonna catch 
this guy? We got jack fuck to work 
with. 

DETECTIVE MORELLI
Wanna know what I think? I think 
this guy checks out public files, 
roots out the sick fucks and pisses 
on the Constitution and does what 
every one secretly wishes we would 
do. Take care of the problem for 
ever. That my friend is why they 
should bring back public 
executions. Too many bleeding heart 
liberal pussies posing as judges. 
No one ever learns.



DETECTIVE LONGAN
(screaming)



SHUT THE FUCK UP WITH YOUR FUCKING 
RANTING! 

Everyone stops to stare at the two detectives. Morelli gets 
up to Longan’s face. They are just inches apart.



DETECTIVE MORELLI
(angrily)

That...is...the...last...fucking...
time...you...yell...at...me!



Longan nudges him back with one finger.



DETECTIVE LONGAN
Fuck you. I don’t even know why I 
care. I’m retiring in two months 
anyway and then all this,

(sweeps the room with his 
arm)



Will all be yours.



Longan turns around and punches the mirror. It breaks into a 
spider web pattern.

He rubs the pain out of his wrist.

CUT TO:
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EXT. CITY STREET - EARLY EVENING

Slick is walking down the street to his drop off point. There 
is plenty of foot traffic. Slick turns into an alley way. 



To his left is a big green DUMPSTER. He checks behind it and 
finds a red duffel bag. He bends down and opens it up and 
underneath the newspaper is $100,000. 



Slick is pleased. He stands back up, his back is still to the 
foot traffic and starts to urinate. 



Halfway through, two HISPANIC THUGS with knives walk up 
behind him and call for him to turn around.

THUG ONE
Hey, yo motherfucker! Strip your 
shit and give us all your cash. And 
slide that bag over here. 

SLICK
(glances over his 
shoulder)



Hold on, let me put my dick back in 
my pants. I wouldn’t want the cops 
finding me in a compromising 
position.

THUG TWO
Good, at least you ready to die.

Slick zips up his pants. He still has his back to the thugs.

SLICK
In my line of work, you’re always 
ready.

The first thug looks at his partner then back at Slick.



THUG ONE
(mimicking an aristocrat)

Oh really, and what might that be 
jerk off. If you don’t mind our 
asking.



SLICK
I’m a buttonman. 

The thugs start to laugh. Then they hear the distinctive 
CLINK of METAL ON METAL. 

The thugs stop laughing.
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SLICK
There was this one job I did that 
taught me a very valuable lesson. 

THUG TWO
(nervously)



Yeah? What’s that?



Slick starts to turn around, right shoulder leading. He pulls 
out his gun and points it at the second thug.



SLICK
Never bring a fucking knife to a 
gun fight, jackass!



The two thugs just stand there, frozen. Thug Two falls to the 
ground next to the dumpster. 



Thug One sees a big bullet hole in the middle of Thug Two’s 
forehead, blood gushing out, covering his face. 



Thug One starts getting real nervous and pisses his pants. 
Slick looks at the wet spot forming around Thug One’s pants 
and the puddle of piss by his left shoe. 

Slick starts laughing.



SLICK
Usually I don’t work for less than 
a hundred grand. But your 
girlfriend there...



Slick points his gun at the dead thug.



SLICK
That’s on the house.



Thug one turns and bolts out of the alley. Slick fires his 
gun at him and shoots him in the butt. The thug cries in 
pain.

THUG ONE (O.C.)
Awe shit, my ass. Ah fuck.

Slick hears trash cans falling and tumbling followed by a 
woman screaming.



WOMAN (O.C.)



Oh my god! He’s been shot!

Slick goes to make sure the other thug is dead then picks up 
his duffel bag and starts to walk out of the alley way. 
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He turns left into a PARADE OF PEOPLE rushing to see what the 
commotion is. Slick manages a few steps and enters a flower 
shop. 

A minute passes and he then exits with a dozen red roses and 
walks away.





INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - EVENING



Slick opens his door and enters. He goes to the kitchen by 
the answering machine. He hits play and a machine-like voice 
speaks.



MACHINE
>>Mr. Jones. This is Ruffino’s 
calling to confirm your 8 o’clock 
reservation. I trust you will be 
pleased with the chef’s special. 
Bon Apetit.<<



Slick hits erase. He takes out the mini cassette, tosses it 
to the floor and crushes it under the heel of his shoe. 



Slick  puts the tape into an ashtray and lights it on fire, 
douses it with a little water and throws the rest into the 
trash.

He then sees a note on his refrigderator.

INSET NOTE: (femminine handwriting)

NOTE



Hey Adem. I will meet you at the 
restuarant. Gonna be late with 
auditions --- Love, Ginger

INT. RESTAURANT - EVENING

Ginger walks into the upscale restaurant. She meets Slick, 
who is already seated in a half moon corner booth.

Slick gets up and hands her the dozen roses and gives her a 
quick kiss on the lips. 

Ginger smells the roses and blushes. She puts the roses on 
the table and sits down. Slick sits down after her. 

The WAITER comes over to them.
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WAITER
Hello Mr. Jones. What will you and 
the beautiful lady have to drink 
tonight?



SLICK
A bottle of Dom Perignon, please.

Ginger gives him a coy, playful smile. She crosses her arms 
over her chest. Slick sees this and has a puzzled look on his 
face.

SLICK
What’s on your mind, babes?



GINGER
I was just thinking about us. About 
how nice it would’ve been if the 
waiter thought I was your wife.



Slick is getting a bit defensive and a little nervous. He 
knows what’s coming.



SLICK
Well, you’re not. I like things the 
way they are now. I thought we 
discussed this already.

GINGER
Really Slick, it’s been three years 
now. I don’t want to just be your 
booty call. I may be a dancer, but 
I do have morals. 



Slick feels a little perturbed and points a finger at Ginger.

SLICK
First of all. You are definitely 
NOT just a booty call. That would 
imply I fuck other women. I don’t. 
Two. There are two words I never 
want to hear come out of those cute 
little lips of yours. Marriage and 
pregnant. When I want to get 
married, I’ll buy the rock, get on 
my knee and ask. Until that day, 
stop busting my chops.

GINGER
Well. Thanks for being brutally 
honest. Grandpa always said a man 
that’s brutally honest is a man 
worth marrying.
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She’s loving this.

SLICK
You might want to NOT listen to his 
advice. And I’m being honest when I 
tell you that I’m not ready. Now 
please drop it before I pop a blood 
vessel and loose my appetite. When 
I’m ready, we’ll see if grandpa was 
right or if you still want to be my 
wife.

The waiter returns with the bottle of champagne and pours a 
glass for the both of them and puts the bottle in an ice 
bucket.



Another WAITER shows up with a delicious looking ANTEPASTO 
salad.

WAITER
The Chef has prepared a delicious 
meal for the both of you. If you 
would be so kind to enjoy this 
delicious antepasto, your meals 
will be along shortly.



SLICK
Molto bene, signor. Grazie.



The waiter nods his head and leaves.



GINGER
Slick baby. I know you told me not 
to ask. But if we’re being honest.

Slick tosses her a puzzled look.

GINGER
But what is it you really do for a 
living that you live like a prince? 



SLICK
You wouldn’t believe me if I told 
you. Besides, I don’t want you 
getting all paranoid or something. 
Let’s just say I put trash in their 
place.

GINGER
(sighing)

I know. I remember. 



Ginger moves in real close to Slick.
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GINGER
Slick, do you love me?



SLICK
I show you everyday by taking care 
of you, buying whatever...

GINGER
That's material love honey. Any 
rich man can do that. I mean the 
kind of love that makes you feel 
all queasy inside.



Slick sets off in a sarcastic tone. He moves in towards her 
until their noses are just inches apart. 

SLICK
(sarcastically)

Baby, whenever I think of you, I 
get so queasy inside. I can’t stand 
to be away from you for one second. 
I’d die if you left me. 

He leans back and pulls his hand away from hers.



SLICK
Listen. Aside from Nikko, you’re 
the only one I trust. And you put 
up with all my shit.



GINGER
Then why haven’t you gotten down on 
you knee yet?



SLICK
Because I’m not ready yet. When I 
retire, which should be real soon, 
I’ll pop the question. I just need 
to make sure that you and my kids 
are taken care of.



Ginger leans back.

GINGER
Kids? When your reckon on having 
kids? You just told me not to say 
pregnant.

SLICK
I know. But eventually, we’re gonna 
have five monkeys tearing up our 
house.



16.

The waiter comes out with the entrees. He sets the plates in 
front of the couple. He hands the bill to Slick.



WAITER
Thank you very much Mr. Jones.



He departs. Ginger follows the waiter with her head and then 
looks back to Slick, who is about to put a fork full of food 
into his mouth. 



SLICK
What? What did I say now?

GINGER
Why does the waiter keep calling 
you Jones? I thought your last name 
was Musli. Or are you just not 
leveling with me?

SLICK
Look sweetheart. The times coming 
when I’ll tell you everything. But 
for now, I don’t want to put you in 
jeopardy in any way. Not that 
there’s anything for you to worry 
about.

Ginger picks up her roses and takes a big sniff and smiles. 

SLICK
You see, baby. I do favors for 
powerful guys. But I’m freelance. I 
don’t have ties to any outfit. I 
have no loyalties to anyone except 
me. No one knows my real name 
except for you, Nikko and my 
parents, but they’re gone.

GINGER
Where they go? Retire to Florida?

SLICK
No. Heaven. Anyway. If I told you 
what I really do,  it could fuck me 
up and I’d probably be floating in 
the East River. The less you know, 
the longer I’ll live.



GINGER
Well. At least I know a little bit 
about your family.



Ginger points at her ring finger.
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GINGER
So how close are you to retiring? 
When am I gonna see a ring the size 
of Gibraltar on this finger?



Slick puts down his fork. 

SLICK
Why are you all of the sudden so 
interested in what I do? It’s been 
three years. Can we stop this shit 
and just eat!



DISSOLVE TO:



AGAINST BLACK TITLE CARD, 

THREE YEARS AGO: WHEN THIS SHIT STARTED.



FADE TO:



INT. STRIP BAR - LATE EVENING



Slick and THREE OTHER MEN sit down at a table to the right of  
the stage. The strip joint is darkly lit. Slick is sitting 
next to CUZZY. 

Next to Cuzzy is SAL, a forty-ish mafioso who never made it 
past heisting trucks. 



Finishing out the table to the right of Sal is BRUNO, the 
leader of this little crew.



Bruno is one hundred pounds overweight. His hair line is 
receding but slicked back nonetheless. He is wearing a gold 
Rolex and a gold pinky ring.

The STRIPPER on stage finishes her dance. She gathers up her 
bra and cash off of the floor and departs. She walks by Slick 
and his party. 

ANNOUNCER (O.C.)
Let’s hear it for Sadie. Sadie, 
give her a nice round of applause, 
guys.

A FEW PEOPLE CLAP, including Sal. He nearly breaks his neck 
watching her walk away. He finally sits down and joins his 
friends again. 
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SAL



Damn Cuzzy, you see the melons on 
that one?

CUZZY
You know Sal, I would probably eat 
that snatch all night long. 
Speaking of, did that shipment of 
Ecstasy come in yet?



SAL



(twiddling his thumbs)



Nah, maybe tomorrow. 



Slick shakes his head. Bruno just laughs at the two wiseguys. 
The WAITRESS comes by to take their drink orders. 

WAITRESS
Hey Bruno. What’re you buying 
tonight?



BRUNO
Bring a couple rounds of Heinekens.

She turns to leave and Bruno gives her a friendly smack on 
her ass. The announcer cuts in to introduce the next dancer.

ANNOUNCER (O.C.)
Let’s welcome to the stage, GINGER 
BREAD. 



Ginger walks on stage in a catholic school girl outfit. Slick 
is awestruck, almost puppy love like. She starts dancing to 
White Zombies “Thunder Kiss ‘65”. Bruno points at Ginger and 
leans in to Slick.

BRUNO
Now her. If I fuck her, I’d make 
her paralyzed. I’d put it in so 
deep she’ll be sucking my dick at 
the same time. I put it in, out her 
mouth, take it out, in her mouth. 
He, heh, you know what I’m saying.

Slick pays him no attention, still staring at Ginger. She 
sees him, smiles, and gives him a coy little wave. 

