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* The Carltons/Tom Huston Jet-Set series is a compilation of 
vignettes within a continuous serial that offers a peek 
behind the curtain of a glamorous travel/adventure set of 
flawed and tragic characters.  The series is created for 
entertainment, but also advertising/marketing campaigns.

FADE IN:

INT. THOMAS HUSTON’S CASA/OFFICE - PRESENT -- MORNING

We are looking at Bloomberg computer terminals atop a massive 
wooden desk.  A MAN in a leather chair sits with his back to 
us.  He is on the phone; dizzying numbers scroll across the 
computer screens, as we hear:  

TOM
I’ll be there. 

The man hangs up.  Rises.  Sporting Ralph Lauren’s country 
collection, he swaggers toward us... 

LIVING ROOM

The rustic elegance of a finely furnished mountain lodge.  
Leather sofas by a crackling fire, a billiard table; balls 
racked.  The man strides under timber-lined vaulted ceilings, 
and out the front door... 

EXT. WRAP-AROUND PORCH - CRESTED BUTTE, COLORADO -- DAY 

... where he is greeted by Max, his loyal Collie.

Meet THOMAS HUSTON.  Thirties.  Sun-kissed and ruggedly 
handsome.  He characterizes the embodiment of grace and 
achievement; possessing a congenital cool that makes 
everything he does seem effortless.  Okay, think McQueen. 

But if we look closely, and pay attention down the road, we 
notice something seems to be eating at him. 

Now, we’re seeing through his eyes: panoramic splendor 
bordered by towering peaks and most incredible scenery in the 
entire West.  There are over 20 peaks topping 13,000 feet; 
spectacular waterfalls cascading -- the majestic North Face.  

We swivel to view the Shangri-La, two-story luxurious 
mountain retreat nestled on a sprawling cattle ranch.  At the  
corral is a massive barn; some WRANGLERS break horses.  

Tom withdraws his pen-sized phone, saying in a husky tone:
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TOM
Let’s fly. 

Tom strides toward a Wrangler, takes a STALLION, sees the 
saddle cinch needs tightening.  He slips his boot into the 
stirrup, grabs onto the saddle horn, and pulls himself onto 
the stallion.  Taking up the reins; his only focus is the 
horse beneath him --

EXT. GRASSLAND -- DAY

Tom gallops over grassy pastures, past ranging cattle.  His 
stallion thunders across a creek, full gallops up a hillside.  

EXT. HUSTON’S HANGER/AIRFIELD - MOMENTS LATER

Tom dismounts, and drifts across the runway to a GULFSTREAM 
G650.  Folks, this isn’t just any bird -- this is a brawny  
baby that travels 7,000 miles at Mach 0.925 in 14.5 hours.  

Tom climbs aboard.  WHEELS UP. 

EXT. PRIVATE AIRFIELD SOMEWHERE -- MORNING

Through the mist of morning, taxis the Gulfstream.  It comes 
to a rest.  Stairs extend.  Tom steps off sporting a black 
leather Belfast jacket.  

EXT. ISTANBUL, TURKEY - BOSPORUS RIVER -- DAY

WHAM.  Now we’re soaring high above Istanbul, zipping along 
the Bosporus.  Then things go slightly fuzzy, surreal -- 

EXT. FREIGHTER/BOSPORUS - CONTINUOUS

Three MEN aboard the freighter -- all cock and balls -- boys 
of D-Circle; adrenaline junkies.  They are mid-thirties, who 
we’ll call BOB, SAM and FRANK.  Tom steps into view.  Sam 
slaps his back in a ‘glad you made it’ gesture.  

Frank synchronizes and distributes GPS WATCHES for the 
challenge: fifteen minutes to make the ‘drop point’ and 
retrieve the winning token.  By their expressions -- could be 
tricky.   

A CLOCK.  Second hand sweeps, and we pull back --  

NOW WE’RE ON THE SHORES of the Bosporus.  
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All is quiet save for lapping water against the freighter 
gliding into view.  We see a CARGO CONTAINER hoisted high 
above the freighter, dangling in mid-air -- suddenly the 
doors EXPLODE OPEN -- out soars four BMW R1200 -- sailing 
over the water -- BOUNCING to the ground -- roaring engines --

EXT. VARIOUS SHOTS OF ISTANBUL STREETS/CHASE - CONTINUOUS

QUICK SHOTS: four BIKERS racing through narrow, jam-packed 
streets.  Horns.  PEOPLE shouting.  Bikes zip down sidewalks, 
past a Mosque. 

