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EXT. HIGH SCHOOL PARKING LOT - DAY

The hood of a slick Chevrolet Corvette parks on a spot.

“Little Red Corvette” by Prince plays.

JACK VALENS, 17--

JACK (V.O.)
Powerful 600 horse power engine, 
sweet six-speed transmission.

Follow the side of the car as if it’s a beautiful woman. The 
car’s body sparkles under the sunlight.

JACK (V.O.)
Active handling, adaptive 
suspension system.

A bunch of COOL KIDS, 17, jump out of the car in slow motion. 
The driver puts his hand around his HOT GIRLFRIEND.

JACK (V.O.)
Two seats, manual sunroof... Uh, 
Mp3 decoder? Seven speakers...

The driver remote-locks the car while making out with his 
girlfriend. Jack sighs.

JACK (V.O.)
Look, I admit I don’t know much 
about cars. I’m actually reading 
these specs from a web site.

An Old Mustang parks next to the Corvette. The music switches 
to “Ridin’ Dirrty” by Chamillionaire.

JACK (V.O.)
Living in a town with more cars 
than people, where everyone 
obsesses over their ride, it sucks 
not knowing much about the so-
called beauty and many intricacies 
of the horseless carriage.

A BUNCH OF WIGGERS jump out of the Mustang, throwing made-up 
gang signs at each other.

JACK (V.O.)
Ever since I can remember, I never 
had any interest in cars. You might 
applaud me for having the courage 
to swim against the tide. Don’t.



A Wigger couple makes out, while--

An Oldsmobile drives up to the lot.

JACK (V.O.)
It’s not like I chose to be this 
way. Believe me, if I could make 
myself an expert on cars, I would 
sell my soul in a second.

A GROUP OF NERDS awkwardly get out of the Oldsmobile. “Cars” 
by Gary Numan plays.

JACK (V.O.)
Why? Because I have hormones. 
Hormones that torture me day and 
night because I’m a high school 
senior who still haven’t had a 
single girlfriend.

The driver amongst the nerds kisses his nerd girlfriend.

JACK (V.O.)
Look at this smug asshole. He used 
to be the class pariah. Now he’s 
one step ahead of me in the vagina 
department because of his wheels.

The students leave their cars as they enter the school. The 
cars stay behind like loyal friends.

JACK (V.O.)
I have to get a girlfriend. For 
that, I need to get a car. Before I 
can do any of that, I have to 
finally pass my damn driving test.

EXT. DRIVING TEST LOT - DAY

A dingy car with “Student Driver” sign on top tries to drive 
on a straight line on the empty lot.

The car veers left and right, struggling to find the center.

MS. GOLDFARB (O.S.)
Careful Jack, careful, keep steady.

The car suddenly stops and starts again.

JACK (O.S.)
I’m sorry Miss Goldfarb.
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MS. GOLDFARB  (O.S.)
That’s, okay, Jack. Just lightly 
tap the gas and keep going.

The car speeds up way too fast and slows down too abruptly.

MS. GOLDFARB  (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Oh my Lord!

JACK (O.S.)
Sorry, sorry!

INT. TEST CAR

JEANINE GOLDFARB, 60s, stern and no-nonsense, checks another 
“Fail” on a scorecard full of fails.

Jack, sweaty, insecure and worried, hangs on to the steering 
wheel as if he’s holding on for his dear life.

MS. GOLDFARB
Now take a left turn at the end of 
the road.

JACK
You got it!

Jack begins to turn. Ms. Goldfarb fake-coughs.

Jack hits the breaks very hard, causing Ms. Goldfarb’s 
glasses to almost jump out of her face.

JACK (CONT’D)
What!? What did I do wrong!?

Ms. Goldfarb condescendingly points to the turn signal.

JACK (CONT’D)
Oh.

Jack flips the turn signal and resumes turning.

MS. GOLDFARB
I am kind of terrified to ask you 
to do this but regulations are 
regulations. I need you to parallel 
park between those two cars.

JACK
You got it!

Ms. Goldfarb doesn’t share Jack’s enthusiasm.
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INTERCUT - EXT. DRIVING TEST LOT / INT. TEST CAR

The car inches up to the side of the parked car in front, 
constantly stopping and starting in the process.

Jack meticulously checks all of the mirrors and looks out the 
window. He turns the steering wheel and takes a deep breath--

The car turns into the parking space with just an inch away 
from the parked car.

Jack sighs in relief, it looks like he’s going to make it.

Suddenly, he hears a screeching sound and winces.

The test car scratches against the parked car, denting both 
already banged-up cars in the process.

As Jack keeps wincing, Ms. Goldfarb doesn’t even react. She 
knew this was going to happen.

Against all odds, Jack goes for it. The screeching noise 
reaches beyond nails on a chalkboard proportions.

The driver side mirror smashes against the parked car’s side.

Finally, the car is free. Jack puts on the finishing touches 
and the car is parked.

INT. TEST CAR

Jack turns off the ignition. An uncomfortable silence.

JACK
So, did I pass?

MS. GOLDFARB
What do you think?

JACK
Oh, come on! How could I see that 
car was so close? I’m telling you, 
the rear-view mirrors in this car 
are not up to standard.

Ms. Goldfarb looks at Jack: “Are you kidding me?”

Jack thinks for a second.

JACK (CONT’D)
Jeanine, may I call you Jeanine?
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MS. GOLDFARB
Of course not!

JACK
Okay. Ms. Goldfarb, this is the 
seventh time I’m taking this test. 
I really, really need that license.

Ms. Goldfarb tears the test results off of her clipboard and 
hands it to Jack.

MS. GOLDFARB
Tough shit Jack.

Ms. Goldfarb steps out. Jack looks at the test results, 
disappointed. He crumbles up the test paper.

EXT. HIGH SCHOOL PARKING LOT - DAY

Jack rides up to the school on his bike. He stops by the bike 
parking and takes off his helmet. His bike is the only one at 
the bike parking area.

Girls who walk by look at him and snicker.

Jack tries his best to ignore them. He pulls out his bike 
lock and starts locking.

A Jock struts by with his buddies--

JOCK
Hey dumbass! If I was you, I 
wouldn’t bother. No one’s gonna 
steal your precious bike!

The other Jocks laugh. They high-five their friend.

JACK
(under his breath)

Asshole.

INT. CAFETERIA - DAY

A GROUP OF 8TH GRADERS gather around a table, listening--

TROY (O.S.)
So let’s start over just so 
everyone’s clear.

They’re gathered around TROY DINGLE, 17, African-American, 
well-groomed, looks more like a Wall Street broker than a 
high school senior.
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He points to an 8th Grader--

TROY (CONT’D)
So you’re going to get six of your 
friends to give you twenty-five 
percent of their allowance.

He points to other 8th Graders--

TROY (CONT’D)
Then, they’re each going to find 
six classmates to give twenty-five 
percent of their allowance. Those 
classmates will then each find six 
classmates to give twenty-five 
percent of their allowance and so 
on and so forth.

Meanwhile, he points to a chart on the table that curiously 
looks like a pyramid.

TROY (CONT’D)
This way, everyone becomes rich. 
Any questions?

8TH GRADER
Yeah. What’s your take in this?

TROY
Fifteen percent. Standard fee for a 
hard-working broker such as myself.

A NERDY 8TH GRADER interrupts.

NERDY 8TH GRADER
Excuse me, I have a question.

TROY scoffs: “This fucking kid again!”

NERDY 8TH GRADER (CONT’D)
If six classmates gives twenty-five 
percent to him and they get six 
more classmates each and so on...

The 8th Grader checks the calculator on his smart phone.

NERDY 8TH GRADER (CONT’D)
By the time this happens thirteen 
times, they’ll have to find 
thirteen billion people.

TROY
So?
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NERDY 8TH GRADER
That’s almost twice the population 
of Earth.

Troy’s cornered, he has to think fast.

TROY
Listen kid, who’s the senior here?

NERDY 8TH GRADER
Uh, you?

TROY
Damn right! Which means I know some 
mathematical shit you can’t even 
dream of! Why don’t you step off 
and let the big boys talk?

NERDY 8TH GRADER
Uh, what?

TROY
Get him away from me, he’s messing 
up my chi.

Other 8th Graders grab the nerdy kid and drag him away as if 
they’re Troy’s personal bodyguards.

TROY (CONT’D)
End of meeting. Now get to work! 
Hustle, hustle! Always be closing!

The kids disperse. Behind them, Jack stands against a wall, 
shaking his head in disappointment.

TROY (CONT’D)
What?

JACK
Nothing.

Troy gathers up his charts with precision--

TROY
Hey, those kids need to learn not 
to trust any asshole with striking 
good looks and a suit with their 
money. I’m only performing a 
community service. 
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If I screw them out of the cash 
their parents work hard for every 
month before they’re old enough to 
raise their own dough, maybe 
they’ll think twice when Bernie 
Madoff shows up and asks them their 
pin number.

JACK
And at which point during this 
charitable effort does the fifteen 
percent fee come in?

TROY
Hey, this is America. A man should 
get paid for his hard work. We’re a 
country of makers, not takers.

Jack rolls his eyes. Troy closes his leather briefcase and 
walks alongside Jack.

TROY (CONT’D)
So how did the test go?

Jack pulls out the crumbled test scores from his pocket and 
hands it to Troy.

TROY (CONT’D)
Damn! Did you at least remember to 
sit on the driver’s seat? Man, 
you’re never getting laid.

JACK
Like you get so much tail with your 
mom’s big ass SUV.

TROY
Don’t hate the playa, hate the 
game. At least I have my license. 
Besides, bitches can’t get enough 
of my mom’s wide interior.

JACK
You might wanna rephrase that.

Jack and Troy enter--

SCHOOL HALLWAY

TROY
Listen Jack, you’re a smart dude. 
And you’re good-looking. 
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If I was gay, I’d totally consider 
going down on you... If Ryan 
Gosling wasn’t available.

Jack gives Troy a creeped-out look.

TROY (CONT’D)
And you have a black best friend in 
a city where only 2.6 Percent of 
the population is Afro-American. 
That makes you look cool and hip. 
All you need to do is to pass that 
damn test, get your license and 
borrow your dad’s sweet-ass Pontiac 
and you’re in pussy heaven.

Jack winces at the word “Pussy” but decides to let it go.

JACK
He’ll never let me borrow his 
prized possession. During the 
divorce, he fought harder to keep 
that car than he did to keep me.

TROY
Then borrow it without him knowing.

JACK
Yeah I’m sure that’ll go over well, 
stealing the chief of police’s car.

TROY
You’re his son. The most you’ll get 
is a night or two in the cooler.

JACK
Maybe. Doesn’t matter anyway, I 
suck at driving.

Troy looks around to make sure no one’s listening.

TROY
I wasn’t gonna mention this until 
you got, you know, desperate. But a 
friend of a friend’s cousin can 
hook you up with a fake license.

JACK
Of course you’ll get your fifteen 
percent fee.
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TROY
Come on man! You’re my best friend! 
What kind of a lowlife scumbag you 
take me for? Ten percent.

JACK
No thanks. Call me old-fashioned 
but I’d like to earn my license.

TROY
Can I call you a pussy instead?

DENISE DINGLE, 16, cute, African-American, nerdy, comes out 
of nowhere and joins the team.

DENISE
What’s up guys?

Jack seems genuinely happy to see Denise--

JACK
Hey Denise!

TROY
Don’t you have a class to go to or 
some Doctor Who fan fiction to 
write? Boys are talking, shoo!

DENISE
Don’t shoo me.

TROY
I’m your big brother, I can do 
whatever I want.

DENISE
Except not leaving skidmarks, and 
I’m not talking about mom’s car.

Denise and Jack laugh. Troy looks mad. Denise shifts from 
catty little sister to shy schoolgirl.

DENISE (CONT’D)
So Jack, I was wondering if you can 
help me study for my physics test, 
since you’re kind of a genius when 
it comes to that stuff.

JACK
Flattery will get you everywhere. 
Of course I’ll help.

DENISE
Cool! Lunch, tomorrow?
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JACK
Sure.

Denise breaks from the pack. Troy sees Jack’s smile.

TROY
Don’t even think about it! That’s 
my little sister man!

JACK
What!? Me and Denise!? No way!

TROY
What the hell is that supposed to 
mean!? You don’t think she’s cute!?

Jack scoffs. Troy and Jack walk into--

CLASSROOM

The classroom is full of biology and physics equipment.

Jack stops, stunned. He stares at--

ALISON DEA, 20, stunning beauty with long red hair and a no-
nonsense look.

JACK
What... is... that!?

TROY
The new T.A, I think. I saw her in 
Ms. Grover’s class. More like T&A.

Troy nudges Jack to approve his lame joke. Jack is too 
stunned to respond.

TROY (CONT’D)
Dude, cut it out. You look like a 
lobotomized sex offender.

Jack snaps back to reality. He walks to his seat while 
fixated on Alison.

In slo-mo, Alison’s sumptuous red hair makes soothing waves 
as she prepares the biology equipment.

She notices Jack looking at her. To Jack’s amazement, she 
smiles at him.

Jack awkwardly smiles back and waves.

TIME DISSOLVE
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MR. CONNORS, 45, biology teacher, draws on the board, which 
is already full of drawings of animal eyes and their blind 
spots depicted with angles.

MR. CONNORS
Alright gang, who can tell me about 
the blind spot of homo sapiens?

DOBKIN, a smart-ass student, raises his hand.

DOBKIN
Women?

The class laughs.

MR. CONNORS
Very funny, Mr. Dobkin. Homo 
sapien, homosexual, ha ha.

Mr. Connors scans the class. The students look like dogs who 
were just shown a card trick.

Jack looks enthusiastic. He almost raises his hand.

TROY
Dude, don’t.

MR. CONNORS
Come on guys, we went over this 
last week.

Jack raises his hand.

MR. CONNORS (CONT’D)
Mr. Valens! I knew I could count on 
you. Come on up!

Troy is disappointed. Jack runs up to the board.

He draws a human eye while explaining--

JACK
The blind spot is the area on the 
retina without receptors that 
respond to light. Therefore an 
image that falls on this region 
will not be seen.