The waitress comes back with eight Heinekens. She sets two in 
front of each man. Bruno hands her a hundred dollar bill and 
tells her to keep the rest. He raises one of his bottles in a 
toast.
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BRUNO
Salude, gentlemen. To all these 
fine hookers here, giving Sal 
something he hasn’t had in a 
decade. A hard-on.



The men all laugh, with the exception of Sal. Bruno takes a 
big sip of his beer, sets it on the table and addresses 
Slick.

BRUNO
C’mon Slick, if you do this job, 
it’s an easy thirty g’s in your 
pocket. That’s more than you make 
in a year. 



SLICK
It’s tempting, but it ain’t my 
business.

Bruno leans in closer to Slick.



BRUNO
What the fuck you gonna do? Eh. 
Toss pizzas your whole fucking 
life. Don’t be fucking stupid. 
Thirty grand's a lot of fucking 
money.

CUT TO:



EXT. STRIP CLUB - SAME TIME



An early model four door sedan with dark tinted windows pulls 
into the parking lot of the strip club and stops at the front 
door. The BOUNCER motions to the DRIVER to park around back. 

The back left window opens and the nozzle of an automatic 
machine gun gets pointed out of the window and fires at the 
bouncer, killing him instantly.



BACK TO:



INT. STRIP BAR - SAME TIME

SLICK
It’s not lifestyles of the rich and 
fucking famous, but at least I can 
sleep easy at night.
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BRUNO
C’mon Slick. Thirty G’s, cash. 
Uncle Sam don’t know shit.

Sal and Cuzzy nod in agreement. Slick sparks up a cigarette.

SLICK
Why the fuck you guys want me to do 
it? I’m not one of you guys. I make 
pizzas for Christ’s sake. Why don’t 
you do it, Bruno?

BRUNO
Cuz the fucking Fed’s are on me 
like white on rice. They’re 
probably taping this shit right 
now. Who knows. Besides. We know 
you need the cash.



Slick sits back in his chair, picks up his beer, takes a long 
sip. He moves in close to Bruno and let’s out a deep sigh.



SLICK
So if I do this for you, just know, 
I’m not in the “family”!

BRUNO
That’s the whole fucking point. No 
one knows you. And you’re gonna get 
paid real fucking good.

Bruno moves in nose to nose with Slick.



BRUNO
It’s just a friend doing another 
friend a favor.

FIVE SKINHEADS burst in through the front door. The lead 
skinhead shoots out the stereo system. A few patrons drop to 
the floor. Two of the strippers start screaming along with 
some of the male patrons.

SKINHEAD ONE



This is a motherfucking hold-up. I 
want all your shit. Jewelry! 
Watches! Money! On the fucking 
tables. NOW! 



The skinhead points his gun at the BARTENDER in the back and 
makes his way there real fast.



Everyone with the exception of Slick and his friends are 
complying. This gets the attention of another skinhead. 
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He walks towards their table. Ginger is crouched down against 
the mirror. Skinhead Two reaches the table.

SKINHEAD TWO



Now why haven’t you greasy ass wops 
put any of your shit on the table.

SLICK
Because we’re broke, Kojak.



The skinhead puts the muzzle of his shotgun up to Slicks 
forehead. He hears the skinhead watching the door yell.



SKINHEAD/DOOR (O.C.)



Two minutes. Let’s move!

The skinhead at the bar is waving his shotgun in the 
bartenders face, yelling.

SKINHEAD/BAR



Hurry up and give me the fucking 
money, you fucking wop!

The skinhead at Slick’s table is yelling at the four 
Italians.

SKINHEAD TWO



Shut the fuck up grease balls. Just 
be good little monkey’s and put 
your money on the table!

SLICK
How can we give you something we 
don’t have?



The skinhead yells to his friends.

SKINHEAD ONE



Hey, we gots us a regular Johnny 
fucking Riot over here.

The other four laugh.



SKINHEAD TWO



You know, let me tell you something 
funny about you fucking Eye-
talians, you’re great, great 
grandmother fucked a...

SLICK
Yeah, yeah I know. I saw the 
fucking movie, motherfucker.
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The skinhead at the bar looks back at Slick’s table for a 
split second. The bartender grabs a hold of the shotgun, 
sending a blast that blows the register apart. 



The bartender then grabs a souvenir bat from under the 
counter and smacks the skinhead in the temple, leaving a 
slight imprint of the Yankees logo.

The skinhead by Slick looks over and shoots at the bartender 
and gets him in the face.  



This gives Bruno enough time to pull out his own gun. He 
shoots the skinhead four times in the chest and face. Slick, 
Sal and Cuzzy duck for cover. 



Slick lands in front of the main stage. Sal jumps behind the 
booth by the emergency exit door. Cuzzy lands next to Bruno, 
who is already crouched behind the fallen table.



The third skinhead collecting money in the middle of the club 
stops and sees his friend at Slick’s table fall to the 
ground. He drops his bag of loot and swings his sub-machine 
gun and takes aim at Slick.



The skinhead at the bar swivels around to shoot at Slick’s 
table and gets shot by a MOBSTER from the entrance area. His 
body spins to the left a few degrees. He reflexively shoots 
the skinhead in the middle of the bar.



The middle skinhead, after getting shot in his left shoulder, 
starts to fire wildly at the main stage. 

One round grazes Slicks left triceps. The skinhead then gets 
shot by Bruno in the right shoulder, bringing his line of 
fire over Slick, next to Ginger. She is screaming 
hysterically.



The skinhead now gets shot in his chest by another mobster to 
his left. The skinheads finger is stuck on the trigger. The 
bullet trail is going around Ginger, outlining her crouched 
torso.

The skinhead gets shot again. This brings the line of fire 
even closer to Ginger. Slick reaches up and over the stage 
floor, grabs Ginger by the foot and forcefully pulls her to 
the ground as the line of fire cuts through where Ginger was 
just crouching.

Bruno and Slick make eye contact. Bruno kneels low and slides 
his gun to Slick.
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Slick aims and shoots the skinhead once in the face. He falls 
back, still firing at the ceiling, tearing at the flame 
retardant tiles and finally falls to the floor dead.

Two left. 

Two half naked strippers start roaming around in a semi drug 
induced/adrenaline rush type of daze saying over and over 
again, “Oh my god”.

The one guarding the door rushes in, gun on semi automatic.

He starts spraying the club. The two strippers get shot up 
along with two guys by the back pool tables and nearly shoots 
the other skinhead. 



The gun runs out of bullets. 



The skinhead is looking around the bar. The last thing he 
sees are ten guys rushing him. They proceed to punch and kick 
the skinhead repeatedly. 

Cries of anguish and pain are coming out of his mouth. Then 
he is quiet. One man spits on him and kicks the limp body.



Slick gets up and sees the final skinhead who is shaking and 
obviously afraid. 

The skinhead looks around at the carnage and bloodshed. Sweat 
starts to run down his forehead.

Slick walks away from Ginger and slowly approaches the final 
skinhead. 

SLICK
Open your mouth motherfucker.



The skinhead does not comply. Slick points the gun at the 
skinheads belly and pulls the trigger, sending the skinhead 
to his knees. 

Everything is quiet again except for the skinhead on the 
floor whimpering. Slick has the look of a man possessed. 



The skinhead sees this and it makes him even more scared. 
Then Bruno and Cuzzy walk towards Slick. 

Slick points his gun at the skinheads head.

SLICK
Get up motherfucker!
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The skinhead tries to. He is two feet away from Slick. Bruno 
and Cuzzy are to his right. The skinhead is shaking and 
bleeding profusely from the belly.

LAST SKINHEAD 
P-p-please don’t kill me. Th-th-
they made me come. I swear it.



Slick kicks him in the face. The skinhead falls spread eagle 
on his back. 



Slick walks over to his body, places the gun six inches from 
his face and fires two times. 



Some of the blood and skin and brain matter flies up and hits 
Slicks body.



Bruno and Cuzzy watch in a perverted, pleasured way. Bruno is 
picking the human tissue off of Slick’s shirt.



BRUNO
Looks like you got some skinhead 
head skin on you. Ha ha.

Then Bruno calls out to Sal who is still hiding.



BRUNO
Hey Sally, you little bitch. You 
can come out now.

Sal does and walks over to the men. He sees the damage done 
by Slick.

SAL



Jesus H. Christ, Bruno. What the 
fuck did you do.

Bruno gives Sal a little back hand slap to the face. 

BRUNO
It wasn’t me. It was Slick.



Bruno turns to Slick and puts his arm around him. Slick 
shrugs it off and walks towards Ginger. He puts the gun in 
the small of his back then cradles her up into his arms. 



GINGER
Thank you for saving my life.



She notices blood flowing down his left arm.

GINGER
You’re hurt baby. 
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SLICK
So are you. 



Bruno overhears them.



BRUNO
Don’t worry we’ll take you guys to 
one of ours. He’ll patch you up 
right. 



He walks up real close to Slick.

BRUNO
Now get the fuck out of here before 
some pigs show up. They don’t need 
to see your face. And keep the gun. 



The owner, MIKE, walks out from the back and surveys the 
damage. He is shaking his head in disgust. Bruno notices and 
goes over to him.



BRUNO
Hey Mike, I’ll send you something 
to take care of the damage.



MIKE



That’s okay Bruno, I’m insured. 
What the fuck am I gonna do with 
these fucking turds?



BRUNO
Throw them in the dumpster. I’ll 
get someone in tomorrow with a 
truck and take them to a landfill.

MIKE



Alright, thanks. What do I tell the 
cops?

BRUNO
Tell them some Jamaicans robbed you 
for all your money and they shot up 
the place for fun. You should get 
more from the insurance company 
that way.

Bruno now turns his attention to Slick.



BRUNO
So what do you say? You in? Seeing 
as you got some experience under 
your belt.
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Slick nods.



SLICK
Make it fifty, and we’ll call it a 
deal.

Bruno nods and pats Slick’s back.

BRUNO
I like your style, young turk. You 
got it. Fifty bananas.



 Slick starts to walk away with Ginger.



SLICK
So you got a car?

GINGER
Yeah, in the back. A red Bug.



SLICK
Is Ginger Bread your real name?



GINGER
Yeah. My parents were hippies.



SLICK
I hate fucking hippies.

GINGER
So does my grandfather.

DISSOLVE TO:



EXT. ALLEYWAY - LATE EVENING



FOUR JAMAICANS and a WHITE MAN are huddled around the open 
trunk of a black ‘96 Chevrolet Impala. The alley is dark, the 
only light coming from the open trunk. 



The leader of the Jamaicans is MARLON. Tall, dark skinned  
with dreadlocks. He speaks with a Jamaican accent.

Marlon is standing next to NIKKO, a Greek-American. Average 
height, dark hair and eyes, a prominent nose and olive skin. 
He has a black leather book bag draped over his right 
shoulder.

Two Jamaicans are standing behind Nikko. The other behind 
Marlon. All the men are involved in a drug deal.
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MARLON
(to Nikko)



So whatcha think, mon?



Nikko lifts up a very small spoon filled with cocaine up to 
his left nostril and inhales deep. His body tenses from the 
rush and his eyes flicker rapidly. 

He drops the spoon and rubs his nostril to get the residue 
off and rubs the rest on his gums. He smiles at Marlon.



NIKKO
That has got to be the best shit. 
Ever!

MARLON
(laughing)



The purest coke around. Never find 
any better. Make Pablo Escobar 
proud, mon.



NIKKO
Fucking A right.

The smile fades from Marlon’s face. Two Jamaicans behind 
Nikko start to crowd him. Nikko glances back at them quickly 
and then back to Marlon.

NIKKO
So we got a deal?

MARLON
You got the cash?

Nikko lets the bag slip off his shoulder into his right hand. 
The man behind Marlon steps in and takes the bag, looks in 
it, and pulls out one bundle of cash.



JAMAICAN
(to Marlon)



It’s all here bossman.



Marlon and Nikko shake hands.



MARLON
(to the Jamaican with the 
bag)



Okay now. Put the cash in the trunk 
and give the mon his coke. Time is 
money.
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The Jamaican dumps the cash into the trunk and starts to fill 
the bag with the bundles of cocaine.



Marlon grabs Nikko by his right arm and calmly leads him away 
from the car while the others work. Marlon reaches into his 
pocket and pulls out a big fat joint. He takes out a lighter 
from his other pocket and lights up the blunt.

Marlon takes a long drag and inhales deeply. Holds it. 
Exhales. Coughing the last of it out of his lungs. Marlon 
offers the joint to Nikko.

MARLON
Take a hit mon. The finest weed 
from Mexico. Primo shit.