On Tom.  He pins the gas... bike jumps a mound of crates, 
slams to the ground.  He maneuvers the BMW with dazzling 
coolness.  Glancing over his shoulder, Tom sees:

A POLICE CAR blazing through an intersection.  Sirens. 

Frank’s viewpoint -- CHILD darting in front of him.  He jams 
the brakes, fishtails, goes skidding into a wall!  

TIGHT ON A SPEEDOMETER: ‘90 mph.’  Tom maneuvers the BMW... 
skating the curb.  He's picked up another cop CRUISER.  He 
passes SAM and BOB, heading the opposite direction.  

Tom on a straightaway feels the engine’s boost.  Up ahead is 
a PORTABLE WOODEN CART rolling into his path.  Tom swerves, 
guns the bike -- that was close.  Bikers near the ‘drop 
point,’ they just have to cross --  

EXT. THE BOSPHORUS BRIDGE -- CONTINUOUS

The 16th longest suspension bridge span in the world. 

On Tom leading two bikers, when suddenly -- a car BRAKES -- 
Bob’s eyes -- red lights.  He jerks, swerves, CRASHES into 
the guardrail -- but the fun doesn’t end there -- BMW goes 
PLUMMETING off the bridge and into the river!  

Tom’s bike pulls ahead.  Sam guns his throttle.  The ‘drop 
point’ seconds away.  Bikes neck-and-neck.  Suddenly Sam 
gives a swift KICK to Tom’s bike.  Tom wobbles and rocks; 
almost loses it.  But doesn’t.  Sam does.  Goes tumbling end-
over-end.  

EXT. DROP POINT - CONTINUOUS

Tom screeches to a halt.  Leaps from the bike, sprinting like 
hell to recover the TOKEN, as Sam races into view.  Bob and 
Frank exit and taxi and run over.   
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SAM
Damn it, Huston! 

SIRENS GROW LOUDER.

BOB
We should bolt.  Cocktails in  
London? 

TOM
Gotta pass --  

SAM
-- One drink, you pansy. 

HUSTON
Next go. 

A look of supreme satisfaction plays on Tom’s face...

EXT. PRIVATE AIRFIELD/GULFSTREAM -- DAY

... stepping onto his plane.  WHEELS UP.

EXT. MOUNTAIN DIRT ROAD -- MORNING

A high view on a crisp, fresh Colorado morning.  The sun 
casts purple hues over the majestic Rockies.  We hear a roar 
of a motorbike, then see Tom zip below on his Indian. 

E/I. HUSTON’S CASA/PORCH -- DAY

Tom dismounts the bike, pads into the house, returns with a 
beer.  Settling on the porch with Max, he drains the beer. 

Then we glimpse HER, a voluptuous figure wedged into a cotton 
dress.  The creature extends a tuxedo, purring: 

LADY
Charlotte said don’t be late.  

Off Huston’s grin, we...    

FADE OUT:

TO BE CONTINUED
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FADE INTO THE CARLTONS:

Upbeat MUSIC plays.  Coming into VIEW  

EXT. SEAPLANE - PORTOFINO, ITALY - PRESENT -- DAY

Plane’s wings dip toward the quaint pastel-colored village.  
Descends, skips the water, easing to a stop beside a...  

Vintage Riva Aquarama runabout.  A lovely COUPLE disembarks 
and steps aboard the boat.  We catch only glimpses of shoes, 
Barracuda jacket, watches, Hermes scarf -- stunning people. 
The Riva’s dual engines roar to life, transporting the couple 
toward...  

EXT. HOTEL SPLENDIDO - MOMENTS LATER

Nestled on a verdant hillside overlooking the seafront.  
Property is beautifully landscaped.  There is a large deck 
with a pool surrounded by bathing beauties.  We push through 
a window and into...  

INT. HOTEL SPLENDIDO - SUITE

The room is in keeping with this five-star oasis.  King-sized 
bed perfectly positioned toward the double doors leading onto 
the terrace.  