He draws a small dot on the left side of the eye and a plus 
sign on the right side--

JACK (CONT’D)
The specifics of the blind spot 
varies from human to human. 
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The best way to test your blind 
spot is to draw this figure on a 
piece of paper. Hold the image 
about 20 inches away from you. With 
your left eye, look at the plus 
sign and slowly approach it. In a 
while, the dot will disappear from 
your field of vision. That’s your 
blind spot.

DOBKIN
(cough)

Dork!

The class laughs but Alison seems very impressed.

MR. CONNORS
Quit it! Perfect as usual Jack.

Jack awkwardly nods and takes his seat. Troy shakes his head.

TIME DISSOLVE

The class is mostly dispersed. Troy and Jack prepare their 
bags and walk out.

TROY
I’m telling you man, you gotta stop 
acting like a nerd! The Japanese 
have a saying, “The Nail that 
sticks out gets hammered down.”

JACK
They also have the saying, “Used 
schoolgirl panties from vending 
machines smell yummy.”

ALISON (O.S.)
Hey blind spot!

Jack and Troy turn, shocked to see Alison looking at them.

ALISON (CONT’D)
That was impressive.

Jack looks at Troy, panicked. Troy pushes him forward.

JACK
Oh that? That’s nothing. Elementary 
biology, really.

ALISON
You’re smart. I think that’s 
very... Hot.
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Both Jack and Troy’s jaws drop. Alison offers her hand.

ALISON (CONT’D)
I’m Alison.

Jack struggles to raise his hand. He shakes Alison’s. He 
looks like he can’t believe he’s touching her skin.

JACK
Jack. Uh, this is my black best 
friend, uh, my best friend Troy.

ALISON
Nice to meet you. So, Jack, what 
kind of stuff are you into?

JACK
Oh, you know...

Troy crosses his fingers and whispers to himself--

TROY
Don’t fuck this up, don’t fuck this 
up, don’t fuck this up...

JACK
I love physics, biology...

TROY
Oh no.

JACK
You know, I’m a big fan of science-
fiction. Do you know Doctor Who?

TROY
Fuck!

ALISON
Oh yeah! Do you like the original 
series or the new episodes?

Jack is surprised to hear Alison even heard of Doctor Who.

JACK
Original of course!

ALISON
Good boy.

Jack smiles shyly.

JACK
Oh, and I love cars!
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TROY
Finally!

ALISON
Really!? Me too! What’s your 
favorite car?

JACK
1966 Pontiac GTO?

ALISON
Oooh, I love muscle cars!

Alison makes a sound as if having a minor orgasm.

JACK
Oh yeah, I... I’m a master driver. 
Especially when it comes to muscle 
cars. I drive the hell out of 
those, uh, babies.

Alison leans over to Jack. She whispers--

ALISON
Maybe you can take me for a ride 
sometime. Show me your skills.

JACK
S... Sure!

Alison picks up her stuff.

ALISON
I gotta go. See you later boys!

Alison leaves the classroom. Troy waits until Alison’s clear.

TROY
Whoo!! Did you see that shit! Dude, 
you’re in for sure! You’re gonna 
pop your cherry with an older, hot 
as hell chick!

Jack is frozen.

TROY (CONT’D)
Come on, let’s go.

Jack covers his crotch with his backpack.

JACK
I need a minute.
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EXT. JACK’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Jack parks his bike and walks to the mailbox.

While checking the mail, he looks at his dad’s shiny 1966 
Pontiac GTO parked at the driveway. He sighs and enters--

INT. JACK’S HOUSE

It’s messy, quite the opposite of the well-kept GTO. Sounds 
of the football game from the TV.

Jack drops his stuff.

JACK
Hi dad! How was work?

BURT VALENS, 45, intently watches the game with a beer.

BURT
Exhilarating. I already ate with 
the boys. There’s that frozen 
chicken tikka masala in the fridge, 
I can heat it up for you.

Jack walks into the kitchen, passes by family photos and 
pictures of Burt in uniform. The family photos are oddly 
framed, Jack’s mother is cut out.

Jack takes out the frozen food from the fridge.

JACK
I think I can manage, thanks.

He thinks for a second. He approaches the living room.

JACK (CONT’D)
Dad?

BURT
Shoot.

JACK
I was thinking, since I’m about to 
graduate high school with all As 
and about to head to college, if I 
passed my driving test, if you 
could, maybe, buy me a car?

Burt pauses the game on his DVR.

BURT
Take a seat son.
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Jack rolls his eyes: “Here we go again.” He sits across Burt.

BURT (CONT’D)
You know I admire your hard work 
and dedication. You make me and 
your mom very proud. It’s because I 
believe in you that I don’t want to 
give you any shortcuts in life that 
might impair you from becoming your 
own man. It’s important for a man 
to hang himself by his own 
bootstraps. You need to graduate 
college with honors, get an amazing 
job and then you’ll be able to 
afford your own car. And you know 
what? You’ll feel much better that 
way. I mean, you don’t wanna be a 
dirty hippie like your mom, do you?

JACK
Again with mom! What does she have 
to do with it?

BURT
I’m not the one who left us to go 
live in Oregon.

JACK
She wanted to keep me. The judge 
decided being part of a farming co-
op doesn’t provide a steady income. 
I don’t see you complain when we 
get those cases of strawberries in 
the mail.

Burt groans.

JACK (CONT’D)
Can I at least borrow your car if I 
pass the test?

Burt thinks and sighs.

BURT
Maybe.

EXT. DAGGER’S HIDEOUT - NIGHT

A shady hideout in a shady part of town.

A classic car with headlights turned off parks in the back.
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FOUR GANG MEMBERS come out with their guns lowered but ready 
to play if anything goes down.

They check the area--

GANG MEMBER
Clear.

SPIDER, 22, terrifying, cunning, the leader, steps out.

INT. DAGGER’S HIDEOUT - NIGHT

DAGGER, 22, another kingpin sits on his comfy couch 
surrounded by HIS MEN. He sips his expensive vodka.

There’s a knock on the door. One of his men checks and opens.

Spider and two of his men enter. The other two stay outside 
to watch guard.

SPIDER
You wanted to see me?

DAGGER
Chill, grab a drink.

SPIDER
I ain’t got time, asshole.

Dagger looks mad, but swallows his pride.

DAGGER
Cool, straight to business. I wanna 
discuss some, rezoning options. I 
want more corners for my men. I’m 
prepared to pay you much more than 
they’re worth.

SPIDER
Fuck you. You can have my corners 
when I’m dead.

Dagger takes a sip off his vodka.

DAGGER
That can be arranged.

EXT. DAGGER’S HIDEOUT

FOUR OF DAGGER’S MEN jump out of the bushes and SHOOT two of 
Spider’s men guarding outside!
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INT. DAGGER’S HIDEOUT

As soon as Spider’s men make a move, Dagger’s men shoot them 
down. Before Spider can reach for his gun--

Dagger pulls the gun he’s been hiding inside the couch and 
shoots Spider in the head!

Blood splatters on the wall, Spider goes down with a thump!

Dagger orders his men while taking a sip off his vodka--

DAGGER
Send this dipshit back to his 
people in a body bag. Let ‘em know 
there’s a new king in town.

-- BEGIN MONTAGE - DRIVING TEST PREP

-- On an empty street, Jack sits on the driver’s seat in a 
large SUV. Denise sits next to him, giving instructions 
(MOS). Troy sits in the back seat, praying. Jack turns on the 
ignition, the car stalls.

-- The SUV slowly inches forward, stopping and starting after 
every couple of feet. Jack looks at Denise for approval. 
Denise fakes enthusiasm.

-- At an intersection Jack turns on the left turn signal, 
then turns right. Troy rolls his eyes.

-- Jack drives in light traffic. Troy covers his eyes in 
fear. Jack is driving surprisingly smooth. Denise is happy.

-- In moderate traffic, while Jack is driving better, the car 
stalls. Jack tries to get the car running while other cars 
behind him honk incessantly.

-- It’s time for parallel parking. Everyone looks scared. 
Jack takes a deep breath and goes for it. He comes within an 
inch of the parked car, but manages to avoid sideswiping it 
and does a decent job parking the SUV. Denise jumps up in joy 
and hugs Jack. Troy looks suspicious of the hug.

MATCH CUT TO:

INT. TEST CAR - DAY

Jack turns off the ignition. He turns to Ms. Goldfarb with a 
shit-eating grin.
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JACK
How did I do?

MS. GOLDFARB
I must say, that was, unexpected.

EXT. DRIVING TEST LOT

This time, the cars in front and behind the test car are 
padded with thick foam.

MS. GOLDFARB
You didn’t even touch the cars.

INT. TEST CAR

MS. GOLDFARB
I don’t know who you sold your soul 
to but congratulations, you passed. 
Barely, but passed.

Ms. Goldfarb hands Jack his score sheet.

Jack can’t hide his excitement, he plants a wet kiss on Ms. 
Goldfarb’s lips.

JACK
Thank you Ms. Goldfarb, thank you!

Ms. Goldfarb spits.

MS. GOLDFARB
Sure. Now leave before I puke.

JACK
Don’t act like you didn’t like it.

Ms. Goldfarb can’t contain her smile.

MS. GOLDFARB
Just get outta here.

Jack runs off with joy.

EXT. SCHOOL GROUNDS - DAY

Jack and Denise sit at a table, examining the physics books 
open in front of them.
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JACK
So, potential or “stored” energy, 
due to a thing’s configuration...

DENISE
Jack?

JACK
Yeah?

Denise looks shy, she takes a deep breath--

DENISE
I just wanted to tell you again how 
proud I am of you, that you finally 
passed your driving test.

JACK
Thanks! I couldn’t have done it 
without you.

DENISE
I think it’s time to take your new 
skills out on the road.

JACK
Sure. What do you have in mind?

Denise bites her lip. Here it goes--

DENISE
Do you know about the sci-fi 
convention at the end of the month?

JACK
Do I!? I’m going for sure!

DENISE
I was wondering if... We could go 
together? You can dress up as The 
Doctor and I could be a companion.

Jack thinks for a second. He looks conflicted. Can he really 
go out on a date with his best friend’s sister?

JACK
Sure.

DENISE
We can go there with my mom’s car. 
You can even drive! We can meet 
this week to shop for costumes. How 
about Saturday, around noon?
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JACK
That works.

Jack notices Alison sitting at another table, studying from a 
book the size of a cinder block.

He takes a deep breath. His awkwardness mirrors Denise’s.

JACK (CONT’D)
Excuse me a second.

Jack gets up and psyches himself up to go talk to Alison.

JACK’S POV: We hear his heart beating faster and louder as he 
gets closer to her.

He reaches Alison--

JACK (CONT’D)
What is that? All seven Harry 
Potter books rolled into one?

Alison turns around, she smiles but doesn’t laugh.

ALISON
Hi.

JACK
Not that I read Harry Potter or 
anything. It’s for... Kids.

(clears throat)
So, what are you studying?

Alison shows the book’s cover: Criminal Law.

JACK (CONT’D)
Wow! You’re gonna be a lawyer?

ALISON
I hope so. I already got into 
Berkeley. Now I just have to put 
together the insane tuition.

JACK
The tuition for Berkeley is not 
that high, is it?

ALISON
If you come from a poor, redneck, 
white-trash family it is.

JACK
Ah. I’m sorry, I didn’t...
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ALISON
Don’t be. As soon as I’m gone, 
they’re all history.

An awkward silence.

JACK
So, I was wondering, since you like 
muscle cars and all, if you’re 
available, I mean, around this 
weekend, maybe I can pick you up 
and we can grab some dinner?

ALISON
Hmmm... How about lunch?

Jack’s eyes open wide--

JACK
Lunch!? Sure, that works!

ALISON
This Saturday, at noon? I know a 
great Indian place.

JACK
There’s Indian food in the city? I 
thought the most ethnic food you 
could get here was Panda Express.

Alison tears a piece off her book and writes.

ALISON
Oh yeah! Although, it’s in the, 
shall we say wrong part of town? 
You don’t mind that do you?

Jack gulps. He does mind.

JACK
No, of course not!

Alison gives Jack the piece of paper.

ALISON
Here’s my address. See you later, 
blind spot.

Alison sensuously walks away. Jack is frozen, he waits until 
Alison turns a corner, then jumps up with joy--

JACK
Holy shit! Holy shit!
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Jack kisses the piece of paper and dances.

Denise watches Jack. She looks upset.

EXT. STREET - NIGHT

Jack rides his bike at top speed with a giant smile.

EXT. JACK’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Jack drops his bike on the spot, doesn’t even bother parking 
it. He runs to the mailbox with his helmet still on.

He frantically shuffles through the mail until he finds one 
from the DMV. He tears it open--

His license is inside.

JACK
Yes!

He kisses the license.

INT. JACK’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Jack barges in. Burt watches the game on TV with a beer.

Jack enthusiastically runs up to the living room.

JACK
Dad, dad! Guess what!?

Burt is annoyed he has to turn down the TV.

BURT
What’s goin’ on?

Jack proudly flashes his license to Burt. Burt looks at it.

BURT (CONT’D)
Good job son, I’m proud of you.

Burt barely gets up to tap Jack’s shoulder. The gesture, 
which is supposed to be parental, has a cold feel.

Burt sits back down and watches the game with one eye.

JACK
So I was thinking I could maybe, 
borrow the Pontiac this Saturday?
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BURT
Hmm... I don’t think so.

JACK
But you said if I got my license I 
could borrow the car?

BURT
I said “Maybe”. Besides, I can’t 
just give the Pontiac to you so you 
can drive on your own willy-nilly. 
First I gotta see how you can 
handle it.

JACK
Fine, let’s go now. You can ride 
shotgun and give me notes.

BURT
I can’t now, I’m watching the game. 
Even if I trusted you with that 
car, I can’t let you have it this 
weekend anyway. The head of one of 
the biggest drug gangs in the city 
just got whacked, probably by a 
rival gang, and the whole force is 
on their toes. I need the car here 
just in case I get called in.