NIKKO
(shaking his head)

Can’t stand the shit. Makes me 
crazy.

Marlon takes another drag.

MARLON
(exhaling)



More for me then.

CUT TO:



EXT. IN FRONT OF ALLEY -- SAME TIME

An unmarked Chevrolet Caprice Classic patrol car is slowly 
pulling into the alleyway with its headlights off. The five 
drug dealers are unaware of the car. 



The car coasts to a stop about fifteen feet away from the 
Impala. 



Then the high beams turn on along with the dash mounted 
emergency beacon. Detective Morelli jumps out of the car, 
badge in left hand, A-K 47 in the right. He yells at the men.

MORELLI
Police motherfuckers! 



(to the three at the 
trunk)

Step the fuck away from the car, 
turn around with your hands in the 
air, and walk slowly towards me.
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The sight of the A-K 47 makes them comply quickly. They stop 
about fifteen feet away from Morelli.



CUT TO:



Marlon looks at Nikko then back to Morelli. Marlon starts to 
reach for his gun hidden underneath his shirt. Nikko slowly 
grabs his hand and shakes his head.

MORELLI (O.C.)
You two back there. Put your 
fucking hands up where I can see 
them!

Marlon and Nikko slowly raise their hands.

CUT TO:



Morelli has his weapon trained on the three thugs closest to 
him.



MORELLI
(to the three thugs)



Now, get down on your knees, cross 
your feet and lock your hands 
behind your heads.



They do as they are told.

MORELLI
(to Marlon and Nikko)



And you two don’t try no shit or 
I’ll blow these fucking faggots to 
oblivion.

Morelli closes the distance between him and the three 
Jamaicans and gets a good view of Marlon and Nikko.

Marlon now sees the A-K 47 and looks confused.



MARLON
(to Morelli)



Since when do pigs carry A-K 47’s 
on patrol?

(to Nikko)



You set me up mon?



Nikko shakes his head furiously. Then stops and smiles. He 
puts his arms down and reaches for Marlon’s hidden gun.



Nikko puts the Ruger P97 up to the light and looks at it, 
obviously impressed. He whistles his satisfaction.
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NIKKO
(laughing)



Actually, I did set you up.



MARLON
You a cop?

Nikko does not answer. He points the gun down to Marlon’s 
stomach. He pulls the trigger twice. He falls down, crying in 
pain. He balls himself into the fetal position, rolling in 
pain.

MARLON
You motherfucker!

Nikko looms over Marlon’s body and follows his head with the 
barrel of the gun.

NIKKO
Stop moving. You’re messing up my 
shot.

MARLON
(looking at Nikko)

Fuck you pig. Do it.



Nikko shoots him once between the eyes. Marlon stops moving.

Morelli calls to Nikko.

MORELLI
Is he dead yet?

NIKKO 
Yeah. Pretty soon, he’ll be stiffer 
than a preacher’s dick.

MORELLI
Good. Now for these three.

Morelli takes three steps back. The Jamaican in the middle 
risks turning to Morelli.

JAMAICAN
You guys ain’t cops. You guys don’t 
carry automatics. Those are for 
SWAT teams mon. I watch COPS.



Morelli pulls the trigger and hits him seven times in the 
chest area. The Jamaicans body shakes from the impact and 
flies forward a couple of feet where he finally stops moving.



31.

The other two start to shake and mumble barely audible 
prayers.



MORELLI
Now boys. Any more stupid 
questions? Or do you want to live.

The Jamaican on the left turns to answer.

Morelli pulls the trigger and sprays the rest of the clip 
into the Jamaicans bodies. Theiy shake from the impact.



The shooting stops and the two Jamaicans bodies fall limply 
to the pavement.



Nikko walks over to Morelli, careful not to step on any blood 
or bodies and reaches out to shake Morelli’s hand.

NIKKO
About fucking time.



Morelli shrugs.

MORELLI
I’d say I was here on time.



Morelli looks over at the trunk.

MORELLI
The money’s there?



NIKKO
Yep. The drugs too.



They walk over to the trunk of the Impala. Morelli picks up 
the bundles of cash.



MORELLI
That’s good. I need to get this 
cash back into Evidence before 
anyone notices it’s missing.



NIKKO
I’ll get the coke and take the car 
to get chopped.

MORELLI
Good deal.
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INT. SLICKS BATHROOM - AFTER DINNER

Slick is standing in front of the mirror. He’s reading the 
note attached to the receipt from the restaurant. Also 
attached is a picture of a balding, middle-aged white man. 

NOTE



<<Joseph Armey. C.P.A. 5:30 p.m. 
Third floor. Maikens bldg. You: 
bill ivey. Terminate! brown leather 
briefcase. #0352. Drop case at 
usual spot>>



Ginger knocks on the door, startling Slick. He puts the note 
and picture in the cabinet under the sink. Ginger pleads with 
him through the door.



GINGER (O.C.)



Hurry up baby. I need to pee.



SLICK
Yeah. One second.

GINGER (O.C.)



Baby. I can’t hold it! 

 

Slick opens the door. Ginger races in, drops her panties and 
sits on the toilet, relieving herself. Slick stands there 
watching her, slightly aroused. She glances at him and she 
smiles.



GINGER
Why are you smiling like that?



SLICK
He he. Hurry up sweetheart. Captain 
Stamina is ready for round two.

Ginger finishes and wipes herself. She gets up, pulls up her 
panties and flushes the toilet. She washes her hands and 
comes right up to him and puts her arms around his neck and 
smiles a real big smile. He puts his arms around her waist.

GINGER
I don’t think I can. I’m kinda sore 
down there right now.
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Slick slides his hands down to her ass, squeezes real tight 
and gives her a long kiss on the lips.



GINGER
Okay. One more time. But be gentle.

FADE OUT.



FADE IN:



INT. SLICKS BATHROOM - DAY

Slick starts to put on a fake mustache, goatee and thick 
eyebrows. He clips on a ponytail extension. Slick is dressed 
in black pants, charcoal grey dress shirt with a matching 
tie.



Slick steps out of the bathroom and walks to the kitchen 
table which has his gun, clip, bullets, silencer and gun 
cleaner on it. He puts on a pair of latex gloves and sits 
down. He is about ten feet from the king size bed on which 
Ginger is still asleep.

Slick starts to fill the gun clip with hollow point bullets. 
He picks up the gun and a clean cloth and wipes it down. He 
puts the clip in the gun and slams it place. 



He clicks on the safety.

SLICK
Another day, another dollar.



Slick reaches into his front right pocket and pulls out the 
information for the hit. Slick memorizes it, then takes out 
his lighter and burns the information. He sets it in the 
ashtray until all that’s left are ashes. He takes off the 
latex gloves. He looks over to the night stand by the bed. 
The digital alarm clock reads twelve thirty in the afternoon.

Ginger wakes up, yawns, stretches, then rubs her eyes. She 
positions herself on her left elbow facing Slick.

GINGER
    (groggily



Did you say something, baby?



SLICK
No, nothing sweetheart. Go back to 
sleep.

Ginger yawns and stretches again.



34.

GINGER
Damn baby, you wore me out last 
night. Something must have lit a 
fire in your butt. I think I had 
about ten orgasms. Mmmmmmm. You 
sure know how to please a lady.



SLICK
(big grin on his face)



It’s like my pops told me. If the 
women’s happy, the man’s happy. And 
as long as you’re smiling baby, 
I’ll be smiling.

Ginger sits up in bed now.

GINGER
So where’re you going now?

Slick gets up out of the chair and puts on a black jacket. He 
reaches into the inside pocket and pulls out a cigarette and 
lights it. He puts his .45 into the front waistband. He then 
walks over to the left night stand and opens the top drawer 
and takes out a Colt .22 and puts it in the back waistband of 
his pants.

SLICK
To the office, check the stocks.  
I’m gonna make alot of money today. 
But I need to go. I’m already late. 
Plus I’m hungry. Gonna stop and 
grab a hot dog or two.



Ginger crawls over to Slick at the end of the bed. She rubs 
her hands up his chest and then wraps them around his neck.

GINGER
I’ll fix you breakfast, baby.



SLICK
That’s okay. Don’t trouble yourself 
over me.



GINGER
(a little peeved)

Why? You don’t like my cooking? I 
told you I’ll fix you breakfast.

SLICK
(getting annoyed)

And I told you I don’t want you to. 
Now quit giving me shit.
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GINGER
And I told you watch your mouth in 
front of me. And how many times did 
I tell you not to smoke in the 
bedroom. I sleep here.



SLICK
(angry)

This is my place. And it’s a 
studio. There are no rooms here. 
Besides, you smoke too.

GINGER
But I don’t want to dwell in the 
smoke.

Slick puts his right fist to her face.

SLICK
If your ass don’t watch your 
attitude, your gonna dwell in the 
hospital.

GINGER
You wouldn’t hit me. It’s not your 
style.

Slick puts his fist down.

SLICK
Well, if you put yourself in a 
man’s shoes, I’ll knock you clean 
the fuck out of them. Now shut the 
fuck up before I forget you’re a 
woman.

Ginger, still on her knees, stiffens her back. She puts her 
fists up in the air, like a boxer. She has a coy smile on her 
face.

GINGER
Try it tough guy.

Slick puts his right fist up to her nose again. He is getting 
extremely angry.



SLICK
You see this? You’re gonna be 
eating it.

Ginger lets her guard down. She looks at his fist, grabs it 
with both hands and plants a kiss on it. This brings a smile 
to his face.
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SLICK
Tomorrow. I promise. I’ll let you 
cook me breakfast tomorrow.



He gives her a quick kiss on the lips.



SLICK
But I gotta go now.



He turns around and starts to leave.



INT. POLICE CONFERENCE ROOM - ONE O’CLOCK P.M.



Detectives Longan and Morelli are watching the security tapes 
from the previous days murder. It shows Slick in disguise, 
trying to face away from the camera. But the image is clear 
enough to show Slick’s features.

They take that tape out and put another tape in. This tape is 
from three days prior. It shows Bruno and Cuzzy walking down 
the hallway into the victims office. They fast forward until 
Bruno and Cuzzy exit the room.



The detectives move in real close to the screen.



DETECTIVE LONGAN
(puzzled)

What in the fuck are those two bums 
doing on this tape?



DETECTIVE MORELLI
Un-fucking-beleivable!



DETECTIVE LONGAN
Hey, go get those surveillance 
photos and the composite sketch of 
our perp.

Morelli gets up and leaves.



DETECTIVE MORELLI
On it.

Detective Longan's cell phone rings. He reaches inside his 
jacket and takes the phone out. DR.SHU from Forensics is 
calling to tell him about their findings.

DETECTIVE LONGAN
Longan here.
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DR.SHU (O.C.)



Detective. This is Dr. Shu with 
forensics. We got ballistics tests 
in and they match the other .45 
casings found at the other murder 
sites. 



DETECTIVE LONGAN
What about the hair fibers?



DR.SHU (O.C.)



Preliminary tests show that it is a 
near match to the others on file. 
We are trying to trace them back to 
a manufacturer. But that’s a long 
shot.

DETECTIVE LONGAN
Anything else there?



DR.SHU (O.C.)



Yes. We might be able to get some 
D.N.A. off of the hair pieces. 



DETECTIVE LONGAN
Thanks Dr. Shu.

DR.SHU (O.C.)



Anytime Detective. Good luck.



Detective Longan puts the cell phone back inside his jacket 
and lets out a big sigh.

FADE TO:



INT. POLICE CONFERENCE ROOM - FIFTEEN MINUTES LATER

The table is strewn with surveillance photos. Some are black 
and white, some color. Detective Longan picks up one photo of 
Bruno talking to a dark haired, sharply dressed man who is 
facing the camera. It is almost a full frontal pic. 

There are two television sets with VCR’s. One is paused on 
Slick in the elevator, the other is paused on Bruno and 
Cuzzy.

Detective Longan picks up the artists sketch and places it 
side by side with the photo. He glances back and forth 
between the two. He has an idea.

He puts the photo’s down and picks up a black magic marker.  
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Detective Longan starts to draw the disguise on the photo. 
Morelli moves behind Longan and watches as the photo starts 
to resemble the artists sketch.



Detective Longan looks up at Morelli. Longan smiles. Morelli 
does not.

Detective Longan gets up to the TV with Slick’s image on it. 
He puts up the artists sketch and the photo up to the screen. 
Morelli looks at the end result and nods his satisfaction.