We discover JOHN & CHARLOTTE CARLTON.  We hold on Charlotte, 
thirties, blue-blooded mix of Catherine Deneuve/Stevie Nicks.  
Her clean, modern, kinetic design makes every move seem 
effortless.  

She unfastens her scarf, cascading her dark mane.  The 
CONCIERGE, sixties, motions to the freshly pressed garments 
on the bed. 

CONCIERGE
Per your request, the soirée begins 
at eight.   

CHARLOTTE
Has everyone arrived? 

CONCIERGE
Everyone except Mr. Huston and Ms. 
Kyung.  

Charlotte pivots, cuts a glare to -- John, who is tall, 
slender, and darkly handsome.  He is thirty, hair trimmed 
neatly, but with a feel of loose ends.  We like him. 
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CONCIERGE
And unfortunately, Mrs. Carlton, 
the envelope you were expecting has 
not arrived either. 

JOHN
Thank you, Francesco.  Please 
advise Holden and Elisabeth we’ll 
down shortly.  

The concierge exits.  John pads to his SUITCASE -- peeking 
inside is: Medal from the Pope.  Tuxedo, silk pjs, 
monogrammed handkerchiefs, handmade toothbrushes, 
personalized martini shaker, and PEANUTS. 

JOHN
Perhaps she felt best to bring it.  

CHARLOTTE
Screw her.  I feel like my entire 
life is in limbo and supposedly she 
can provide evidence to answer this 
insane riddle and she can’t just 
get on with it?  

Charlotte is scribbling in red lipstick -- ‘Drink More 
Champagne’ on the mirror when suddenly, John folds her into 
his arms.  

JOHN
How about I get on with it... 

They sink to the bed.  Laughter.  Kissing.  People in love -- 

ELISABETH O/S
If you want a glass of champagne in 
a luxury hotel, there should be 
someone to pour it. 

EXT. HOTEL SPLENDIDO BAR - MOMENTS LATER 

Flooded with glorious sunlight.  On the walls are faded 
photos of Hollywood players.  John and Charlotte enter like A-
list royalty, padding directly to a table occupied by: 

ELISABETH FARNESE CAPET, thirties, stately blonde Parisian 
possessing a lithe figure and delicate features. 

HOLDEN ASHCROFT FRAZIER, forties.  He is a tall, grievously 
thin; a dandy with colorful clothes who holds his cigarette 
oddly though elegantly between his ring and middle finger.   
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John and Charlotte take their places at the table overlooking 
the Mediterranean.  

ELISABETH 
There you are! 

CHARLOTTE
Sorry, John misplaced something. 

HOLDEN
Let me guess what.... 

CHARLOTTE
Take your mind out of the gutter. 

JOHN
You two look fab.  How are things? 

ELISABETH
I was proposed to -

HOLDEN
Rebecca left me -

JOHN/CHARLOTTE
Again?!

Ad-libs.  Charlotte snatches a cigarette.  Holden lights it.  
Meanwhile, a WAITER delivers buckets of ice filled with 
bottles Lillet and Dom.

CHARLOTTE
I realize they’re both adults. 

ELISABETH 
Well, it can’t be jealously.  

CHARLOTTE
Oh, don’t be absurd; absolutely 
not.  She surrounds herself with a 
consortium of fawning parasites -- 
broken-down Hollywood types, 
maharajahs, tennis bums --

ELISABETH
-- And Tom Huston. 

Charlotte rolls her eyes.  Waiter pours Champagne...

JOHN
Truthfully, I don’t know how he 
does it.  I did the Dakar once and 
my body has never been the same.  

HOLDEN 
The one absolute about Tom is that 
he never surprises.  

(MORE)
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If at this moment he dropped from 
the sky with a tumbler of vintage 
Scotch in hand I wouldn’t miss a 
beat.  Does he know? 

JOHN
Charlotte sold it as an intimate 
dinner. 

HOLDEN
Oh.  

JOHN
With the accident... she thought he 
needed something like this. 

ELISABETH
Have you spoken since the Sazerac 
night?  Then why didn’t you tell 
Tom not to invite her? 

CHARLOTTE
Because unfortunately, she has 
information I desperately need. 