JACK
There’s always some excuse right?

BURT
It’s my job! It also happens to pay 
for this house, your food, your 
education. Show some respect!

JACK
Yeah, right!

Burt turns off the TV.

BURT
What’s that supposed to mean?

JACK
It means it’s not the job dad! It’s 
because no matter what I do, you’ll 
never trust me with anything. 
Because you see a lot of mom in me.

BURT
That’s not true son...
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JACK
I bust my ass keeping out of 
trouble, getting all As for what!?

BURT
Jack, I just want you to...

Jack runs to his room.

JACK
I wish I went with mom so you and 
your car could finally be happy!

Jack slams the door behind him. Burt gets up.

BURT
Jack!? Jack!?

Burt gives up before even trying. He sits back down and turns 
the game back on.

INT. JACK’S ROOM - NIGHT

The room is full of ironic posters about chemistry, science 
and Doctor Who.

Jack sits on his bed, hopeless. He dials his smart phone.

INT. TROY’S ROOM - NIGHT

Very neat and tidy, almost OCD-level. Troy types on his 
laptop in the dimly lit room.

He’s working on a document titled “Derivatives: The 
Misunderstood Savior of The Financial System”.

His smart phone rings. His ring tone is the chorus from a 
Peter Gabriel song: “Big time! I’m on my way, I’m making it!”

Troy answers--

TROY
Yo Jack-anova! Did you procure the 
prophylactics for this Saturday?

INTERCUT - JACK’S ROOM / TROY’S ROOM

JACK
Don’t get too excited. It’s just a 
lunch date.
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TROY
Doesn’t matter man. You’re talking 
about an older girl. A woman, 
practically. I’m sure she’s DTF any 
time of the day!

JACK
Whatever, it’s not like it’s gonna 
happen now anyway.

TROY
What’s wrong?

JACK
Dad won’t give me the car.

TROY
Shit! Don’t panic! Uh, let’s see, 
you wanna borrow mom’s car?

JACK
Sure, I might as well also show up 
wearing a plaid shirt and mom 
jeans. She’s expecting me to pick 
her up in a muscle car! 

TROY
Okay, chill. Let me think...

Troy maximizes the web browser. Wall Street Journal web page 
is on. A banner ad shows--

“Jimmy’s Lot Major Sale! This Weekend Only!”, with a picture 
of a sweet-ass Mustang.

TROY (CONT’D)
I got it! We show up at this lot 
and ask to take one of the cars for 
a test drive. After your date’s 
over, you just bring the car back.

JACK
Are you nuts!? No lot owner will 
ever let kids like us take cars out 
for a test drive.

TROY
Not if you look like a rich brat. 
We can flash him a stack of hundred 
dollar bills.
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JACK
And where am I gonna get that 
genius? Unless you wanna rob some 
major drug dealer?

TROY
You don’t need the actual money, 
you just need the illusion that you 
have it. I have two hundred dollar 
bills that I, um, saved. In between 
those two, I’ll fill the stack with 
a bunch of one dollar bills, so 
when you pull it out, it looks like 
you’re loaded. It’s the oldest 
trick in the book. We can leave the 
bundle with me as collateral and 
you’re in the clear.

JACK
I don’t know man, it sounds risky.

TROY
You got a better plan?

Jack sighs.

JACK
No.

TROY
This is a once-in-a-lifetime 
opportunity man, just go for it! 
Once in a while, you have to say to 
yourself, “What the fuck!”

JACK
Isn’t that from “Risky Business”?

TROY
I think it’s a Ben Bernanke quote.

Jack thinks hard--

JACK
Okay, let’s do it.

EXT. TROY’S HOUSE - DAY

Jack rings the doorbell. He’s dressed to the nines.

Denise answers. She’s wearing jeans and a sci-fi shirt.

She looks surprised by Jack’s appearance.
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DENISE
You’re fifteen minutes late and 
dressed, shall we say, much 
classier than I expected.

Jack shyly checks out his clothes.

JACK
I know. I wanted to impress.

DENISE
You did.

JACK
Is Troy ready?

DENISE
Troy? Why would he come? He thinks 
Doctor Who is a rock band.

Jack is confused. He tries to put the pieces together--

JACK
What are we talking about, exactly?

DENISE
Going out to put together our 
costumes? For the convention?

Jack thinks. It hits him--

JACK
Oh shit! Denise I’m so sorry, I 
totally forgot. I have a date 
today. Can we do some other time?

Denise is heartbroken--

DENISE
Sure, we can reschedule...

JACK
Or how about this? My thing is just 
a lunch date. Not that big of a 
deal really. It should be over in 
an hour or two. Why don’t you come 
with me and Troy and we can go look 
for costumes after.

DENISE
Okay. But I don’t understand. What 
does Troy have to do with it?
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Troy jumps out of the house, pulls out the bundle of cash 
from his jacket pocket.

TROY
You ready to tap that ass playa!?

Jack is embarrassed in front of Denise. 

He looks at the bundle: Two $100 bills with a bunch of $1 
bills in the middle.

TROY (CONT’D)
I went to the bank to get fresh new 
bills so it’s crisp and clean. It 
looks like your dirtbag CEO dad 
threw it at you so you can go buy a 
new car as a bribe for not telling 
your mom about his new mistress.

DENISE
What’s going on?

TROY
Adult stuff. Mom’s mac and cheese 
is in the fridge. Nuke that if you 
get hungry. We’ll be back in a 
couple of hours.

DENISE
Nuh-uh, I’m coming with you.

TROY
The hell you are!

JACK
She is.

TROY
What!?

(whispers)
Why would you invite her? She’s 
gonna fuck up our whole plan.

JACK
I made a promise.

Troy conspires for a second--

TROY
Okay, I got an idea. She’ll be the 
rebellious rich kid who thinks it’s 
cute to dress like a bum.
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DENISE
Hey!

Troy notices the price tag sticking out of Jack’s collar. He 
pushes it back in.

JACK
Thanks.

Troy holds Jack’s shoulders, looks him in the eye--

TROY
Now I don’t just want that cliche 
douchebag rich kid from you. We 
need some depth here. Sure, you’re 
obnoxious and entitled on the 
outside, but on the inside all you 
crave is some parental love, and no 
material possession is going to 
fill that deep and sad hole in your 
heart. Got it?

JACK
I guess.

Troy puts on his expensive sunglasses.

TROY
Let’s do this!

They walk out--

DENISE
Will someone please tell me what 
the hell is going on?

INT. JIMMY’S LOT / OFFICE - DAY

JIMMY PAUPER, 40, dictionary definition of a sleazy used car 
lot owner, sits on his leather couch, scared--

JIMMY
I’m tellin’ you, I don’t have it!

A punch swoops in off-screen, Jimmy flies off the chair.

SILK, 24, slick and intelligent gangbanger, which is an 
oxymoron apparent to even himself, looms over Jimmy.

SILK
Don’t give me that shit Jimmy! When 
are you gonna have it?
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Jimmy cowers on the ground, covers his face--

JIMMY
I don’t know! Next week, maybe?

Silk is pissed. He thrashes Jimmy’s desk, grabs him by the 
lapels and pulls him to his face--

SILK
Listen you worthless dickhole! 
Nobody put a gun to your head and 
told you to gamble your debt away!

Silk pulls out his gun and points it to Jimmy’s crotch--

SILK (CONT’D)
But I will put a gun right here and 
make you choose between franks or 
beans if you don’t have my money by 
the end of the day!

JIMMY
End of the day!? Are you crazy!?

Silk cocks the hammer. Jimmy winces in fear.

SILK
Since Spider’s untimely death we’re 
closing all accounts.

Jimmy can’t help but snicker.

SILK (CONT’D)
Something’s funny?

JIMMY
No, not at all.

Silk doesn’t let it go.

JIMMY (CONT’D)
It’s just that, the name spider, 
it’s a bit, cliche, you know, for a 
gangbanger? You’d think once he 
made it big as a drug dealer, he’d 
have thought of a better name?

SILK
Let me get this straight. You’re 
insulting my best friend, who died 
just a couple of days ago, while I 
have a gun to your nuts?
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JIMMY
I know, not very smart.

JIMMY (CONT’D)
No shit!

PARKER, 22, hot as hell tattooed brunette chick, barges in--

PARKER
Jimmy?

Silk immediately puts the gun away and lets Jimmy go. They 
both act like nothing happened.

JIMMY
Yes Parker, what’s up?

SILK
Hi baby.

Parker looks disappointed in Silk.

PARKER
Silk, honey, what was the agreement 
we made?

SILK
“If you want to keep dating me, 
don’t beat up my boss”.

PARKER
Exactly. And what are you doing?

SILK
But sweetie, this dirtbag...

Parker cuts him off--

PARKER
Nah-ah-ah! I don’t wanna hear it.

SILK
Sure pumpkin.

PARKER
Thank you.

(to Jimmy)
There’s a bunch of high school kids 
here to look at some cars.
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JIMMY
Oh great. Another snot-nosed smart-
ass who’s gonna drag the cheapest 
piece-of-shit off the lot that’ll 
cost his poor dad tenfold in the 
long run. Can’t you deal with them?

PARKER
I could, but they look rich.

Jimmy pulls himself together.

JIMMY
Why didn’t you say so?

(to Silk)
If I’m lucky, I’ll have your money 
before the end of the day.

Jimmy runs out.

EXT. JIMMY’S LOT - DAY

Jack, Troy and Denise stand by the muscle cars, acting like 
obnoxious rich kids checking out the rides.

DENISE
I don’t like this one bit.

TROY
You don’t have to like it. Just 
keep your mouth shut.

Jimmy walks up to our gang with open arms and a giant grin on 
his face.

JIMMY
Morning young gentlemen! How can I 
help you on this wonderful day?

Jack turns on the act.

JACK
Uh, yeah, whatever. I got bored 
from all my other cars so I need a 
new one.

JIMMY
I’m your guy!

Jimmy shakes everyone’s hand--
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JIMMY (CONT’D)
Jimmy Pauper! Owner of Jimmy’s lot, 
if we don’t have your dream car, it 
doesn’t exist!

The gang are not amused by Jimmy’s slogan.

JIMMY (CONT’D)
Anyway, what kind of a ride did you 
have in mind?

Jack scans the lot, he targets on--

A slick, black 2002 Pontiac Firebird glistens under the sun. 

The price tag reads $20.000. Jack gulps at the tag.

JACK
That one.

JIMMY
The Firebird? Great choice if I 
might say so myself!

They walk to the car--

JIMMY (CONT’D)
Cast iron, V8 engine, you take this 
baby out on the road, you might as 
well get a tattoo on your forehead 
that says “Pussy Magnet”.

(to Denise)
Excuse my French.

Denise is annoyed but sucks it up.

JACK
Looks good. I think I want it. But 
I wanna drive it first.

JIMMY
Sure, you and I can jump in and 
take it for a spin, you’ll see...

JACK
No. I wanna drive it alone. See how 
it feels with just me and the car.

JIMMY
Yes, I understand, but I can’t let 
you leave here with the car.

Jack pulls out the bundle of cash. Jimmy salivates.
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JACK
Can’t you?

JIMMY
But... You’re just kids.

TROY
So are Justin Bieber and Jaden 
Smith. What’s your point?

Jack gives the money to Troy.

JACK
What if, I leave my friends and the 
money here with you?

Before Troy can put the money in his pocket, Jimmy 
intercepts. Troy and Jack hold their breaths--

JIMMY
I’ll hang onto the money, if you 
don’t mind.

Jimmy puts the money in his pocket without checking it. Jack 
and Troy are relieved.

JIMMY (CONT’D)
Your friends will stay here. Be 
back in an hour. And if there’s a 
single scratch on that ride, 
consider it bought.

JACK
Don’t trip old man, your car will 
be just fine.

JIMMY
If you’re not back in two and a 
half hours, I keep the money.

JACK
Chill, man. I’ll be back.

Jimmy pulls a chain of keys from his pocket. He reluctantly 
separates the Firebird’s key and hands it to Jack.

Jack smiles and grabs the key. Before he reaches the car--

JIMMY
One more thing!

Jack turns around, worried.
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JIMMY (CONT’D)
You do have a license, right?

Jack sighs with relief. He pulls out his license. Jimmy looks 
at it--

JIMMY (CONT’D)
Alright Mr. Jack Valens. See you in 
an hour.

Jack nods. He slides in the car. He touches the car’s smooth 
interior, he can’t believe they pulled this off.

He turns on the ignition, the car stalls. He nervously smiles 
at Jimmy. Jimmy nervously smiles back.

Jack puts the car in reverse and steps on the gas too hard. 
The car skids back. He breaks hard.

JACK
Whoa, careful!

Jack drives off too fast, the car’s bumper hits the ground on 
the way out, sparks fly off. Jimmy looks worried.

EXT. STREETS - DAY

The Firebird flies through the relatively empty streets. A 
kick-ass hard rock song plays on the car’s stereo at top 
volume. Jack is in muscle car heaven--

JACK
Whoo-hooooo!!

The car zips by at top speed.

EXT. ALISON’S CORNER - DAY

Jack drives slow as he checks the address on his smart phone 
GPS. He stops at a corner.

GPS
You arrived at your destination.

Jack looks around, intimidated. It’s a shady part of town.

No one is around. He checks the time. Maybe he’s stood up.

Someone bangs at the car’s trunk. Jack jumps up in fear.

Alison leans over to the passenger side.
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ALISON
What’s up blind spot? I didn’t 
scare you did I?

JACK
No, of course not.

Jack unlocks the car. Alison jumps in.

ALISON
So, you ready to do this?

JACK
Do, what?

ALISON
Indian food.

JACK
Oh yeah! Sure!

ALISON
Cool! Just keep going straight. 
I’ll give you directions.

JACK
You got it!

Jack drives on--

EXT. STREET

The Firebird drives through the street full of seedy or 
homeless looking people. They stare at the car like a bunch 
of starving children stare at fillet mignon.

INT. FIREBIRD

ALISON
This is a sweet ride!

JACK
Told you!

ALISON
It’s a bit hot in here.

