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BLACK
SCREEN

Stark silence except for a man's breathing, heavy
but controlled...

INT. MOTEL Room - RURAL NEW JERSEY
- NIGHT

The back of the man’s neatly-trimmed hair is matted
down with sweat. Slowly sweeping in a semi-circle around him, the
cold, unforgiving eyes of MARCUS ZANE, stare back.

MARCUS (V.O.)

This ain't their story. It's mine. They'll tell ya
different. They'll say it's about control, big egos, assholes
playin’ games with people's lives. But it’s still my story...

Marcus, still possessing the muscular frame of his
high school football days from a decade and a half earlier, sits on
a chair's edge with a bottle of Absolut at his side.

MARCUS (V.O.)

Funny what money will to ya. Especially a shitload
of it. Five hundred grand to be exact. Christ, more than I'd ever
see, or smell, or touch in my life...

A cigarette burns at the filter. A drop of sweat
from the late spring humidity inches along his forehead, then runs
down his cleanly-shaven face. Marcus takes in one last drag and
snuffs out the cigarette in an ashtray filled with butts.

MARCUS (V.O.)

A half-mil. Man, the thought of it
gives me a bigger fuckin’ high than I ever got...

INT. MOTEL Room - Later

At a window, Marcus looks out onto the empty parking
lot. He reaches into his shirt pocket and pulls out a crushed pack
of cigarettes.

MARCUS (V.O.)

Don't let 'em tell ya shit. Ya might meet 'em one
day. They look like a best friend, or a stranger. But there's
somethin’ fucked about ‘em, a scratch on their smooth
surface...

The cigarette dangles in his lips. The flame from a
plastic lighter curls toward the cigarette. Marcus breathes out,
the smoke funneling between his pursed lips and spreading against
the window screen.

MARCUS (V.O.)

They might even look like me...

He glances at a clock on a night table.

1:05am. Click. 1:06am.

His heart pounds. He inhales and exhales.

EXT. Road - NIGHT - a few months
earlier

In hard rain, a beat-up Chevy pickup speeds down a
desolate road.

int. Chevy

Marcus is noticeably differentunkempt, stubble on his face, wearing torn jeans and
a beat-up shirt. His movements are edgy. Behind his cold stare
bubbles an unrelenting anger.

EXT. Road

A small-town liquor store emerges from the
darkness.

INT. LIQUOR STORE

The STOREKEEPER reaches for a bottle of cheap
vodka.

STOREKEEPER

Same old, Marcus?

MARCUS

And a couple Quick Picks.

Marcus tosses crumpled bills on the counter, grabs
the bottle, tickets and change and exits.

ext. road

The Chevy rushes down the road.

int. chevy - night

Marcus guzzles the vodka like it's Evian. Car
headlights shine in the distance. Marcus reaches for the car radio,
tuning in Guns N Roses’ One In A Million, and cranking the
volume.

Grinning wildly, Marcus veers into the opposite lane
and guns the engine. The road between the two cars disappears.

The driver pleadingly beeps his horn, but Marcus is
unfazed. The beeps meld into one long, desperate blare. Still,
Marcus is calm.

At the last moment, he swerves sharply. The cars
whistle by each other.

ext. New York City - NIGHT

The Manhattan skyline lit up.

EXT. The PLAZA HOTEL

A parade of limousines drop off celebrity musicians
and recording industry execs, while a throng of fans and paparazzi
fight for a glimpse or photograph.

INT. main ballroom

The marquee reads, Welcome To The 1988 MAAA
Musicians Against Alcohol Abuse Fundraiser. Slick and stuck-up is
the order of the evening, with the entertainment industry’s wealthy
and powerful dropping names and large donations.

At the center, one man stands out, ADAM STEINLIEB,
mid-40s, the head of Requiem Records, an up-and-coming record
label. Heavily-muscled, black hair tied neatly in a pony-tail,
Steinlieb makes an extraordinary physical statement.

A second impeccably-dressed man, JOSEPH MARTUCCI,
approaches Steinlieb. They greet each other in a friendly manner,
but are serious and private with their gestures.

STEINLIEB

Welcome to the fake and famous.

A COCKTAIL WAITRESS hands them glasses.

MARTUCCI

What’re we drinking?

STEINLIEB

Scotch and soda, without the scotch... You'd think
these geniuses could come up with a cause a little less part of my
diet.

Steinlieb looks facetiously at his watch, then at
the crowd of chattering people.

STEINLIEB

Most of them should have the tremors by now.

Partygoers stop to shake hands with Steinlieb. After
they move on, Martucci leans in.

MARTUCCI

We should talk.

STEINLIEB

Relax, paisan, we’ve got all night.

INT. DRESSING ROOM

STONE REDMOND, wearing his trademark Ray-Bans to
hide the creases of a well-worn thirty-five year old life, kneels
in prayer.