DETECTIVE LONGAN
Got the motherfucker!



Detective Longan walks back to the table and puts the two 
photos in a manila envelope. He piles the other photos in a 
neat stack and puts them in the original envelope.

He starts to walk out of the room with Morelli behind him. 
His cell phone rings again.



DETECTIVE LONGAN
Longan here.



The caller has a Brooklyn-type accent.



CALLER (O.C.)



Hey, I got a tip for you about 
those killings.

DETECTIVE LONGAN
Don’t fuck with me prick. I’m real 
fucking busy.



CALLER (O.C.)



I know when the next hit is going 
down.

DETECTIVE LONGAN
And how do you know? Are you 
fucking psychic?

CALLER (O.C.)



I heard things.

DETECTIVE LONGAN
What’s your name?

CALLER (O.C.)



Not important. The information is. 
I’m only gonna say it once. So pay 
fucking attention!
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The detective reaches inside his pocket and pulls out a pad 
and pen. 

DETECTIVE LONGAN
Okay, I’m listening. What do you 
got?



The detectives eyes grow wide as he juggles his cell phone on 
his shoulder and trying to write at the same time. He stops 
writing, puts his note pad in his pocket and turns off his 
cell phone. He puts it back in his coat pocket. He turns to 
Morelli.



DETECTIVE LONGAN
Change of plans. Call the sergeant 
downstairs and tell him to get some 
uniforms to pick up Bruno and his 
crew. Suspicion of solicitation of 
murder.



DETECTIVE MORELLI
What about us?

DETECTIVE LONGAN
We’re going to go see the captain.

INT. CAPTAIN SANDOVAL’S OFFICE



CAPTAIN SANDOVAL is a middle aged Hispanic man. He is sitting 
at his desk reading a report. There is a knock on the door.

CAPTAIN SANDOVAL
Come in.



Detectives Longan and Morelli enter. They are holding the 
case files and photos.



LONGAN AND MORELLI



Captain, we got..

CAPTAIN SANDOVAL
One at a time please. I got a fuck 
of a hangover.

Morelli concedes to Longan.



DETECTIVE LONGAN
Hey cap. We got the guy pinned on 
all those hits. Looks like an 
unknown that runs with Bruno.





40.

CAPTAIN SANDOVAL
Bruno the fat ass from the Aparro 
family? I thought he was doing a 
stint up in Attica for attempted 
murder.



DETECTIVE MORELLI
He was. Got paroled. Guess he was a 
little saint up there.



CAPTAIN SANDOVAL
How do you know it’s one of his 
crew?

DETECTIVE LONGAN
We got the tapes from yesterday’s 
hit. It shows him and that monkey 
they call Cuzzy walking into the 
stiff’s office.

CAPTAIN SANDOVAL
They did the hit?

DETECTIVE MORELLI
No, they showed up three days ago. 
So we checked all the surveillance 
photos going back a year.

He holds up the folder with the two photos and takes them 
out. Longan puts the artists sketch and the markered up photo 
side by side on the captains desk. 

DETECTIVE LONGAN
(pointing at Slicks image)

This is the guy who did the hit. 
Cameras caught this guy on the 
elevator, walking to the bathroom 
and then the stiff walking in ten 
minutes later. Then the perp 
walking out five minutes after 
that. Just enough time to put three 
slugs in the man, clean up a little 
and leave.

The Captain steeples his fingers under his nose.



CAPTAIN SANDOVAL
And where is this guy at now?
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DETECTIVE MORELLI
We don’t know. Don’t have a name to 
go with the mug. We ran a trace 
through the F.B.I’s known criminal 
database and came up empty. We got 
a black and white trying to locate 
Bruno.

CAPTAIN SANDOVAL
How do you know Bruno put the hit 
out?



DETECTIVE LONGAN
We don’t know if he did. But Bruno 
knows him and we’re gonna try and 
shake it out his fat ass. 

(he pauses for a couple of 
seconds)

And I just got a tip that there is 
another hit going down.

Morelli looks at him in amazement.

DETECTIVE LONGAN
Someone just dropped a dime on our 
perp. Bruno’s bean counter is about 
to get hit. At around six tonight. 

CAPTAIN SANDOVAL
And you believe this guy, with the 
tip?



DETECTIVE LONGAN
I thought I’d run it through you 
first. Me and Vito are going to 
check it out. Better safe than 
sorry.

CAPTAIN SANDOVAL
Do what you gotta do. Just bring 
the prick in. Alive.



He leers at Morelli.



DETECTIVE MORELLI
(arms in mock surrender)

What? Why you looking at me?



The captain gives him another leering look.

DETECTIVE MORELLI
That was an accident. Even though 
he deserved it.
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CAPTAIN SANDOVAL
Just go. Alive. Not dead. Alive. 
Last thing I need is IA up my ass 
again. I got enough hemorrhoids.

EXT. CITY STREET - HOT DOG STAND - DAY



Slick walks up to the vendor. 



SLICK
Hey Nikko, wussup?



NIKKO
Antonio. How you doing? You hungry?

SLICK
Starving. Ginger wanted to make me 
breakfast again.

They both laugh.



NIKKO
She still hasn’t learned to cook?

SLICK
Bro. She can’t boil water right. 
Let me get two dogs, mustard and 
sauerkraut.



Nikko starts to make his hot dogs. Slick reaches in the other 
cooler and pulls out a bottled water.



NIKKO
(handing over the hotdogs)

So what are you up to today, Tony 
Baloney?



SLICK
(taking a bite of his 
hotdog)

Same shit. Work is killing me. 



Slick swallows his bite and then looks at the hot dog and 
then back at Nikko.

SLICK
Why are you always so stingy with 
the kraut?

Nikko just gives him a “fuck you” look as an overweight 
tourist lady with two bratty kids walk up to the cart.
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NIKKO
(jokingly)



Mr. Day trader, crying about making 
money and is too cheap to order 
extra kraut. You’re not paying for 
it anyway. Try doing this shit all 
day. Customers never happy.



(looks at the fat lady)



Fat pigs order five dogs and a diet 
soda and then wonder why they can’t 
lose weight.



The woman huffs, grabs her kids and storms away. Slick almost 
chokes from laughing. He takes a sip of water.



SLICK
Bro, I told you to sell this hunk 
of shit and buy some American 
Airlines stock. I sold my shit at 
seventeen dollars. Made over half a 
million on it. 

NIKKO
(nodding)

I know, I should’ve listened to 
you. But I’m looking at doing 
something else. Some freelance 
work. Easy money.

Slick looks at his watch.

SLICK
Hey, how much do I owe you? I gotta 
run. I’m making a killing today.

NIKKO
Never a charge for you bro. Why do 
you keep asking? 

Slick finishes his last bite. He walks around the cart and 
gives Nikko a hug.

SLICK
Love ya bro.



NIKKO
Love ya too. Don’t be a stranger.

They let go of each other. Slick turns around and starts to 
walk away.
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INT. OFFICE BUILDING - THIRD FLOOR - FIVE O’CLOCK P.M.



Slick exits the elevator and turns left. He walks past a 
couple of cubicles and moves to the brown office door with 
“JOSEPH ARMEY, CPA” etched into the door. He knocks politely.

ARMEY (O.C.)



Just a second please.



Slick hears a little commotion coming from the inside. The 
closing of drawers, the shuffling of papers. He hears a 
briefcase closing. Slick waits a few seconds more.

ARMEY (O.C.)



Alright, come on in.



Slick enters. He stands at the door.



ARMEY (O.C.)



Please close the door. You’ll let 
all the low lives in.



Slick closes the door, but doesn’t move.



ARMEY (O.C.)



Sit down son. You make me nervous.

Slick walks to the big mahogany desk and pulls back a leather 
chair and sits down. ARMEY is sitting in a leather swivel 
chair. He has his back to Slick the entire time. He turns 
around in a faux dramatic fashion. He stops when he is facing 
Slick. He leans over his desk, extending his right hand.



ARMEY
I’m Joe Armey. What can I do for 
you Mr...

Slick doesn’t attempt to shake his hand. He just stares at 
the CPA. His posture is cocky, legs wide open, arms on the 
armrests, head tilted to the right. Armey gets the hint and 
pulls his hand back and sits down.

SLICK
Ivey. Mr. Ivey.

ARMEY
Well then, make it quick Mr. Ivey. 
I’m in a bit of a rush.

Slick reaches inside his jacket pocket and pulls out his 
cigarettes. He takes one out and lights it.
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ARMEY
Mr. Ivey. Please. There is no 
smoking in this office. Put it out.

A cloud of smoke is blown into Armey’s face.

INT. SLICKS APARTMENT - SAME TIME

Ginger is sitting at the edge of the bed, holding her 
stomach, dry heaving. She puts her hand up to her mouth, 
trying not to vomit.





INT. ARMEY’S OFFICE

A cigarette is flicked at Armey. He dodges to the left but is 
still caught on his right shoulder. Armey gets angry. He 
slams his hands down hard on the table, gets up and stomps 
around the desk towards Slick. He is a foot away from Slick.

ARMEY
(yelling)

What the fuck’s wrong with you pal?

SLICK 
I ain’t your fucking pal, fuck 
face. You got a briefcase that I 
need.

Armey’s face turns from anger to fear.



INT. SLICKS BATHROOM



Ginger is kneeling in front of the toilet. Her head is over 
the bowl. She is panting and wheezing. She flushes the 
toilet, wipes her mouth and closes the lid. Her face is pale. 
She grabs her stomach in pain again.

INT. ARMEY’S OFFICE - SAME TIME



Armey flies across the table, knocking off the lamp, 
nameplate and other miscellany atop the table. He falls onto, 
and then off of the big leather chair and lands with a 
deafening thud onto the floor. Slick casually walks around 
the table to where Armey is laying. He bends down and picks 
Armey up off of the floor by his shirt. Armey is bleeding 
from the nose and a one inch cut above his left eye.
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SLICK
(very angrily)



Where the fuck is it? Bitch!



Armey is panting, feigning ignorance.



ARMEY
What?

Slick punches him in the face again with a solid right jab. 
Armey falls to the floor again. Slick stands upright, wiping  
sweat off of his brow.



SLICK
I thought you bean counters were 
supposed to be smart. But you, 
you’re dumber than the bronze 
medallist in the Special Olympics.

INT. POLICE CAR (MOVING) - SAME TIME



Detective Longan and Morelli are weaving in and out of 
traffic. The police beacon on the dashboard is flashing



INT. ARMEY’S OFFICE

Slick head butts Armey in the nose, breaking it, splattering 
blood all over his face. Slick stands up and kicks Armey in 
the groin, causing him to yelp in pain and grab at his 
crotch. He curls up in the fetal position.

INT. SLICKS APARTMENT



Ginger is staggering back to bed, still holding her stomach. 
She reaches the bed just as she is overcome by her dizziness. 
She slides under the covers. She starts to weep and cry.



INT. ARMEY’S OFFICE

Slick puts his foot on Armey’s throat, causing him to grasp 
at Slicks shoes and gasp for air. Slick shakes his head in 
disappointment. 



INT. PATROL CAR (MOVING)

Detective Morelli is loading the shotgun.  Detective Longan 
addresses him.
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DETECTIVE LONGAN
One more time. Alive. I don’t want 
any cowboy shit tonight. We might 
need him to get to Bruno.

INT. SLICKS BATHROOM



Ginger is sitting on the toilet. She has a home pregnancy kit 
in her hand. She is reading the directions.

INT. ARMEY’S OFFICE

Slick picks Armey up by the shirt and gets nose to nose with 
him.



SLICK
(whispering)



You wannna find out where Jimmy 
Hoffa is buried?

ARMEY
(surprised)



Huh..what’s th..that s’posed to 
mean?

SLICK
(whispering)



I’ll stick your sorry ass in the 
same hole as him.

INT. SLICKS BATHROOM



Ginger is still sitting on the toilet. She holds up the test 
to check the results.



EXT. OFFICE BUILDING



The police car pulls up outside. Longan and Morelli exit the 
car and start towards the building. Longan takes out his 
police issued revolver. Morelli has the shotgun.



DETECTIVE MORELLI
Can I just wing him? Just a little?

INT. ARMEY’S OFFICE

Slick drags Armey out into the middle of the office which is 
in disarray. Armey is a bloody mess. 
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Slick pulls out his .45 with the silencer attached and 
presses the nozzle into Armey’s already broken nose. Armey 
yells in pain.