Jack touches the dials--

JACK
I can turn on the AC if you’d like.
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ALISON
That’s okay.

Alison takes off her coat, revealing a tight tank top.

ALISON (CONT’D)
Ah, much better.

Jack gulps. He has trouble keeping his eyes on the road.

JACK
So, uh, what kind of law do you 
want to focus on? If you get to 
Berkeley, which I’m sure you will.

ALISON
Criminal law. I wanna become a 
prosecutor. Put bad guys away.

JACK
Cool. You’re gonna be in Law & 
Order: Patchouli Victims Unit. You 
know, cause Berkeley, hippies.

Alison doesn’t laugh--

ALISON
I get it.

Jack clears his throat--

JACK
So, what made you wanna study 
criminal law?

ALISON
I’ve always been into law ever 
since I can remember. Honestly, I 
got a lot of practice keeping my 
loser relatives out of serving jail 
time. Every time one of those 
“criminal masterminds” get in 
trouble, they say “Let’s go to 
Alison, she the smart one. She know 
all kindsa things about law an’ 
shit!” So I get stuck with their 
crap. I think it’s time I work on 
putting some of their kind behind 
bars. Take a left here.

Jack takes a left turn.
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JACK
So do you have any plans for the 
tuition? Financial aid, applying 
for scholarships?

ALISON
I have something in mind, yeah. I 
hope it works out. Take a right at 
the intersection.

Jack turns right. As they keep driving, the area looks more 
deserted and dangerous.

JACK
Where did you say this place was?

ALISON
It’s just a couple more blocks. 
Believe me, it’ll be worth it.

JACK
Yeah, I’m sure. I was just curious.

ALISON
So what are you gonna do after HS?

JACK
I already have college lined up. 
Engineering, surprise, surprise.

ALISON
You don’t look too thrilled.

JACK
My dad’s a bit strict so, he wants 
me to do something that can earn me 
a living.

ALISON
As opposed to...

Jack thinks. Does he want to tell her this?

JACK
Writing. I want to write science-
fiction. There, I’m a huge nerd!

ALISON
Not at all. I think it’s cute.

JACK
Really?
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ALISON
Yeah! Who’s your favorite author?

JACK
I kinda wanna become the next 
Arthur C. Clarke.

The car stops at a stop sign.

ALISON
Get outta here! I Love Clarke!

JACK
Really? What’s your favorite...

Jack hears a tap on the passenger window--

KYLE MENTULA, 26, good-looking gangbanger, he’d be the on the 
cover if GQ ever released a gangbanger special issue.

He looks down on Jack.

JACK (CONT’D)
Sorry, I don’t have any change.

Kyle pulls out a gun and points it to Jack’s face.

JACK (CONT’D)
Holy shit!

Kyle tries to open the back door. It’s locked.

KYLE
Unlock the fucking door!

ALISON
Don’t do it Jack! Just drive!

Jack panics and slams the gas and the brake with his foot. 
The car rattles but stays in one place.

KYLE
Unlock the door now or you and your 
bitch gets two in the head!

ALISON
Don’t unlock it! Don’t...

Jack unlocks the door. Kyle jumps in the back seat.

ALISON (CONT’D)
Shit!

Kyle presses the gun to Alison’s back.
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KYLE
Start driving or she dies!

JACK
Look, I don’t have much money...

KYLE
Shut the fuck up and drive!

JACK
Okay, okay!

Jack hits the gas.

EXT. STREET

The car swerves left and right, can’t stay within the lane.

INT. FIREBIRD

Jack has tears in his eyes. He’s freaking out.

KYLE
Drive straight!

JACK
I’m sorry, I’m trying! Please don’t 
kill us!

KYLE
Give me your cell phones and 
wallets right now!

JACK
Sure! Whatever you say!

Jack and Alison take out their wallets and cell phones and 
hand them to Kyle.

JACK (CONT’D)
I’m so sorry I don’t have much cash 
on me, I usually use the debit...

KYLE
Shut up!

ALISON
You got what you wanted right? Now 
let us go!

Kyle throws the wallets and cell phones out of the window.
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JACK
What the fuck!? Why did you do...

Kyle points the gun to Jack’s head.

KYLE
Just keep driving, I’ll tell you 
what to do. Take a right here.

Jack takes a right turn. He can hardly hold back his tears.

JACK
Listen, I don’t know what you want 
but I can help you. My dad’s...

Alison vehemently shakes her head “No!”

Jack stops talking, he looks surprised: “How does she know?”

KYLE
What!?

JACK
Excuse me?

KYLE
Your dad’s what!?

JACK
He’s uh, he owns the Men’s 
Warehouse at the mall. He can get 
you a nice deal on a suit.

KYLE
Motherfucker does it looks like I 
shop at Men’s Warehouse!? Take a 
left here!

Jack starts sobbing.

JACK
I don’t wanna die!

KYLE
If you don’t stop that shit right 
now, both of you are dead!

ALISON
Jack, look at me!

JACK
I don’t wanna die!
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ALISON
Look at me!!

Jack looks at Alison while still sobbing.

ALISON (CONT’D)
You can do this! Just focus!

(to Kyle)
What do you want from us anyway?

KYLE
You’ll see. Pull over at the light.

Jack pulls over at the intersection.

He gets hiccups because of crying.

KYLE (CONT’D)
For fuck’s sake!

JACK
I’m... Sorry... It... Just...

ALISON
Hold your breath!

KYLE
I got this.

Kyle grabs Jack by the throat and squeezes--

KYLE (CONT’D)
Now listen to me very carefully.

Kyle turns Jack’s head to see across the street--

KYLE (CONT’D)
You see that corner store there?

Jack can’t talk or breathe. He looks at the ghetto corner 
store across the street. He barely manages a--

JACK
Uh-huh.

KYLE
I want you to rob that store and 
bring me back the money from the 
register, otherwise the girl gets a 
ninth hole in her body.

ALISON
Eight.
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KYLE
Shut up!

Kyle lets go of Jack’s throat. Jack takes deep breaths. The 
hiccups are gone.

JACK
Are you crazy!? I can’t do that!

KYLE
Suit yourself.

Kyle points the gun to Alison’s head and cocks it.

JACK
No, wait, wait! Okay! Uh, Give me a 
gun, I’ll do it!

KYLE
No gun.

JACK
How do you expect me to rob them 
without a gun!?

KYLE
I don’t know loverboy. You’ll think 
of something. 

JACK
Do you at least have a ski mask, or 
something? You know, so I can cover 
my face?

KYLE
No masks. If I see you attempt to 
cover your face at all in any way, 
I’ll shoot her. Come on, time’s 
ticking. If you’re not back in five 
minutes, she’s dead.

Jack is stunned, confused.

KYLE (CONT’D)
Go!!

Jack jumps out of the car--

EXT. CORNER STORE

Jack, sweating profusely, looks at the corner store--
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The register is guarded with glass, more than likely bullet-
proof. The owner, RASHID NURAY, 45, no-nonsense Middle-
Eastern man, helps a customer behind the register. 

Jack’s heart beats faster and louder. He makes his way inside 
the store one slow step at a time.

INT. CORNER STORE

Jack enters the store in a daze. A customer tries to walk 
past him but he blocks the customer’s way.

He lets the customer pass while looking around for anything 
to do.

JACK’S POV: Typical corner store items: Snacks, lottery 
tickets, liquor. Nothing to work with.

Rashid notices Jack, he suspiciously cracks half a smile. 
Jack fakes a smile and nods back.

Jack makes his way to the back of the store. He collapses 
behind a counter and hyperventilates.

As he tries to get his shit together, he sees--

The back exit to the store.

EXT. BACK EXIT

Jack barges out of the exit and runs at top speed.

Huffing and puffing, he tries to get as far away as he can.

Suddenly, he stops and looks back. He thinks--

A FLASH FRAME of Alison’s scared face in The Firebird.

He looks back and forth between freedom and the corner store.

He finally makes a decision--

JACK
Shit!

INT. CORNER STORE

Jack walks back inside. His mind works overtime, he looks 
around the store--
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JACK’S POV: Jack browses around the store. He focuses on 
different items as they are highlighted--

-- King Size Hershey bars. 

-- Duct Tape.

-- Pocket radio.

He casually makes his way around the store and grabs a 
handful of each of these items.

Rashid observes Jack’s strange behavior. Jack smiles and 
nods, tries to act as casual as possible.

Jack looks at the surveillance mirrors at each corner.

JACK’S POV: The line that Jack’s drawing inside his mind to 
triangulate the vision of each mirror. A red zone within the 
triangle indicated Rashid’s blind spot.

Jack kneels down at the zone, the exact spot where Rashid 
won’t be able to see him.

He quickly unbuttons his shirt. He tears the wrappers off of 
the Hershey bars while breaking open the pocket radio. 

TIME CUT TO:

Rashid waits behind the counter, reading Dianetics in Farsi.

Jack nervously makes his way to the register with a packet of 
gum in his hand.

Rashid puts the book away. He smiles and scans the pack--

RASHID
Will that be all for you?

JACK
Also, uh, the money from the 
register, if you don’t mind?

RASHID
Excuse me?

A bit louder but still soft--

JACK
The money, from, the register?

RASHID
Speak up kid!
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Jack rips open his shirt, revealing the chocolate bars 
wrapped in aluminum duct taped to his body.

The cable from the pocket radio extends from the duct tape to 
his hand. He covers the radio with his fist to make it look 
like a detonator.

JACK
Give me all of the money from the 
register or I will blow this whole 
fucking place up in the name of, in 
the name of Allah!!

The customers all freak out and hit the ground.

Rashid is not impressed--

RASHID
You’re a Muslim?

JACK
Y... Yes?

RASHID
But you’re white.

JACK
That’s really racist, and kind of 
ignorant. White people can be 
devout Muslims too.

Rashid thinks for a second--

RASHID
I don’t buy it.

JACK
What’s there to buy asshole!? Just 
give me the money or we all blow up 
right here!

A customer screams.

RASHID
I mean what’s your reason for 
martyrdom? The petty cash in my 
register? If you’re bent on killing 
a bunch of innocent people over 
some bullshit and give the rest of 
us a bad name, it should be 
something bigger than this, no?

Jack is stuck. He thinks on his feet--
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JACK
Look, you wanna save your customers 
or not!? Give me the fucking money!

Rashid opens the register and pulls out all of the money, 
which doesn’t amount to much.

He throws the money at Jack. Jack stashes the cash in his 
pocket. He leans over the counter.

JACK (CONT’D)
Listen, I’m being forced to do 
this. As soon as I leave, call the 
cops. My dad’s...

One of the Hershey bars drop on the floor and opens up. 
Rashid sees the chocolate. He’s pissed.

RASHID
I’ll call the cops all right!

Rashid pulls out a shotgun.

RASHID (CONT’D)
So they can claim your dead body!

JACK
Shit!

Jack runs out. Rashid follows him.

EXT. CORNER STORE

Jack runs to The Firebird at top speed. Right when he’s about 
to reach the door, the driver’s window is shot out!

Alison screams! Jack ducks down but keeps going.

Rashid cocks the shotgun.

RASHID
You’re dead motherfucker!!

Jack jumps in through the shot driver’s window. His feet 
dangle out.

INT. FIREBIRD

Kyle and Alison watch Rashid point the shotgun at the car.

ALISON
Go, go, go!
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Jack has no choice but to put the car into drive and hit the 
gas pedal with his hand as he screams!

EXT. CORNER STORE

The car skids left and right on the road and speeds off.

Jack tries to see the road out of the corner of his eye. 
Everyone in the car screams.

Before the car gets too far, Rashid pulls out his smart phone 
and takes a picture of the license plate.

The car disappears around a corner.

EXT. STREET

The Firebird drives at top speed skidding left and right.

Jack pulls his legs inside the car while it’s still driving.

INT. FIREBIRD

Jack manages to straighten himself out and sits on the 
driver’s seat.

He pulls the money from his pocket and throws it to Kyle.

JACK
I could only get this much!

Kyle counts the money.

KYLE
Fifty bucks!? That’s it!?

JACK
I’m sorry! That’s all he had!

Kyle points the gun to Jack’s head.

KYLE
You’re dead loverboy!

JACK
No no no! That’s all he had in the 
register! I swear!

Kyle cocks the gun. Jack closes his eyes.

Kyle pulls the gun away and uncocks it.
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KYLE
I’m just kidding. I don’t care 
about the money.

ALISON
What!?

JACK
Then why did you...

Kyle taps Jack on the shoulder.

KYLE
That was just a test homeboy! I 
wanted to see how you’d handle 
yourself. The real deal is coming.

ALISON
I thought if he did this one thing 
you were gonna let us go?

KYLE
When the fuck did I say that?

ALISON
Shit! Shit!

JACK
Listen, I don’t know who you are, 
I’ve barely, we’ve barely seen your 
face. If you let us go, I swear 
that’ll be the end of it. We won’t 
go to the cops or anything...

ALISON
Shut up Jack!

JACK
What, why?

ALISON
The “We won’t go to the police if 
you let us go” plea never works. 
All you’re doing is frustrating him 
even more.

KYLE
I’d listen to her if I were you.

Alison looks in Jack’s eyes. She whispers--
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ALISON
Listen to me Jack! Our only option 
is to listen to him and do whatever 
he says. We have to see this 
through if either of us want to 
live through the day.

Jack holds back his tears. He toughens up.

JACK
Okay.

(to Kyle)
Where do you want us to go?

EXT. JIMMY’S LOT - DAY

The lot is like a ghost town, no customers.

Jimmy, Troy and Denise sit at the curb. Denise reads a Manga 
comic book while Jimmy and Troy look bored.

Jimmy checks the time on his smart phone.

JIMMY
It’s been two hours. Your boy’s not 
back yet.

Troy smiles--

TROY
He’s probably busy closing out the 
deal. My man!

Denise is grossed out.

JIMMY
What deal?

TROY
Uh, nothing. I bet he just lost 
track of time driving that sweet 
ride all over town.

Jimmy pulls out the bundle of cash.