STONE

(whispering)

No going back, no going back...

Behind him stands CHEYENNE JACKSON, late-twenties, a
petite, stylish black woman.

CHEYENNE

No one notices the follower, the conformist, the
meek. You gotta make a statement tonight. For you...

 


She bends down to kiss him.

 


CHYENNE

For us...

With controlled ferocity, Stone genuflects, then
stands tall, looking long and hard in the mirror.

INT. ballroom STAGE

The EMCEE addresses the audience.

EMCEE

...helping in the fight against alcohol abuse, a
terrible disease which afflicts our children, our families, our
friends. The M-Triple-A would like to express its thanks for your
generosity, in particular to Mr. Adam Steinlieb and Requiem Records
for providing tonight’s musical entertainment.

A polite applause goes up. Steinlieb feigns
graciousness, smiling and bowing his head.

The lights suddenly go out.

EMCEE

And now. Out of Ocean, New Jersey. Stone
Redmond!

Stone, guitar in hand, strides out on stage with his
band. Each takes his place, then launches into the first song.

INT. middle of the BALLROOM

Steinlieb leans in.

STEINLIEB

(to Martucci)

The prick demanded a hundred grand for this... How
quickly he forgets playing those shitty clubs in Asbury for
nothing.

INT. STAGE – A short time later

Stone finishes his first song, prowling the
stage.

STONE

Fuck cops, man... I'm drivin’ through the Holland
Tunnel the other night, so wasted I thought I was Sonny Crockett in
his Testerosa.

He takes a drink and holds it up.

STONE

Bacardi and coke. Cheers.

Silence from the crowd.

STONE

Not one or two, but three fuckin’ cops cars pull me
over. So I say, 'Hey Starsky, what's up?' He answers,

(in a mimicked ‘cop’
voice)

'Sir, after observing your driving, we have reason
to believe you're under the influence.' He asks me to stand outside
the car. I tell him, Dick Tracy, I can't. He asks why. I say,
Because I'm too fuckin’ wasted to stand up.

Stone fires into hot guitar licks, drowning out a
ripple of embarrassed laughter from the audience.

STONE

Any labels out there lookin’ to sign a kickass band?
We're takin’ bids.

INT. middle of the
BALLROOM

Partygoers glance at Steinlieb, but he remains
stone-faced. He finishes his seltzer and motions to Martucci.

They cross the ballroom. Near the exit, Steinlieb
sees Cheyenne at the side of the stage. She returns a defiant
glare.

EXT. BAR – rural new jersey -
night

On a dark street at the edge of a lonely town, the
neon sign of a bar for locals-only shines dimly.

INT. BAR entrance

Marcus walks to the back, catching the eye of a
weathered 33-year old brunette, DANIELLE VEDERAMI, sitting with
friends. Marcus nods to the BARTENDER and a few REGULARS.

BARTENDER

What's up, Golden Arm?

MARCUS

Chevy's pullin’ left.

Regular #1 motions like he's jerking off.

REGULAR #1

Maybe you been pullin' it left too much.

They laugh.

REGULAR #2

Time to put that piece of crap to sleep, Marcus.

MARCUS

Yeah? Maybe you did shitty work on it last week.

REGULAR #2

Whatever. Bring it by again.

marcus

Yeah, maybe I’ll do that.

INT. BAR

At a back table, Marcus sits down with JAMIE GIBBLE,
a high school friend.

Marcus

Here long?

JAMIE

No sweat.

He motions to a waitress for two beers.

jamie

How's the new job?

MARCUS

Lotsa money, none of it mine... Shoulda seen this
ol’ lady that came in today.

He pulls out a pack of cigarettes, taps one out and
lights up.

marcus

She’s askin’ me questions and each time she opens
her mouth I'm thinkin’, Christ, her goddamn makeup's gonna crack
off. She reaches in her pocketbook, and I'm bettin’ she's got mace
and shit, right?

He sits back.

MARCUS

Pulls out seven grand. In fuckin’ tens and
twenties.

JAMIE

Seven grand?

MARCUS

Seven fuckin’ grand.

INT. BAR - later

Marcus and Jamie have had their share of
alcohol.

JAMIE

...around all that cash, not being able to touch
it...

MARCUS

Touch it? Oh, I touch it.

Jamie

Nah...

marcus

Yeah.

jamie

Yeah?

Marcus

Fuck yeah. After the place closes, I open the
drawers. Pull out wads of cash. Both fists.

Jamie puts down his beer and looks skeptically at
Marcus.

JAMIE

Right there? In the bank?

MARCUS

In the bank? Of course, in the fuckin’ bank.

JAMIE

What about security cameras?

MARCUS

Fuck the cameras. I go right up to 'em. Rub the cash
all over like a friggin' go-go dancer. Got that sweet smell of cash
all on me.