SLICK
Just tell me where the fuck it is 
and I won’t shoot you. Stop fucking 
with me.



ARMEY
I’m as good as dead anyway. Who put 
you up to this? That fat fuck 
Bruno.

Slick looks at him in shock.



INT. SLICKS BATHROOM



Ginger looks at the results. Positive. She drops the test on 
the floor. She starts to weep again, this time with a mix of 
joy and fear.



EXT. OFFICE BUILDING



The two detectives open the glass door. They enter. They walk 
over to the information kiosk and look up Armey’s office.



DETECTIVE LONGAN
Third floor. Stairs or elevator?

DETECTIVE MORELLI
You stairs. Me elevator.

Longan nods. They head to the right.



INT. ARMEY’S OFFICE

SLICK
What the fuck about Bruno?

ARMEY
He’s been skimming shit from his 
bosses. Uses me to launder the shit 
through some bullshit companies I 
created. I had a feeling they’d 
find out sooner or later. I told 
Bruno it’s not fool proof. I 
wouldn’t be surprised if there was 
a hit on him. 



49.

SLICK
Well shit. I don’t know what the 
fuck you got with him. Honestly, I 
don’t give a fuck. I’m just here to 
get that briefcase. You got it. 
They want it. Cough it up, bitch.

(chuckles)



Small world. You know Bruno too. I 
feel bad for you. Now where the 
fuck is it?



ARMEY
(to himself)



That fat greedy fuck. Uses me and 
then has me killed. Fucking 
motherfucker.



SLICK
Just tell me where it’s at and I 
will leave.



Armey points to the wall behind Slick. His voice sounds 
beaten.



ARMEY
It’s behind those plants.

INT. SLICKS APARTMENT



Ginger is standing in front of the mirror checking her 
profile. She is rubbing her stomach. Big smile across her 
face. 

GINGER
Ooh, diggity. Slick is gonna be 
mad.



INT. ARMEY’S OFFICE

Slick turns around.

SLICK
Always behind the plants.

He walks towards the plants. He grabs the briefcase and 
kneels down in front of it. He does the combination and opens 
it. Everything is in order. He closes it and walks to Armey 
again.
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ARMEY
You got it. Please don’t kill me. 
I’ll tell you where Bruno hides his 
cash. He keeps it behind the fake 
wood paneling in his office.



Slick points the gun at Armey.



SLICK
Thanks. But I wouldn’t want you 
telling some little birds about me. 
That might cause me some trouble.

Slick fires his gun.



INT. OFFICE BUILDING - THIRD FLOOR - STAIRWELL DOOR

Longan emerges from the stairwell. He is met by Morelli. They 
start towards Armey’s office. They hear a door open and 
close. Then they see Slick with a briefcase walking towards 
them. They do not see his gun.



Slick stops as he sees the two detectives aim their guns. He 
tries to act nonchalant.

SLICK
Hey, how you doing?

DETECTIVE MORELLI
Freeze fuck face! Police! Put the 
briefcase down and put your hands 
up in the air.

SLICK
There must be some mistake 
officers. My name is Joe Armey. I 
work in that office. 



Slick nods towards the office.



The detectives do not move. They are still locked on Slick.

DETECTIVE MORELLI
Where’s Bruno? 

SLICK
(feigning ignorance)



Who?



DETECTIVE LONGAN
We got you pegged. We know you’re 
responsible for all those hits.
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Slick starts to raise his hands. He fires at the ground, 
deliberately missing the cops.



Startled, Morelli shoots at Slick. Slick ducks down behind 
the cubicles and moves towards the elevator. The door is 
open. Slick runs in and presses the fifth floor button then 
the close door button repeatedly. 

Morelli and Longan  cautiously go after Slick. Morelli 
notices that the elevator is going up.



MORELLI
(to Longan)



The son of a bitch is going up?



LONGAN 
The stairwell. You up, me down. 
I’ll call for back up.



INT. FIFTH FLOOR.



Slick cautiously gets out of the elevator, gun first. He 
scans around and sees no one. He walks towards the stairwell 
and opens the door.



INT. STAIRWELL

Morelli is walking up the stairwell. He is aiming the shotgun 
up ahead of him. He sees a door one and a half flights up 
briefly open and close. Morelli starts to take the stairs two 
at a time.

INT. BUILDING LOBBY

Longan talks into his police radio.

LONGAN
Detective Longan. Requesting back-
up. All available units. 335 15th 
street. Suspect is armed and 
extremely dangerous. 



INT. FIFTH FLOOR



Slick hears Morelli running up the stairs. He takes cover 
behind a cubicle.
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INT. STAIRWELL

Morelli reaches the fifth floor door. He opens it just a 
little for a peek. He sees nothing and proceeds to enter very 
cautiously, shotgun first. The door closes behind him with a 
little clink. Morelli takes two steps forward. He picks up 
his police radio and is about to talk into it. 

Slick emerges from behind the cubicle and hits Morelli in the 
back of the head with his gun. Morelli stumbles forward and 
falls down unconscious.

Slick goes into the stairwell and descends to the first 
floor.

INT. BUILDING - LOBBY



Longan is waiting for back up. He talks into his radio again.

LONGAN
Morelli, where are you at?

Silence. 

LONGAN
Morelli, come in. Over.

Silence.



LONGAN
Dispatch. Requesting ambulance 
along with backup. Possible man 
down. Repeat, requesting ambulance. 



INT. STAIRWELL

Slick is at the first floor stairwell door. He slowly opens 
it, hoping it does not make any noise. It squeaks a little. 
He spots Longan talking into his radio, asking for backup.



Slick eases out of the door and stealthily goes to his right 
towards the emergency exit. He slowly opens the exit door and 
slithers outside.



EXT. CITY STREET - EARLY EVENING

Slick starts to walk away from the building. He sees a patrol 
car speeding towards him and the building. He notices that 
the cruiser is passing him. 
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Slick starts to walk a little faster and hears the tires 
screeching to a halt in front of the building.



Slick starts to gallop away, trying not to bring attention to 
himself. He rounds a corner and sees an ambulance speeding to 
the building. He crosses the street to his left. 



Slick is approaching an alleyway. At the same time, a HIPPIE 
emerges from the corner in front of him. The hippie is about 
Slicks height and build. The hair color is the same. The 
hippie has a red book bag slung over his shoulder. 

They reach each other in front of an alley way. The tye-dye 
wearing hippie bears an uncanny resemblance to Slick. They 
stop in front of each other and check each other out. They 
both smile. The hippie starts to point at Slick. 



Slick, still smiling, kicks the hippie in the stomach. The 
hippie falls down to one knee, grabbing his stomach, crying 
in pain. Slick grabs him and throws him into the alleyway. 
The hippie falls and rolls halfway in, stopping next to a big 
green dumpster. Slick walks up to the hippie, takes out his 
gun and puts it to the hippies head.

SLICK
Take off your fucking clothes!



EXT. OFFICE BUILDING 



Detective Longan is talking to Captain Sandoval. There are 
UNIFORMED OFFICERS all around. 



DETECTIVE LONGAN
I’ve got a one block perimeter set 
up. As far as I know, the suspect 
is still in the building.

CAPTAIN SANDOVAL
Morelli? He’s in there too? Any 
word from him?

DETECTIVE LONGAN
I lost radio contact with him after 
we split up. Couldn’t tell you if 
he’s dead or alive. 



CAPTAIN SANDOVAL
What about the intended target? 
Joseph Armey?



DETECTIVE LONGAN
With all the excitement. I forgot 
to check on him.
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(MORE)

Detective Longan stops to watch the officers tape a perimeter 
around the office building.



DETECTIVE LONGAN
I’ve got SWAT and a hostage 
negotiator coming in to take care 
of this. 

CAPTAIN SANDOVAL
Well, let’s hope Morelli goes ape 
shit up there and takes this guy 
out.



Sandoval watches the officers work to keep civilians away 
from the building.

CAPTAIN SANDOVAL
Do you know who tipped you off to 
this?



FADE TO BLACK.



FADE TO:



INT. BRUNO’S OFFICE - DAY

Bruno is sitting behind his mahogany desk, smoking a cigar. 
The desk is clear, except for an ashtray in the middle and a 
phone to his right. Sal is sitting to his right, smoking a 
cigarette. Cuzzy is to his left, also smoking a cigar. Bruno 
leans back into his leather chair, blowing a big cloud of 
smoke into the air.

BRUNO
We need to get rid of Slick.



Sal and Cuzzy choke on their own smoke. Cuzzy leans into the 
table towards Bruno.



CUZZY
Are you fucking mental or what?



Cuzzy starts to circle his finger around his ear to say Bruno 
is cuckoo.

CUZZY
Slick’s the best asset we got, 
Bruno. He does what he gots to do. 
No questions asked. He’s not part 
of any outfit. 
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CUZZY(cont'd)
Takes his money and stays quiet. 
Plus he got no prints on file, no 
record. He’s a regular fucking 
angel as far as the Feds are 
concerned.

Sal now leans into the table towards Bruno.

SAL



He’s right Bruno. We got a good 
thing with Slick. He don’t ask 
nothing about nothing. He don’t 
even know who pays him. He doesn’t 
hang with any of us. He does his 
own thing.

Bruno puts down his cigar into the ashtray. He now leans in 
close. 



BRUNO
Yeah, well you guys can invite him 
over for Christmas, but I heard 
things. Word is there’s a hit on 
Armey. Our bookie. The guy that’s 
controlling our money right now.

Bruno leans back into his chair and picks up his cigar again.

BRUNO
The call came from the higher ups. 
A made man. I think they’re on to 
us. But I’m not certain. We’re 
still breathing. Anyway, if they 
get to Armey, they get to us. That 
can’t happen. 

Bruno takes a big drag of his cigar, contemplating his next 
point.

BRUNO
The only way to stop this is to 
take him out before the hit.



SAL



Why don’t you just tip off Armey?

BRUNO
Are you stupid or retarded? If the 
bosses put one and one together, 
we’re dead. 



Cuzzy cuts in.



56.

CUZZY
(to Bruno)



It’s a mistake. If Slick gets 
whacked, you know Big Al is going 
to come for us. It’s too obvious.

Bruno, cigar in mouth, steeples his fingers together. Then he 
takes the cigar out of his mouth.

BRUNO
He needs to get whacked.

Cuzzy starts to shake his head and puts his hands up in mock 
surrender. 



CUZZY
I’m not fucking doing it. 

Bruno and Cuzzy look at Sal. Sal glances back and forth at 
the both of them.



SAL



Hey, I like the fucking guy. I 
ain’t doing it. Plus. Slick is a 
fucking nutcase. I still have 
nightmares from that night.



The three of them sit quiet for a couple of seconds. Then 
Bruno slams his hands on the table. He has a wry smile on his 
face.

BRUNO
We’ll get the fuzz to do it. 



Cuzzy looks at him in amazement.

CUZZY
What? You got the pigs on the take? 



BRUNO
(shaking his head)

This ain’t the fifties, jerk off. 
I’m saying we’ll tip them off to 
the hit. They’ll stake Armey out. 
And knowing Slick, he won’t go down 
like a bitch. The cops whack his 
ass for free. Know what I’m saying?

Sal starts to nod in agreement.
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SAL



Then Armey and our money are safe. 
We’re safe. And Slick. I never did 
like him.

Bruno looks at him pitifully.



BRUNO
It’s amazing your ass has lived 
this long.

FADE TO BLACK.



FADE TO:



EXT. ALLEYWAY - EARLY EVENING



Slick is now dressed in the hippies clothes and the hippie in 
Slick’s. 

HIPPIE
Alright, now, please, don’t kill 
me. I ain’t seen nothing man.



SLICK
Shut the fuck you smelly bastard.

Slick starts to take off his fake goatee.

SLICK
Put this on, or you’re dead.



The hippie starts to put on the goatee while Slick takes off 
his ponytail and eyebrows and hands those to the hippie.



SLICK
And these.

The hippie complies. Slick takes a whiff of his new shirt and 
is disgusted.



SLICK
Damn! What the fuck kind of cologne 
do you use? “Eau de shit”?
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EXT. OFFICE BUILDING - SAME TIME

CAPTAIN SANDOVAL
Where the hell is that fat fuck 
Bruno at now? Any one round his ass 
up yet?



DETECTIVE LONGAN
I’ve got a couple of uniforms out 
looking for him at his usual 
haunts.