JIMMY
Whatever. If he’s not back in half 
an hour, I’m keeping this.

He pulls the bundle close to his nose. He ruffles the cash to 
smell it.
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Suddenly, he notices the bills in the middle. One dollar 
bills, one after the other.

TROY
Shit.

Jimmy throws the bundle at Troy.

JIMMY
What the hell man!?

TROY
Look, we’re not rich kids. I mean, 
my mom does pretty well for herself 
considering the median income of a 
single parent living in...

JIMMY
Get to the point!

TROY
Okay! My buddy had a date with this 
really hot chick and he needed a 
sweet ride to pick her up in. So I 
came up with a plan to... There’s 
no easier way to say this, con you.

JIMMY
Parker! My baseball bat please!

TROY
Whoa, wait a second! Look, you were 
young once, right? Didn’t you do 
crazy stuff for a hot piece of ass?

DENISE
Will you cut that shit out?

Jimmy calms down.

JIMMY
I can’t believe I got grifted by a 
bunch of fuckin’ kids.

TROY
I won’t tell anyone if you don’t.

Troy offers his hand, Jimmy reluctantly shakes it.

JIMMY
I’m still keeping the two hundred 
and whatever bucks that’s in here.
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TROY
I figured as much.

Jimmy sits back down, looks at the bundle, laughs ironically.

JIMMY
I knew it was too good to be true. 
I never had much luck on my side 
anyway. I just hope my death is 
painful and quick.

TROY
What are you talking about?

JIMMY
I owe the local gang a shit load of 
money. Gambling debts. If I don’t 
come up with the dough by the end 
of the day, I’m a dead man. To come 
up with that much, I have to sell 
at least five of our top-of-the-
line wheels today.

Jimmy starts tearing up. Troy caresses him.

TROY
Come on man. Don’t be like that, 
there’s still hope. Maybe things 
will pick up.

JIMMY
Seriously? Look at this place!

Troy looks around the ghost town lot.

TROY
Yeah, I know what you mean.

Troy looks around for answers. He notices--

The sign for a strip joint across the street: “CENTERFOLDS 
GENTLEMEN’S CLUB. XXX MEGA ENTERTAINMENT! Our girls are 
available for private parties!”

TROY (CONT’D)
I have an idea.

EXT. WAREHOUSE - DAY

The Firebird pulls over in front of an abandoned warehouse.
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INT. FIREBIRD

Kyle points the gun to Jack’s head--

KYLE
Get out. Both of you.

Jack and Alison get out--

EXT. WAREHOUSE

Jack and Alison look around. There’s not a soul to be found.

Kyle follows behind them with the gun.

KYLE
Get in the warehouse.

Jack and Alison walk inside. Kyle closes the door.

INT. WAREHOUSE

The warehouse is fairly empty except for some rusty car parts 
scattered everywhere.

In the middle of the large space is a table covered by a 
black sheet. Kyle pulls the sheet away--

A bunch of handguns and ammo decorate the table. Curiously, 
there’s a mallet next to the guns.

JACK
Holy shit! What are you trying to 
do, rob the federal reserve?

KYLE
Something like that.

ALISON
What do we have to do with it?

Kyle takes a pair of handcuffs and duct tape from the table.

KYLE
You, my dear, are just gonna have 
to keep looking sexy as hell, which 
should not be a problem for you. To 
the corner, please.

Alison walks to the large pipe at the corner.

55.



KYLE (CONT’D)
Lift your arms up.

Alison lifts her arms. Kyle handcuffs Alison to the pipe. He 
gags her with the duct tape.

Kyle takes a step back to observe his masterpiece.

KYLE (CONT’D)
Damn, that looks hot, don’t it?

Jack is too angry to answer.

Kyle turns around and stuffs his clothes with the guns--

KYLE (CONT’D)
Okay loverboy, here’s the deal. We 
have a very important hit to do, 
and it has to go down at exactly 
two thirty pm. Which is--

Kyle checks the time on his phone.

KYLE (CONT’D)
Twenty-eight minutes from now. Now 
if my calculations are correct, we 
should encounter minimal to no 
resistance. Just in case we do, 
it’s your job to watch my back. Let 
me know if anyone’s approaching.

JACK
What resistance? Who are we dealing 
with here?

KYLE
People who wouldn’t think twice 
before gutting you and using your 
intestines to jump rope.

Jack gulps in fear.

JACK
Don’t I at least get a gun?

KYLE
You have a great sense of humor 
loverboy. No, you’ll just stand 
guard. If shit goes down...

Jack cocks a gun before putting it away.
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KYLE (CONT’D)
I’ll take care of it. If you really 
need a weapon, how about this?

Kyle throws the mallet at Jack.

KYLE (CONT’D)
Knock yourself out.

Kyle looks at Alison, who’s squirming, trying to get free.

He turns back to Jack, whispers--

KYLE (CONT’D)
I don’t think I need to tell you, 
but if neither of us don’t make it 
back, your girlfriend will develop 
a fatal case of anorexia pretty 
fuckin’ quick. No one but us knows 
she’s here, and believe me, no 
one’s gonna come by here for about, 
let’s say a millenium or two. So 
you better do a pretty fuckin’ 
amazing job. Got it?

Anger pours out of Jack’s eyes. He manages a faint nod.

EXT. STREET - DAY

The Firebird drives down the street. Jack stops at a red 
light. There’s an intense silence between Jack and Kyle.

A cop car stops next to the Firebird. There isn’t another car 
on the street.

INT. FIREBIRD

Jack looks at the cop on the passenger’s side. The cop looks 
at Jack and smiles. Jack awkwardly smiles back.

The light turns green. Jack hesitates.

KYLE
Keep driving.

The cops look at the Firebird, curious why it’s not driving.

Kyle pushes the muzzle to Jack’s abdomen.

KYLE (CONT’D)
Drive.
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Jack gives up and drives off. 

EXT. STREET

The cop car drives next to the Firebird. Eventually it turns 
and disappears from vision.

KYLE
Pull over.

Jack pulls over--

INT. FIREBIRD

Kyle punches Jack in the face with the butt of his gun.

JACK
Ow!! Fuck!

Blood spurts all over Jack’s shirt.

Kyle repeatedly punches Jack with his fist. Jack holds his 
arms up, tries in vain to protect himself.

KYLE
Don’t... Ever... Try to pull... 
Shit... Like that... Again!!

Kyle pulls Jack by the lapels, which are covered in blood by 
now, and pushes the gun to his head.

KYLE (CONT’D)
If you do, I won’t hesitate to put 
two in that smart fuckin’ head of 
yours, you got me!?

Scared out of his mind, Jack nods. Kyle lets go of Jack.

KYLE (CONT’D)
Now drive!

Trying to keep from crying, Jack drives off.

INT. CORNER STORE - DAY

Rashid finishes up with a young customer at the register.

The customer leaves. LT. FRANK DANIELS, 40, worn out from 
working the beat and having such a boring name, approaches 
the register.
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He checks his notes--

LT. DANIELS
Mr. Noo-rai?

RASHID
Close enough.

Lt. Daniels flashes his badge--

LT. DANIELS
I’m Lieutenant Daniels. I heard 
that you had a robbery earlier.

Rashid check the time.

RASHID
Took you guys long enough. What 
happened? The donut shop had a half-
off sale?

LT. DANIELS
Ha ha. The robbery?

RASHID
This asshole kid wrapped Hershey 
bars around his chest to make it 
look like he was a suicide bomber, 
then he got away with my money.

Lt. Daniles snickers.

RASHID (CONT’D)
What’s so funny?

LT. DANIELS
Hershey bars? You fell for that?

RASHID
It was very real looking.

LT. DANIELS
Are you Muslim, Mr. Noo-ray?

RASHID
Ethnically yeah. Spiritually, it’s 
a bit more complicated. What does 
that have to do with anything?

LT. DANIELS
You’re Muslim, and you couldn’t 
tell that wasn’t a real bomb?
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RASHID
Not all Muslims are bomb experts, 
you racist prick!

LT. DANIELS
Hey, I’m not the one who started 
with the donut joke. If you wanna 
talk about people who perpetuate 
negative stereotypes, I can point 
some fingers too.

RASHID
Whatever.

LT. DANIELS
Do you have the surveillance tape?

EXT. SPIDER’S NEST - DAY

The Firebird stops outside a house in the ghetto.

KYLE (O.S.)
Pull over here.

INT. FIREBIRD

Jack has a blood-soaked Kleenex up his nose. He sounds nasal--

JACK
This is the place? It doesn’t look 
very special.

The house blends in with the rest of the decrepid buildings 
in the area, except it’s covered by tons of security.

KYLE
That’s kinda the point. Guess what? 
It’s your lucky day.

JACK
I seriously doubt that.

Kyle pulls two ski masks from his pocket. Kyle gives one of 
the masks to Jack.

KYLE
You get to cover your ugly-ass face 
this time.

Pissed, Jack reluctantly grabs the mask. They both put the 
masks on.
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JACK
So, what are we doing?

Kyle gives the mallet to Jack and pulls out his gun. He grabs 
a utility bag. He hyperventilates to pump himself up--

KYLE
Just follow my lead.

Kyle jumps out of the car--

EXT. SPIDER’S NEST

Crouched, with his gun pointed down, Kyle runs up to the back 
entrance of the house as if he’s SWAT.

Freaked out, Jack runs out of the car and follows Kyle.

Kyle looks around to make sure the area is clear. He runs up 
to the alarm. He calls Jack over.

KYLE
Disable this shit.

Jack laughs.

JACK
Sure. You want me to get the North 
Korean nuclear launch codes while 
I’m at it?

Kyle points the gun to Jack’s head.

KYLE
I’m not fucking around loverboy!

Jack approaches the alarm.

JACK
Do you have a screwdriver, or...

KYLE
Will this do?

Kyle unzips the utility bag and a bunch of tools flap open.

Jack picks up a screwdriver and opens the front panel of the 
alarm, revealing a bunch of wires.

JACK’S IMAGINATION POV: The wires reassemble themselves, the 
alarm is triggered. Fail.

Jack thinks harder.
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JACK’S POV: The wires reassemble in a different way. Alarm is 
triggered again. Fail.

Jack is frustrated. He thinks harder.

JACK’S POV: The wires are assembled in an unorthodox way. The 
alarm is disabled. Bingo.

Finding the solution, Jack gets to work. He works on the 
alarm for a couple of seconds.

“ALARM DISABLED” flashes on the display.

KYLE (CONT’D)
Ha ha! My man!

Kyle pats Jack on the shoulder. Jack is disgusted. 

Kyle carefully walks in, gun pulled out. Jack follows.

“UNLAWFUL TAMPERING” flashes on the display, followed by 
“SILENT ALARM TRIGGERED”.

INT. SPIDER’S NEST

Kyle carefully walks through the house with Jack in tow.

Jack looks around the house while walking--

Very minimal furnishing yet kept clean. An organized 
gangbanger’s idea of a safe house.

Kyle walks into--

BEDROOM

Kyle points his gun inside as he turns the corner. He is 
relieved that no one’s inside.

The bedroom consists of one bed, a large HDTV connected to a 
bunch of different game consoles and a bookshelf full of 
popular first person shooter games.

Kyle walks in and checks out the bookshelf. Jack walks in 
after him.

Kyle grabs the bookshelf and tries to pull it down. After a 
couple of attempts, the bookshelf crashes down.

JACK
What the fuck!?
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KYLE
Mr. Gorbachev, tear that wall down.

Jack is confused but he doesn’t question things. He prepares 
the mallet.

JACK
Didn’t peg you as a politics major.

Jack lays it into the wall with the mallet. After a couple of 
hits, there’s a sizable hole in the wall.

Kyle jumps in and tears the rest of the drywall down with his 
bare hands like a giddy school boy.

Suddenly he stops with a giant smile on his face.

KYLE
There it is! Come to daddy!

Kyle pulls out bundles of cash wrapped up tight and clean 
inside vacuum packs. There must easily be millions of dollars 
in there.

JACK
Holy shit! How did you know that 
was there?

KYLE
Industry secret, kid.

Kyle pulls out laundry bags from his utility bag and fills 
them with the cash.

CONDO (O.S.)
Freeze asshole!

CONDO, 22, an overweight gang member points a cannon-sized 
gun at Kyle.

Kyle cowers to the ground with his arms up.

KYLE
Please don’t shoot! I don’t have 
anything to do with this!

(points to Jack)
He made me do it! He kidnapped me 
and said he’d kill my girlfriend if 
I didn’t help!

Condo points the gun at Jack. Jack immediately drops the 
mallet and puts his arms up.
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JACK
No no no, he’s lying! He’s the one 
who kidnapped me!

KYLE
He’s lying!

JACK
Look, I don’t even have a gun!

Condo’s confused. While he has the gun pointed to Jack, Kyle 
pulls out his gun and shoots Condo repeatedly in the chest!

Condo goes down like a bag of bricks.

Jack is frozen in shock. Kyle fills the rest of the cash.

Jack can’t move, he’s in shock. Suddenly, he projectile 
vomits over the bed. Kyle jumps back in disgust.

JACK (CONT’D)
I’m sorry, I’m sorry.

KYLE
We gotta move! There’s probably 
more coming!

JACK
I’ll be okay. Just one more...

Jack crouches and throws up behind the bed. Impatient, Kyle 
runs off.

JACK (CONT’D)
Okay, I think I’m good.

Jack wipes the throw up on his mouth with the bedsheet.

He stumbles out of the bedroom. He’s disgusted as he has to 
make his way around Condo’s dead body.

HALLWAY

As he walks to the back exit, Jack hears gunshots coming from 
the outside. He ducks down in fear. Suddenly--

A Gang Member jumps Jack and pushes him into--

KITCHEN

The Gang Member slides him across the kitchen island, glasses 
break on Jack’s back as he slides.
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The Gang Member chokes Jack. Jack looks around for something 
to hit the Gang Member with. 

He reaches for the pots and pans. He grabs a pan and hits the 
Gang Member repeatedly on the head.