INT. BAR entrance

A tough-looking WISEGUY enters, glances at Danielle,
and walks a beeline to Marcus, who doesn't notice until the wiseguy
is in front of him.

WISEGUY

Hey, Fuckhead, you're in the hole.

Jamie moves to stand up. The wiseguy glares at him.
Jamie sits down.

The wiseguy turns to Marcus, who sees the anxious
stares from around the bar and tries to play it cool.

MARCUS

Not here, man.

WISEGUY

His patience is running thin. You know Sicilian
tempers.

MARCUS

Give me three weeks.

The wiseguy laughs.

WISEGUY

Friday. All of it.

A fierce stare, an efficient exit and the wiseguy is
gone.

JAMIE

Still dealing with Martucci?

MARCUS

Nah...

(a beat)

Maybe a little...

jamie

Christ, Marcus, ya don’t work for Joey Martucci a
little. It’s all or nothin’. He’s a Nicky-Newarker, a wiseguy
Guinea.

MARCUS

Nah.

JAMIE

Yeah.

MARCUS

I'm telling ya, Jamie, Joey's doin’ good for
himself. He's got businesses. Warehouses in Rutherford, out by the
stadium.

jamie

Ever been to one?

Marcus

I know he’s into a lotta shit. Import, export.

JAMIE

He'll own ya forever.

MARCUS

Who? Me?

JAMIE

Yeah, you.

MARCUS

I'm always a step ahead, remember? The rush’s on,
flushed out of the pocket, scramblin’...

He bobs and weaves in his chair.

MARCUS

...three big-ass linebackers trying to blind-side
me, but noI make the cut, a little
razzle-dazzle and I’m gone.

JAMIE

Until some blitzin’ corner flattens your ass.

MARCUS

Never happened.

Jamie shakes his head in admiration.

JAMIE

Nope, never did.

INT. BAR - near closing
time

Both guys are wasted.

JAMIE

...ya know, I never told ya this. When we were in
school, I kinda looked up to ya. And I don't mean in a homo
way.

MARCUS

Sure ya don't.

JAMIE

Fuck you.

MARCUS

See?

JAMIE

Marcus, I looked up to ya.

 


MARCUS

Another idol bites the dust.

JAMIE

Everythin’ for you was laid out like a damn, I don’t
know, buffet. Remember that hot Spanish teacher, what was her name?
Ms. Suarez?

Marcus smirks.

marcus

(under his breath)

Angeline...

JAMIE

Yeah, just like that. You were it, man.

MARCUS

Okay, okay.

Jamie

I’m serious.

marcus

Enough of the memory lane shit.

Marcus stands.

JAMIE

Goin’?

MARCUS

Yeah, before you get all fuckin’ weepy on me.

Jamie reaches in his wallet.

JAMIE

I'm a little short.

Marcus pulls bills from his pocket and tosses them
on the table.

marcus

I got it.

JAMIE

I owe ya.

They shake hands good night.

Jamie

You cool out there?

Marcus nods. As he walks to the front of the bar, he
motions to Danielle. The women give her a disapproving look as she
gets up.

EXT. BAR

Marcus anxiously darts his eyes up and down the
street, but there’s no one there. Danielle looks at him oddly.

danielle

Forget where ya parked?

Without a word, Marcus walks off. Danielle
follows.

INT. CHEVY

Light from a street lamp dances off Marcus and
Danielle’s half-naked bodies. But as quickly as it started, the
firestorm of passion burns out.

Marcus sits up. Danielle reaches to kiss him, but he
grabs the bottle of vodka instead.

danielle

What the hell, Marcus?

MARCUS

I'm not into this.

DANIELLE

Ya mean you're done.

Marcus starts to pull on his jeans. Danielle wraps
her blouse over her breasts.

DANIELLE

So that’s it? That’s it. My big night out. All we do
is get piss-drunk and fuck like dogs... It’s cold in here and it
stinks. It's like high school all over again... Jesus, Marcus, I
can't keep doin’ this. I'm thirty-two, for God’s sakes. I deserve
better.

They sit in silence.

danielle

Nothin’ to say? Of course, nothin’ to say. What
should I expect?

INT. OFFICE - manhattan -
night

The room falls just short of the splendor expected
for the head of a record label. Steinlieb pulls a CD from his suit
pocket and tosses it to Martucci.

STEINLIEB

Next week.

martucci

How many?

steinlieb

Four-hundred thousand units.

MARTUCCI

Little pieces of plastic. No mess, no worry...

STEINLIEB

You've earned them. Now make them disappear.

martucci

They'll be in Sao Paolo

Steinlieb cuts him off.

STEINLIEB

That’s your business.

(sharply)

Can you handle it?

martucci

Of course.

INT. OFFICE - later

Cigar smoke wafts
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