They look back towards the building entrance. Morelli is 
staggering outside with the shotgun in hand. Longan and 
Sandoval run to him.



CAPTAIN SANDOVAL
What the fuck happened in there? 
Where’s the suspect?



DETECTIVE MORELLI
I don’t know. The motherfucker hit 
me in the back of the head, knocked 
my ass out. When I woke up, 
nobodies around. Hey Cap, if I find 
him, can I accidentally shoot him 
in the ass a couple of times?



CAPTAIN SANDOVAL
Sure. But first we need to find 
him. 

Sandoval looks around and sees the media are starting to 
arrive.



CAPTAIN SANDOVAL
Who the fuck called these 
motherfuckers?!



EXT. ALLEYWAY



Slick is now out of his disguise. The hippie looks at him. 

HIPPIE
What are you gonna do now?

SLICK
Open your mouth.
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(MORE)

The hippie does. Slick puts the gun in his mouth. He hears 
more police sirens. 



SLICK
Did you see anything?



The hippie shakes his head no.



SLICK
Good, because I can’t get pinched.

Slick pulls the trigger. The hippies head flies back and his 
body goes limp. Slick sets the gun down and starts to take 
off his gloves. He puts them on the dead hippies hands. He 
puts the gun in the hippies hand and shoots off another round 
in the air. The police sirens are getting louder. 

Slick opens the briefcase, then the red bag and exchanges the 
contents. Slick rises, picks up one of the ejected shell 
casings and pockets it. He turns around and starts walking 
out of the alleyway. He feels the back of his waistband to 
make sure his other gun is there. It is.



He stops at the end of the alleyway and sees a news van 
driving at high speeds towards the building.

Slick takes a left turn towards the street. When he gets 
there he takes another left. He reaches in his pocket and 
pulls out the hippies cellular phone



Slick calls Ginger.

SLICK
(to Ginger)



Baby, listen real careful. Put the 
news on. 

INT. SLICKS APARTMENT



Ginger, on the phone, turns on the television. There is a 
live report of what just happened. The volume is muted. 



GINGER
What on Earth did you do Slick?



SLICK (O.C.)



Nothing really. Just trying to 
retire. Now listen. I need you to 
come and pick me up over here. Only 
I’m dressed like a hippie and I 
have a red book bag. Take my car. 
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SLICK(cont'd)
If you don’t see me, just park a 
block away and I’ll find you. 
Understand?

EXT. CITY STREET 



GINGER (O.C.)



But..

SLICK 
But nothing baby, just do it. I 
need you right now. Please, you 
shouldn’t be more than twenty 
minutes.



Slick starts sees four Hispanic youths across the street to 
his left. He looks hard at one of them. Slick now realizes it 
is the thug from two days ago. The one that ran away.



EXT. ACROSS THE STREET



The four Latinos start to walk casually. One of them is 
wearing cut off sweat pants and walks with a limp. Then the 
thug sees Slick talking on the phone. The thug takes a long 
hard look at Slick. Then it dawns on him.

THUG ONE
(pointing at Slick)



Hey yo! That’s the motherfucker 
that shot Poopy!

EXT. CITY STREET



Slick sees the thug pointing at him.



SLICK
(to Ginger on the phone)

Baby, you really need to move. I 
love you. 

Then he sees the thugs start across the street after him.



SLICK
Baby, gotta go.

Slick drops the phone and takes off running. Slick reaches 
around to the back of his waist and pulls out his other gun.
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He hears a gunshot and the sound of a bullet ricocheting. He 
picks up his pace a little and starts off towards the 
building where this all started.

He fires blindly over his shoulder twice, not caring if he 
hits anyone, just trying to buy some time.

He takes a right turn at the end of the block and crouches in 
front of an abandoned vehicle and takes aim. 



Two seconds later, two of the Hispanics round the corner. One 
of them limping. Slick fires his gun twice, killing both of 
them and sending the other two flying to the ground for 
cover.

Then a black Escalade screeches to a halt at the corner 
behind the remaining two thugs. Two Jamaicans jump out of the 
SUV. The driver aims his gun at the two live thugs on the 
ground as he is rounding the car.

DRIVER
(Jamaican accent)

Yo motherfuckers. You be trying to 
move on me turf, mon? Shoot up my 
crew. Steal my drugs. That shit not 
happening.

The two thugs on the ground roll on their sides to try and 
get a good shot at the Jamaicans. The Jamaicans unload their 
guns into the bodies of the two thugs until all they hear is 
the distinct click, click of an empty gun.

DRIVER
Shit mon, nobody fuck with my 
money. Specially no fucking spic.

The driver looks to his left at his partner and grins from 
ear to ear, revealing gold capped teeth. The friend returns 
the smile. Then his head snaps back and he collapses to the 
ground as his blood splatters all over the drivers face.



The driver is shocked and looks down at the two dead thugs. 
He then looks up and sees Slick aiming a gun at him. He has a 
bewildered look on his face.



DRIVER
The fuck mon? I be saving your 
white ass and you goes and shoots 
me homeboy!



He puts his gun to his right temple and starts circling it 
around his ear.
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DRIVER
Youze gots to be one crazy 
motherfucking white boy. You know 
what I’m gonna do now bitch? I’m 
gonna put a bullet right between 
your fucking eyes, mon. 

Slick takes a couple of steps closer to the Jamaican, still 
pointing his gun at him.

SLICK
With what? Your voodoo magic 
fucking bullets? Your piece is 
empty you stupid fuck.



That Jamaican drops his gun and charges Slick.



Slick holds his ground and puts a bullet between the 
Jamaicans eyes.

The Jamaicans head snaps back and his body follows. He lands 
about a foot away from the Hispanic thugs, into a pool of 
blood.

Slick casually steps into the street and walks towards the 
idling Escalade, putting his gun in his waistband and 
covering it with his shirt. He gets in and closes the door. 
The hip-hop music is loud. Slick hits the eject button, rolls 
down the window, grabs the CD and tosses it outside. He rolls 
the window back up and drives to the office building.

INT. CORVETTE - IDLING



Ginger scans back and forth looking for Slick. Scores of 
people keep walking past the car towards the commotion at the 
office building. 

A black Escalade double parks two car lengths behind Ginger. 
She looks at her side mirror to see who it is, but the driver 
runs to the passenger side. He opens the door and sits down. 
Ginger puts her hands together in a silent prayer and looks 
up to the heavens.

GINGER
(whispering)



Thank you, Jesus.

Slick leans over and gives her a kiss on the cheek. Ginger 
looks him over.

GINGER
I thought you hate hippies.
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SLICK
I do. It’s just a matter of 
convenience. Now let’s just go 
home. I got some serious thinking 
to do. And please, try not to get 
pulled over.



GINGER
Hey baby. I got something to tell 
you.



SLICK
Please tell me later. Let’s go 
babe.

Ginger frowns in disappointment. She signals left, looks over 
her shoulder and drives away.



INT. SLICKS APARTMENT - EVENING



Slick bursts in the door and throws the bag on the floor. He 
is very angry and heads to the kitchen, goes to the 
refrigerator and gets a domestic beer. Ginger comes up behind 
him and puts her arms around his waist and rests her head on 
his back.

GINGER
Baby. What happened back there?



SLICK
I got the fuck set-up is what 
happened. 

GINGER
How could that happen?



SLICK
Someone dropped a dime on me baby, 
and I’m pretty fucking sure who did 
it.



Slick slams the beer bottle on the countertop. The beer 
starts to foam over making a little mess.

SLICK
Oh shit. Give me a towel will you.

GINGER
Don't worry. I’ll clean it up.



She grabs a towel and starts to wipe the foam away. Slick 
walks away from the kitchen to the bag.
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(MORE)

GINGER
Who do you think could’ve set you 
up? No one knows what you do.



SLICK
(looking into bag)

Actually, three guys do. Bruno the 
Fat Ass and his two homo pals. That 
bean counter swore that Bruno put 
the hit on him.

GINGER
Did he?



SLICK
No. Big Al did. He found out what 
Bruno was doing and now he wants 
his money back.

GINGER
And Bruno would know if there was a 
hit going down. So he called the 
police because he knows that nut, 
what’s his name, Morelli? Is 
working the case and he always 
shoots first and asks questions 
later.

SLICK
(amazed)

How do you know that?



GINGER
Don’t you ever read the papers?



Slick shakes his head no.

GINGER
Damn baby. I never thought I’d be 
in love with a gangster.

Slick just stands there looking at her.



GINGER
What? I can put one and one 
together. I got that my from my 
grandfather.



(she pauses a moment)



So what are you going to do now?

SLICK
First, I need to drop that bag off  
to Big Al. 
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SLICK(cont'd)
Then find that fat fuck, kick his 
ass and put a bullet between his 
eyes.

DISSOLVE TO:



EXT. PARK - DAY

Morelli is walking towards BIG AL. Al is sitting on a park 
bench. Al is about sixty five years old and has a New York 
accent.



BIG AL
Hey Joseph. My favorite 
knucklehead. How are you doing?



Morelli lets out a laugh, bends slightly and gives Big Al a 
kiss on the cheek. He sits next to him.



MORELLI
What the doctor say?



BIG AL
I’m at risk for diabetes. My mother 
had it. The doc’s worried. Got me 
on an anti-Italian diet. Makes me 
walk three miles a day.

MORELLI
Don’t worry about it. They know 
what’s best for you. If you don’t 
have your health.

(pauses)
So how’s mom doing?



Big Al smacks him playfully in the back of the head.

BIG AL
Call and ask her yourself. I look 
like her doctor or something? No 
good rotten asshole.



They stop their conversation while two joggers jog by.



BIG AL
Anyway. The reason I called you 
here is because of that fat fuck.

MORELLI
Now what he do?
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BIG AL
Scumbag’s been skimming from us. My 
guys tell me he’s stolen about 
three hundred million these past 
three years. He got some bean 
counter to hide them in offshore 
accounts.

MORELLI
Drug money?



BIG AL
Most definitely. 

Big Al stops and takes a look around. He moves in real close 
to Morelli.



BIG AL
He needs to go Joseph. I got Slick 
on the accountant already.

Two more joggers jog by.

BIG AL
And make sure nothing happens to 
Slick.

MORELLI
I’ve kept the heat off his ass this 
long. Don’t sweat it pop.

Big Al pats Morelli’s knee.



BIG AL
You’ve always been the good son. 
Not like the other dipshit.



MORELLI
Hey now. He didn’t ask to be gay.

(pauses)
So who you got for Bruno?

BIG AL
No one. My crew is spread thinner 
than an Ethiopian on a diet. You 
know anyone?



MORELLI
I got a guy. He’s greek though. I 
busted him selling weed a year ago. 
Now he’s selling for me.
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BIG AL
So what are you doing about those 
spics and eggplants. Everyday I 
read about them shooting each other 
over stolen drugs, money, cars.



Morelli smiles and shrugs his shoulders. Another jogger runs 
by.



MORELLI
If they want to kill each other, 
I’ll be more than happy to help. A 
set up here. A set up there and. 
BAM! They eliminate the competition 
for us.



BIG AL
You should be a politician. Maybe 
even a Senator. I’ll see what I can 
do about that. I’ll call in some 
favors.

MORELLI
Thanks pop. Anyway. This Greek will 
take care of Bruno real good.



BIG AL
That’s what I like to hear. But 
don’t get too attached to him. 
After he does Bruno. You do him. No 
loose ends, Joe.

Morelli shrugs again.



MORELLI
I’ll make something up in the 
report. Write it up that I had to 
shoot him for resisting arrest or 
something like that. I’ll worry 
about it later.

BIG AL
What about that mick partner of 
yours?

MORELLI
He might be getting close to Slick. 
He hasn’t found out what Slick 
looks like yet or his name.



BIG AL
Good. Keep it that way.
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MORELLI
Hey pop. I can only steer him away 
from Slick for so long. If he 
figures it out, I’ll have to go 
along with it or they’re gonna 
start wondering why I’m trying to 
cover shit up. Then there’s another 
investigation. Blah, blah, blah.

BIG AL
Then take his ass out too.

MORELLI
Why don’t I just make Slick 
disappear.

Big Al back hands him in the lip.

BIG AL
(yelling)

You don’t fucking touch him!



Morelli massages the pain from his face.



MORELLI
Shit pop. I didn’t know you two 
were an item.



Big Al gives him a look that could kill.



BIG AL
(calmly)

You watch your mouth with me. 



(whispering)



You don’t fucking touch him. Just 
get rid of Bruno.