The Gang Member goes down. Jack takes a minute to catch his 
breath. Before he leaves--

He notices the Gang Member’s gun in his holster. He picks up 
the gun, tucks it in his pants and runs out.

EXT. SPIDER’S NEST

Jack runs out to see two more Gang Members gunned down on the 
lawn. Kyle jumps into the Firebird.

Jack sees a Cadillac at a distance roaring at top speed, full 
of Gang Members prepping their guns.

JACK
Shit!

KYLE
Come on kid! We gotta go!

Jack runs into the car and turns it on. The Cadillac is 
seconds away from ramming the Firebird.

Jack panics and puts the car in reverse. He hits the gas. The 
Firebird skids and zips top speed in reverse.

KYLE (CONT’D)
What the hell are you doing!?

The Cadillac rams the Firebird. Sparks fly between the cars.

Jack looks behind as he screams.

The Cadillac is pushing the Firebird inside a--

DEAD END

The Gang Members roll out of the window and start shooting 
the Firebird full of holes!

Jack and Kyle duck down as the Firebird drives backwards.

KYLE
Put it in Drive!
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JACK
I’m trying!

Jack’s trembling hands can’t grip the transmission. The back 
of the Firebird hits the dead end!

Jack takes a quick breath, recomposes himself and puts the 
car in drive.

He hits the gas and manages to get out of the Cadillac’s way 
a split-second before the Cadillac makes contact.

The Firebird drives off as the Cadillac hits the wall.

The Gang Members in the Cadillac mumble random curses as the 
Cadillac is put in reverse and the chase continues--

INTERCUT - EXT. STREETS / INT. FIREBIRD

Jack takes an immediate right and finds himself--

Driving on the wrong side of a one-way street!

JACK
Oh shit!

Jack swerves a couple of cars, who honk at him.

DRIVER (O.S.)
Asshole!

JACK
I have to stop!

Kyle looks behind. The Cadillac is in pursuit.

KYLE
They’re still behind us! You gotta 
keep going!

JACK
Fuck!

Jack hyperventilates but still tries to keep his cool.

A cop car is pulled over while the Cops inside enjoy their 
afternoon coffee break.

The Firebird zips by on the wrong side of the street!

The Cops immediately step on the gas and start pursuit.
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As the Cadillac is chasing the Firebird, they notice that a 
cop car drives alongside them.

The Cops and the Gang Members stare at each other, surprised 
that they’re on the same side.

Jack is sweating as he swerves the cars coming at him. 
Suddenly, he has an epiphany--

He slams on the break and lets the Firebird approach the 
other two cars.

KYLE
What the hell!?

He breaks until he’s behind the two cars. The Cops and the 
Gang Members watch the Firebird pass them.

Jack hits the gas and approaches behind the two cars far 
enough to get lost in their blind spot.

JACK’S POV: Imaginary lines show the angle of the blind spot 
between the two cars.

FLASHBACK: Superimposed images of Jack’s drawings from his 
class presentation.

The Gang Members and the Cops look behind, trying to spot the 
Firebird but they can’t see it.

While the Gang Members all look behind them, a car honks!

The Gang Member turns back around to see--

A car about to hit them head-on! The Gang Members scream!

The Cadillac smashes into the oncoming car!

As the Cops watch what’s going down, they also hit a car!

Jack hits the gas at full speed and swerves around the two 
accidents. Kyle sighs, relieved.

The Firebird speeds off into the distance.

The Gang Members step out of the wrecked Cadillac with guns 
in hand only to find--

The Cops pointing their guns at them.

COP
Freeze! Drop your guns!

The Gang Members drop their guns and raise their arms.
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EXT. JIMMY’S LOT

CLOSE UP of Jimmy and Troy’s faces, grinning from ear to ear.

JIMMY
Best... Idea... Ever.

Jimmy grabs Troy’s head and kisses him on the cheek.

Troy wipes his face and resumes staring--

DOLLY OUT to reveal cars being washed by a bunch of hot-as-
hell strippers wearing bikinis, covered in water and foam.

A sign above reads “Free Car Wash”. Horny middle-aged men 
stare at the girls with their mouths agape.

Another sign reads “Free Lap Dance With Car Purchase”.

Under the sign, a Horny Man signs paperwork and hands it to 
Parker. A stripper holds the Horny Man’s hand and leads him 
inside the office.

Denise sits at a corner, pissed off, pretends to read Manga.

Jimmy gladly gazes through a bundle of purchase contracts in 
his hands.

TROY
Don’t forget my fifteen percent 
finder’s fee.

JIMMY
Of course not. Even with your 
fifteen percent and the strippers’ 
fee, I’m still gonna be able to pay 
my debt. You’re a genius kid!

TROY
I got my moments.

Parker hands another contract to Jimmy.

PARKER
Here’s another sale boss.

Jimmy grabs the contract. Excited, he kisses Parker. There’s 
an electricity between them.

Denise approaches Troy--

DENISE
Troy, can I talk to you for a 
second please?
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Troy looks annoyed. He walks away with Denise.

PARKER
You know, boss...

JIMMY
Jimmy.

PARKER
Jimmy. I’m really proud of you.

Jimmy looks at the young impressionable girls selling their 
bodies and the lonely men ogling at them.

JIMMY
Thank you.

TROY AND DENISE

Denise pulls Troy to a corner--

DENISE
I’m worried about Jack. It’s been 
three hours.

TROY
I’m sure he’s fine. He probably got 
held up.

Troy sticks his finger in and out of a hole in his hand.

Denise slaps Troy’s hand.

DENISE
Will you stop that!? What if he’s 
in trouble? What are we gonna do?

TROY
Just chill! What kind of trouble 
could he possibly be in?

EXT. STREET

Shot up and banged up, the Firebird can barely make it 
through the empty street.

INT. FIREBIRD

Kyle holds the gun to Jack’s side as Jack drives.
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KYLE
We’re gonna have to find a new 
ride. Your car’s fucked.

Jack laughs--

JACK
It’s not my car. Well, I guess it 
is now. I just have no idea how I’m 
gonna pay for it.

Kyle pulls a bundle of cash from the laundry bag and throws 
it to Jack.

KYLE
There you go. Your payment for some 
fine driving.

Jack stares at the bundle, unsure.

KYLE (CONT’D)
Go ahead, put it in your pocket.

Jack stashes the cash in his pocket. He breaks at a stop 
sign. He notices--

As he breaks, Kyle’s gun hand slides forward and he 
momentarily loses his grip. Jack keeps driving.

After a couple of feet, he breaks hard. Kyle loses more of 
his grip.

KYLE (CONT’D)
Hey! Easy!

JACK
Sorry, I thought I saw a squirrel.

Kyle grips the gun again. Jack looks at the road--

The road ahead is completely empty. He holds his breath, 
steps on the gas and drives full speed.

KYLE
What are you doing!? Slow down!

Kyle holds the gun to Jack’s head.

KYLE (CONT’D)
I said slow down!

Jack keeps driving at top speed. He hits the break hard!
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The car swerves on the road. Kyle loses his grip on the gun. 
The gun falls to the floor.

As Kyle reaches for the gun, Jack unbuckles his seat belt and 
runs out.

KYLE (CONT’D)
Stop! Stop!

Jack runs off at top speed. Kyle grabs the gun and shoots!

EXT. STREET

Jack runs as the bullets whiz by him! He panics and runs into 
the bushes.

INT. FIREBIRD

KYLE
Shit!

Kyle slips to the driver’s seat. He drives next to the 
bushes, looking for Jack.

EXT. STREET

Jack hides behind the bushes as the Firebird approaches. Kyle 
intensely looks for Jack.

A couple of cars approach behind the Firebird. They honk.

Kyle keeps looking but more cars show up.

Kyle has to keep driving. Jack sighs of relief.

INT. FIREBIRD

Kyle punches the steering wheel--

KYLE
Fuck! Fuuuck!!

INT. POLICE STATION - DAY

Burt and the Two Cops who arrested the Gang Members sit at 
the edge of a table, observing--

The interrogation room through the two-way mirror. The gang 
members sit inside, trying to hold onto their gangsta cool.
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Burt takes a sip off his coffee--

BURT
I’ll ask you again just to wrap my 
mind around this. So you’re saying 
these are Spider’s men who were on 
their way to Spider’s funeral, and 
from out of nowhere, they decided 
to chase a Pontiac Firebird with 
dealer plates driving on the wrong 
side of a one-way street?

COP #1
That seems to be the gist of it.

COP #2
At least that’s all they’ll admit 
to. They won’t say why they were 
chasing The Firebird.

BURT
Did you get a good look at the 
dealer plates?

COP #1
Not really sir, sorry.

COP #2
Yeah, we were too busy trying to 
dodge cars that were coming at us 
at eighty miles an hour.

BURT
Looks like you didn’t do a good job 
at that either. Get outta here.

The Cops disperse in shame.

Lt. Daniels runs up with a DVD in hand.

LT. DANIELS
Burt! I got the surveillance tape 
off of that corner store robbery 
this afternoon. The Hershey Bomber?

BURT
I can’t deal with that now, I got 
bigger fish to fry.

Lt. Daniels pushes the DVD on Burt.

LT. DANIELS
Believe me, you wanna see this.
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INT. POLICE STATION / AV ROOM - DAY

Burt watches the monitor where Jack threatens Rashid through 
murky surveillance camera footage--

JACK (ON TV)
Give me all of the money from the 
register or I will blow this whole 
fucking place up in the name of, in 
the name of Allah!!

Lt. Daniels is still surprised from what he’s watching.

Burt is both shocked and pissed. He doesn’t know how to 
react. He is frozen with his mouth wide open.

Lt. Daniels checks his notes--

LT. DANIELS
The owner said that after he stole 
fifty bucks and some change, he got 
away in a Pontiac Firebird with 
dealer plates.

BURT
What!?

Burt snatches Lt. Daniels’ notes and looks through--

BURT (CONT’D)
Do they know which dealer?

LT. DANIELS
The owner snapped a shot of the 
plate with his smart phone but it’s 
too blurry to tell. The phone is 
one of those earlier models with 
inferior mega pixel resolution and 
no motion blur support... 

Burt looks at Lt. Daniels: “Really?”

LT. DANIELS (CONT’D)
Sorry.

Burt slams Lt. Daniels’ notes on the table. He’s lost.

BURT
I want any unit you can spare to 
find which dealer that car belongs 
to immediately!

LT. DANIELS
You got it!
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Lt. Daniels runs out of the room.

Burt watches the monitor as Jack runs away with the money.

BURT
What the hell are you doing son?

EXT. STREET - DAY

Jack stumbles through the street. A bloody mess, he looks 
like a crazed homeless kid.

He bumps into an Old Woman--

JACK
Excuse me, do you have a cell 
phone!? Can I use it!?

The Old Woman pushes Jack and runs away.

JACK (CONT’D)
It’s an emergency! Please!

The Old Woman’s gone. Jack looks around in vain. He sees--

A corner store, Fanny’s, with a GOTH KID behind the register.

He runs into--

INT. FANNY’S CORNER STORE

Jack runs up to the register.

Without lifting his head from his favorite zine, The Goth Kid 
unenthusiastically speaks--

GOTH KID
Welcome to Fanny’s. How can I...

The Goth Kid looks at Jack, taken back--

GOTH KID (CONT’D)
Dude, what happened to you?

JACK
I need a burner.

The Goth Kid snickers--

GOTH KID
A what?
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JACK
A burner. A pay-as-you-go phone.

The Goth Kid can’t contain his laughter--

GOTH KID
I thought that’s what you said. 
Just wanted to make sure.

The Goth Kid presents the line of burners like a game show.

JACK
I don’t care. Uh, that one.

Jack points to a random phone. The Goth Kid grabs it.

GOTH KID
A word of advice, just in case you 
wanna make it in this world as an 
up-and-coming drug dealer. No one 
walks in and asks for a “burner”.

The Goth Kid hands the phone to Jack.

JACK
I’m not a drug dealer. I just 
remember that from “The Wire”.

GOTH KID
You don’t say? That’ll be a hundred-
and-twenty bucks.

Jack psyches himself up. He pulls out the gun and points it 
at The Goth Kid. 

Customers inside the store scream. The Goth Kid raises his 
arms in the air.

JACK
I’m not robbing the place! This is 
just for the phone! It’s an 
emergency! I swear when this is all 
over, I’m gonna come back and... 
Shit, I totally forgot.

Jack puts the gun back in his pants.

Everyone around him can’t figure out what to do in this 
absurd situation.

Jack pulls out the bundle of cash from his pants.
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JACK (CONT’D)
Put your hands down, it’s okay. I 
forgot I had money.

Everyone carefully puts their hands down.

Jack pulls out a couple of bills from the bundle and hands it 
to The Goth Kid.

JACK (CONT’D)
Two hundred bucks, for your 
trouble. I’m sorry.

The Goth Kid looks at the money in a daze.

GOTH KID
Did you need anything else?

Jack thinks for a second--

JACK
Yeah, a shit load of Advil.

EXT. STREET

Jack runs at top speed. He scarfs down a bunch of Advils 
while activating the phone.

He turns the phone on. There’s no signal.

JACK
Damn it! Come on you burner, pay-as-
you-go, whatever the fuck you are 
piece of shit!

Jack turns off the phone and turns it back on. No signal.

JACK (CONT’D)
Fuck!!

He puts the phone in his pocket and keeps running.

EXT. CEMETARY - DAY

A beautiful day for a funeral. 

The Grave Diggers cover up a grave with Spider’s photo next 
to it as various family and gang members disperse.

Spider’s Mom sobs as his Dad consoles her. Spider’s Mom gives 
Silk, who’s surrounded by his men, a big hug.
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Spider’s Mom walks to her car, still sobbing. Silk turns to 
his men--

SILK
Any more info on which crazy fucker 
with a death wish jacked us?

SILK’S MAN #1
Just got a call from the station. 
My man says it was a couple of punk 
kids in a Firebird. Apparently the 
car had dealer plates.

SILK
Dealer plates!?

Another of Silk’s Men gets off a cell phone call.

SILK’S MAN #2
Boss, that was Jimmy. He says he 
got your money and to come by 
whenever you’re ready.