OFF CHARLOTTE’S DISSATISFIED LOOK WE JUMP TO --

EXT. ITALIAN MOTORWAY/OCEAN ROAD -- DUSK

We are looking at a winding, panoramic coastal highway on a 
gorgeous evening.  You can literally see for miles in every 
direction.  The rev of an ENGINE builds to a guttural bark --  

WHOOSH.  Flash zips past.  Coming into frame is a ‘61 Jaguar 
E-type roadster -- clutch is dumped.  Tach needle climbs 
toward 5000 rpm --  

Sheer drops on either side.  Jag barrels toward a curve -- 
tires grip, squeal -- come close to the edge --

VERY FAST NOW -- JAG BARRELS --   

EXT. HOTEL SPLENDIDO -- DUSK

Pink hues cast shadows on stunning yachts bobbing in the 
blissful harbor.  We push toward...

EXT. HOTEL SPLENDIDO TERRACE -- DUSK

A DJ spins tunes.  It’s a Gatsby-esque setting with a 
plethora of candles flickering like fireflies.  

HOLDEN  (CONT'D)
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There is a sound of chatter, as Charlotte, decked in vintage 
Halston (fully beaded silk chiffon gown), threads through the 
sea of 30 beautiful JET-SETTERS. 

Pinching John’s butt as she passes, Charlotte winks at 
Elisabeth and Holden speaking to CARLA BRUNI.  There is an 
undercurrent of tension in Charlotte’s eyes observing someone 
glide down the stairs... 

We cannot get a clear look at her.  The woman splashes 
through the crowd.  And when she does turn her head in our 
direction, there always seems to be a waiter passing to block 
the view.  

John’s viewpoint: Charlotte, eyeing the approaching woman. 

Charlotte stiffens, staring at Lee “SLIM” Kyung, Korean, 
thirty -- pure animal magnetism on legs.  She kisses 
Charlotte’s cheek, pensively.  

CHARLOTTE
Where is it? 

SLIM
There’s been a slight delay.  My 
guy’s been ill and hasn’t been able 
to confirm with his royal contact. 

CHARLOTTE
Why didn’t you tell me earlier? 

SLIM
You wouldn’t have invited me. 

Says she with a cunning wink. 

SLIM
Give these to John, would you?

Slim drops the Jag KEYS into Charlotte’s palm, breezing 
toward a bevy of fawning men. 

On John watching Charlotte; her mind stabbed with a thousand 
daggers.  Suddenly, a SPOTLIGHT sweeps across her face.  
Charlotte’s face transforms from a frown to a radiant smile. 

GUEST V/O
There she is, ladies and gentlemen, 
the ringmaster of the Swans and 
Stags.   

Charlotte is covering her anxiety, searching for an excuse, 
when suddenly her eyes settle on... Tom sporting a tux. 
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He looms at the stair, frowning.  Charlotte flashes a 
reassured smile.  

CHARLOTTE
And there is our birthday boy. 

Guests applaud and sing “Happy Birthday.”  Tom waltzes past a 
six-foot cake glowing with sparklers, and sweeps Charlotte 
into his arms.  He kisses her cheek.  Off John’s envious 
glare, we hear the faint sound of Fleetwood Mac...

SONG 
“I've been searching.  For a pot of 
gold.  Like the kind you find...”

EXT. CARLTON’S SUITE/TERRACE -- DAWN 

The Halston dress is bunched on the floor.  John’s tux is 
properly hanging above it.  We move through the room and onto 
the terrace...  

Tequila sunrise.  John and Charlotte have moved the mattress 
outside and are sprawled atop.  Charlotte sports a Fleetwood 
Mac t-shirt leaning against John in monogrammed PJs.  They 
are nibbling peanuts.

JOHN
I realize how important knowing 
is...

CHARLOTTE
I don’t think you do.  Since 
discovering that letter, and even 
considering the possibility, I 
question daily who I am.  Imagine 
suddenly looking into the mirror 
and wondering who you really are. 

There is something deeper simmering under the surface.  
There’s no fanfare here, this is life behind the curtain.  We 
hold a moment on Charlotte, contemplating, then sweep over 
the awaking harbor, and...  

FADE OUT:

TO BE CONTINUED
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