He pauses while two speed-walkers walk by.

BIG AL
Get rid of the Greek and the mick. 
As long as I’m alive, so is 
Antonio. 

MORELLI
Okay pop. Really? What the fuck is 
it between you two? I ain’t leaving 
til you tell me.

Al just looks tired but relieved.

BIG AL
He’s your son.
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(MORE)

Morelli starts to laugh.

MORELLI
Yea right. I’m Darth Vader and he’s 
my Luke.



BIG AL
(confused)



What the fuck are you talking 
about? Darth what? Who the fuck is 
Luke?

MORELLI
Never mind pop.

BIG AL
He really is your son. Remember 
when you were seventeen and you 
raped that fifteen year old 
Albanian chick? Tony’s daughter?

MORELLI
I didn’t rape the bitch. She wanted 
it. And yea. I do remember her.



BIG AL
Well, hot shot. You also knocked 
her up. This is before I was made. 
Her dad was going to kill you and 
go to the cops. So I made a deal 
with him. I told him I would pay to 
take care of the baby for ever in 
exchange he doesn’t say anything.

MORELLI
Didn’t he die in a car wreck two 
years later?



BIG AL
I don’t know nothing about that. 
Anyway. Slick is your blood. So 
make sure nothing happens to him.

Morelli looks as if he has seen a ghost.



MORELLI
Well shit. Thanks pop for this bit 
of news. 

BIG AL
So what? You gonna go and try to 
bond with him? 
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BIG AL(cont'd)
You’re a fucking psychopath, that’s 
why I put you on the force to work 
for me. What’s better than having a 
buttonman that can kill legally?

Morelli stands up.

BIG AL
Get the fucking money that’s owed 
us. And don’t forget what I told 
you about Slick. And besides, his 
name is Adem. Just in case you give 
a shit.



He kisses Big Al on both cheeks.

MORELLI
No problem pop. Say hi to mom for 
me.



He starts to walk away. Big Al calls out to him.



BIG AL
Call your mother you low life piece 
of shit.



FADE TO:





EXT. CITY - PAY PHONE - EVENING



Slick drops two quarters in the pay slot and starts to dial a 
number. It rings twice before getting answered by Nikko.



NIKKO (O.C.)



This is Nikko.

SLICK
Hey, Nikko. It’s Anthony. You busy?

NIKKO (O.C.)



Just trying to get some hot dog 
stink off of me. What’s up?



SLICK
You wanna be rich tonight?

NIKKO (O.C.)



How rich? You fucking with me?



SLICK
I ever lie to you before?
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INT. NIKKO’S APARTMENT - EVENING

Nikko is still on the phone with Slick.



NIKKO 
Okay, what’s the deal?



SLICK (O.C.)



Just watch my back while I beat the 
shit out of someone.



NIKKO 
Who? You paying me to watch you 
fight?

SLICK (O.C.)



Bruno the Fat Ass.



NIKKO 
You’re shitting me right? You know 
that’s Mafia business you’re 
getting into?



SLICK (O.C.)



Serious as a heart attack. That 
motherfucker almost fucked me hard 
tonight. 

NIKKO 
What happened?

EXT. CITY - PAY PHONE - EVENING



SLICK
You watch the news any tonight. 
Something about and accountant.



NIKKO (O.C.)



I heard something.



SLICK
Well. I just found out where three 
million bananas are being hidden.

NIKKO (O.C.)



I’m in. Pick me up.



SLICK
Be right over.
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(MORE)

INT. NIKKO’S APARTMENT - SAME TIME

NIKKO
(on the phone)



I’ll be waiting.

Nikko hangs up the phone. He walks over to his sofa, picks up 
the seat cushion and picks up his silenced Ruger P97 pistol. 
He tucks into his front waistband.

EXT. NIKKO’S APARTMENT BUILDING - EVENING 

Nikko is leaning against the building as Slick’s Corvette 
pulls up. Nikko walks up to the car, opens the door, gets in 
and closes the door. 



INT. SLICKS CORVETTE



Nikko and Slick shake hands. Then Nikko just stares at Slick.

NIKKO
Why the fuck you dressed and smell 
like a hippie?

Slick shoots him a “shut the fuck up” look. Nikko gets the 
hint and looks straight ahead into the night. The car starts 
moving.



NIKKO
So you gonna tell me what happened?

He starts to rummage through the book bag.

SLICK
I had to go collect some money from 
an accountant. The cops show up. I 
shot a hippie. Here I am.

Nikko is reading the papers. He is acting nervous.

NIKKO
Hey Anthony, I don’t have to shoot 
anyone do I? I mean, it’s the 
fucking mob we’re dealing with. 
They come after you no matter what.

SLICK
Don’t sweat it. Word is, Bruno has 
a contract on him. A little canary 
told me today. 
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SLICK(cont'd)
Bruno’s been holding back on the 
family and Big Al’s very pissed 
off. 

NIKKO
So why are you going after Bruno if 
someone else is doing the hit?



SLICK
He ratted me out to the cops. Just 
relax. I got Bruno and Cuzzy, you 
take Sal out. Don’t worry about 
him, your granny could kick his 
ass.



NIKKO
You didn’t tell me there were three 
guys there.



SLICK
Don’t worry about it. Piece of 
cake.

INT. BRUNO’S OFFICE - SAME TIME



Bruno, Cuzzy, and Sal are watching the news report.

TELEVISION REPORTER (O.C.)
“To recap tonight’s headline, 
Joseph Armey, 44 years of age, 
father of two, has been murdered in 
another apparent mafia related 
murder..”

The telephone rings. All three men look at it.



TELEVISION REPORTER (O.C.)
“The suspect is thought to be the 
same man responsible for twenty 
three other mafia type murders...”

The phone rings again. They look at it again.



BRUNO
(yelling at Sal)

Get the fucking phone you scungill.

TELEVISION REPORTER (O.C.)
“Unfortunately, the suspect was 
able to escape...”



Sal gets up to answer the phone.
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TELEVISION REPORTER (O.C.)
“Not before beating a detective 
unconscious. Fortunately, the 
detective has come to..”

SAL



(into the phone)
Yeah. Who’s this?

TELEVISION REPORTER (O.C.)
“This just in, we have word that a 
body has been found that matches 
the suspect’s description, dead 
from an apparent self inflicted 
gunshot wound...”

Bruno turns to Cuzzy and snorts out a little chuckle.

BRUNO
Slick wouldn’t do that. He’s 
catholic. It’s a sin.



They look at Sal who is being quiet. Then Sal’s eyes widen in 
shock. Sal hands the phone to Bruno.



BRUNO
(reaching for the phone)

Who is it?

SAL



It’s Slick. He really wants to talk 
to you. He sounds nervous.

BRUNO
(to Cuzzy)



I told you.



Bruno covers the mouthpiece of the phone.

BRUNO
(to Sal and Cuzzy)

Get your guns ready boys.
(to the phone)



You know you’re supposed to be 
dead.

INT. OUTSIDE BRUNO’S OFFICE - SAME TIME



Slick is standing a few feet away from the Bruno’s office 
door. Nikko is to his right, acting a bit nervous.
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SLICK
(to Bruno on cellular 
phone)

So the cops fell for it?

BRUNO (O.C.)



Apparently. Says it’s you. I didn’t 
know you did twenty three hits. Al 
kept you real fucking busy.



SLICK
Actually, it’s more than thirty.
Bruno. I need to disappear until 
the heat dies down.



INT. BRUNO’S OFFICE 



Bruno is flanked by his two paisans. Sal starts to giggle 
like a little school girl until Bruno back hands him in the 
lip. Cuzzy smacks him upside the head. Sal stops chuckling.

BRUNO 
I think I can accommodate. Tell me 
where you are and I’ll have Sal 
pick you up. 



SLICK (O.C.)



(sounding desperate)



I’m three blocks east of the office 
building in a coffee shop. I’m 
dressed like a hippie. 

Bruno holds back his laughter.



BRUNO
No problem. Sal and Cuzzy will be 
there in about half and hour and 
take you to the airport. Sound 
good?

INT. OUTSIDE BRUNO’S OFFICE 



Slick is still talking like he is scared. Nikko is pacing a 
little. Slick pats his back and motions to him to relax. 
Nikko does and takes another deep breath and exhales.
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SLICK
(to Bruno on cellular 
phone)

Th-thanks, Bruno. Please hurry.



Slick ends the conversation. Then they hear some commotion 
coming from inside the office. Slick takes out his silenced 
pistol and aims it directly at the door and waits.

Five seconds later, the door opens and Sal starts to walk 
out, looking back at Cuzzy, laughing.



Cuzzy gives Sal a friendly shove out of the office door. Sal 
brakes to a stop and looks wide eyed at Slick. Cuzzy tilts 
his head up with the same expression.



SLICK
(to Sal and Cuzzy)

Bang, bang motherfuckers. You’re 
dead.

Slick fires off his gun and hits Sal in the forehead. He 
drops like a sack of potatoes leaving Cuzzy exposed. Slick 
pulls the trigger two more times hitting Cuzzy in the face 
and neck. He goes down in a heap, gurgling blood.



Bruno steps out of the door and looks down and sees his two 
fallen comrades. He looks at Slick with fire in his eyes. 
Then Bruno notices Nikko to Slick’s right. 

Bruno smiles.



He looks at Slick again and shakes his head in 
disappointment.

Slick looks over at his friend just in time to see Nikko’s 
fist connect with his face.



FADE TO BLACK.



FADE IN:



INT. BRUNO’S OFFICE - TEN MINUTES LATER



Slick is sitting in a chair with his hands tied behind his 
back. His nose is swollen and dried blood is caked onto his 
face. His upper lip is cut.



He blinks his eyes rapidly trying to orient himself to his 
surroundings. 
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Slick sees Bruno sitting in his leather chair to his right. 
Slick gets angry and spits in Bruno’s face. 

SLICK
You fat piece of shit!



Bruno uses his shirt sleeve to wipe the bloodied spit off of 
his face.

Slick looks to his left and sees Nikko. Slick spits on him 
too.



SLICK
(to Nikko)



You’re a bigger piece of shit. You 
faggot ass Greek motherfucker. And 
you’re mother’s a whore.

Nikko wipes the spit of his face with his shirt, exposing the 
butt of his gun in his pants and laughs.



NIKKO
(to Slick)



You’re right. She is. But I’m not a 
homo.

Bruno wheels himself in front of Slick. His back is to Nikko.

BRUNO
Nothing personal paisan.

He does not finish the saying.



SLICK
Hey Bruno, let me ask you 
something.

Bruno raises his eyes in anticipation and nods.



SLICK
Why is it that other mobsters got 
cool names like “The Dapper Don”, 
“Sammy The Bull”, “Bugsy” Seagal, 
“Scarface”. But you get stuck with 
“Fat Ass”. What’s that tell you 
about your standing in La Cosa 
Nostra?



Bruno lets out a little laugh and then calmly raises himself 
out of his chair and bends down over Slick. Bruno lifts his 
left fist in front of Slicks face and then sucker punches 
Slick with a right hook, hitting him on his cheek. 
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More blood flies out of Slick’s already busted lip. Bruno 
sits back down in his chair, rubbing the pain out of his 
fist.

Slick then turns his attention to Nikko, who is now behind 
and to the left of Bruno.

SLICK
(to Nikko)



And you were supposed to be my 
friend.



Nikko takes the gun out of his waistband and walks towards 
Slick. He grinds the gun with attached silencer into Slick’s 
already broken nose. 



Slick screams in pain.



Nikko walks back behind Bruno.



SLICK
(panting)

I swear to God, I’ll never forgive 
you for this.



NIKKO
Don’t worry. You won’t be alive 
long enough to dwell on it. 
Besides. Dumb ass. You left the bag 
for Big Al in my car. Now I’ve got 
all the account numbers of all the 
offshore accounts that Bruno’s been 
hiding. AND. I know where Bruno 
hides his cash.

Bruno turns to Nikko, somewhat confused, still sitting.



BRUNO
What the fuck are you talking 
about? How do you know all that 
shit?

Nikko points the gun at Bruno’s face. Bruno starts to get up 
out of the chair.



NIKKO
Oh yeah. I almost forgot. Big Al 
sends his love. Arrivederci, Fat 
Ass!



Nikko pulls the trigger once, blowing half of Bruno’s face 
off and splattering blood all over Slick. 
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(MORE)

The rest of Bruno’s body stumbles back into the wall with a 
solid thud and the body finally slumps to the floor in a 
sitting position. Nikko shoots him in the heart. Just to be 
safe.