SILK
How in the hell a broke-ass used 
car dealer come up with that kinda 
cash in a couple h...

Silk finally gets it--

SILK (CONT’D)
I think it’s time we pay Jimmy’s 
lot a visit.

EXT. WAREHOUSE - DAY

Jack runs up to the side of the warehouse covered in sweat.

He stops and heaves, tries to collect himself.

He checks the burner. It picks up a signal.

JACK
Yes!

Before he can dial, he hears--

Alison screaming from inside.

At a crossroads, he decides to ignore it and make the call. 
He presses the phone number. Before he can hit call--

He hears the scream again.
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JACK (CONT’D)
Shit!

Jack psyches himself up. He pulls out his gun. Carefully and 
methodically he makes his way around the corner.

He looks like he’s about to soil his pants in fear. He takes 
a couple of quick breaths and quietly opens the door--

INT. WAREHOUSE

Jack turns the corner and points the gun inside. What he sees 
is definitely not what he expected--

Kyle is dry humping Alison, aggressively making out with her. 

He stands while Alison sits at the edge of the table, 
covering Kyle’s back with her legs.

Kyle’s top is off while Alison’s shirt is open, exposing her 
red bra.

Kyle bites Alison’s neck like an animal. Alison screams the 
way Jack heard outside.

ALISON
Careful, you moron! I don’t want 
any hickeys.

KYLE
Sorry babe, I can’t help myself. 
We’re rich!

Kyle goes to town on Alison’s neck. Alison laughs.

Still having trouble processing what he’s looking at, Jack 
keeps the gun pointed at Kyle and Alison and takes steps 
towards them.

Alison and Kyle are oblivious to Jack’s presence as they are 
lost in passion.

However, as Jack slowly approaches the secret couple, Alison 
takes advantage of the fact that Kyle’s head is buried deep 
in her chest to reach for Kyle’s gun.

She carefully inches away at the gun. Just before she can 
reach the grip--

JACK (O.S.)
Freeze!

Kyle and Alison jump back in shock. Alison buttons her shirt.
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JACK (CONT’D)
What the fuck is going on here!?

ALISON
Jack, I can explain...

JACK
Shut up you... fucking whore!

While putting his shirt back on--

KYLE
Hey! Don’t talk to her that way!

ALISON
It’s okay.

KYLE
No it’s not “okay”. I don’t care 
what you did. He can’t talk to you 
like that.

Jack is dumbfounded by the couple’s bickering. He grabs the 
gun tighter and points it--

JACK
Shut up! Tell me what the fuck is 
going on?

KYLE
Do you want me to shut up or tell 
you what’s going on?

Jack is losing his grip. He points the gun at Alison--

JACK
How could you do this? Why?

Kyle takes advantage of Jack’s state of mind and takes a 
couple of steps toward him.

KYLE
I think I can explain. You see, 
what happened was...

Kyle jumps on Jack and pushes his gun hand away. The gun goes 
off, a bullet hits the ground!

Kyle forces Jack to drop the gun.

JACK’S POV: Kyle decks Jack with a swift elbow punch.

CUT TO BLACK
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INT. WAREHOUSE

JACK’S POV: Everything is blurry. Things eventually come back 
into focus--

ALISON
Jack? Jack, are you okay?

Jack wakes up. He looks around--

He’s handcuffed to the pole just like Alison was a couple of 
hours ago.

He tries to break free, but no luck.

JACK
Help! Heeelp!

Alison covers Jack’s mouth.

ALISON
Just calm down, will you? 
Otherwise, he might do something 
drastic. In fact, I know he will.

Alison looks at Kyle, who’s looking over the car. Kyle kicks 
the car, it looks useless.

Alison carefully removes her hand. Jack calms down.

JACK
I guess you and your boyfriend got 
exactly what you wanted. 
Congratulations to you both.

ALISON
He’s not my boyfriend. Well, it’s 
complicated, but suffice it to say 
I decided to break things off.

JACK
Awww, that’s so sad. The 
treacherous bitch and the psycho 
mongoloid are no more? Are you sure 
you don’t wanna reconsider, you 
could’ve had your own sitcom.

ALISON
Look, I know you’re mad at me.

JACK
Whatever gave you that idea?
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ALISON
But I’m trying to make things 
right. The only reason I was making 
out with Kyle was so I could grab 
his gun and knock him out.

JACK
Yeah, right!

ALISON
It’s true! Look, I have the upper 
hand here, what reason do I have 
now to lie to you?

JACK
I don’t know, habit?

ALISON
I’m telling you what you saw was 
all an act!

JACK
You mean, you never made out with 
him before?

ALISON
No, I did. I had sex with him 
before too, bunch of times.

JACK
Thanks for letting me know that, 
much appreciated. What’s your 
involvement in all this anyway?

ALISON
I was supposed to find someone 
whose car we could use.

JACK
Then why didn’t he just kick me out 
of the car and take it? What did he 
need me for?

Alison answers, ashamed--

ALISON
We needed a patsy. Someone who 
could help us with the job. You 
might have noticed he’s not very, 
uh, well-endowed in the 
intelligence department. So we 
needed someone smart enough to take 
care of some technical details. 
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Once the job was done, we were 
going to throw you to the cops as 
bait. While they would process you 
and try to make sense of things, we 
would use the confusion to our 
advantage and skip town.

JACK
Why me?

ALISON
I knew that you’re the son of the 
police chief. Don’t worry, he 
doesn’t know. I thought, 
considering your lineage, they 
would take it easy on you and you 
wouldn’t get into as much trouble.

JACK
How thoughtful, thank you so much! 
So what made you have a sudden 
change of heart?

ALISON
He said that after all this is 
done, he was going to kill you. 

Jack gulps in fear--

ALISON (CONT’D)
He said you became too much of a 
liability. Of course he didn’t say 
it like that. I don’t think he even 
knows what that word means. I think 
he said something along the lines 
of “pain in the ass”.

Alison pulls out a hairpin from her hair. She bends down 
behind Jack.

JACK
What the hell are you doing?

Alison fiddles with the handcuffs using the hairpin.

ALISON
Trying to get you the hell out of 
here. Keep an eye out for Kyle.

JACK
Who’s Kyle?

ALISON
Who do you think?
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Jack looks at Kyle, who’s busy cussing out the Firebird 
(MOS). Jack laughs--

JACK
His name is Kyle?

ALISON
Yeah.

Jack laughs harder--

JACK
Kyle! “Hi, I’m Kyle, psychopathic 
career criminal, nice to meet you.” 
What was this “job” anyway? Whose 
place did we rob?

ALISON
It was the safe house of a drug 
kingpin named Spider.

JACK
The dude who got shot a couple days 
ago? Kyle killed him?

ALISON
No, it was probably from some turf 
dispute, we had nothing to do with 
it. Kyle just used his funeral to 
his advantage to break into his 
place and steal his stash. He knew 
that the security would be minimum 
since most or all of spider’s men 
would be at the funeral.

JACK
How the hell did “Kyle” know where 
Spider’s stash was?

ALISON
They were cell mates a couple of 
years ago. Apparently, Spider 
talked in his sleep.

Alison keeps working the lock--

JACK
Are you done with that?

ALISON
Give me a second, will you? I’m not 
an expert at these things.
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JACK
You could have fooled me. What’s 
your involvement in this anyway?

ALISON
As minimal as I can possibly make 
it. I help Kyle out, he gives me 
half, I have tuition for Berkeley.

JACK
Hate to burst your bubble but with 
everyone at school, including me 
knowing you name, I think they’d 
catch onto you before registration.

ALISON
I don’t think so. I might have 
given a fake name and ID.

JACK
Your name’s not Alison?

ALISON
Nuh-uh.

JACK
Great.

ALISON
Any more questions?

Jack thinks for a second--

JACK
Yeah. Why him?

ALISON
Because he’s hot.

JACK
That’s it!?

ALISON
Pretty much, yeah.

JACK
That’s a bit, shallow.

ALISON
Look who’s talking. You were 
willing to let me lead you anywhere 
just because you liked the way I 
looked. You didn’t know anything 
about me.
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JACK
Yeah, but I wanted to.

Alison smiles. She’s touched.

She unlocks the cuffs.

ALISON
Bingo!

KYLE (O.S.)
What the hell are you doing!?

ALISON
Shit!

Alison notices the burner sticking out of Jack’s pocket. She 
pulls it and hides it in her hand.

Alison gets up to look at Jack walking toward her.

ALISON (CONT’D)
Nothing. I just, wanted to make 
sure his cuffs are tight enough.

KYLE
They’re tight.

Behind Kyle, Alison flips open the burner. She sees that a 
phone number was dialed. She presses the call button--

INT. POLICE STATION - DAY

Jack sits at his desk with a bunch of files on car 
dealerships and spider’s men. He tries to fit the pieces.

His cellphone rings. He looks at the phone, unknown number.

He answers--

BURT
Police chief Burt Valens, how can I 
help you?

Burt faintly hears on the other line--

KYLE (PHONE)
Your car’s fucked.

JACK (PHONE)
I figured as much.

Burt immediately drops everything to focus on the call--
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BURT
Jack!? Jack, is that you?

KYLE (PHONE)
She might go for another five 
miles, tops. You need a new car.

Burt urgently calls over his men.

INTERCUT - WAREHOUSE / POLICE STATION

Alison holds the phone hidden behind her leg. She covers the 
speaker with her thigh while pointing the microphone out.

ALISON
Where the hell are we gonna find a 
new car?

KYLE
I don’t know but we got the dough. 
We can pick any car we want.

ALISON
Yeah, I’m sure barging into a 
Porche dealership looking like a 
jacked-up wannabe gangster and 
paying for a fifty thousand dollar 
car straight cash isn’t going to 
raise any suspicions.

Jack notices that Alison’s holding the phone and that the 
call to his father is ongoing.

KYLE
You have a better plan?

Jack thinks up a plan--

JACK
What about Jimmy’s lot?

KYLE
Where the hell is that?

JACK
Just a couple miles from here. 
That’s where I got the car. I 
conned the owner into letting me 
test drive it. He’s a real 
pushover. I’m sure you won’t have 
any problems with him.
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Burt and his men are gathered around a table, listening the 
call on speakerphone. A Tech works on tracing the call.

ALISON
You mean that’s not your car?

JACK
No. Sorry.

ALISON
I’m just kidding. I knew it wasn’t 
yours as soon as you picked me up.

JACK
Really? How?

ALISON
Dealer plates, duh.

JACK
Oh yeah.

KYLE
Why would you wanna help us?

Burt listens intently as his son explains--

JACK
Isn’t it obvious? You kidnapped me 
and forced me to help you with all 
of those robberies. I’m scared, 
tired and wiped out. All I want is 
to go home.

Burt looks emotional as he listens.

JACK (CONT’D)
And if getting you a ride is going 
to speed things up, fine.

Kyle thinks--

KYLE
Okay.

He throws the key to the hand cuffs to Alison.

KYLE (CONT’D)
Set him free.

Alison snatches the key with one hand while hanging up the 
burner with the other.

On Burt’s side, the line goes dead.

87.



BURT
Hello!? Jack!? Shit!

Alison uses the key to pretend to unlock the already unlocked 
hand cuffs.

She helps Jack up. Alison and Kyle sit at the front. Jack 
sits in the back.

KYLE
Lead the way, loverboy.

Kyle turns on the car and drives. The car sputters and coughs 
out of the warehouse.

INT. POLICE STATION

Burt hangs up his phone and spins around to The Tech--

BURT
Tell me you got something.

The Tech points at the map on his laptop screen--

TECH
I got a lock on the cell phone. 
They’re on the move. Looks like 
they’re headed southwest.

Burt follows the red dot on the screen. He follows the 
trajectory to Jimmy’s lot.

BURT
Bingo. I want all available men to 
accompany me to Jimmy’s Car Lot! I 
want you all to be extra careful! 
It’s my son we’re talking about!

Burt’s men nod and agree in unison.

BURT (CONT’D)
Let’s go!

INT. JIMMY’S LOT / OFFICE - NIGHT

Jimmy sits on his chair with his feet up on the table, 
counting his money with a giant smile on his face.

Parker sits seductively at the edge of the table, counting 
along with Jimmy.
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Troy sits across Jimmy, counting his fifteen percent. Denise 
is asleep on the couch.

JIMMY
I can’t believe we pulled this off 
kid. Once those degenerate bastards 
show up and take their share, I’m 
gonna be in the clear.

TROY
Yeah, I’m sure your knees will be 
very happy to hear that.

JIMMY
And after that, no more gambling 
for me. Well, maybe once every 
couple of weeks or so. After all, 
everyone needs a hobby.

Parker smacks Jimmy upside the head.

JIMMY (CONT’D)
I’m just kidding, I’m done.

TROY
So I was thinking. I know my boy is 
really late and all, but maybe you 
can cut him some slack.

Jimmy is annoyed. He gives up--

JIMMY
Alright, as a favor to you, I’ll 
take the car back. As long as it 
doesn’t have a single scratch.

Troy gets up, shocked--

TROY
How about a couple of million?

JIMMY
What?

Troy hypnotically points to the lot. Everyone looks outside--

The Firebird, shot up and banged up, sputters into the lot.

Jimmy looks pissed beyond belief. Everyone runs outside. On 
the way out, Troy wakes up Denise--

TROY
Get up, you have to see this!
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EXT. JIMMY’S LOT

The Firebird manages to advance a couple more feet and dies. 
Smoke bellows out of its every orifice.

Kyle turns to Jack like a concerned doctor--

KYLE
Sorry kid, she’s dead.

Jack pats the car’s coat--

JACK
Goodbye, dear friend.

Jimmy runs up to the car with fury.

JIMMY
What the fuck!? What the fuck did 
you do to my car!?

Jack, Kyle and Alison get out of the car. Kyle grabs the 
money bag. Jimmy starts tearing up.

JACK
I’m so sorry, I can explain.

JIMMY
How the hell can you explain this!? 
What did you do!? Drive through a 
car wash that sprays bullets!?

JACK
I’m very sorry, things got out of 
control and...

JIMMY
Out of control!? I’ll show you out 
of control! I’m gonna kill you!!

Jimmy jumps on Jack and strangles him. Kyle and Alison try to 
stop him, joined by Troy, Denise and Parker--

JIMMY (CONT’D)
Let me go! I want my hundred and 
fifty pounds of flesh!

Jack is surprised to see Troy and Denise. He can barely talk 
due to asphyxiation--

JACK
What... are you two... still 
doing... here?
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While trying to pull Jimmy--

TROY
We got worried about you, so we 
stuck around.

Denise notices the blood on Jack’s shirt--

DENISE
My god, what happened to you?

JACK
Long... story.

Jimmy stops when he feels the muzzle of Kyle’s gun on his 
temple. Kyle cocks the hammer.

KYLE
Let him go.

Everyone jumps back in fear. Jimmy raises his arms.

JIMMY
Sure buddy, whatever you say.

Jimmy takes a couple of steps back. Kyle puts the gun away.

KYLE
Now, we wanna buy a car from you, 
fair and square. 

(points to Firebird)
We can pay for the dearly departed 
as well.

Kyle pulls out a bundle of cash and throws it to Jimmy.

KYLE (CONT’D)
I’m guessing this should cover 
everything. Consider any extras as 
incentive to keep your mouth shut 
if anyone comes asking questions.

This time, Jimmy makes sure to check all of the cash.

JIMMY
Looks good to me.

Denise runs up to Jack and hugs him tight--

DENISE
I was so worried about you.

Alison is a bit heartbroken but happy to see someone else 
cares about Jack.
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JACK
Don’t worry, I’m okay. Most of it 
is other people’s blood... That 
didn’t sound right, huh?

Denise laughs while in tears. She shakes her head.

JACK (CONT’D)
I have a lot of explaining to do.

Denise nods.

At a distance, a car roaring is heard. Jimmy looks to see 
Silk’s car driving up at top speed.

JIMMY
Don’t worry, I know them.

Jimmy waves his arms to welcome Silk.

INT. SILK’S CAR

Still driving fast, Silk’s Man sees the Firebird--

SILK’S MAN #1
There’s the Firebird, all shot up!

SILK
That motherfucker!

The gang prep their guns.

EXT. JIMMY’S LOT

Jimmy looks worried as the car keeps coming.

TROY
I don’t think they’re slowing down.

Silk’s car drives straight to Jimmy.

JIMMY
Shiiit!!

Everyone runs off. Jimmy jumps out of the way in the last 
second. Silk’s car slams into the Firebird!

The Firebird flips and lands wheels up.
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INTERCUT - INT/EXT JIMMY’S LOT

Everyone not in Silk’s gang hides inside the office. Silk’s 
gang jump out of the car, guns drawn.

SILK
Parker, are you there babe?

Parker hides behind a wall in the office, protected by Jimmy, 
who looks like he’s about to crap in his pants.

PARKER
Yeah!

SILK
Come out honey, I don’t want you to 
get hurt! We just want your sack of 
shit boss!

JIMMY
Silk, you don’t have to do this! I 
have your money!

SILK
That’s precisely why I’m doing this 
dickhead! Did you really think I 
wouldn’t find out!?

Jimmy looks at Parker, confused. Parker shrugs, clueless.

JIMMY
What are you talking about!?

SILK
I ain’t got time for this! Come out 
with the money and your hands up! 
Then we’ll think of something!

Jimmy sighs in relief. He grabs the money from the table.

PARKER
Be careful.

Jimmy carefully walks outside. He winks at Jack, Troy and 
Denise hiding behind the table.

JIMMY
I got this, don’t worry.

Jack is confused.

Jimmy walks up to Silk with his arms up. He hands Silk the 
money. Silk looks at the small bundle of cash.
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SILK
What the fuck is this?

JIMMY
It’s the money. What I owe you.

Silk points the gun at Jimmy’s head.

SILK
Very funny.

JIMMY
Whoa!! I don’t know what else you 
want! What do you want!?

SILK
Your brains sprayed on the asphalt 
would be a good start.

Silk cocks the gun, Jimmy closes his eyes shut.

Parker jumps in between Jimmy and the gun--

PARKER
Stop this, right now!

SILK
Sweetie, what are you doing?

PARKER
If you kill him, you’re gonna have 
to kill me.

SILK
You’re gonna defend this dirt bag!?

Parker looks at Jimmy and smiles. Jimmy smiles back.

PARKER
Yes?

Silk laughs.

SILK
So that means we’re through?

PARKER
I guess.

Silk points the gun to Parker’s head.

SILK
Good. Makes my job easier.
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Jimmy pulls Parker behind him. Before Silk can shoot--

He’s shot in the leg! Silk falls to the ground in pain.

Kyle shot him from inside the office. He retreats.

Silk’s men panic and start shooting inside the office. Jimmy 
and Parker run off.

Jack, Troy and Denise cover behind the table, screaming as 
the bullets tear through the office, glass shatters, crashes 
down to the floor!

Kyle shoots back a couple of rounds, hiding behind Alison. He 
only manages to hit Silk’s car.

In the middle of the shoot out, three police cars speed up 
and drift to block the driveway.

Silk’s gang stop shooting and point their guns to the cops.

SILK’S MAN #2
How did they get here so fast?

Cops bust out of the police cars and pull out their guns.

Burt gets out with a megaphone--

BURT
Slowly drop your weapons and hit 
the ground!

The gang keeps pointing the guns at the cops.

Inside the office, Jack hears his father--

JACK
Dad?

Jack jumps up and waves--

JACK (CONT’D)
Dad!!

Kyle looks pissed to find out who Jack’s father is.

Burt looks up from his megaphone.

BURT
Son?

He looks at the scene, bewildered--
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BURT (CONT’D)
What the fuck?

JACK
I’m so sorry about everything dad! 
Don’t worry, I’ll explain it all!

BURT
You better, goddammit!

One of Silk’s men panics and shoots a cop in the chest! The 
cop hits the ground!

The cops start shooting up Silk’s car. Silk’s trigger-happy 
man gets hit a bunch of times in the chest!

Silk and his men shoot at the cops!

JACK AND KYLE

Jack runs back and hides. Kyle jumps Jack in fury and nails 
him to the floor. He starts beating him up--

KYLE
Your dad’s a fucking cop!? You 
called him didn’t you!? I’m gonna 
kill you!

Alison jumps on Kyle’s back to stop him. She punches him in 
the neck.

KYLE (CONT’D)
What the hell are you doing!?

ALISON
I thought you liked it rough!

Denise runs over to Jack--

TROY
Denise, get down!

Denise jumps on Kyle as well.

TROY (CONT’D)
Shit. Everyone’s gotta be a hero.

Troy jumps on Kyle. They all restraint him.

KYLE
Get off me or you’re all dead! This 
fucker betrayed me!
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JACK
Betrayed you!? You kidnapped me!

ALISON
It was me Kyle, I called his dad!

KYLE
What!?

Kyle gets really mad. With his adrenaline pumping, he manages 
to push everyone aside. Troy and Denise slide on the floor.

Kyle pulls out his gun and points it to Alison.

KYLE (CONT’D)
You were a hot piece of ass. But 
it’s time to say nighty night.

Before Kyle can shoot, Jack screams a battle cry and jumps on 
him. They both crash through the one window that wasn’t 
smashed yet by the bullets!

Jack and Kyle hit the floor. Kyle’s gun slides across the 
floor because of the impact.

Jack sits on Kyle and starts pounding him with his fists--

JACK
Don’t... Ever... Try to pull... 
Shit... Like that... Again!!

Jack’s hands turn into a bloody pulp. So does Kyle’s face.

Kyle pushes Jack away. Jack hits the wall.

Kyle pulls out another gun, the one he confiscated from Jack.

KYLE
Say goodbye, loverboy.

Before he can shoot, Kyle is shot full of holes in his chest! 
He hits the floor like a bag of bricks.

Alison holds the gun, she’s terrified. She drops the gun.

SHOOT OUT

Meanwhile, the shoot out rages on. The cops kill another of 
Silk’s men. Silk is cornered.

The cop who was shot first checks his bulletproof vest. He’s 
doing fine.
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JACK AND ALISON

Jack checks Kyle, he’s dead. He looks at Alison--

JACK
Thank you.

ALISON
Don’t mention it.

DENISE
Are you okay?

JACK
I don’t think so.

(to Alison)
We have to get you out of here.

ALISON
What about your dad?

Jack looks at the shoot out. Another of Silk’s men is shot.

JACK
It looks like he’s doing fine.

Jack carefully sneaks into the office and grabs the money 
bag. He looks around to see--

Jimmy’s car parked in the back. He locates Jimmy hiding 
behind the vending machine with Parker. They are making out 
with a passion.

JACK (CONT’D)
Jimmy!

Jimmy ignores Jack and keeps kissing Parker.

JACK (CONT’D)
Jimmy!!

JIMMY
What!?

JACK
I need your car keys!

JIMMY
Fuck you!

JACK
I’ll bring it back in one piece 
this time, I promise.
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Jimmy looks at Troy, who nods in approval.

JIMMY
Alright.

Jimmy throws the keys at Jack.

JACK
Let’s go!

Jack, Troy, Denise and Alison sneak into the car. Jack drives 
out through the back.

SHOOT OUT

Outnumbered and bleeding from the leg, Silk drops his gun and 
raises his arms.

COP
Hit the ground!

Silk lays on the ground. The cops handcuff him and the 
surviving gang member.

Burt cases the lot, looking for Jack. Jimmy runs up to Burt.

JIMMY
Thank you so much officer. You 
saved our lives!

BURT
Where’s my son!?

JIMMY
He, uh, left out the back.

Burt punches his car.

BURT
Shit!

JIMMY
Don’t worry, I can explain 
everything. Well, perhaps not 
everything, but some, things.

Burt is intrigued.

INT. TRAIN STATION - NIGHT

Alison waits by the train tracks with the money bag in one 
hand and a train ticket in another.
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Jack stands across from him, looking like he’s about to pass 
out, yet still somewhat smitten by Alison.

Troy and Denise sit on a bench behind them. Denise looks 
jealous of Alison.

ALISON
So I guess this is it.

JACK
I guess.

After an uncomfortable silence--

ALISON
Thank you.

JACK
Don’t mention it. At least you have 
more than enough for tuition now.

ALISON
Yeah! Are you sure you don’t want 
half, or...

JACK
Yeah, I’m sure. Just be careful, 
okay? I have a feeling the cops, 
especially my dad, are gonna come 
after you at Berkeley.

ALISON
Let them. They won’t find anything.

JACK
You lied about going to college?

ALISON
No. I just lied about which one.

JACK
Of course.

Alison and Jack laugh.

ALISON
Come with me. We’ll have fun.

Jack looks at Denise and smiles. Denise smiles back.

JACK
I have a feeling I’ll be okay here.
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ALISON
I have that feeling too.

Alison places a gentle kiss on Jack’s lips.

ALISON (CONT’D)
Goodbye, blind spot.

Jack is in heaven. He can’t respond.

Denise mouths: “What the fuck?”. Troy’s impressed.

Alison climbs inside the train and disappears from vision. 

The train departs. Jack watches the train as it leaves.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. JIMMY’S LOT - NIGHT

Jack drives into Jimmy’s lot and parks. Jack, Troy and Denise 
come out of the car. Jack and Denise hold hands.

Burt, in the middle of taking Jimmy’s testimony, sees his son 
and runs up to him, relieved.

JACK
Dad, I can explain...

Burt hugs his son as tight as he can.

BURT
I’m so happy you’re okay. I love 
you son.

JACK
I love you too dad. I’m so sorry.

BURT
It’s okay. The phone call and 
Jimmy’s testimony cleared almost 
everything. You and I will have a 
long talk about the rest. But for 
now, let’s just start by taking you 
to the hospital.

JACK
Good idea.

Burt helps Jack to his car. Troy and Denise follow.

Jack pulls out the bundle of cash from his pants and hands it 
to Burt.
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JACK (CONT’D)
This is some of the drug money.

BURT
You know we don’t know how much was 
in that house? You probably could 
have held onto this.

Jack smacks his forehead with his palm.

BURT (CONT’D)
Although it’s better this way. When 
I’d find out you kept it, I’d have 
to lock you up, or shoot you.

Burt and Jack laugh.

BURT (CONT’D)
Where’s the rest of the money?

JACK
The girl got away with it.

BURT
Don’t worry, we’ll catch her.

Jack smiles condescendingly: “Yeah, right”.

BURT (CONT’D)
I was thinking. Maybe I was too 
hard on you. You can borrow my car 
anytime you want.

JACK
That’s okay. After today, I think 
I’m gonna stick to riding my bike 
for a while.

BURT
Then how the hell are you gonna 
pick up your date? 

JACK
How did you...

Burt looks at Denise.

BURT
Just a hunch.

Jack smiles. They all reach their cars.

JACK
I’ll ride with Troy and Denise.
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Burt nods. He ruffles Jack’s hair and walks to his car.

Before Troy, Denise and Jack get in Troy’s mom’s SUV--

JACK (CONT’D)
Denise.

Denise turns to Jack--

JACK (CONT’D)
I just wanted to say, I’m sorry, 
about everything. This last week, I 
acted like an insensitive asshole, 
a thoughtless prick...

DENISE
A horny douche bag.

Jack laughs--

JACK
A horny douche bag. But I swear, 
I’m gonna do everything to make it 
up to you.

DENISE
Oh yeah? How?

Jack kisses Denise, who kisses him back. They make out.

Troy shakes his head as he gets in the SUV.

Jack and Denise kissing MATCH DISSOLVES into--

INT. SCI-FI CONVENTION - DAY

Jack and Denise kiss at the convention entrance. They are 
dressed as Doctor Who characters.

They smile at each other and hand their tickets to a Male 
Nerd dressed as Starbuck. They walk inside.

EXT. SCI-FI CONVENTION - DAY

Among the many cars parked outside, focus on Burt (and 
Jack’s) GTO shining under the bright sunlight.

THE END
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