Nikko then turns his attention back to Slick.



SLICK
So you’re the one who had the hit 
on him. Oh. Now I get it.

NIKKO
Shut the fuck up!

Nikko raises the gun to Slick’s face. Slick doesn’t even 
flinch.



NIKKO
You ready? Good. Because I am in a 
hurry. Me and a friend of mine have 
a plane to catch to the Canary 
Islands. After we do a little 
remodeling here of course.

SLICK
Just one question. Why?

NIKKO
Business my friend. This is 
America. It’s always business.



SLICK
I thought we were like brothers.

Nikko lowers his gun.



NIKKO
I have a brother. In Greece. Not 
you. And besides, for the last 
three years, I got the pleasure of 
watching you flaunt your shit like 
it never stunk. Armani suits. 
Sports cars. Hot girlfriend.



SLICK
She’s not my girlfriend.

NIKKO
Shut the fuck up. You had your fun. 
Now it’s time for someone else. 

SLICK
Envy is not a good thing. It’ll get 
you killed. 
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SLICK(cont'd)
And besides, I gave you so much 
inside information on the stock 
market that you could’ve been a 
billionaire right now, but NOOOOO! 
Mister wienie slinger didn’t want 
to give up his precious hot dog 
stand. So go fuck yourself with 
your false sense of entitlement you 
little prick.



NIKKO
You thought I sold only hot dogs 
there? You dumb wop. There’s no 
money in hot dogs. I sold coke from 
there. Why do you think I was 
always so busy? 

Slick ponders that statement for a moment.

SLICK
Well it’s not my fault you don’t 
know how to launder it. Should’ve 
asked me. I know this chink who 
makes it as clean as a nun’s mind.

NIKKO
Too late. I got everything I need.

SLICK
If it wasn’t for me, you wouldn’t. 
So just untie me. I just want a 
million and I’ll be on my way.



Nikko lets out a little laugh.



NIKKO
Nice try. But I think I’ll be a 
greedy little prick.



Nikko raises the gun again.



At that moment, a loud explosion sounds and blood and guts 
spray Slick from what was Nikko’s stomach. Nikko’s body 
tenses, then goes limp and collapses onto Slicks lap.

Slick looks to his right at the door and sees Detective 
Morelli standing there with a shotgun in hand, smoke sifting 
out of the barrel.

Detective Longan runs up past him. Stops. Sees Nikko’s limp 
body on Slick’s lap and a pool of blood around the both of 
them. 



81.

Slick’s shirt, face, head and hair are covered with blood. He 
looks dead to the two detectives.

Longan then notices Bruno’s limp carcass at the back wall. He 
turns back to Morelli, obviously angry.



DETECTIVE LONGAN
(screaming at Morelli)



What in the fuck is wrong with you? 
You stupid fucking Dago!

Morelli’s eyebrows lift, as if not understanding English.



Longan moves up face to face with Morelli, poking him in the 
chest with every point he makes.

DETECTIVE LONGAN
(still yelling)

I.A. is going to have a fucking 
field day with you when I finish 
filing my report. My ass ain’t 
covering for you anymore. I’m going 
to formally request the D.A. bring 
up murder charges. I’m going to 
make sure you never see the light 
of day! You sick son of a bitch! 
Fuck you!

Morelli uses the shotgun to put some distance between them. 
He then aims the shotgun directly at Longan’s chest.

DETECTIVE MORELLI 



No, Eric. Fuck you.



Longan’s eyes widen up.

DETECTIVE MORELLI
Fuck you and I.A. There’s enough 
cash in these walls to buy me a new 
life. I hope yours was fruitful. 
Too bad you won’t be enjoying your 
retirement.



Morelli squeezes the trigger, blowing Longan back into the 
table and over it and finally landing on the floor.

DETECTIVE MORELLI
Goody two shoe motherfucker.



Morelli looks to his left at Slick and Nikko. He walks over 
to him and pulls Nikko’s body off by the hair and tosses the 
corpse to the floor.
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(MORE)

DETECTIVE MORELLI
(to Slick)



How you survived this blood bath, I 
don’t know...



SLICK
I should’ve killed you in that 
building.

Morelli freezes and stares hard at Slick. Morelli then lets 
out a little chuckle.



DETECTIVE MORELLI
So who the fuck is in the alleyway?

SLICK
Some hippie.



DETECTIVE MORELLI
I swear if you never said anything 
I never would’ve guessed. Shit, and 
here everyone thought they were 
gonna be heroes.

Morelli puts his fingers to his lips in a “shhhh” type of 
gesture.



DETECTIVE MORELLI
Don’t worry about it. Your secrets 
safe with me. And with Nikko dead, 
I don’t think he’ll be talking. But 
Big Al will be happy just the same.

SLICK
(sarcastically)

Now I really get it. I hit the 
nerd. Nikko hits Bruno. You get 
Nikko and Al is happy. 

DETECTIVE MORELLI
Of course I’m going to take care of 
my fathers interests. I’m a good 
son.



SLICK
Why not. Anything’s possible in the 
new millennium. Forget about it.

DETECTIVE MORELLI
Besides, why do you think you never 
got caught, Anthony Duccio. Your 
dad and mine. Very good friends. 
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DETECTIVE MORELLI(cont'd)
He always said you were a good 
little psychopath. Perfect for us. 
But seeing as we don’t need any 
loose ends.



Morelli doesn’t finish his sentence. He raises the shotgun to 
Slicks face. At that moment, Morelli’s body goes rigid and 
more human matter spray onto Slick from Morelli’s forehead. 
The shotgun drops to the floor with a thud, followed by 
Morelli’s body.

SLICK
(yelling )



Jesus fucking Christ! Now what?



Slick looks to his right expecting the worst. Then his face 
livens up and a big smile spreads across his face.

SLICK
Ginger. How did you know I...



Ginger is standing in the doorway with her own .44 Magnum. 
Smoke still rising out of the barrel.



SLICK
Where the fuck did you learn to 
shoot a gun?



GINGER
I’m from the Great State of Texas 
baby. My grandpa bought me a gun 
before he bought me a rattle. 
Always took me hunting. Believed 
every pretty little girl should 
know how to use one in case they 
ended up with a deadbeat for a man.

She leers at him for a second, then winks.

Ginger hurries over to Slick and is about to hug and kiss 
him. But the blood and brain bits make her think twice about 
that. Then she takes two steps back and starts to rub her 
belly.

GINGER
And besides. Do you think I’d ever 
let anything happen to my baby’s 
daddy?

Slick coughs and then chokes a little on his own spit.
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GINGER
I’ve been trying to tell you that 
all day. 

She gives him a coy little smile.

GINGER
You fucking asshole.



SLICK
In three years. That’s the first 
time I ever heard you curse.



GINGER
Blame grandpa again.



She winks at Slick again. Then she goes behind Slick and 
unties his hands. Slick rubs at his wrists while taking in 
all the carnage around him. He gets up and walks straight 
over to Nikko’s corpse. He kicks it in the ribs and more 
blood spurts out.



Slick looks back at the chair and the silhouette made from 
all the blood splatter around him.

He looks back down and Nikko.



SLICK
(to himself)



Nah. That won’t work.



He looks at Morelli and shakes his head again.



SLICK
Nope. Not him either.



Then he looks out the doorway where Sal and Cuzzy still lay 
in a pool of blood.

SLICK
(to Ginger)



Hey babes. Can you go out there and 
drag Sal in here for me.

Ginger walks out the door. She looks at the two corpses.



GINGER (O.C.)



Which one’s Sal?

SLICK
Oh, sorry. The old guy.
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GINGER (O.C.)



Do I have to touch him?

SLICK
I guess you don’t want a ring the 
size of Gibraltar.



Ginger jumps up and down, clapping her hands like a little 
girl. Then she hooks her arms under Sals arms and drags him 
over Cuzzy’s feet over to the chair where Slick is waiting.

She drops the body at his feet.



GINGER
Now what?

SLICK
Now we take off his shirt, put mine 
on him, then put him on the chair 
and tie his hands behind his back. 
So that way the police will think 
it was him all along.



GINGER
What about the blood?



Slick rubs his chin with his right hand.



SLICK
Didn’t think of that. 



They exchange shirts and put Sal on the chair and tie his 
hands behind his back. Slick still does not like what he 
sees. 

SLICK
Shit. What to do, what to do?



Ginger picks up the shotgun and eases Slick away. She points 
the barrel at Sals chest and pulls the trigger. Blood 
splatters everywhere. She turns back to Slick.



GINGER
What about that?

SLICK
Not bad. For a chick.



GINGER
Fuck you.
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Slick walks to the wall where Bruno’s corpse is. He nudges 
the body off of the wall and starts to rip open the fake wood 
paneling, revealing stacks and stacks of money.



Ginger walks over to Slick, careful not to step on any of the 
corpses and gawks at all of the money.



GINGER
How much money do you reckon is 
there?

SLICK
The accountant said about three 
million.



GINGER
Is it ours?



SLICK
It was Big Al’s. But seeing as I 
should be dead. 

GINGER
It’s ours now. Fuck Big Al.



SLICK
You’re getting good at this. For a 
chick.

GINGER
Say that again and I’m fixing to 
shoot you.

Slick looks back at her with a wide grin.

SLICK
Try it tough guy.

Slick starts tossing her money. She drops the shotgun while 
trying to catch the money. The shotgun discharges on impact 
to the right of Slick blowing the other half of Bruno’s face 
off. More blood splatters on Slick as he jumps out of the 
way. Spooked by the blast.

SLICK
(calmly)

Damn baby. I promise I won’t say 
that again. Shit. You almost killed 
me.



Ginger puts her hand to her mouth in embarrassment.
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GINGER
Oopsy.

SLICK
Forget about it. See if you can 
fetch us some bags.



Ginger mockingly salutes Slick.



GINGER
Aye, aye, captain.



FADE TO BLACK.



FADE IN:



INT. BRUNO’S OFFICE

There are twenty plastic garbage bags arranged at the door. 
Ginger is tying the last bag and looks back at Slick, who is 
smoking one of Bruno’s cigars.



GINGER
Is this enough money?



SLICK
Yeah, let Big Al have some to pay 
for all of these funerals.

GINGER
Will he be looking for you?



SLICK
You forgot. I’m dead.



GINGER
The hippie?



Slick smiles and nods. He then rounds the table to where 
Longan’s body is laying down and checks for a pulse.

SLICK
(to Ginger)



Baby, start taking these bags to 
the car. 

GINGER
Is that guy dead?

SLICK
No. He’s out cold though.
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GINGER
What are you gonna do about him?

Slick stands erect, looks around the room at all the carnage 
and shrugs his shoulders.

SLICK
Nothing.



Ginger gives him a look of disappointment, then proceeds to 
drag the bags away. 



Slick starts to walk away, stepping over Bruno’s headless 
corpse towards Morelli’s body. He digs inside Morelli’s 
jacket, takes out his cellular phone and puts it into his own 
pocket. Slick picks up two of the money bags and starts out 
the door.

EXT. OUTSIDE OF WAREHOUSE - EARLY MORNING

Slick puts the last two bags into the backseat of a four door 
1957 Chevrolet Bel-Air convertible. Top down. Ginger is 
already nestled in the front seat.

Slick walks over to the drivers side, opens the door, gets in 
and starts up the engine. Slick pulls out Morellli’s cellular 
phone, scrolls down then hits enter. The phone starts to 
ring.

CAPTAIN SANDOVAL (O.C.)
(sleepily)



Why the fuck you calling you me 
Morelli?



SLICK
Wrong. Mother fucker. He’s at the 
old toy warehouse on River Street. 
Bring an ambulance. The old guy’s 
still alive though.



CAPTAIN SANDOVAL (O.C.)
Who the fuck...

Slick hits the end button on the phone. Ginger looks over at 
him with a big smile on her face and slides closer to him and 
rests her head on his shoulder. 
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Slick tosses the phone out of the car into the deserted 
street. They both sigh in relief as they drive off with the 
sun rising behind them. Slick looks over to Ginger.

SLICK
Where to now babes?



GINGER
There’s someone dear to me that I 
want you to meet.

SLICK
Who’s that?



GINGER
Grandpa.



Slick looks straight ahead. He runs his fingers through his 
hair.

SLICK
Oh shit.



GINGER
OOh. This is going to be fun.



FADE OUT.
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